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TRANSLATOR'S PREFACE

Norwrrmsraxpine the numerous versons of Faust which are
already before the public * and the abihty with which fragments
of this great poem have been rendered mto Enghsh verse, 1t 15, I
believe, admatted, that no translator has yet succeeded 1
mg its entire spirit 1 a metrical form. How far I have been
sucoessful 1n accomplhishing this dafficult task, I must leave others
to determme I can only say that, impelled by admration of the

lendid poetry scattered through 1ts pages, I have laboured
xhgenﬂy to render my translation a faithful reflection of the
original, and if I have sometimes failed, 1t must not be attributed
to any want of earnest endeavour

To the ment of Mr Hayward s prose version, I gladly record
my humble testimony yet, notwithstanding the occasional freedom
unavoidable 1 metrical translations I cannot agree with those
who regard prose as an appropriate medium for the re preduction
of poetry  In original composition, a natural relation s re
as exasting between thouglgt and verse, inasmuch as the latter 18
the spontaneous utterance of the poetic mind, when, ;n moméats
of nsparation, 1t teems with

Thoughts which voluntary move
Harmontous numbers

But the mspiring mfluence of such thoughts 15 also felt, when,
mstead of springing from the depths of the creative spint, they
are derived from a foreign source and as the seed, if 1t take
root, and spring forth anew, must produce a flower

Like to the mother plant in semblance

so the poetic thought can only find adequate expression 1 tanes
which harmomze with the music of the onginal verse
A poet, m desoribing the pleasure attending the exercise of
the creatave faculty, exclaims—
Oh! to create within the soul 18 blss |

A fant echo of this emotion accompanies the endeavour to
body forth the conceptions of the mspired master, and hence 1t 18
that o8-of the ﬁxghest beauty are those which least tax the
#mergies of the translator Far more laborious 15 the attempt to

* 1 am peedibly informed that there are npwards of twenty complete
versions 1o print, and even a greater number of fragments
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render mnto verse 1deas not essentially poetical, and the reader,
e,
’ Aware of nothing arduous 1n a task
He never undertook

thinks hittle of
The shifts and turns

The expedients and 1nventions multiform
To which the mind resorts 1 chase of terms
Though apt yet coy and difficuit to win

The endeavour to render imnto English verse the finer passages
of Faust, has been to me a source of the highest enjoyment and
1f others derive any pleasure from the perusal of my translation, I
shall feel amply rewarded for the labour attending the less inviting
portions of my task

I shall not attempt any analysms of the poem, but merely
allude to what appears to me to be the fundamental 1dea under
lymng 1its vared and complicated elements, and which we find
expressed 1 the prologue, in the words—

A good man 1 the direful grasp of 1ll
His consciousness of right retaineth still

‘We have here a recognition of conscience as belongmg to the
deepest roots of man g mmner hfe The soul, whose mborn ten
dency 1t 18

To rush aloft to struggle still towards heaven

can never derive permanent satisfaction from low and sensual
gratifications and when from the misdirection of 1ts energies
or the ascendancy of the passions, the harmony of the spiritu
nature 1s destroyed, the voice of the mward monitor 1s still
heard in the recesses of the heart, and the agomes of remorse
attest that 1ts dictates can never be wiolated with impumty
This deep moral instinct has been characterized as “ the hand
writing of the creator on the soul, and 1s the ground of that
reverent faith in humamty which ever distinguishes the noblest
minds But while thus recogmzing the moral truth embodied 1n
the poem I deeply regret the blemishes which, 1n my opimon,
disfigure 1ts pages 1t contains passages which I would fain have
omitted or modified, had I not held i1t to be the imperative
duty of a translator to render faithfully even the defects of the
ongal

To those who are curious m contemplating the growth of a
work of art, and tracing 1t through 1ts successive stages of deve
lopment, Faust offers a study of pecubiar interest As early as the
year 1774, we find Goethe reading the first scenes of the poem to
Klopstock, during the visit of the latter to Frankfort from that
period, 1t was resumed at intervals till the year 1790, when 1t
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first appeared before the public 1n the form of “ A Fragment
This fragment Schiller hkened to the Torso of Hercules, “ mam
festing a vigour and exuberance which betrayed unmistakeably
the hand of the great master 1t commences with the first
monologue and ends with the scene in the cathedral the scene
with Valentine, together with some other passages, were intro-
duced at a subsequent period After the lapse of several years,
Goethe s thoughts again reverted to Faust, and 1 1797 he pro-
duced the Dedication, the Prologue for the Theatre, and the Pro-
logue 1n Heaven TIhe Intermezzo must be referred to the same
year Goethe was continually urged by Schiller to the completion
of the work, and the correspondence of the two poets at this period
contains several mnteresting passages relative to 1ts continuation
and further development It was not, however till the year 1808,
after 1t had been brooded over 1 the poet s mind for upwards of
thirty years, that the first part of Faust was published 1n 1ts pre-
sent form In compihing the foregoing brief sketch of the progress
of the poem I have followed Duntzer s recent work upon Faust
My translations of Iphigemia and of the first act of Tasso

have already appeared 1n a volume, entitled ¢Selections from the
Drams of Goethe and Schiller ~ The remamder of the Tasso
together with my versions of Faust and of kgmont, are published
now for the first time

¢ In Goethes ‘Dichtung and Wahrheit known in England
as his Autoblography we have an account of the origin of Goetz
von Berhchingen to which an interest attaches from 1ts having
been the first great dramatic work of the author, and also from
1ts translation bemng among the ealiest literary efforts of Sir
Walter Scott When he undertook the task his knowledge of
German must have been very imperfect, as his version abounds
with errors these have been corrected in the present edition,
and omissions of some length supplied My publisher has assisted
IE the alterations, and 1s responsible for the greater number of
them

A S

Loxpox,
November, 1850



FAUST —THE INTERMEZZO

As without some key this scene 1s utterly incomprehensible to the
Enihsh reader a brief notice of some of the allusions 1t contains
18 here subjomed they are dwelt upon at greater length in
Diintzer's work

It may be regarded as a kind of satimical jeu d esprit, and con
susts of a series of epigrams, directed against a variety of false ten
dencies 1n art Literature, religion, philosophy, and political life.

The 1ntroductory stanzas are founded upon the Midsummer
Night s Dream, and Wieland 8 Oberon. To celebrate the recon
cihiation of the farry king and queen a grotesque assemblage of
figures appear upon the stage Common place musicians, and
poetasters, having no conception that every poem must be an

¢ whole, are satirized as the bagpipe, the embryo spint,

and the hittle pair  Then follows a series of epigrams, having re
ference to the plastic arts, and directed against that false pretism
and affected purity which would take a narrow and one-sided
wview of artastical creations Nicolai, the sworn enemy of ghosts
and Jesuits, 18 introduced as the inqusitive traveller, and Stol-
berg, who severely criticised Schiller s poem, “The Gods of
Greece, 18 alluded to 1n the couplet headed * Orthodox

Henmings, the editor of two hterary journals entitled the
Musaget, and the Genius of the Age, had attacked the Xenien, a
series of epigrams, published jointly by Goethe and Schiller
Goethe, 1n retahiation makes him confess his own unfitness to be
& leader of the Muses, and his readiness to assign a place on the
German Parnassus to any one who was willing to bow to his au
thonty Nicola: agamn appears as the inquisitive traveller, and
Lavater 18 saxd to be alluded to as the crane The metaphysical
philosophers are next the objects of the poet s satire allusion 18
made to the bitter hostihty mamfested by the contending schools,
the characteristics of which are so well known that it 18 needless
to dwell upon them here The philosophers are succeeded by the
pohiticians  “the knowing ones  who, 1n the midst of political
revolutions manage to keep 1n with the ruling party, are con
trasted with those unfortunate individuals who are unable to
accommodate themselves to the new order of things In revolu
tionary times also parvenus are raised to positions of eminence,
while worthless notabilities deprived of their hereditary splen
dour, are unable to maimntain their former digmified position
“The massive ones typify the men of the revolution, the leaders
of the people who, heedless of intervemng obstacles, march
straight on to their destined goal Puck and Ariel, who had 1n
troduced the shadowy procession, again make thewr appearance,
and the fairy pageant vanishes into air

What relation this fantastic assemblage bears to Faust 18 not
immediately obvious, unless, indeed as Duntzer suggests, the poet
meant to shadow forth the varous distractions with which
Mephistophiles endeavours to dissipate the mind of Faust, who
hmftumed with disgust from the watch society of the Brocken
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TeE drama of ‘Ipmrerata IN TAuris has bheen considered
Goethe s masterpiece 1t 15 concewved 1 the spirit of Greek
1deality and 18 characterized throughout by moral beauty and
dignified 1cpcse  Schlegel * styles it an echo of Greek song an
epithet as appropriate as 1t 1s elegant for without any serwile
mmtation of classic models this beawutiful drama through the
medium of 1ts polished verse reproduces in softened characters
the graccful and colossal forms of the antiquc

The destiny of Agwmemnon and his race was a favourite theme
of the ancients It his been dramatized 1n a varety of forms by
the three greiwt masters of wmtiquity and from these various
gources (‘oethe has gathered the matcrals for his drama enriching
1t with touches of sublumty and heanty selected mdiscriminately
from the works of each lhc description of the Furies m the
third act 18 worthy of Aschylus wd i the spuit of the same
great writcr 1s the exclusion of these teirihe powers from the
couscerated grove symbohicddl of the peice which 1ehigion can
alone afford to the anguish of a wounded con vence  The pro
minecnce given to the idey of de tiny together with the fimshed
beauty ot the whole remmd us of Sophocles while the passages
conveying general moral truths scittercd throughout the poem
not unfrequently recul to our rccollection those of a similar
character mn the dramas of Luripides

Two dramas of T'uripides are founded upon the well known
story of Iphi_emia Inthe Iphigenivim Auhs we are introduced
to the iwocmbled hosts of Greece detamed by contrary winds m
consequence of Dianvs g er aguust A amemnon  An oracle
had declared that the Goddess could only be propitiated by the
sacrifice of 1phienin, who 1s accordingly allurcd with her mother
to the camp  On discovering the fexrful doom which awaits her
she 18 at first overwhelmed with .ricf  She mmplores her father to
spare her hife  endeavows to touch his heart by recalling the fond
memories of by gone tincs and holds up her imfant brother
Orestes that he may plead for her with his tears Learnmg
however that the glory of her country depends upon her death
she rises superior to her fears subducs her womanly weakness
and devotes herself a willing sacrifice for Greece  She 18 con
ducted to the altar, the sacred garlands are bound around her

Dramatic Litcrature Bohn s edition p1 e 618
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head, Calchas hfts the kmfe to deal the fatal stroke when
Iphigema suddenly vanishes, and a hind of uncommon beauty
lies bleeding at his feet

In the IpureeviA IN TAURIS our heromne re-appears, mn the
temple of Diana, situated m the Tauric Chersonese a savage
region washed by the Euxine Sea where according to the
ancients, all strangers were sacrificed at the altar of Diana
To this wild shore Iphigemn had been conveyed by the pity
g goddess and there 1n her character of priestess she pre
sided over the bloody rites of the barbuians  [he meidents in
this drama huwe been adoptcd by Goethe as the groundwork of
his poem, the chief interest m which as m the druna of Euripides,
turns upon the departure of Iphgema and Orestes from the
Taurian shore A brief outhme of the Grecian diama will
show m what paiticulus the modern poet has ndhered to his
classic model and where he has devited from 1t

The scene of both 18 m the vicimty of the temple of Diana In
the opemng solloquy of the Gieciwn drama Iphigema after
lamenting her unhappy destiny 1elates her dream of the previous
mght from which shc mmfers the death of Orestes  She determines
to offer a libation to his memory and while enga_ed in performing
this prous rite she 15 mformed that two strangers have been
captured on the shore for whose sacuifice she 18 commanded to
repare Orcstes and 1ylades are shoitly after mtroduced and
earning from the former thit he 1s 2 native of Argos she offers
to spare his life provided he will c ury a letter for her to Mycenc
He refuses to abandon his fiiend  Pyludes 1s equally disinterested
a generous contest ensucs, wnd the lattar yvielding at length to the
entreaties of Orestes consents to accept life on the proposed con
ditions  The letter addiessed to Orcstes 18 produced and
Iphigenia discovers her brother m the mntended victim  They
anxiously consider how they may escape wnd Iphigema suggests
that n her character of priestess she shall lead them togcther
with the 1mage of Diana to the sea there to be punfied i the
ocean waves wheie they may find safety in the attendant bark
‘With all the wily subtlety of a Greck she imposes upon the ere
dubty of the barbariin monirch and induces him not only to
sanction her project but to a sist 1n 1ts execution which she at
length successfully achicves  In this drama, Iphigema though
exhibiting some noble traits offends us by her unserupulous
violation of the truth and by the cunning artifice which Goethe,
with admirable art has attributed to Pylades We are the more
daspleased with this portrait because we are unwilhing to recog
mize 1n the crafty priestess the mnocent victim, who so strongly
awakens our sympathy 1n the beautiful drama of ‘Iphigema 1
Aulis  In the Iphigema of Goethe, on the contrary, we discover
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with pleasure the same filal tenderness, and the same touching
mixture of tumdity and courage which characterized that m
teresting heroine

In the drama of Furiprdes we are chiefly interested in the
generous friendship of Orestes and Pylades 1n that of Goeth.
the character of Iphigemia constitutes the chief charm and
awakens our warmest sympathy While contemplatin, her we
feel as 1if some exqusite statue of Grecian art had become
ammated by a living soul and moved and breathed before us
though exhibiting the severe sumpheity which characterizes the
creations of antiquity she 18 fir 1emoved from all coldness and
austerity and her character, though cast 1 a classic mould 1s
free from that hursh and vindictive spirit which darkened the
heroism of those barbarous tunes when 1eligion lent her sanction
to hatrea and reveuge

The docility with which, m »pposition to her own feehngs, she
at first consents to the stratagem of Pylades though appirently
1nconsistent with her 1everence for tiuth 19 1a 1eality 4 beautiful
and touchmg trut The conflict m her mind between intense
anxiety for her brother s safety, wnd detcstation of the artifice
by which alone she thinks 1t can he secured amounts almost to
agony 1 hexr extremmty she calls upon the (ods and 1mplores
them to save then image m her soul  The struggle finally sub
sides  she remains farthful to her hugh convictions reveuds the
project of escape, and thus saves her soul from tieachery From
the commencement of the hith act she assumes a calmm wnd lofty
tone, as 1f feeling the mspiration of a noble purpose 'Lhe dignity
and determination with which she opposes the cruel project of
the barbarian king remmd us of the sumlu qualities displayed
by the Antigonc ot Sophocles who 1s parhaps the noblest heroine
of antigmty Thus when culed upon by the king to reverence
the law Iphigenia ppeals to that law wiitten m the heart more
ancient and more sacied than the ordimnces of man and Anta
gone, when by the mteiment of hax biother Polymices she Las
mecurred the anger of the tyrant Creon wnd bccome subjected to
a cruel death justifies herself by an ippel to the same sacred
authority

'Lhe remammg characters of the dramn though subordinate to
the central figure, are m admrable kecpiug with 1t the poes
having softencd down the haish fcatures of the barbarians so as
not to form too abiupt a contrast with the more pohished Greeks
and thereby mterfere with the harmony of the pece The
cologsal figures of the Titans appearmg m the background, and
the dread power of Destiny overarching all, impart a chaiacter of
solemn grandeur to the whole

59
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Tae annals of biography offer no page the perusal of which
awakens a greater variety of emotions than that which records
the fate of %l‘orquato Tasso 1his great poet, distinguished ahike
by his gemus and his misfortunes concentrates i his own person
the deepest 1uterests of humamty while the mystery which
broods over his derangement and his love 1imparts to his story
+he air rather of poetic fiction than of sober truth Goethe s
poem founded upon the residence of Tasso at the court of
berrara 18 justly celebrated for its fine delineations of character
and 1ts profound msight mto the depths of the human heart It
exhibits a striking picture of the great bard at the most mo
mentous period of his existence which was signalized by the
completion of his 1immortal work and though the action of the
drama embraces only a few hours by skiltully waling bimself of
retrogpect and anticipation ( octhe has presented us with a beau
taful epitome of the poet s hifc

Thus 1 the third scene of the diama "Tasso alludes to his
early childhood the sorrows of which he has so pithetically sung
we accompany the youthful bard in hus twenty second year, to the
brihant court of kerrara wheie he urnived at 4 period when the
nuptials of the Duke with the lumperor s sister were celebrated
with uurivalled splendour At the conclusion of these festivities
he was presentcd by the I rincess Lucretia to hex sister Leonora,
who was destined to exert such a powcrful influence over his
future ife we behold hun the honoured and cherished inmate of
Belnguardo o magnificent palace surrounded by beautiful gar
dens where the Dukes of Fertua were accustomed to retire with
theirr most favoured courtiers and where uunder the mspiring
mfluences ot love beautv and court favour he completed his
‘Gerusalemme ILaberata  one of the proudest monuments of
human genius

Goethe has with great <kill made us wcquaunted with some of
the circumstances which acting upon the pccubar temperament
of the poet at length mduced the mental disorder which cast so
dark a shadow over his later yens Ihs hopeless love for Leo-
nora no doubt conspired with othcr causes to unsettle his fine
mtellect —a c¢alumity which 1n hin appcars hike the bewilder
ment of a mind suddenly awakened trom the visions of poetry
and love passionately cherished for so many years mnto the cold
reahties of actual ife where his too sensitive ear was stunned by
the harsh and discordant voices of envy and superstition  We are
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thus prepared for his distracted flight from Ferrarn and Goethe
has introduced prospectively the touching mcident related by
Manso —how 1n the disguise of a shepherd he presented himself
to his mster Cornelia to whom he related his story 1n language so
pathetic, that she fainted from the violence of her grief

His return to Ferrara, his imprisonment 1 the Hospital of
Santa Anna and his subsequent miserable wanderings from city
to city are not mentioned i the drama but the allusion of
Alphonso to the crown which should adorn him on the Capitol
grm§s to our rememinance the affecting circumstances of his
eat

1t appears from his letters that at one period of his lfe, he
earnestly desired a triumph similar to that which Petrarca had
enjoyed but when at length this honour was accorded him when
a period was assigned for this splendid pageant a change had
come over his spint  IIis long sufferings had weaned his
thoughts from ewth he felt that the hand of death was upon
him, and hoped—to use his own words— to go crowned not as
a poet tv the Capitol but w1 h glory s a4 saint to Heaven  On
the eve of the day ippomnted for the ceremony he expned at the
monastery of Samt Onofrio and his 1emains, habited 1 a mag
mficent toga and adorned with i laurel crown, were carried 1
procession through the strects of Rome

Goethe has futhfully portriyed the times m which Tasso
hved, and circumstances apparently triviu have an historical
significance and 1mpart an an of reahity to the drama Thus
the fanciful occupation and picture que attire of the Prin
cess and Countess at the opcnng of the piece tiansport us at
once to that graceful court where the pistoral drama w s invented
and refined and where not long befoe Tassos Aminta which
18 considered one of the most bewtiful specimens of this species
of composition had been performed tfor the fust time with enthu
stastic applause

Lhe crown adormmmg the bust of Ariosto, together with the
enthusiastic admirition expressed for that poet by Antonio 18 like-
wise characteristic of the age  lhe Orlando Furioso had been
composed at the same court about fifty years hefore and had
become so umversally populiwr that according to Bernardo Tasso
the father of Torquwto  uather lcuned man nor artisan no
youth no maid, no old man could be sit1 hed with o single
perusal — passenguls 1 the sticets sailors m thewr boats and
virgmns 1n their chambers, sang for their disport the stanzas of
Ariosto*

The project of dethronmmg this mounarch of Parnassus, or, at
least, of placing upon his own brow a cown as glorious, appears

Blick LfeofTy o
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t!‘[‘rom his own letters ealy to have awakened the ambition of
2880

The subordinate characters of the drama are also historical
Bortralts Alphonso II 1s represented by his biographers as the

beral patron of the arts, and as treating Tasso at this period

with marked consideration nor had he yet mamfested that im
placable and revengeful spirit which has rendered his memory
Justly hiteful to posterity In the relation which subsisted
between this prince wnd Tasso, Gocthe has exhibited the evils
resulting from the false spirit of patronage prevalent at that
period throughout Italy when talent was regarded as the neces
sary appendage of rank and works of genius were considered as
belonging rather to the patron than to the mdividual by whom
they had becn produced

Antonio Montecatino the Dukes secietary, 18 also drawn
fiom hfe He 15 an admirible persomfication of that spirit of
worldly wisdom which looks prmcipully to material results and
contemplitcs promotion and court favour as the highest objects
ofambition lhis earth born prudence having hittle sympathy
with poetic gemus affects to treut 1t with contempt resents as
presumptuous 1ts violation of oidinary 1ules holds up 1ts forbles
and eccentriuties to 1dicule wd at the same tiume envies the
homage paid to 1t by mankind

At the pcriod of the diumny the court of Ferrara was graced
by the presence of Liconora CGountess of Scandiano in whom
Goethe has portrayed 1 woman emnently graceful and accom
phshed, but who fuls to win our sympathy because her ruling
sentiment 1s vamty Tasco paud to this youn, bcauty the tibute
of public homagc, and addressed to her some of his most beautiful
sonnets accordin, to Giguenc however his sentiment for her
was merely poetical, nd could easily ally itself with thc more
genuine, decp and constant affection which he entertuned for
Leonora of Kste

Lucietia and T conma of Este were the daughters of Renee of
France, celebiatcd for her msatiable thirst for knowledge, and for
the vanety and depth of her studies She became zealously
attached to the tenets of the Reformers 1 consequence of which
she was deprived of her children and closely imprisoned for
twelve years

To the mtellectual power, the knowledge heresy and con-

sequent misfortunes of her unhappy mother, the Princess
Leonora twice alludes 1n the course of the drama The daughters
of this heroic woman inherited her mental superiority, and
Leonora, the younger, 1s celebrated by various writers for her
genius, learning, beauty, and early indifference to the pleasures
of the world
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In Schuller s eritique upon the tragedy of Egmont Goethe 1s
censured for departing from the truth of history in the delinea
tion of his heros character and also for misrepresenting the
circumstances of his domestic Iife  The Fgmont of history left
behind him a numerous family anxiety for whose welfare detaied
him 1n Brussels when most of his friends sought safety in flight
His withdrawal would have entuled the confiscation of his pro
gerty and he shrank from exposing to privation those whose

appiness was dearer to him than hife —a consideration which
he repeatedly urged i his conferences with the Prince of O1ange
when the latter msisted upon the neccssity of escape  We seu
here, not the victim of a blind and fool hardy confidence as por
trayed i Goethe s drama but the husband and father, regardlcss
of his personal safety m anziety for the interests of his famly

I shall not mquire which conception 1s best suited for the
purposes of art  but merely subjom  few extricts from the same
critique 1 which Schiller does ample justice to Goethe s admir
able delineation of the age and country i which the dramna is
cast, and which are peculiarly valuable from the pen of so éom
Eetent wn authority as the hustorlan of the Fall of the Nether

nds

“Egmont s tragical death resulted from the rclation in which
he stood to the nition wd the government hence the action of
the dramn 18 1mtimatcly connected with the polhitical lite of the
period—an exhibition of which foims 1ts mdispensable ground
work But 1f wc consider what w imfmite number of minute
circumstauces must concur i order to exhibit the spirit of an
age, and the political condition of a people, and the art required
to combimne so many 1solated features mto an intelhgible and
orgamc whole and if we contemplite, moreover the peculiar
character of the Netherlands consisting not of one nation, but of
an aggregate of many smaller states, separated from each other
by the sharpest contrasts, we shall not cease to wonder at the
creative gemwus, which, triumphing over all these difhculties,
conjures up before us as with an enchanter s wand, the Nether-
lands of the mxteenth century
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“ Not only do we behold these men hiving and working before
us, we dwell among them as their familiar associates we sce on
theone hand the joyous sociability the hospitality the loguacity,
the somewhat boistful temper of the people, thewr republican
spirits rewdy to boil up at the shghtest mmovation, and often
subsiding agam as rapidly on the most trivial giounds and on
the other hand we are made acquamnted with the burthens under
which they groaned from the new mutres of the bishops to the
French psalms which they were forbidden to sing —nothing 1s
omitted no feature mmtroduced which does not bear the stamp
of nature and of truth Such delmmeation 1s not the 1esult of
premeditated effort nor can 1t be commanded by art 1t can
only be achieved by the poet whose mind 1s thoroughly imbued
with his subject from him such traits escipe unconscrously and
withou design as they do from the mdividuals whose characters
they serve to portray

¢ The few scenes 1 which the citizens of Brussels are intro
duced appear to us to be the result of profound study and 1t
would be difficult to find m so few words a more admirable
historical monument of the Netherlands of that period

¢ Equally graphic 19 that portion of the picture which portrays
the spirit of the government thcugh 1t must be confessed tht the
artist has heie somewhat softened down the harsher features of
the origmal 1l 1 espectdly true m refercnce to the character
of the Duchess of Parma  Before his Duke of Alva we tremble,
without however turming from him with aversion he 1s a irm
ngd maccessible character  a brazen tower without gates the
garrison of which must be furmshed with wings  The piudent
forecast with which he makes his arringements for ¥gmont s
arrest exutes our admiration while 1t removes him from oar
sympathy The remamng chiracters of the drama are delincatcd
with a few masterly strokes The subtle taciturn Orauge, with
his timid yet comprehensive and all combimmg mind, 1s depicted
m a siugle scene  Both Alva and Egmont are mirrored m the
men by whom they are surrounded This mode of deleation 18
admirable Lhe poet m oider to concentrate the interest upon
Egmont has 1solatcd his hero and omitted all mention of Count
Horn, who shared the same melancholy fate

The appendix to Schiller s History of the Fall of the Nether
lands contains an mteresting account of the trial and execution
of the Counts Egmont and Horn, which 1s, however, too long for
msertion here



DRAMATIS PERSONZE

Characters wn the Prologue for the Theatre

Tae MAVAGER
Tue Dramaric Poer
MERRIMAN

Characters wn the Prologue wn Heaven

Tur Lorp

RAPHAEL

GABRIEL } The Heavenly Hosts
MicHAEL

MEPHISTOPHELLS

Characters wn the Tragedy
Favust
MEPHISTOPHFLES
‘WaeNeR a Student
MARGARET
Marta Margaret s Neighbour
VALENTINE Maryg wret s Brother
OLp PEASANT

A STUDENT
ErizaBerH an acquantance of Margaret s
Froscu

v Guests 1n Auerbach s Wine Cellar
ALTMAYER

Witches old and young Wizards Will o the Wisp Witch Pedlar
Protophantasmist Servibths Monkeys Spirits Journeymen Coun
try Folk Citizens Beggar Old Fortune Teller, Shepherd Soldier,
Students, &c

In the Intermesw

OBcrON ARIEL
TiTANIA Puck, &c, &c



DEDICATION

Dixm forms ye hover near a shadowy train,

As erst upon 1.y troubl d sight ye stole

Shall I yet strive to hold you once agam?

Still for the fond illusion vearns my soul?

Ye press around! Come then resume your reigm,
As upwards from the vapoury mist ye roll

‘Within my breast youth s throbbing pulses bound,
Fann d by the magic awr that breathcs around

Shades fondly loved appear your tran attending,
And visions fair of many a bhssful day

First love and friendship their fond accents blending,
Like to some dim traditionary lay

Sorrow revives her wail of angwish sending

Back o er ife s chequer d labyrinthine way

Recalling cherish d friends 1n life s fair morn,

From my embrace, by cruel fortune torn

Alas! my closing song they hear no more

The friends for whom my earlier strams I sang,
Dispers d the throng who greeted me of yore,
And mute the voices that responsive rang

My tuneful grief mong strangers now I pour,

F en then applawuding tones wnflict a pang

And those to whom my music once seem d sweet,
If yet on earth are scatter d ne er to meet

A strange unwonted longing doth upraise

To yon calm spirit-realm my yearning soul!
In soften d cadence as when Zephyr plays
‘With Aol s harp my tuneful numbers roll,
My pulses thrill the tear unbidden strays,

My stedfast heart resigns ats self control

As from afar the present meets my view
‘Whale what hath pass d away alone seems true



PROLOGUE FOR THE THEATRE
MaNAGER, DraMATIC PorT MEDRRYMAN

MANAGER

Ye twain whom I so oft have found

True friends 1n trouble and distrc s

Say 1n our scheme on German ground,

‘What prospect have we of success?

Famn would I please the public win their than! ¢
They hve and let hve that I call farr play

The posts are ready fix d and laid the planl s,
And all anticipate 2 treat to day

They ve ta en therr placcs wnd with eyebrows rais d
Sit patiently and fan would be 1mazd

I know the art to hut the public taste

Yet so perplex d I ne cr have been before

Tis true they re not accustom d to the best
But then they read immensely thit s the bore
How make our entertainment striking new
And yet sigmificant and pleasin, too?

For to be plamn I love to see the thron,,

As to om booth the hiving tide progiesses

As wave on wave successive rolls alon,,

And through the narrow gite in tumult presses
Still m broad day ere yet the cloch strikes four
Their way to the recerver s box they tike

And as m famine at the bakcr s door

For tickets arc content their ncehs to broak
Such various minds the bard alonc can sway
My friend, oh work this murcle to duy'

POET

Oh speak not of the motley multitudc

‘Whose aspect puts each _entler thought to th_ht
Shut out the nosy crowd whose vortcx 1ude
Draws down the spirit with 1¢ stless muat
Lead me to some still nook where none 11t e
‘Where only for the bard blooms pure dchi it
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‘Where love and friendship fair angehe powers
Crown with the heart s best joys the circling hours

What 1n the spirit s depths was there conceiv d
‘What there the timid lip shap d forth 1n sound,
Imperfect now now adequatc believ’d

In the wild tumult of the hour 1s drown d

The perfect worl through years of toil achiev d
Appears at length with fimsh d beauty crown d
‘What dazzles satisfies the present hour

The genwine hives of coming years the dower

MERRYMAN

This cant about posterity I hate

About posterty were I to prate

‘Who then the Iiving would amuse for they
Require diversion ay and tis their due

A sprightly fcllow s presence at your play
Mecthinks should always go for something too
‘Whose ready wit a gemal vein mspires

He Il ne er be wounded by the captious throng
A wider cuircle doubtless he desires

‘Where sympathy exalts the power of song
To work then'! Prove a master mn your art!
Fancy mvoke with all her choral tramn—
Let reason passion feeling bear their part
But mark!' let folly mingle 1n the stiain

MANAGER

And chief let incidents enough arise!

A show they wint they come to fcast then eyes
‘When stirring scenes before them are display d
At which the wond ring multitude may gaze,
Your reputation 1s alrcady made

And popular applause your toil repays

A mass alone will with the mass succeed

Then each at length selects what he requires
‘Who bringeth much of many swits the need,
And each contented from the house retires
‘What though your drama should like patchwork show,
No matter—the rugout will take, I know,

As easy tis to serve 1s to 1nvent
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A fimsh d whole what boots 1t to present,
*Twill be 1n pieces by the public rent

POET
How mean such handicraft you cannot feel'
How 1t degrades the genuimne artist s mind'
The bunghng work in which these coxcombs deal
Is an establish d maxim here I find

MANAGER

Such a reproof disturbs me not a what!
‘Who on cfficient working 1s intent
Must choosc the most appropriate mstrument
Consider! tis soft wood you have to sphit
Remember too for whom you write I pray'’
One comes perchance to while an hour away
One fiom the festive board a sated guest
Others whom more I drcad than all the 1est
From yeurnal reading hurry to the play
‘With absent minds as to 2 masque they press
By curiosity alone drawn here
Ladies display their persons and their dress
And without pay in character appcar
‘What dreams beguile you on your poet s height?
‘What puts a full house 1n a merry mood?
More closcly view your patrons of the mght
Half are unfecling half uncultw1 d 1ude
One hopes the might 1n w inton joy to spend
Another s thinhing of a game of cards
‘Why ye poor fools for such a paltry end
Plaguc the coy muse and court her fan regards?
Only give more and more s all T ask
Thus you will ne cr strny widely fiom the goal,
Your wudience scek to mystify cjole —
To satisfy them—-that s a harder task
Ah' what comes 0 er you? rapture or vexation?

POLT
Depart' elsewherc another servant choose!
‘What' shall the bard his godlihe power abuse?
Man s loftiest ripht kind nature s high bequest
Yor your mean purpose basely sport away?
Whence comes his mast ry o er the human breast?
‘What bends the elements beneath his sway?
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Oh 18 1t not lns own poetic soul

‘Whose gushing harmony with strong control

Draws back into his heart the wondrous whole ?

‘When round her spindle with unceasing drone,

Nature still whirls th unending thread of hfe

‘When Being s jarnng crowds together thrown

Mingle 1n harsh mextricable strife

‘Whose spirit quickens the unvarying round

And bids 1t flow to music s measur d tone?

‘Who calls the individual to resound

‘With nature s chords 1n noble umson?

‘Who hears the voice of passion in the storm?

‘Who sees the flush of thought 1n evening s glow?

‘Who hngers fondly round the lov d one s form

Spring s fairest blossoms 1n her path to strow?

‘Who from unmeaning leaves a wreath doth twine

For glory gather d in whatever field?

‘Who raises mortals to the realms divine®—

Man s lofty spirit in the bard reveal d
MERRYMAN

Come then employ your lofty inspiration

And carry on the poet s avocation

Just as we carry on a love affair

Fortune together brings a youthful pair

They re touch d their spirits r1se with fond elation

Insensibly they re ink d they scarce know how,

Fortune seems now propitious adverse now

Then come alternate rapture and despair,

And tis a true romance ere one s aware

Just such a drama let us now compose'

Plunge boldly mto ife—its depths disclose'

Each lives 1t not to many 1s 1t known

*Twill interest wheresoever seiz d and shown,

Bright pictures but obscure therr meanmng

A ray of truth through error tleamng

Thus 1s the best ehixar you can brew

To charm mankind and edify them too

Then youth s fair blossoms crowd to view your play

And wait as on an oracle while they

The tender souls who love the melting mood

Suck from your work their melancholy food,
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‘With wonder and delight they witness there,

The secret working of their hearts laid bare

Therr tears their laughter you command with ease,
The dazzling the 1illusive still they love

Still doth each lofty thought their reverence move,
Your fimish d gentlemen you ne er can please,

A growing mind alone will grateful prove

POET

Then give me back youth s golden prime
‘When my own spirit too was growing
‘When from my heart th unbidden rhyme
Gush d forth a fount for ever flowing

Then shadowy mist the world conceal d
Through vales with odorous blooms inlaid,
Culling a thousand flowers I stray d

And every bud swect promise made

Of wonders still to be reveal d

Nought bad I yet a rich profusion

The thirst for truth joy in each fond illusion
Give me unquell d those 1mpulses to prove —
Rapture so deep 1ts ccstasy was pain

The power of hate the energy of love

Give me oh give me back my youth again'

MERRYMAN

Youth my good friend you certainly require
‘When foes 1n battle round you press

When a fur maid her heart on fire

Hangs on your neck with fond caress,
‘When from atar the vactor s crown,

Allures you 1n the race to run,

Or when 1n revelry you drown

Your sense the whirling dance being done
But the famhar chords among

Boldly to sweep with graceful cunming
‘While to 1ts goal the verse along

Its winding path 1s sweetlv running

‘With you old gentlemen this duty les,
Nor are you thence less rev rend in our eyes
That age doth make us childish some maintain—
No, 1t but finds us children once again
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MANAULL
A truce to words mere empty sound
Let deeds at length appear my friends,
‘While 1dle comphments you round
You might achieve some useful ends
‘Why talk of the poetic vemn?
‘Who hesitates will never know 1t
If bards ye arze as ye mamtan
Now let your mspiration show 1t
To you our present need 1s known
Strong draughts will suit our taste alone,
Come brew me such without delay'
That which to day 13 not begun,
Is on the morrow still undone'
In dallymg never lose a day'
Resolve should grasp as if mspir d
The Possible with courage bold
Then she will ne er resign her hold
But labour on with zeal untir d

On German boards you re well aware,

The taste of each may have full sway

Therefore 1n bringing out your play

Nor scenes nor mechamsm spare

The lights of heaven both great and small produce,
Squander away the stars expend

Fire rocks and water without end

And birds and beasts of all kinds introduce

Thus the whole circle of ereation bring

‘Within the girdle of our wooden shell

And with considerate speed on fancy s wing
Journey from heaven, thence through the earth, to hell



PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN

Tae Lorp Tar Heavenry Hosts Afterwards
MEPHISTOPHELES

The three Archangels come forward

RAPHAEL
Still quring as m ancient time
‘With brother spheres 1n rival song
The sun with thunder march sublime
Moves his predestin d course along
Angels are strengthen d by his sight
Ihough fathom him no angel may
Resplendent are the orbs of hght
As on creation s primal day

GABRIEL
And hghtly spins earth s gorgeous sphere
Swifter than thought 1ts rapid fight,
Alternates Eden brightness clear
With solemn dread mspiring mght
The foaming waves with murmurs hoarse
Against the rocks deep base arc hurl d
And 1n the sphere s eternal course
Are rocks and ocean swiftly whirl d

MICHAEL
And rival tempests rush amun
From sea to land from land to sea
And raging form a wondious chain
Ot deep mysterious agency
Full 1n the thunder s fierce caieer
Flaming the swaft destructions play
But Lord thy messen_ers revere
The muld procession of thy day

THE THREE

Angels are strengthen d by the sight,
Though fathom thee no angel may,
Thy works still shine with splendour bright,
As on creation s primal day
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MEPHISTOPHELES
Since Lord thy levee thou again dost hold
To learn how all things are progressing here
Since thou hast kindly welcom d me of old
‘Thou see st me now among thy smite appear
Excuse me fine harangues I cannot make
Though all the circle look on me with scorn
My pathos soon thy laughter would awake
Had st thou the laughing mood not long forsworn
Concerning suns and wo1lds I ve nought to say
I but consider man s self torturing lot
As wondrous now as on cieation s da
His stamp the hittle world god changeth not
A somewhat better life he d lead poor wight
But for thy gift a gleam of heavenly hight,
Reason he calls 1t and doth use 1t so
That e en than brutes more brutish he doth grow
‘With all due deference he appears to me
Much hike your long legged grasshopper to be
‘Which flits about and flying bounds along
Then 1n the grass sings his famihar song
‘Would he but always in the grass repose!
In every dirty place he thrusts his nose
THE LORD
Hast thou nought else to sav® Is thy sole aim
In coming here as ever but to blame?
Does nothing on the carth to thee scem nght?
MEPHISTOPHELFS
No Lord' Things there are in a wretched phght.
Men s sorrow from my heart I so deplore
E en I would not torment the poor things more
THE LORD
Say 1s to thee my servant Faustus known®
MEPHISTOPHELES
The doctor ?
THE LORD
Him I mean
MEPHISTOPHELES
‘Well we must own
His service 1n a curious way 18 shown



& PROLOGUE

Poor fool' He hiveth not on earthly food
An mward 1mpulse hurries him afar
Himself half conscious of his frenzied mood,
From heaven he claims 1ts brightest star,
From earth demands 1ts highest good
Nor can their gather d treasures soothe to rest
The cravings of hus agitated breast
THE LORD
Though now he serve me with imperfect sight
I will ere long conduct him to the hight
The gard ner knoweth when the green appears
That flowers and fruit will crown the coming years
MFPHISTOPHELES
‘What wilt thou wager® Mine he yet shall be
Let me with thy permission be but free
Him my own way with quet lure to gmde '
THE LORD
So long as on the earth he doth abide
So long 1t shall not be forbidden thee !
Man while he striveth still 1s prone to err
MLPHISTOPHELES
I’'m much obligd the dcad dehight not me'
The plump fresh cheek of youth I much prefer
I'm not at home to corpses tis my way
Like cats with captive mice to toy and play
THE LORD
Enough' 1t 1s permutted thee! Divert
This mortal spirit from nis source divine
And can st thou seize on him thy power exert
To draw him downward and to make him thine
Then stand abash d when baffl d thou shalt own,
A good man 1n the direful grasp of 1ll
His consciousness of right retaineth still
MEPHISTOPHET ES
Well well —the wager will be quickly won
For my success no fears I entertain
And if my end I finally should gamn
Excuse my triumphing with all my soul
Dust he shall eat ay and with rehsh take
As did of yore, my cousin the old snake
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THE LORD
Here too thou rt free to act without control
Towards such as thou I entertain no hate
Among the spints of demal thee
The scoffer I esteem least reprobate
Prone to relax 1s man s actiity
In mdolent repose he fain would live,
Hence this compamon purposely I give
‘Who stirs excites and must as devl work
But ye the genwne sons of heaven 1ejoice!
In the full hiving beauty still rejorce !
Let the creative power your spirits bound
‘With love s eternal and bemign control
And Being s changeful forms that hover round
Arrest 1n thoughts, enduring as the soul

(Heaven closes the Archangels disperse )

MEPHISTOPHELES (alone)
The ancient one I hke sometimes to sce
And not to break with him am always civil,
*Tis courteous 1n a lord so great as he
To speak so kindly even to the devil



Nught

A hgh vaulted narrow Gothic chamber

FAuUST restless seated at his desk

FAUST
I ve now alas! Philosophy
Med cine and Jurisprudence too,
And to my cost Theology
‘With ardent labour studied through
And here I stand with all my lore,
Poor foel, no wiser than before
Master ay doctor styl d indeed
Already these ten years I lead
Up down across and to and fro
My pupils by the nose and learn
That we 1n truth can nothing know!'
This 1n my heart hike fire doth burn
True, I ve more wit than all your solemn fools
Priests doctors scribes magisters of the schools,
Nor doubts nor scruples torture now my breast,
No dread of hell or devil mars my rest
Hence 18 my heart of every joy bereft
No faith 1n knowledge to my soul 1s left
No longer doth the hope delude my mind
By truth to better and convert mankind
Then I have neither goods nor treasure
No worldly honour 1ank or pleasure,
No dog would longer such a hfe desire!
Hence I ve apphed to magic to imnquire
‘Whether the spirit s vorce and power to me
May not unveil full many a mystery
That I no more the sweat upon my brow
Need speak of things of which I nothing know,
That I may recogmse the hidden ties
That bind creation s nmost energues,
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Her wital powers her embryo seeds survey,
And fling the trade 1n empty words away

Thou full orb d moon' Would thou wert gazing now,
For the last time upon my troubl d brow!

Beside this desk at midmight seated here,

Oft have I watch d to hail thy soothing beam

Then pensive friend thou cam st my soul to cheer,
Shedding o er books and scrolls thy silv ry gleam

Oh that I could in thy beloved hght

Now wander freely on some Alpine height

Could I round mountain caves with spints nde,

In thy mild radiance o er the mcadows ghde

And purg d from knowledge fumes my strength renew,
Bathing my spirit in thy healing dew

‘Woe s me! still prison d 1n the gloom

Of this abhorr d and musty room

‘Where heaven s dear hight 1tself doth pass
But dimly through the painted glass!
Girt round with volumes thick with dust,
A prey to worms and mould ring rust
And to the ligh vault s topmost bound,
‘With smoky paper compass d round,
Boxes 1n strange confusion hurl d

Glasses and antique lumber blent

‘With many a curious imstrument—

This 18 thy world' a precious world'

And dost thou ask why heaves thy heart,
‘With tighten d pressure 1n thy breast?
‘Why the dull ache will not depart

By which thy hfe pulse 1s oppress d?
Instead of nature s living sphere

Created for mankind of old

Brute skeletons surround thee here

And dead men s bones 1n smoke and mould

Up' Forth mto the distant land'
Is not this book of mystery

By Nostradam s prophetic hand

An all sufficient gmde® Thou 1t see
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The planetary orbs unroll d

‘When nature doth her thoughts unfold
To thee thy soul shall nse and seek
Communion high with her to hold,

As spint doth with spint speak!

Vain by dull poring to divine

The meaning of each hallow d sign
Spints! I feel you hov ring near
Make answer, if my voice ye hear'

(He opens tFe book and percewes the sign of Macro-
cosmos )
Ah' at this spectacle through every sense,
‘What sudden ecstasy of joy 18 flowing!
I feel new rapture hallow d and intense
Through every nerve and vemn with ardour glowng
‘Was 1t a god who character d this scroll
‘Whach stills my inward tumult to my heart
‘Wither d and sick new rapture doth impart
And by a mystic impulse to my soul
Unveus the working of the wondrous whole
Am Ia God? What light intense’
In these pure symbols I distinctly see,
Nature exert her vital energy
Now of the wise man s words I learn the sense
Unlock d the realm of spirits hies —
Thy sensc 1s shut thy heart 1s dead'
Scholar with quenchless ardour rise
And bathe thy breast 1n the morning red!

(He contemplates the sign )
How all things hive and work and ever blending
‘Weave one vast whole from Being s ample range'
How powers celestial rising and descending
Their golden buckets ceaseless interchange!
Therr flight on rapture breathing pinions winging
From heaven to earth their genial influence bringing
Through the widc whole their chimes melodious ringing

A wondrous show' but ah' a show alone!
Where shall I grasp thee infinite nature where$
Ye breasts, ye fountains of all hfe, whereon
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Hang heaven and earth from which the bhghted soul
Yearneth to draw sweet solace still ye roll
Your sweet and fost ring tides—w here are ye—where?
Ye gush and must I languish m despair$
(He turns over the leaves of the book impatiently, and
perceres the sign of the Laath spirst )
How differently this sign affects me' Thou,
Spint of earth to me art mgher
My energes are nsing i her
As from new wine I feel a quick ning glow,
Courage I feel to stem the tide of hife
To suffer weal and woe man s carthly lot
‘When warring tempests rage to sharc therr strnfe
And mudst the era hing wreeh to tremble not
Clouds gather over me—
The moon conceals hcr hght—
The lamp 1s quench d'
Vapours arc nising'  Quiv 11mg round my head
Flash the red beams Down fiom the vaulted roof
A shuddering horor floats
And seizes me'
I feel 1t spirit prayer compelld ts thou
Art hov ring near
Unveil thyself!
Ha' How mjy heart 1s riven now!
Each sense with eagcr palpitation
Is stramn d to catch some ncw sensation!
I feel my heart surrendcr d unto thee!
Thou must' Thou must' Though Lfe should be the fee'
(He ser es the book and pronounces mysteriously the sign of
the spirit A ruddy flume flashes up the sprr it appears
wn the flame )

SPIRIT
Who calls on me?
FAUST (Turning aside )
Appalling shape'
SPIEIT
With mght,

Thou hast compell d me from my sphere,
Long hast thou striv n to draw me hcre,
And now—
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FAUST
Torture'! I cannot bear thy sight
SPIRIT
To know me thou did st breathe a fervent prayer,
To hear my voice to gaze upon my brow
Me doth thine earnest adjuration bow —
Lo' I am here'—What pit1ful despair
Grasps thee the demigod® Where s now the soul s deep cry ?
‘Where 18 the breast which 1n 1ts depths a world concery d,
And bore and cherishd which with ecstasy
To rank 1itself with us the spirits heav d?
‘Where art thou Faust?® whose voice I heard resound
‘Who towards me press d with energv pr1ofound?®
Art thou he? Thou —whom thus m) breath can bhght,
‘W hose inmost bemng trembles with affright
A crush d and wnithing worm'
FAUST
Shall T vield thing of flame to thec
Faust, and thine equal I am he!
SPIRIT
In the currents of ife n action s storm,
I float and I wave
‘With billowy motion'
Birth 1nd the grave
A Limitless ocean
A constant weaving
‘With change still rife,
A restless heaving
A glowmn, hfe
Thus time s whizzing loom unceasing I ply
And weave the life garment of deity
FAUST
Spinit whose restless energy doth sweep
The ample world how near I feel to thee!

SPIRIT

Thou rt hke the spirit whom thou can st conceive

Not me' (doepl od) (Vamshes )
FAUST (deeply mov

Not thee?

Whom then?

I, God s own 1mage'
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And not rank with thee! (a knock )
Oh death' I know 1t— t1s my famulus—
My fairest fortune now escapes'
That all these visionary shapes
A soulless groveller should bamsh thus'
(WAGNER tn ks dresstng gown and night cap a lamp
tn his hand ¥ AvST turns round reluctantly )
WAGNLR
Your pardon Sir' I heard you here declaim,
A*Grecian trgedv you doubtless read
Improvement in this art 1s now my aim
For now a days 1t much avuls  Indeed
An actor oft I ve heard 1t said at least
May give mstruction even to a priest
FAUST
Ay 1f your priest should be an actor too,
As not 1mprobably mav come to pass
WACNER
‘When 1 his studv pent the whole year through
Man wviews the world as through 2n optic glass
On a chance hohday and scarccly then
How by persuasion can he govern men?
FAUST
If feehng prompt not 1if 1t doth not flow
Fresh from the spirit s depths with strong control
Swaying to rapture every list ner s soul
Idle your toil, thc chasc you may forego'
Brood o er your task! Stray thoughts together glue,
Cook from another s feast vour own ragout,
Still prosecute your miserable game
And fan your paltry ash heaps into flame!
Thus childien s wonder vou ll perchance exeite
And apes applause 1f such your appetite
But that which 1ssucs from the heart alone
‘Wil bend the hearts of others to your own
WAGNFR
But 1n deliv ry will the spcaker find
Success alone, I still am far behand
FAUST
A worthy object still pursue’
Be not a hollow tinkling fool'
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Good sense, sound reason judgment true

Find utterance without art or rule,

And when with genuine earnestness you speak

Then 18 1t needful cunning words to seek?

Your fine harangues so pohsh d 1n their kind

‘Wherein the shreds of human thought ye twist

Are unrefreshing as the empty wind

‘Whstling through wither d leaves and autumn mist'
WAGNER

Oh Heavens' art 1s long and Iife 1s short'

Still as I prosecute with earnest zeal

The cntic s to1l I m haunted by this thought

And vague misgivings o cr my spint steal

The very means how hardly are thev won

By which we students to the fountains nse'

And then perchance ere half his labour s done

Check d 1n his progress the poor devil dies

FAUST

Is parchmcnt then the conscerated spring

From which he thirsteth not who once hath quaffed?

Oh 1f 1t gush not from the depths within

Thou hast not won the soul reviving draught
WAGNER

Yet surely tis dchightful to tran port

Oncself mnto the spint of the past

To see before us how a wise mwn thought

And what a glorious her ht we ve rcach d at last

FAUST

Ay truly' even to the loftiest star!

A seal d up volume scven fold sealed are

To us my friend the ages that are passd

And what thc spuit of the tunes men call

Is merely then own spint aftcr all

‘Wheremn distorted oft the times are glass d

Then truly tis a sight to grieve the soul'

At the first glanec we fly it i dismay,

A very lumber room a rubbish hole!

At best a sort of mock heroic play

‘With saws pragmatical and maxims sage

To swt the puppets and thewr mimic stage

c2

19
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WAGNER
But then the world and man his heart and brain'
Touching these things all men would something know
FAUST
Ay'! what mong men as knowledge doth obtain'
‘Who on the child 1ts true name dares bestow?
The few who somewhat of these things have known
‘Who their full hearts unguardedly reveal d
Nor thoughts nor fechings from the mob conceal d,
Have died on crosses or in flames been thrown
Excuse me tis the deep of mght mv friend
‘We must break off and for the present end
WAGNER
I fan would keep awake the whole mght through,
Thus to converse so lcarnedly with you
To morrow beirg Ewster dav I hope
A few more questions you will let me bring
‘With zeal I ve aim d at learming s amplest scope
True, I know much but would know everything (Lxuty
FaLST (alone)
How he alone 1s ne er bereft of hope
‘Who clings to tasteless trash with zeal untir d
‘Who doth with greedy hand for treasure grope,
And finding earthworms 1s with joy mnspir d'

And dare a voice of mercly human birth

E en here where shapes immortal throng d intrude’
Yet ah' thou poorest of the sons of earth,

For once I een to thee feel gratitude

Despair the power of sense did well mgh blast

And thou didst save me cre I sank dismay d,

So giant-like the vision seem d so vast

T felt myself shrink dwarf d as I survey d

I God s own mmage who already hail d

The marror of cternal truth unveil d

‘Who freed already from this toil of clay,

In splendour revell d and cclestial day —

I more than cherub whosc unfetter d soul

‘With penetrative glance aspir d to flow
Through nature 8 vemng and still creating know
The hfc of gods —how am I punish d now!

One thunder-word hath hurl d me from the goal'
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Spint! I dare not hift me to thy sphere

‘What though my power compell d thee to appear,
My art was powerless to detain thee here

In that great moment rapture fraught

I felt myself so small so great

You thrust me ficreely from the realm of thought
Back on humanity s uncertain fate

Who 1l teach me now? W hat ought I to forego?®
Shall I that impulse of the soul obey?

Alas! our very actions as our woe

Alke 1mpede the tenor of our way'

¥ en to the noblest by the soul concerv d,
Some feelings cling of baser quality

And when the goods of this world are achiev d
Lach nobler um 1s term d a cheat a le

Our aspirations our soul s genuine life

Grow torpid 1 the din of worldly strife

Though youthful phantasy while hope inspires,
Stretch o er the mhmte her wing sublime

A narrow compass limits hei desires

When wrcch d our fortuncs i the gulph of time
In the deep heart of min care builds her nest
O ¢r sorrows undcfin d she broodc th there

And roching ceaseless, scareth jov and rest,
Still 1s she wont some new disguise to wear

As house land wife or child or kindred blood,
As sword or poison d cup as firc o1 flood

‘W e tremblc before 1lls that ne er assul

And what we ne er shall lose we still bewal

I rank not with the gods' T fcel with dread,

That the mcan earth worm I rcsemble more

‘Which still 15 erush d beneath the wanderer s tread,
As 1n 1ts native dust 1t loves to bore

And may not all a3 worthless dust be priz d

That in these hundred shelves confines me round?
Rubbish 1n many a specious form disguis d

That 1n this moth world doth my bunyg bound ?
Here shall I satisfy my craving soul ?

Here must I read 1n many a pond rous scroll,
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That here and there one mortal hath been blest,
Self torture still the portion of the rest?—

Thou hollow skull, what means that grin of thine?
But that thy brain bewilder d once hke minc
Sought yearning for the truth the light of day,
And 1n the twahight wander d far astray ?

Ye instruments forsooth ye mock at me —

‘With wheel and cog and ring and cylinder

To nature s portals ye should be the key,

Your wards are intrnicate yet fail to star

Her bolts  Inscrutable in broadest hght,

To be unveil d by force she doth refuse

‘What she reveals not to thy mental sight

Thou wilt not wrest from her with bars and screws
Old uscless furmtures'! Ye still are here

Because my sires ye serv d in times long past'’
Old scroll' lhc smoke of ycars thou yet dost wear,
As when yon lamp 1ts sickly ray first cast

Better have squander d 2t an carher day

My paltry mcans than neath its weight to groan'
‘Would st thou possess thy henitage essay

By active use to rendcr 1t thine own

‘What we employ not but impedes our way

‘What 1t brings forth the hour can use alone

But why doth yonde: spot attract my sight ?

Is yonder flask a magnct to my gaze

‘Whence this mild radiance as when Cynthia s hght,
Amd the forest gloom around us plays?

Hail precious phial! Thee with rev rent awe
Down from thine old receptacle I draw,
Science 1n thee I hail and human art,

Essence of deadliest powers refin d and sure
Of soothing anodynes abstraction pure

Now in thy master s need thy grace impart'
I gaze on thee my pain 1s lull d to rest

I grasp thee calm d the tumult in my breast ,
The flood tide of my spirit ebbs away

Onward I m summon d o er a boundless man,
Calm at my feet expands the glassy plain

To shores unknown allures a brighter day
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Lo where a car of fire on airy pinion

Comes floating towards me' Im prepard to fly
By a new track through ether s wide domumion

To distant spheres of pure actinty

This hife intense ! This godhike ecstasy ?

‘Worm that thou art such rapture can st thou earn?
Only resolve with courage stern and high

Thy visage from the radiant sun to turn'

Dare with deternun d will to burst the portals
Past which 1n terror others fain would steal,

Now 1s the time to testify that mortals

The calm sublimity of gods can feel

To shudder not at yonder dark abyss

Throng d with selt torturing fancv s grisly brood,
Right onward to the yawming gulph to press
Round whose dark entrance rolls hell s ficry flood ,
‘With glad resolve to take the fatal leap

E en though thy soul should sink to endless slecp’

Pure crystal goblet forth I draw thee now

From out thine antiquated case where thou
Forgotten hast repos d for many a year

Oft at my father s 1¢vels thou didst shine

Gladd ning the earncst guests with gen rous wine
As each the other pledg d with sober cheer

The gorgeous brede of figures quaintly wrought
‘Which he who quaif’d must first 1n rhyme expound,
Then drain the goblet at one draught profound
Hath mghts of boyhood to fond memory brought
I to my neighbour shall not reach thce now

Nor on thy rich device my cunming show

Here 18 a juice makes drunk without delay

Its dark brown flood thy crystal round doth fill,
Let this last draught the produet of my skill
My own free choice be quaff’d with resolute will
A solemn greeting to the coming day'

(He places the goblet to ks mouth )
(The ringeng of bells and choral voces )
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BeFoRE THE GATE
Promenaders of all sorts pass out.

MECHANICS
‘Why choose ye that direction pray?

OTHERS
To the Jager house we re on our way

THE FIRST
‘We towards the mull are strolling on

A MECHANIC
A walk to Wasserhof were best

A SECOND
The road 1s not a plcasant one

THE OTHERS
What will you do?
A THIRD
I1 join the rest

A ¥OURTH
Let s up to Burghof there youll find good cheer,
The prettiest maidens and the stoutest beer
And brawls of a prime sort

A FIFTH
You scapegrace! How,
Your skin still itching for a row?
I will not go I loathe the place

SERVANT GIRL
No no' To town I will my steps retrace

ANOTHER
Near yonder poplars he 1s sure to be

THE FIRST
And 1f he 1s what matters 1t to me'
‘With you he 1l walk he Il dance with none but you,
And with your pleasures what have I to do?
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THE SECOND
To day he wall not be alone he sud
His fnend would be with him the curly head,
STUDENT
‘Why how those buxom grls step on'
Brother we 1l follow them anon
Strong beer a damscl smartly dress d
Stinging tobacco —these I love the best
CITIZEN S DAUGHTER
Look at those handsome fillows there!
Tis really shameful I declare
The best society they shun
After those servant gurls forsooth to run
SECOND STUDENT (o the first)
Not quite so fast' for 1n our rear
Two girls wcll dress d are drawing neax
Not far from us the one doth dwell
And sooth to say I like her well
They walk demurely yet you ll see
They 11 let us jon them presently
THE FIRST
Not I'! restrunts of all kinds I dctest
Quick' let us catch the game before 1t flies
The hand on Saturday the mop that phes
‘Will on the Sunday fondle you the best
CITIZEN
This Burgomaster likes me not cach hour
He grows more msolent now he s in power
And for the town what doth he do for 1t>
Is 1t not growing worsc from day to day?
To more restrictions we must still submt,
Ay and more taxes now than ever pay
BEGGAR sings
Kind gentlemen and ladies fair
So rosy cheek d and trimly dress d
Be pleas d to histen to my prayer
Relieve and pity the distress d
Let me not vainly sing my lay'
His heart s most glad whose hand 1s free
Now when all men keep hohday
Should be a harvest-day to me
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ANO1THER CITIZEN
I know nought better of a hohday
Than chatting ahout war and war s alarms
‘When folk in Turkey are all up 1n arms
Fighting their deadly battlcs far away
‘Within the window we our glasscs drain
‘Watch down the stream the painted vessels ghde
Then blessing peaice and peaceful times again
Homeward wc turn our steps at ¢ventide

THIRD CI1IZEN

Ay neighbour! So let matters stand for me!
There they may scatter one another s brans
And hurly burly mnovations sce—

So here at home all undisturb d 1emnuns

OLD WOMAN (o the CI117ENS DAUGHTLRS)
Heyday' How smart' lhc fresh young blood!
‘Who would not fill 1n love with you ?

Not quitc so proud'  1is well and good!
And what you wish that I could help jou to

CITI/EN S DAUGHTEL]1

Come Agatha! I circ not to be s«en
‘Walking 1n public with thcse witches  True
My future lover last 5t Andrcw s 1 en

In flesh and blood she brought before my view

ANOTHFR

And mne she show d me al<o 1n the glass
A soldier s figure with compamons bold
I look around I seck him as I pass

In vain his furm I nowhae can behold

SOLDIFRS
Towns with walls
Encompass d round
Maid~ with lofty
Beauty crown d
On' regardless
Of the toil!

Bold the venture
Rach the spoil!
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And the trumpet s
Martial breath
Calls to pleasure
Calls to death
Mid the tumult
There 1s rapture
Maids and fortress
Both we capture
Bold the venture
Rich the prize!
Onward then

The soldicr hies

Favus1 and W AGNER

FAUST
Loos d from their 1cy fetters streams and nills
In spring, s effusive quick mng mildness flow
Hope s budding promise every valley fills
And winter spent with age and powerless now
Draws off his forces to the savage hills
Thence he discharges nought mn his retreat
Save ever and anon 2 dnizzling shower
Striping the verdant fields with snow and sleet
But white the sun endures not —vital power
Productive encrgy abroad are rife
Investing all things with the hues of hfe
And joyous crowds n suits of varied dye
The absent charm of blooming flowers supply
Now hither turn and from this hei_ht
Back to the town direct your sight
Forth from the arch d and gloomy gate
The multitudes 1n brnight array
Stream forth and seck the sun s warm ray'
Their rnisen Lord they celebrate
For they themselves have also nisen to day!
From the mean tenement the sordid room
From manual craft from toil s imperious sway
From roofs and gables overhanging gloom
¥rom the close pressure of the narrow street
And from the churches vencrable might
They ve 1ssucd now from darkness mto hght ,
Look only look, how borne on mumble feet
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Through fields and gardens roam the scatter d throng,
How o er yon peaceful water s ample sheet,
Gay whernes pleasure laden glde along,
And see decp sinking imn the yielding tide
The last now leaves the shore e en from yon height,
The winding paths along which mark 1ts side,
Gay colour d dresses flash upon the sight
And bark' the sounds of village mirth anse,
Thas 18 the peoplc 8 genuine paradise
Both great and small send up a joyous cheer,
Yes' I am still 2 man —I fccl 1t here
WAGNLR
Sir doctor 1n a walk with you
There s honour and 1nstruction too,
Alone I would not here rcsort
Coarsencss I hatc of every sort
This fiddling shouting biwhin_, T detest
I hate the tumult of the vulgar throng
They roar as by thc ¢vil onc possess d
And call the discord plcwure call 1t song

PEASANTS (under the linden (ree)
Dan e and song

The shepherd for the dance was dress d,
‘With ribbon wicath and colourcd vest
He made 2 gallint show
And round 1bout the hinden tree
1hcv footed 1t 11, ht merrily

Juchhc ' Juchhe!

Juchhasa ! Iewisa! He!
So went the fiddle bow

Our swam amidst the circle press d
¢ push d 2 muden tiymly dress d
And jog. d ha with his elbow
The buxom dimscl turn @ her head
Now thats a stupid trich ' she sad
Juchhe' Juchhe!
Juchheisa' Mewsa' He!
Don t be so rude good fellow !

Swiftly they foot it in the ring
Abroad the ample kirtles swing
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Now night now left they go
And they grow red and they grow warm
And now rest panting arm in arm
Juchhe! Juchhe!
Juchhesa! Hewa' He'
Upon their lup their elbow'

Stand off! Don t plague me ! many a maxd
1Ias been betroth d and then betray d
No man shall me befool so!
Yet still he flatter d her aside
And from the linden far and wide
Juchhe! Juchhe!
Juchheisi! Iasa! IIc!
Ring shout and fiddle bow

OID PTASANT
Doctor t1s 1eally kind of you
To condescend to come this way
And deeply lcarned 1s you are
To join our mirthful throng to day
Our fairest cup I offer you
‘Which we with sparkhing drink have crown d
And pledging you I pray aloud
That every drop within 1ts 10und
‘While 1t your present thirst alliys
May swell the numbcr of your days

FAUST
I take the cup vou kindly reach

Health and prospcrity to cach'!
(1he cro «d gather round in a circle )

OLD PFASANT
Ay truly' tis well done that you
Our festive mcetings thus attend
You who n evil days of vore
So often shew d yourself our friend
Full many a one stands living here
‘Who from the fever s deadly blast
Your father rescu d when his skill
The fatal sickness stay d at last
A young man then cach house you sought
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‘Where reign d the mortal pestilence
Corpse after corpse was carried forth
But still unscath d you 1ssued thence
Sore then your trials and severe

The Helper yonder aids the helper here

ALL
Heaven bless the trusty friend and long
To help the poor lus hifc prolong'

FAUST
To him above 1n grateful homagc bend
‘Who prompts the helper and the help doth send
(He proceeds with WAGNEKR )
WAGNFR
‘With what emotions must your heart o erflow
Receiving thus the rev rence of the crowd!
Great man' Iow happy who hke you doth know
Rughtly to use the gifts by hcaven bestow d'!
You to the son the father shows
They press around mmquuc advance
Hush d 18 the music chech d the dance
Stall where you pass they stind i rows
The caps fly upwards and alinost
To you they bow as to the host
TAUST
A few steps further up to yonder stone
Here rest we fiom our wilk  In times long past
Absorb d 1n thou ht here oft T sat 2lone
And disciplin d mysclt with praver and fast
Then rich 1 hope possess d with faith sincere
‘With sighs and groans ind hands in angwsh press d,
The end of that sore plague with many a tear
From the dread Lord of heaven I sought to wrest
These praises have to me a scornful tone
Oh could st thou i my mner being read
And learn how httle either sire or son
Of thanks deserve the honourable meed!
My sire of good repute and sombre mood
O er nature s powers and every mystic zone
‘With honest zeal but mcthods of his own
Still lovd with toil fantastical, to brood



FAUST 33

Secluded 1n lus dark alchemic cell
His time with brother adepts he would spend
And after numberless receipts compel
Opposing elements to fuse and blend
A ruddy hon there 1 suitor bold
In teprd bath was with the hly wed
Thence both whilc opcn flames around them roll d
‘Were tortur d to mnother bridal bed
Dad then the youthful queen at length anse
In our alembic bri ht with vaned dyes
Our med cine th1 who took 1t soon expir d
‘Who were by 1t 1¢cover d?  none mquu d
‘With our infern il miature thus ere long
These hills and pe wcful vales amon,
‘We rag d more ficrecly than the pest
Myself to thousands did the poisou 1ve
They pind away I yet must hive
To hear the reckless mudercrs blest
WACNER

‘Why let this thought yow spirit overeast?
Can man do moie than with niec shall
‘With firm and conscientious wall
Practise the art transmitted from the past?
If duly you revae yowr sne m youth
His lore with docile mind you will recerve
In manhood if you spread the bounds of truth
Then may your son a ln_ha goul achicve

¥AUST
How blest 1s he whom still the hope 1nspires
To hft himself from erior s turbid flood
The knowledge which he hath not man rcquires
‘With what he hath he nought achieves of good
But let not moody thoughts their shadow thiow
O er the calm beauty of thus hour sercne!
In the nich sunset sec how br hitly glow
Yon cottage homes girt round with verdant green
Slow sinks the orb the day 18 now no more,
Yonder he hastens to diffuse new Life
Oh for a pinion from the earth to soar
And after ever after him to stiive’
Then should I see the world outspread below,
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Tilumin d by the deathless evening beams,
The vales reposing every height a-glow
The silver broohlets meeting golden streams
The savage mountain with 1ts cavern d side
Bars not my godlike progress Lo the ocean
Its warm bays heavin, with a tranquil motion
To my rapt vision opes 1ts ampie tide'
But now at length the god appears to sink
A gushing impulse wings ancw my flight
Onward I prc s his quenchless Ii_ht to drink
The day bcfore me and behind the mght
The waves below above the vauited shies
Fair dream 1t vamish d with the parting day
Alas' that when on spirit wing we nise,
No wing matanal Lifts our mortal clay
But tis our mborn mmpulse deep and strong
To rush aloft to strugple still towards heaven,
When far above us pous its thrilling song
The sky lark lost amid the purple even,
When on extended pimion sweeps amaimn
The lordly eagle o cr the pinc ciown d height
And when stall striving towards 1ts home the crane
O er moor and occan wings 1ts onward flight
WACNL
To strange concerts mysclf at timies must own
But impulse such as tlus I nc «r have known
Nor woods nor ficlds can long our thou_ hts engage
Their wings I envy not the featha d kind
Far othcrwise the pleasurcs of the mind
Bear us from book to book fiom pagc to page!
Then winter n hts grow cheerful  heen dclight
Waims ¢very limb  and ah' when we unroll
Some old and prccious parchment at the si ht
All heaven 1tsclf deseends upon the soul
FAUST
Your heart by one sole impulse 18 possess d
Unconscrous of the other still remain!
Two souls alas' are lod, d within my breast
‘Which strug,gle there for undivided regn
One to the woirld with obstinate desire
And closely cleaving organs still adheres
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Above the mist the other doth aspire

‘With sacred vehemence to purer spheres

Spints 1if ye indeed are hov ring near

‘Wielding twixt heaven and carth potential sway,
Stoop hither from your golden atmosphere

And bear me to more varied hfe away'

A magic mantle did [ but possess

Abroad to waft me as on vicwless w

1 d prize 1t far beyond the costhest dress

Nor would I change 1t for the robe of kings

WACNER

Call not the spirits who on musclucf wat!

Ther troop fimiliir strcaming through the awr
From every quartcr threaten man s estate,

And danger 1 a thousind forms prepuare

They drive 1mpetuous from the t10zen north
‘With fangs sharp piercing and hecn arrowy tongues,
From the ungenial cast they 1ssue forth

And prey with parching brcath upon your lungs,
If wafted on the desert s flaming wing

They from the south heap fuue upon the bramn
Reficshing moistuie from the west they bring
Then with huge torrents delugc field and plain

In wait for mischief they are prompt to hear,
‘With gulcful purposc our behests obey

Like mimsters of grace they oft appear

And with an angel s voice our trust betra

But lct us henee ! Grey eve doth 2l things blend
The air grows clully and the mists descend!

Tis 1n the evemng first our home we prize—

‘Why stand you thus and gaze with wond ring eyes?
‘What 1n the gloom thus moves you?

FAUST
Yon black hound
See st thou through corn and stubble scamp ring round?®

WAGNER
Ive mark d hum long but nothing strange I see’

FAUST
Note lnm' What should you take the brute to be?
neo
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WAGNER
Merely a poodle whom his mstinct serves
His master s missing track to find once more
FAUST
Dost mark how round us with wide spiral curves
He wheels each circle closer than before?®
And if I err not he appears to me
A fiery whirlpool 1n his track to leave
WAGNER
Nought but a poodle doth he seem to be
Tis some delusion doth your sight deceive
FAUST
Methinks a magic coil our fict around
He for a future snare doth hghtly spread
WAGNLR
Round us 1 doubt I see him shyly bound
Two strangers secing, 1n his master s stead
FAUST
The circle narrows he s already near!
WAGNER
A dog you see mno spectrc have we here
He growls he hesitates he crouches too—
And wags his tail—as dogs are wont to do
FAUST
Come hither Sirrah' join our company'
WAGNLR
A very poodle he appears to be'
But speak to him and on you he will spring
To sit on his hind legs he knows the trick
Aught you may chance to losc again he 1l bring
And plunge 1nto the water for your stick
FAUST
You re nght indeed no traces now I see
‘Whatever of a spirit s agency
"Tis tramng—nothing more
WAGNER
A dog well taught
E en by the wisest of us may be sought
Ay to your favour he s entitled too
Apt scholar of the students, tis his due’
(They enter the gate of the town )
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Study

Favust entering with the poodle
Behind me now Le field and plain
As mght her veil doth o er them diaw
Our better soul resumes her reign
‘With feelings of foreboding awe
Lull d 18 each stormy deed to rest
And tranqulliz d each wild desire
Pure charity doth warm the breast
And love to God the soul inspire

Poodle be still! Ccase up and down to rose!
‘W hat on the threshold are you snuffing there?
Here s my best cushion he behind the stove
As you amus d me 1n the mountain air

‘With freak and gambol like a quiet guest
Recerve my hindness now and take your rest

Ah' when within our narrow room

The friendly lamp again doth glow

An mward hght dispels the gloom

In hearts that strive themselves to know
Reason begins agan to speak

Again the bloom of hope returns

The streams of life we fain would seek
Yea for Lifc s source our spirit yearns

Cease poodle ccase to growl! This brutish sound
Accords not with the purc and hallow d tone
‘Whose influence o er my soul now reigns alone
Among mankind 1ndeed they oft are found

‘Who what thcy do not understand despisc

And what 15 good and beautitul contemn

Because beyond thar sympathies 1t lies —

And will the poodle snarl at 1t hke them?

But ah' I feel howe er I yearn for rest

Content flows now no longer from my breast
Yet wherefore must the stream so soon be dry
And we again all parch d and thirsting he?
This sad experience I ve so oft approv d

But still the want admats of compensation

We learn to treasure what s from sense remov d
‘With yearning hearts we long for revelation
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And nowhere 1s the heavenly radiance sent
So pure and bright as in the Testament
Towards the ancient text an impulse strong
Moves me the volume to explore
And render faithfully 1ts sacred lore
In the lov d accents of the German tongue
(He opens a volume, and applies kumself to )

Tis writ  In the beginning was the Word!
I pause perplex d' Who now wall help afford?
I cannot the mcre word so highly prize,
If by the spint guided as I read
I must translite the passa e otherwise

In the beginning was the Sense!  Take heed
The mmport of this primnl sentence weigh,
Lest your too hasty pen be lcd astray !
Doth sense work all things and control the hour?
'T18 wnit  In the beginning w s the Power!
Thus should 1t stind  yet while the words I trace,
Im warn d ag un the passiqe to efface
The spint aids  from anxious seruples freed
I wnte In the be mning was the Deed!

If I m with you my room t» share

Cease barhing poodle and forbear

My quiet thus to start'

I cannot suffcr n my cell

Inmate so troublcsome to dwell

Or you or I depart

I'm loath the guest nite to withhold,

The door s 4y the passage clear

But what must now mine eycs behold!

Are nature s laws suspendcd here?

Is treal or a phantom show?

In length and breadth how doth my poodle grow!
Aloft he hfts himself with threat ning mien,
In likeness of a dog no longer seen!

‘What speetre have I harbour d thus'

Huge as a hippopotamus

‘Wiath firy eye ternfic jaw!

Ah' thou art subject to my law!'

For such a base half hellish brood

The key of Solomon 1s good
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SPIRITS (without)
Captur d there within 1s one'
Stay without and follow none!
Like a fox 1n 1ron snare
1lcll s old lynx 18 quaking there,

But take heed'
Hover round above below,

To and fro
Then from durance 18 he freed
Can ye aid him spirits all
Leave him not 1n mortal thrall!
Many a time and oft hath he
Servd us when at liberty

FAUST
The monster to confront at first
The spell of four must be rehears d
Salamandcr shall kindle
‘Writhe nymph of the wave
In air sylph hall dwindle
And hobold shall slave

The elements who doth not know
Nor can their powers and uses show,
He were no master to compel
Spinits with charm and magie spell
Vanish 1n the fiery glow
Salamander!
Rushingly together flow
Undine!
Shimmer 1n the meteor s gleam
Sylphide’!
Hither bring thine homely aid,
Incubus' Incubus'
Step forth! I do adjure thee thus'
None of the elemental four
Doth within the creature dwell
He lies untroubl d as before
He grins at me and mocks my spell
By more potent magic still
T must compel him to my will
A fugitive from hell s confine
Art hither come?® Then see this sign,
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At whose dread power the gusly troop
Of hellish fiends 1n terror stoop'

‘With bristhing hair now doth the creature swell

Canst thou rcad lim reprobate?

The mfinite th. ncrcate

Bright essence unpronounceable
Diffus d through the celestial spheie
Vilcly transpicre d who suffer d here ®

O er master d by the potent spell
Behind the stove the fiend of hell
Huge as an elephant doth swell
‘Wade as the room cxpands the shape
In must he Il vanish and escape
Rise not the vaulted roof to mect!
Now lay thee at the master s fect!
Thou ste st that minc s no 1dle thieat
‘With holy firc I 11 scorch thee yet!
Come forth thou pro,eny of ni ht
Nor wait the torturc of thriee lowing, hight!
Await not of mine art the utmost mcsure!
MEPHISTOPHI LES
(As the mist sinks comes foruard fiom behind the
stove an the dress of a tavelling scholar )
Why all this uproar?  ‘What s the master s pleasure ?
FAUST
Qo this 1s then the 1 erndl of the brute!
A travelling scholar ®  Why I nceds must smle
M1 PUIST1OPHLI ES
Your learned rev rence humbly I salute!
You ve made me swelter i 2 pretty style
TAUST
Your name?
MTPHISIOPHFI LS
The question tufling scems irom one
"Who 1t appears the W ord doth 1ate so low
Who undeluded by m re outward show
To Bemng s depths would penetrate alone
FAUST
With gentlemen hike you we re wont indeed
The mward essence from the name to read
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As 1t doth all too obviously appear
‘When we Destroyer Liar Fly god hear
‘Who then are you?
MEPHISTOPHELLS
Part of that power which still
Produceth good while 1t deviseth 1ll
FAUST
‘What hidden mystery in this riddle hes?
MEPHISTOPHELES
The spint I which evermore denies'
And justly too for whatsoe er hath birth
Deserves agun o be reduc d to nought,
Better werc nothing into being brought
Thus every essence which vou sons of caith
Destruction sin o1 briefly, Cvil name
As my pecular element I claim
FAUST
You call vourself a part yet as it scems
Stand there a whole?
MIPHISTOPHLLES
I speak the modest truth
Though folly s microcosm man forsooth
HimscIf to be a perfeet whole esteems
Part of the part am I that once was all
A part of darkness which gave birth to hight
Proud hight who now his mother would enthrall
Contesting rank and space with ancient might
Yet he succeeds not strug_lc as he will
To forms material he adhereth stall
From them he streameth them he mal eth foir
And st1ll the progress of his beams they cheel
And so I trust when comes the final wrech
Light will, ere long the doom of matter share
FAUST
Your worthy avocation now I guess'
‘Wholesale annihilation won t prevail
So you re begimning on a smaller scale
MEPHISTOPHELES
And to say truth as yet with small success
Oppos d to nothingness the world
This clumsy mass subsisteth still,
Not yet 18 1t to rwn hurl d,
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Despite the efforts of my will

Tempests and earthquakes fire and flood, I ve tred,
Yet land and ocean still unchang d abide'

And then of beasts and men the accursed brood —
Neither o er them can I extend my sway

‘What countless myriads have I swept away'

Yet ever circulates the fresh young blood

It 18 enough to drive me to despair'

As 1n the emath 1n water and 1n air,

In mowsture and 1 drought in heat and cold,
Thousands of germs their energies unfold |

If fire I had not for myself retain d

No sphere whatever had for me remain d

FAUST
8o then with your cold devil s fist
Still clench d an malice impotent
You the creative power resist
The active the beneficent!
Chaos strange son! clsewhere I pray
Your mischief working power essay!'
MEPHISTOPHELES
It should in truth be thought upon
‘We 1l talk about 1t more anon'!
But have I now pcrmission to retire ?
FAUST
I sce not why you should mquire
Since we re acquainted now you re free
As often as you list to call on me
There 18 the door the window here
Or there s the chumney
MEPHISTOPHELES
Sooth to say
There to my cxat doth appear
A tmfling hindi mec 1n the way
The Druid foot upon your threshold—

FAUST
Iow!
You re by the pentagram embarrass d now *
If that have power to hold you, son of hell
Say how you came to cnter i my cell?
‘What could a spirat such as you decewve?
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MEPHISTOPHELES
The drawmg 18 not perfect by your leave,
The outward angle 1s not fairly clos d
FAUST
Chance hath the matter happily dispos d'
So you re my prisoner then? You re mcely caught!
MEPHISTOPHELES
In sprang the dog indeed observing nought,
The matter now assumes another shape
The devil s 1n the house and can t escape
FAUST
But why not through the window ?
MEPHISTOPHELES
Tis a law
Binding on ghosts and devils to withdraw
The way they first stole .n  'We enter free,
But, as regards our cuit slaves are we
FAUST
E en hell hath 1ts peculiar laws I see!
I'm glad of that a binding compact then,
May be establish d with you gentlumen ?
MEPHISTOPHELES
Ay'! And the proms d good therein express d
Shall to a tittle be by you possess d
But such arrangements time require
‘We 1l speak of them when next we meet,
Most earnestly I now entreat
This once permission to retire
FAUST
Another moment prithee linger here,
And give some fair prediction to mine ear
MEPRISTOPHELES
Now let me go' ere long 111 come again
And you may question at your leisure then
FAUST
To capture you I laid no snare
The net you enter d of your own free will
Let him who holds the devil hold him stall !
A second time he will not catch him there
MEPHISTOPHELES
If 1t so please you Im at your command,
Only on this condition understand,
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That wortbily your leisure to begule
I here may excrcisc my arts awhile

FAUST

You re frec to do so' Gladly I1 attend,
But be your art a plcasant one'

MEPHISTOPHFT ES

My friend,
This hour enjovment more intense
Shall captivate each ravish d scnse
Ihan thou could st compass in the bound
Of the whole yen s unvarying 1ound,
And what thc damnty spinits sing
The lovely images they bring
Are no fantastic sorcery
Rich odowms shall regilc your smell
On choicest sweets yomr palatc dwel'
Your feelin,_ s thrill with ccstasy
No pre¢paration we requre
Now waible on my vicwless qune!

SPTII I1S

Hence over<hidowing gloom
Vaimsh fiom sight!

O ¢r us thinc a/ure dome
Bend beautcous hght!

Dark clouds that o er us spread
Mclt in thin ur'

Star<s you: soft radiance shed
Tender and far

Girt with celestial might
‘Winging theiwr any fhght
Spirits are thronging

Follows their forms of high
Infinite longn, '

Flutter thar vestures bright
O e1 field and grove'!

‘Where 1n their leafy bower
Lovers the hveclong hour

Vow deathless love

Soft bloometh bud and bower*
Bloometh the grove!



PAUST 45

Grapes from the spreading vine
Crown the full measure
Fountains of foaming wine
Gush from the pressuic
Still where the currents wind
Gems brightly gleam
Leaving the hills behind
On rolls the strcam
Now 1nto ample scas
Spreadeth the flood
Laving the sunny leas
Mantled with wood
Rapture the feather d throng
Gaily carecring
Sip as thev float along
Sunward they re steering
On towards the 1sles of hight
‘Winging thar way
That on the watecrs bright
Dancingly play
Hark to the choral stramn
Joyfully ringing'
‘While on the grassy plun
Dancers are springing
Chmbing the steep hll s side
Skimming the glassy tide
‘Wander they there
Others on pmions wide
‘Wing the blue air
On towards the living stream
lowards yonder stars thit gleam
Far far away
Seeking their tender beam
‘Wing they their way
MEPHISTOPHELES
‘Well done my damnty spirits' now he slumbers '
Ye have entranc d him fairly with your numbers'’
This minstrelsy of yours I must repay
Thou rt not the man to hold the devil 1t seems'
Now play around hum with 1llusive dreams
Until with ravishment hus sense you take,
But tooth of rat I now require, to break
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This wizard spell brief conjuring will suffice,
One rustles towards me and will soon appear

The master of the rats and mice
Of flies and frogs of bugs and Lice
Commands thy presence without fear
Come forth and gnaw the threshold here
‘Where he with oil has smear d 1t —Thou
Com st hopping forth already' Now
To work! The pomnt that holds me bound
Is 1n the outer angle found
Anothcr bite—so—now tis done—
Faust till we meet again dream on
FAUST (awaking)

Am I once more deluded * must I deem

This troop of thronging spirits all 1deal ?

The devil s prcsence was 1t nothing real ?

The poodle 8 disappearance but a dream ?

Study
Faust MrrHISTOPHELES

FAUST
A knock? Comen' Who now would break my rest?

MCPHISTOPHELLS
"Tys I
FAUST
Come m!
MFPHISTOPHELFS
Thrice be the words cxpress d,

FAUST
Then I repeat Come 1n'
MEPHISTOPHELES

Tis well
I hope that we shall soon agree!
For now your fancies to expel
Here as a youth of high degree
Im come 1n gold lac d scarlet vest
And stiff silk mantle richly dress d
A cock s gay feather for a plume,
A long and pointed rapier, too,
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And bnefly I would counsel you
To don at once the same costume
And free from trammels speed away,
That what life 15 you may essay

FAUST
In every garb I necds must feel oppress d
My heart to earth s low torturing cares a prey
Too old I am the trifler s part to play
Too youn, to hive by no desire possess d
‘What c¢w the world ford to case my pun?
Renounce! renounce! This the eternal song
‘Which m our cars still rings our wholc Iife long,
Each hour 1n murmurs hoarse repeats the stramn
But to new horror I awake cach morn
And I could weep hot tears to sce the sun
Dawn on another diy whosc round forlorn
Accomplishes no wish of minc—not one
‘Which still with frow wd ciptiousness 1mpaurs
F en the presentiment of every joy
‘While low realitics wnd paltiy cares
The spirit s fond 1ma i, 3 destroy
And then when falls agan the veil of mght
Stretch d on my couch I languish 1 dcspair
Appalling dreams my troubl d soul athi_ht
No soothing rest vouchsaf d me even there
The god who thron d within my brcast 1csides,
Deep 1 my mmost soul can stu the springs
‘With sovereign sway my cnergies he gudes
But hath no power to move cxternal thin_s
And thus my very bang I deplore
Death ardently desire and hifc abhor

M PIISTOPHELLS

And vet methinks by most twill be confess d
That death 15 never quite a welcome guest

FAUST
Happy the man around whose brow hc binds
The bloodstain d wreath 1n conquest s d szzling hour,
Or whom exc ted by the dance he finds
Dissolv d 1n bliss 1n love s dchicious bower,
Oh that before that lofty spirit s might
My soul, entranc d had sunk to endless mght'



18 FAUST

MEPHISTOPHELES
Yet did a certamn man one might refrain
Of 1ts brown juice the crystal bowl to drain
FAUST
To play the spy diverts you then?
MEPHIS1OPHELES
I own
Though not omniscient much to me 18 known
FAUST
If o er my soul the tone famihar steahng
Drew me from harrowing thought s bewild ring maze,
Touching the ling ring chords of chaldhike feeling
‘With the sweet harmonies of happier days
So now I breathe my cuise on all that windeth
Its coil of ma_1c mfluence round the soul
And with declusive fl1tt ry fondly bindeth
The wretched spuat to this dismal hole!
And before all curs d be the ugh opinion
‘Wherewith the spuit gnds atself around!
Of shows delusive cu1s d be the dominion
‘Within whose mocl iny, sphere our sense 18 bound'
Aeccurs d of lying dicams the treacherous wiles
The cheat of glory fimc s exalted rage’
Accurs d as property what cach beguiles
As wife and child as slavc and heritage!
Accurs d be mammon when with treasure
He doth to daring deeds mecite
Or when to stecp the soul in pleasure
He spreads the couch ot soft dehght
Curs d be the grape s balsamic juice!
Accurs d love s dream of joys the first!
Accurs d be hope' accurs d be faith'
And more than all be paticnce cursd’
CHORUS OF SPIRITS (mnvistble)
‘Woe' woe!
Thou hast destroy d
The beaut:iful world
‘With violent blow
'Tis shiver d' tis shatter d!
The fragments abroad by a demugod scatter’d!
Now we sweep
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The wrecks 1nto nothingness'

Fondly we weep

The beauty that s gone'

Thou mongst the sons of earth

Lotty and mighty one

Build 1t once more'!

In thine own bosom the lost world restore !

Now with uncloudcd sense

Enter a new career

Songs shall salute thine ear

Ne er heard before !
MFPHISTOPHFT FS

My little oncs these spirits be

Hark! with shrewd mtelligence

How they 1ccommend to thee

Action and the joys of sense !

In the busy world to dwcll

1 am they would allure thee hence

Stagnatc m this lonely eddl

Sap of hif¢ and powers of sense

Forbear to trifle longer with your grief
‘Which vulture ike consumcs you m this den
Ihe worst socicty 15 some relict
You Il feel yoursclf a man with fellow men
Not that I d thrust you md thc vulgar throng
Nor do I to the upper ranks bclong
But 1f through hifc I may your steps attend
1 will at once en a e to be your friend
T m your comradc  should 1t smt your need
Your servant I your very slave mdeed!
FAUST
And how must I requite vour service pray?
ME1 HISTOPIIFLIS
There s time enough to think of that!
FAUST

Nay!' Nay!
The dewvil 18 an egotast T know
And never for God s sake doth kindness show
Let the condition plainly be exprest
Such a domestic 1s a dangerous guest

49
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MEPHISTOPHELES
I 11 pledge mysclf to be your scrvant Aere,
Ne er at your call to slumber or be st1ll ,
But when together yonder we appear
You shall submissively obey my will

FAUST

But small concern I feel for yonder world
Hast thou this systcn into ruin hurl d
Another may arisc the voud to fill
1ms earth the fountun whence my pleasures flow
s sun doth duly shinc upon my woe
And can I but fiom these divorce my lot
Jlhen come what m1y —to me 1t mattcrs not
Henceforward to tlus thcme I close mine ears
‘Whethcr hereafter we shall hate and love
And whether also 1n those distant spheres,
1here 18 a depth below or haght bove

ME! HISTOPHELLS
In this mood you may ventuwic it But make
The compact and at once I1l undcrtake
To charm you with munc aits Tl give you more
1han mortal cye hath ¢ er behcld beforc

FAUSL

And what poor devil haist thou to bestow ?
‘Was mortal spirit 1n 1ts i h ndeavour
E er fathom d by a bewmng such s thou?
Yet food thou hast which satisficth never
Red gold indeed thou hast that swaftly fhes,
Ghiding hke restless quicksilver away
A game at which none ever win who play
A damsel who while on my breast she lies
To lure a neighbour fondly doth essay
lThine too ambition s bright and godlike dream
Baseless and tiansient as the mcteor s gle mn
Show me the fruits that ere they re pluch d decay
And trees whose verdurc buddeth every day

MEPHIS10PHELEFS
Such a demand affrights me not wzth case
I can provide you treasures such as these
But 1n due course a season will come round

‘When on what 8 good we may regalein peace
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FAUST
If ¢ er 1n indolent repose I m found,
Then let my hife upon the nstant cease'
Can st thou thy flatt ring spclls around me cast,
And cheat me 1nto sclf complacent pride
Or sweet enjoyment —Be that hour my last'
Be this our wager'
MEPHISTOPHFLES
Done'
FAVST
Tis ratified!
If cver to the passing hour I sa
So beautiful thou art! thy fli_ht dclay!
Then 10und my soul thy fctters throw
Then to perdition Ict me go!
Then may the solcmn death bell sound
Then from thy service thou at free
The index hand may ccase 1ts round
And time be ncva more for me!
MEPHISTOPHE LIS
‘We shall remember pausc ere tis too late
FAUST
You re authoriz d to do so if you choose
My strength I do not rashly overrate
Since here to be a slave I'm doom d by fate
It matters hittle whcther thine o1 whose
MEPHISTOPHLLLS
At your mnaugural feast this very day
I will attend my duties to commence
But one thing '—Accidents may happen hence
A line or two 1 writing grant I pray
FAUST
A wnting pedant dost demand from me?
Is man and 1s man s word to thec unknown?
Is t not enough that by my word alone
I pledge my intercst 1n eternity?
Raves not the world 1n all 1ts streams along
And must a promise my career impede ?
Yet 1n our hearts the prejudice 1s strong
And who from the delusion would be freed ?
How blest within whose bosom truth reigns pare

E 2

51
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No sacnifice will he repent when made!
A formal deed with seal and signature
A spectre this from which all shrink afraid
The word resigns 1ts essence 1n the pcn
Leather and wax usurp the mast ry then —
Spint of eval' what dost thou rcquue?
Brass marblc parchment paper® Shall I use
Style pen or graver  Name which you desire
Lo me 1t mattcrs not you ve but to choose!
MLPHISTOPIILLES
‘With passion why so hotly burn
And thus your cloqucnce flame ?
I'he merest sciap will serve our turn
And with a drop of blood youll sign your name
FAUST
If this will satisfy you well and good!
111 gratify your whim, howc¢ ¢r abswmd!
MEPHISTOPHFI FS
A quite pecular sort of juice 1s blood!
FAUST
Be not afrud that T shall break my word
The present scope of all my encigy
Is 1n exact accord ince with my vow
‘With vain presumption Ive wpn d too hajh
Im on a level but with such as thou
1 am rejccted by the reit Fust Cause
Nature herself doth vl from me her laws,
Rent 18 the web of thought my mind
Doth knowledge loathe of every kind
In depths of sensual plcasure drown d
Let us our ficry passions still!
Enwrapp d 1n magie s verl profound
Let wondrous charms our scnses thrll!
Plunge we 1n time s tempestuous flow
Stem we the rolling surge of chance'
There may alternate weal and woe
Success and failure as they can
Mingle and shift in changeful dance
Excitement 18 the sphere for man
MEPHISTOPHELES
Nor goal, nor measure 18 prescrib d to you.
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If you desire to taste of every thing

To snatch at pleasure while upon the wing
May your career amuse and profit too
Only fall to and don t be over coy!

FAUST
Hearken! The end I aim at 1s not joy
1 crave excitement agonizing blhiss
Inamour d hatred quickemng, vexation
Purg d from the love of hnowledge my voeation,
Ihe scope of all my powers henceforth be this
Lo bare my breast to cvery pang —to know
In my heart s core all human weal and woe
lo grasp m thought the loity and the deep
Men s various fortunes on my hreast to heap
Lo their 8 dilate my mdividual mind
And share at length the shipwreck of mankind

MFPHISTOPHELES

Oh credit me who still as a.¢s roll

Have chew d this bitter farc trom year to year
No mortal from the cradic to the bier

Digests the ancient lcaven  Know this Whole
Doth for the Deity alone subsist!

He m eternal brightness doth exist

Us unto darkness he hath brought and here
‘Where day and might altcrnate 1s your sphere

FAUST

But "t1s my will!
MEPHISTOPHELFS
Well spoken I admit'

There 15 but one thing puz/les me my friend
Time s short artlong methinks t were only fit,
1hat you to friendly counsel should attend
A poet choose as your ally
Let him thought s wide dominion sweep
Fach good and noble quahity
Upon your honour d brow to heap
1he hon s magnammity
The fleetness of the hind
The fiery blood of Italy
The Northern s firm enduring mind
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Let him for you the mystery solve and show

How to combine lugh aims with cunning low

And how while young desires the heart mflame

To fall in love according to a plan

Myself would gladly meet with such a man

And him I would Sir Microcosm name

FAUST

‘What then am I if I may never hope

The crown of our humamty to gain,

Of all our energies the final scope ?
MCPHISTOPHELES

Your own poor sclf you are and must 1¢man

Put on your hcad a wag with countless locks

Raise to a cubit s height your learned socks

To more than now you are you ll ne e1 attan.

EAUST

I feel 1t I have heap d upon my brain

The gather d treasure of man s thought in van,

And when at length from studious toil I 1est

No power new born sprin,s up within my breast,

A hair s breadth 18 not added to my haght

I am no nearer to the infimte
MEPHISTOPHELES

These matters sir you view wmdeed

Just as by other men they 1¢ view d

‘We must more cleverly proceed

Beforc Iife s joys our grasp elude

The devil! thou hast hands and feet,

And head and heart are also thine,

‘What I enjoy with relish sweet

Is 1t on that account less mine ?

If for six horses I can pay

Do I not own their strength and speed ?

A proper man I dash away

As their two dozen legs were mine indced

Up then from idle pond ring free

And forth into the world with me'

I tell you what —a speculating wretch

Is like a brute on bare uncultur d ground

Driv n by an eval spirit round and round,

‘Whale all beyond rich pastures smihing streteh
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FAUST
But how commence ?
MEPHISTOPHELES

‘Why we with speed
Must leave this place of torture  you
A precious hfe of 1t must lcad
Tiring yourself and pupils too!
Leave 1t to nea hbour Paunch —withdraw
‘Why plaguc yowrsclt with thrashing straw ?
The very best of whit you know
You dare not to the youn,stas show
One m the passu ¢ waits to day

FAUST
Im m no mood to see him now
M} PHISTOPHFLES

Poor lad' He must be tird I trow
Hopcless he must not jo away
Hand me your cap and gown I pray
Now lcave 1t to my wit —the mask
‘Will swit me famously —

I ask
But quarter of an hour mecanwhile equip
And make all rcady for our pleasant trip '
(Exrt Faust )
M¥PHISTOPHLLI S (:n T'AUST s long gown)
Reason and Jnowlcdge only thus contemn
Despise the lofticst attributes of men
Still let the Prince of lics without control
With shows and mocl ing charms delude thy soul
I have thee uncondition ly thcn—
Fate hath endow d him with an ardent mnd
‘Which unrestrun d still presses on for ever
And whose precipitate and mad endeavour
O erleaps 1tself and leaves earth s joys behind
Him will I drag along through hifc s wild waste
Through scenes of vapid dulness wherc at last
Bewildcr d he shall falter and stick fast
And as mn mock ry of hus greedy haste
Viands shall hang his craving lips beyond —
Vaunly he 1l scek refreshment angwsh tost

(Ie changes has dress )
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And were he not the devil s by his bond
Yet must hus soul infallibly be lost'
A STUDFNT enters
STUDENT
But recently I ve quitted home
Full of devotion am I come
Attracted hither by the fame
Of one whom all with rev rence name
MEPHISTOPHELES
Your courtesy much flatters me !
A man hke other men you see
Pray have you yet apphed clsewhere ?
STUDENT
I would entreat your friendly carc'
I ve youthful blood and couragec high
Of gold I bring a fair supply
My mother scarce would let me go
But wisdom here I longed to hnow
MLPII1STOPII} LES
You ve hat upon the very place
STUDLCNT
And vet mv steps I d fain retrace
Thcese walls this mclancholy room
O erpower me with a scnse of gloom
T'he space 1s narrow nothing green
No friendly tree 1s to be seen
And 1n these halls the powers of sense
I orsake me and intclligence
MEPHISTOPHELES
It all depends on habit  Thus at first
The 1nfant takes not hindly to the breast
But soon dehghted slakes 1ts eager thirst
To the maternal bosom fondly prest
Thus at the breasts of wisdom day by day
‘With keener relish you Il your thirst allay
STUDENT
Enraptur d I upon her neck will fall
How to attamn it Sir be pleas d to show
MFPHISTOPHELES
Fre further you proceed just let me know
‘What faculty you choose and what your call®
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STUDENT

Profoundly learned I should wish to grow
‘What heaven contains I d comprehend
O er earth s wide realm my gaze extend
Nature and science I desne to know
MEPHISTOPHELES
You are upon the proper tiack I find
Take heed that nothin, dissirates your mind
STUDENT
My heart and soul are in the chase
Though to be sure I fain would st17e
On pleasant summer holidys
A little liberty and cudless case
M} PHISTOPHLI LS
‘Waste not your time so fist t flies
Method will teach you timc to win
Hence my young friend I would advise
‘With college logic to begin
Then will your mind be so well brac d
In Spamish boots so tightly lac d
lhat on twill circumspectly creep
Thought s beaten track sccuiely keep
Nor will 1t 1gms fatuus lil ¢
Into the path of crror strl e
Then many a day they Il teach you how
The mind s spontaneous 1cts  till now
As eating and as drinking frce
Requre a process —one two three'
In truth the subtle web of thought
Is hike the weaver s fabric wrought
One treadle moves a thousand lines
Swift dart the shuttles to and fro
Unseen the threads unnumber d flow
A thousand knots one stroke combines
Then forward steps your sage to show
And prove to you 1t must be so
The first being so and so the second,
The third and fourth deduc d we see,
And 1f there were no first and second,
Nor third nor fourth would ever be
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This scholars of all countries prize

Yet mong themselves no weavers rise

‘Who would describe and study aught alive
Seeks first the hiving spirit thence to drive
Then are the lifeless fragments 1y his haud
There only fails alas'! the spinit band

This process chemists name 1n learned thes:s,
Mocking themselves Nature encherresis

STUDENT
Your words I cannot fully comprehend

MLPHISTOPHELES

In a shoit time you will improve my frend,
If of scholastic forms you learn the use
And how by method all things to reduce

STUDENT

I feel so doth all this my brain confound
As 1f a mill wheel there were turning round.

MEPHISTOPHLLES
And next to this before aught else you lecarn
You must with zeal to metaphysics turn'
There sce thit you profoundly comprehend
What doth the limit of man s brain transcend
For that which 1s or 1s not in thc head
A sounding phrase will serve you 1n good stead.
But before all strive this half year
T'rom onc fix d order ne er to swerve
Five lecturcs daily you must hear
The hour still punctually observe !
Yourself with studious zeal prepare
And every paragraph o erlook
That you may then be quite aware
He never deviates from the book
Yet write away without cessation
As at the Holy Ghost s dictation'

STUDENT
This Sir a second time you need not say'
Your prudent counsel I apprecate quite
For what we ve written down 1n black and whaite,
‘We can 1 peace and comfort bear away
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MEPHISTOPHELES
But a profession I entreat you name
S1UDENT
For junisprudence I ve no taste I own
MEPHISTOPHET FS
To me this branch of science 18 well hnown
And hence I cannot your repugnance blame
Laws are a fatal heritage —
Like a disease an heir loom dread
Therr curse they trail from age to ge,
And furtively abroad they sprcad
Reason doth nonsense good doth exil grow
That thou rt a grandson 1s thy woe!
But of the law on man impress d
By naturc s hand thcre s ne er a thought
STUDENT
You deepen my dishke how blest
The pupil who by you 1s taught!
To try theology I m half inchn d
MEPHISTOPHELLS
I would not lead you willingly astray
But as regards this science vou will find
Tis dafficult to shun the erring way
It offers so much poison 1n disguise
‘Which scarce from med cine you can recognize
Here too tis best to listen but to one
And by the master s words to swcr alone
To sum up all—To words hold fast'
Then the safe gate sccurely pass d
You 1l reach the fanc of ccrtainty at last
STUDEAT
But then some meaning must the words convey
MEPHISTOPHELES
Right! But o er anxious thought s of no avail,
For there precisely where 1deas fail
A word comes opportunely into play
Most admirable weapons words are found
On words a system we securely ground
In words we can convenicntly behieve
Nor can we of one jot a word bereave
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STUDENT
Your pardon for my importunity
‘With but one more requcst I11 trouble you
Ere I retire I1 thank you to supply
A pregnant utt rance touchmng med cine too'
Three years' how bricf the appointed tide!
The field heaven knows 1s all too wide'
If but a friendly bint be thrown
11s easier then to feel one s way
MEPHIS10PHLLES (as:de)
I m weary of this dry pedintic tone
And must again the gcnune deval play
( 4loud )
Of mcd cine you the spirit catch wath ease,
The great and hittle world you study thro
Then 1n conclusion just as heaven may please
You let things quietly their course pursue,
In vain you range through <cience ample space
Lach man lcarns only that which learn he can,
‘Who knows the passing moment to cmbrace
He 18 your proper man
In person you are tolerubly made
Nor 1n assurance will you be dcficaent
Sclf confidence acquire be not afiaad
The world will then esteem you 2 proficient
Learn how to treat the sex of that bc sure,
Their thousand ahs and ohs
The sapient doctor knows
He from a single pomnt alonc can cure
Assume a decent tone of courteous ease
You have them then to humour as you please
First a diploma must belicf 1nfuse
That you 1n your profission take the lead
You then at once those easy freedoms use
For which another many a yea:r must plead
Learn how to feel with nice address
The dainty wrist,—and how to press
‘With furtive glance the slender waist
To feel how taghtly 1t 1s lac d
STUDENT
There s sense 1n that | one sees the how and why
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MEPTISTOPHELES
Grey 18 young friend all theory
And green of Iife the golden tree
STUDENT
I swear 1t seemeth hike a dieam to me
May I some future time repeat my visit
To hear on what your rev rence grounds your views?
MEPHISTOPHELES
Command my humble service when you choose
STUDLNT
Ere I retire onc boon I must soheit
Here 13 my album do not Sir deny
This token of your fayour
MF PIIISTOPHLLES
Willingly
(dle writes and returns the book )

STUDENT (reads)
ERriTis s1cUT DOUS SCIENTES BONUM ET MALUM
(He 1everently closes the book and retires )

MEPHISTOPHI T ES
Let but this ancient proverb be your rule
My cousin follow still the wily snal e
And with your likeness to the jods poor fool
Lre long be sure your poor sick heart will qual ¢!
FAUST (cnters)
Whither away ?
MLPHISTOPHELTS
Tis your s our course to stcer
The world both great and small we Il vicw
‘With what dehight and profit too
You Il revel through your gay carcer !
FAUST
But with my length of beard I also need
The easy manners that msure success
Th attempt I m certan never can succeed ,
To mungle in the world I want address
I still have an embarrass d air and then
1 feel myself so small with other men
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MEPHISTOPETLES

Time my good friend will all that s ncedful give,

Gain self reliance and you ve learn d to hive

FAUST

But how do you propose to start I pray?

Your horscs scrvants carriage where are they ?
MFPHISTOPHILES

‘We ve but to sprcad our mantles wide

They 11 serve whercon through ur to nide

No heavy baggace necd you tahe

When we our bold (xewr<ion make

A Iittle gas which T prepare

Lafts us from carth loft thiough air

Laght laden we shall swattly stcer —

I wish you joy of your ncw hfc carcer

ks Cllar mn Lep 1g

(A DRINKING PARTY )

TROSCHL
No drinking® Nou.ht a Liagh to 1a1s¢ ?
None of your gloomy looks I pray!
You who so buight wcre wont to blaze,
Are dull as wetted st1aw to day
RRANDFR
T1s all your fault no part you bear
No beasthiness no folly
FROSCH
(pours a glass of wine over ks head)
There
You have them both '
BRANDER
You double beast!'
FROSCH
*Tis what you ash d me for at least!
SIEBEL
‘Whoever quarrels turn him out'
‘With open throat drink roar and shout
Hollo! Hollo!' Ho!
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ALTMAYER
Zounds fellow cease your deaf ning cheers'
Bung cotton here ! He sphts my ears
SITBFL
Tis when the roof rings bach the tone
The tull power of the bass 1s known
FROSCH
R1 ht! out with him who takes offence!
A tara lara la!

ALIMAYER
A tara lara la'
TTONCH
Our throats are tund  Conic let s commence
(Sengs )

The holy Romn cmpire now
How bolds 1t still togctha ?
BRANDFR
An ugly song' Psha' a political song!
A song offinsive!  Lhank God cvery morn
That you to rulc the cmpue were not born!
I alwavs bless my stars thit mine 13 not
Tather a kaiser s or a chwecllor s lot
Yet mon, ouisclves one still should rule the rest,
That we elect a pope I now sug,cst
‘What qualifies 2 man for conscerition
Ye know and what ensurcs his elcvation
FROSCHL (stn¢s)
Bear lady mighting ile above
Ten thousand ,1ectings to my love

SIEBEI
No amorous trash! No greetings shall there be!
FROSCH
Greetings and kisses too! ‘W ho Il hinder me ?
(Sngs )

Undo the bolt 1 stilly mght
Undo the bolt thy love s awake'
Shut to the bolt with morning hight!
SIEBEL
Ay sing away her prases celebrate !
My turn for laughing will come round some day

63
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She jilted me you the same trick she 1l play
To have a gobhin lover be her fate
To toy with her upon some lone cross way'
Or fresh from Blocksberg may an old he goat
Send her a giccting from his hairy throat '
A proper lad of genuine flesh and blood
Is for the swucy damscl far too good
I11 1n her honour hear of no love strans
Unless 1t be to smash her window panes'
BRANDER (striking on the table)
Silencc ! Attend! to me give ear!
That I know lifc you must admut
Some love sick folk arc sitting here,
IHence core we part 1t s but fit
To sing tham 2 good mght their hearts to cheer
Hark ! of the newest fishion 1s my song'
Strike boldly 1 the chorus clear and stron, !
(He sings )
Oncc m a ecdlir ived a rat
He feasted thac on butter
Until hus prnch became as fat
As that of Dr Luther
Ihe cook Tud poson for the guest
Then was his heart with pangs oppress d
Asf his frame love wasted
CHORUS (shoufing)
As af his frame love wasted
BRANDER
IIe ran around he ran abroad
Of cvery puddle drinking
Ihe house with rage he scratch d and gnaw d
In vain —he fast was sinking
T ull many an angwish d bound he gave,
Nothing the hapless brute could save
As if hus frame love wasted
CHORUS
Asif s frame love wasted
BRANDER
By torture driven 1n open day
The kitchen he mvaded
Convuls d upon the hearth he lay,
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‘With anguish sorely jaded
The poisoner laughd Ha! ha' quoth she,
His Life 15 ebbing fast I see
As if his frame love wasted
CHORUS
As 1f hus frame love wasted
SILBET
How the dull boors exultmn, shout '
A fine explort 1t 15 no doubt
Poison for the poor rats to strew !
BRANDER
They as 1t seems stand well with you'
ALTVAYTR
Old bald pate' with the paunch profound'
The rat s mishap hath tam d lus natwe
For he his countc rpart hath found
Depicted m the swoll n creaturc

I'\usT AND MEPHISTOPHELES

MEPHISTOPHLLLES
I now must introduce to you
Before aught else tlus jovial crew
To show how hghtly hife may ¢ hide away
‘With them each day s a hohidyy
‘With little wit and much content
Each on his own small round ntcnt
Like sportive 11tten wath ats tail
‘While no sick headache they bewa 1
And while thear host will credit give
Joyous and fice from care they hve
BEANDER
They re off a journey that 1s clear —
They look so strange they ve scarce been here
An hour
FROSCH
You re nght ! Leipaig s the place for me !
"Tis qute a hittle Paris people there
Acquire a certamn easy fimsh d air
SIEBEL
‘What take you now these travellers to b ?
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FROSCH

Let me alone! O er a full glass you 1l see
As easily 111 worm therr secret out

As draw an infant s tooth I ve not a doubt
That my two gentlemen are nobly born
They look dissatisfied and full of scorn

BRANDFR
They are but mountebanks I1l lay abet!
ALTMAYER
Most hike
FROSCH

Mark me Il screw 1t from them yet'
MFPHISIOPHEITS (fo 1Avust)
These fellows would not scent the deval out
L en though he had them by the very throat
TAUST
Your humble scrvant gentlomen'!
SI1 BFT
Thanks, we return your fur siute
( 4side glancing at MEPHISTOPHELES )
How!' gocs the fllow on 1 hilting foot?
M11HISTOPHETFS
Are we allow d to sit among vou? Then
Though no good hquor 1~ forthcommg here
Good company at least our hearts will cheer
ALTM\AYER
You re a fastidious gentleman  t1s clear
FROSCH
Youre doubtless recently fiom Rippach ? Pray
Did you with Mr Hans there chance to sup?
MEPHISTOPHELES
To day we passd him but we did not stop '
‘When last we spoke with him he d much to say
Touching his cousmns and to each he sent
Full many a greetin,, and kind comphment
(W 1th an nchination tou ards Froscx)
ALTMAYER (asude fo FROSCH)
You have 1t there'
SIEBEL
Faith' he s a knowing one !
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FROSCH
Have patience! I will show him up anon'
MEPHISTOPHELES
Unless I err as we drew near
‘We heard some practis d voices pealing
A song must admlral;l}v here
Re echo from this vaulted ceiling !
FROSCH
That you re an amateur onc plamnly sees !
MFTHINLOPHE LLS
Oh no though stron, the love I lack the skill
ATTMAY ER
Give us a song'
MFPHISTOPHLLES
As miny 1s you will
8I1 BEI
But let 1t be a new one 1f you please !

MLPHISTOPHTTTS
But just return d from beautcous Spain are we
Lhe plcasant land of wine and minstrclsy
(Sings )
Once on 2 time a monirch
Possess d a splendid flea

FROSCH
Hark! did you citch the words > a flea —
An odd sort of  ,uest he nceds must be

MEPHISTOPHLIES (stuys)
Once on 1 tim¢ a monarch
Possess d a splendid flea
IThe which he fondly cherish d
As his own son were he!
His tailor then he summon d
The tailor to him gocs
Now measurc me the youngster
For breeches and for hose'

BRANDER
Let him the tailor strictlv charge
The nicest mensurement to tahe
And as he loves his head to make
The breeches smooth and not too large!
F 2
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MEPHISTOPHELES
In satin and 1n velvet
Behold the younker dress d,
Bedizen d o er with ribbons
A cross upon his breast
Prime mimister they made him
He wore a star of state,
And all lus poor relations
‘Were courtiers rich and great

The gcntlemen and ladies

At court were sorc distress d

The queen and all her maidens
‘Were bittcn by the pest

And yet they dar d not scratch them
Or chase the fleas away

If we are bit we catch them

And crush without dclay

CHORUS (shouting)
If we are it &e
FROSCH
Bravo' Thats the song for me'
SIEBEL
Such be the fate of every flca!
LRANDEFR
‘With clever finger catch and kill'
ALIMAYFR
Hurrah for winc and frecdom still'
MEPHISTOPHELLS

‘Were but your wine a trifle better fiiend

A glass to hiberty Id gladly drain
SIEBEL

You d better not repeat those woirds agan'

MEPHISTOPHELLS

1 am afraid the landlord to offend

Else freely would I treat cach worthy guest

From our own cellar to the very best
SIEBEL

Out with 1t then' Lay all the blame on me
FROSCH

Gave a good glass and loud our praise shall be

But hark ye, to the brim our glasses crown,
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For of a judgment 1s requir d from me
An ample mouthful I must swallow down
ALTMAYFR (aside)
I guess they re from the Rhemsh land
MLPHISTOPHELES
Fetch me a gimlet'
BRANDER
‘What therewith to bore?
You cannot have the wine casks at the door?
AL1IMAYER
A tool chest of our host doth yonder stand
MEPHISTOPHFLES (takes the gunlet)
(Zo ¥roscH )
Now say' what hiquor will you take
FROSCH
How mean you? have you every sort?
MEPHISTOI HLLLS
Fach may his own sclection make
ALTMAYER (to FroscH)
You hek your lips already at the thought
FROSCH
If I ve my choice the Rhemsh I propose,
The fairest gifts the fatherland bestows
MEPHISTOPHELFS

(boring a hole wn the edge of the table opposite to where

FroscH s setting)
Now get some wax—and make some stoppers—quck'
ALTMAYLR
Why this 1s nothing but 1 juggler s trick
* MEPHISTOPHF LES (to BRANDER)
And you?
BRANDER
Champagne s the wine for me
Right brisk and sparkling let 1t be'

(MEPHISTOPHELES bores one of the party has wn the
meantime prepared the waz stoppers and stopped
the holes )

BRANDER
Your foreign things one always can t dechne
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‘What s good 18 often scatter d far apart
A German hates the French with all his heart
Yet stall he has a relish for therr wine
SILBEL
(a8 MELPHISTOPHELES approaches him)
I hike not acid wine I must allow
Gave me a glass of genumne sweet!
MEPHISTOPHELES (bores)
lokay
Shall if you wish 1t flow without dclay
ALIMAYER
Come' look me 1 the face! no fooling now!
You are but makm,_ fun of us I trow
MIPHISTOPHITES
Ah! ah! that would mdced be miking free
With such distin uiched guests  Come no delay,
‘What hiquor can I serve you with T pray?
ATTMAYFR
Only be quick 1t matters not to me
(After the holes are all borcd and stopped)
MFIHISIOPHE11S (with strange gestures)
Grapes the vine stoch bens!
IToins the buck goat wears
Wine 15 sap the vinc 1 wood
The table yicldcth wie 1« good
‘With 1 deeper glanee and true
The my teues of nature view!
I we tuth and here s a muaele!
Your stoppus diaw nd drink your fill'! »
ALI
(as they draw the stoppers and the wine chosen by rach
runs mto ks glass)
Oh beauteous spring which flows so fur!
M}PHISTOPHELFS
Spill not a single drop beware! (They drink repeatedly )
ALL (wnng)
Happy as canmbals are we
Or as five hundred swine
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MEPHISTOPHELES
They re 1n their glory mark their elevation'
FAUST
Let s henee, nor here our stay prolong
MEPHISTOPHELES
Attend of brutishness ere long
You ll see a glorious revelation
SIEBEL
(drinks carelessly  the wine 1s sprlt upon the ground, and
turns to flame
Help' fire! help! Hell 18 burning here!
MEPHISTOPHELES
(addressing the flames)
Peace friendly element! Be still I say!
(Zo the Company )
A drop of purgatory' never fear!
SIEBLL
‘What means the knave' For this you Il dearly pay,
‘With whom you re dealing Sir you do not 1 now

FROSCH
Such tricks a sccond time he d better show!
ALTMAY LR
*Twere well we pack d lum quietly away
BIEBEL
‘What sir! with us your hocus pocus play’
MEPHISTOPILELES
Silence old wine cask '
SIFBEL
How' add insult too!
Vile broomstick !
BRANDER
Hold' or blows shall ramn on you'
ALTMAYER

(Draws a stopper out of the table fire springs out

aganst him)
Iburn' I burn!

SIEBEL
Tis sorcery I vow!
Strike home ! The fellow 15 fair game I trow!
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(They draw thewr knwes and attack MEPHISTOPHELES )
MEPHISTOPHELES {with solemn gestures)

Visionary scenes appear!
Words delusive cheat the ear!'
Bc ve there and be ye here!

(They stand ama ed and gaze on each other )

ALTMAYER
‘Where am I?  What a beauteous land ?
FROSCH
Vineyards ' unless my sight deceives ?
SILBEL
And clust ring grapes too close at hand '
BRANDER
And underneath the spreading leaves

‘What stems there be!
‘What grapes I see'

(He ser s SIEBFL by the nose  The others recypracally
do the same and raise thewr knives )

MEPHISTOPHFLES (as abote)
Delusion from then eyes the bandage tahe!
Note how the devil loves a jest to breal !
( He dusappears with kavst  the fellows draw back from

one another )
SIEBEL
‘What was 1t ?
ALTMAYLR
How?
FROSCH

Was that your nose®
BRANDFR (fo SIEBEL)
And look my hand doth thine enclose !
ALTMAYER
I felt the shock through every hmb!
A chair! I'm famting'  All things swim'!
FROSCH
Say what has happen d what s 1t all about?
SIEBEL
‘Where 15 the fellow? Could I scent him out
Hs body from hus soul I d soon divide'
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ALTMAYER
‘With my own eves upon a cask astride
Forth through the cellar door I saw hm nde—
Like lumps of lead my feet are growing
(Twining to the table )
I wonder 1s the wine still flowing?
SIEBEL
Twas all a cheat our senses to deceive
FROSCH
Yet I made sure that I was drinking wine
BRANDER
How was 1t with the grapcs and with the vine?
AL1MAYER
‘Who muracles henceforth will disbehieve ?

Witcnrs KITCHLN

73

A large caldron hangs over the fire on a low hearth
rarious figures appear wm the flames rising fiom of
A FEMALE MoNKTY sus beside the caldron fo
shim it and watch that 1t does not bol over ~ The
MALE MONRLY with the young omes 13 seated
near warmang hamself  lhe walls and cerling
are adorned with the strangest articles of wiich

Surniture

Faust MEPHISTOPHELLS

FAUST
This senseless jugghing witcheraft I detest
Dost promisec me forsooth thit in this nest
Of loathsome madness I shall be restor d ?
Must I seek counsel from an ancient dame ?
And can she cancel by these rites abhorr d
Full thirty winters and rencw my frame?
‘Woe s me 1f thou nought better can st suggest '
Hope has already vamsh d from my breast
Has neither nature nor a noble mind
A balsam yet devis d of any kind ?

MEPHIS10PHELES

My friend you now speak sensbly In truth,
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There 18 one method of renewing youth
But 1n another book the lesson s writ ,—
It forms a curious chapter I admit

FAUST
Id know 1t
MEPHISTOPHELES
Good'! A natural means to try
‘Without physician gold, or sorcery
Away forthwith and to the fields repawr
Begin to delve to cultivate the ground
Confine your senses to one narrow round
Support yourself upon the sumplest fare
Live like a very brute the brutes among
Fstcem 1t nerther robbery nor wrong
Ihc harvest which you reap jourself to dung
This method friend belicve me will avail
At cighty to continue young and hale !
FAUST
I am not used to it nor can degrade
So far my nature as to ply the spade
For this mean hfe my spirit soars too high
MLPHISTOPHLLES
Then to the witch we must perforce apply
FAUST
‘Will none but just this ancient beldime do?
Can st not thyself the magic bev rage brew?
MEPHISTIOPHELES
A pretty play our lesure to beguild!
A thousand bridges I could build meanwhile,
Not science only and consummate art
Paticnce must 1n the process bear her part
A quiet spirit worketh whole years long
Time only makes the subtle ferment strong
And 1ll things that belong thereto
Are wondrous and exceeding rare!
The dewal taught her 1t is true
But yet the draught the devil can t prepare
(Percerving the beasts )
Look yonder what a pretty race'
Both lass and lad, in both what grace!
(Zo the beasts )
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It seems your dame 1s not at home?
THE MONKEYS
Gone to carouse
Out of the house
Thro the chimney and away'
MEPHIS10PHELES
How long 1s 1t her wont to 10am ?
THF MONKFYS
‘While we can warm our paws she Il sty
MEPHISTOPHLLES ([0 AUST)
‘What think you of the charming creatures ?
FAUST
I loathe alike their form and features !
MFPHIS10PHELES
Nay 2 discourse so exqusite
Is that 1n which I most deligh !
(fo Ts1 MoONKE1S)
Tell me ye whelps accursed crew !
‘What stir ye m the broth about?
MONKEYS
Coarse beggar s gruel here we tew
MEPHISTOPHELLS
Of customers you Il have a rout
THF H1 MONKTY
g and _f g on MEPHISTOPHELES)

Quick ' quick! throw the dice
Make me rich n a trice
Oh gine me the prize!
Alas for mysclf!
Had I plenty of pelf
I then should be wise
MEPHISTOPHELFS
How happy would the monkey be
Could he putin the lottery !
(In the meantime the young MONKEYS have been playmg
with a large globe which they roll forwards )
THE HE MONKEY
The world here behold,
Unceasingly roll d
It niseth and falleth ever,

A

(appr
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It ringeth hke glass'
How brittle alas!’
Tis hollow and restcth never
How bright the sphere
Still brighter here!
Alnveam I?
Dear son beware!
Ne a1 venture there !
Thou too must die'
It 18 of clay
Twill erumble away
There f1 \gments he
MELPHISTOPHELES
Of what use 1s the sieve ?
THL HE MONKEY (faking ot down)
lhe sieve would show
If thou wert a thicf or no?
(He runs to the SHx. MONKEY and makes her look
throughat )
Look throu,h the sicve!
Dost know lum the thif
And dar st thou not call him so?
MEPUISTOPHELES (approaclhing the fic
And then this pot? (e g the firc)
THE MONKEYS
The half watted sot!
He knows not the pot'
He knows not the kettle!
MLPHISTOPHELES
Unmannerly beast'
Be civil at least!
THE HE MONKEY
Take the whisk and sit down 1n the settle'
(e makes MEPHISTOPHELES 81f doton )
FAUST
(Who all thas time has been standing before a looking glass
now approaching and no.w returing from 1t )
‘What do I sec > what form whose charms transcend
The loveliness of earth 1s mirror d here'
O Love to waft me to her blissful sphere
The swiftest of thy downy pinions lend '
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If T remain not rooted to this place

If to approach more near I m fondly lur d

Her 1mage fades 1n veiling mist obscu1 d

Model of beauty both in form and face'

Is t possible? Hath woman charms so 1are?

Is that recumbent form supremely fair

Theevery essence of all hewenly grace ?

Can aught so exqusite on earth be found ?
MEPHISIOPHEI LS

The six days labow of a jod my friend

‘Who doth himeelf cry bravo at the end

By somcthing clever doubtless should be erown d

Tor this time Lazc yow fill and when you pleasc

Just such a prize for you I can provide

How blest to whom propitious fite deerces

To carry to ln home the lovely buide !

(Faust continues to ga ¢ wto the mirror MEPHISTOPHELES
stretching himself on the scttle and playing with the whisk
continues fo speal )

Here I sit Iike 2 monarch on s throne

My sceptre this ,—the crown I want alone

THE MONKLYS

(Who have hitherto been maling all sorts of strange gestures

bring MEPHISTOPHLLES @ crown with loud cries)
Oh be so good
‘With sweat and with blood
The crown to lime!

(They handle the crown awlwardly and breal 1t wn two preces

with whick they skip about )
I'was fate s decree !
‘We <peak nd sec !
‘W hear and rhyme
FAUST (before the mauior)
Woe s me! well mgh distraught I feel!
MEPHISTOPHELES
(puinting to the beasts)
And e en my head begins to recl
THF MONKLYS
If good luch attend
If fitly things blend
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Our jargon with thought
And with reason 18 fraught!

FAUST (as above)

Fire 18 kindl d in my breast’
Let us begone' nor ingcr here'

MLPHISTOPHELLS
(wn the same posstron)

It now at least must be confess d
That pocts sometimes are sincere

(The caldron whuh the SHE MONKEY has neglected
begins to boul orer a great flame arises whickh
streams up the chimney — 1he W1TCH comes down
the chunney with horrible cries )

11k WILCH
Ough!' ough' ou_h' ough
Accursed brutc! aceur ed sow!
Thou dost neglect the pot  for shame!
Accursed brute to scorch the dimd!
( Percening ¥ \us1 and MEPRISTOPHELES )
‘Whom have we herd?
‘Who s sncithin - here?
‘Whenee ire ve come?
With what desuc?®
The plague of firc
Y our bones consume!

{She dips the slummmng ladle wmito the caldron and
throws flames at 1 Aus1 MLPHISTOPHELES and
the MoNn¥vs  [he MoNREYS whmne )

MIPHIS10PIELES
(twerling the whis] whick ke holds wn ks hand and
striking am g the glasscs and pots)
Dash' Smash'
Gl ieses crash!
lherc hies the shme!
Iis but a jest
I but keep time
Thou hellish pest
lo thine own chime.
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(While the WitcH steps back sn rage and astonshment )
You skeleton' you scarecrow! How!
Know you your lord and master now ?
‘What should prevent my dashing you
To atoms with your monhey crew!
Hayve you for my rcd vest no more respect ?
Does my cock s feather no alle1ance clum?
Ilave I conceal d my wisage? recollect!
My rank must I be forc d mysclf to name ?
THE WITCH
Master forgive this rude salute'
But I percerve no cloven foot
And your two ravens where are they?
MLPHIS TOPHELES
This once I must admit your plea —
For truly I must own that we
Have liv d apart for many a day
The culturc too that <hapes the world at last
Hath e en the devil 1n 1ts <phcre embrac d
The northern phantom from the scene hath pass d
Tail talons horns are nowhere to be trac d'
As for the foot with which I can t dispense
Twould 1njure me 1n company and hence
Like some young, gallants through the woild who steer
False calves I now have worn for many a year
THF WITCIL (dancing)
I am beside myself with joy
To see the gallant Satan here!
MEPHISTOPHELES
‘Woman no more that name employ'
THE WITCH
But why? what mischief hath 1t done?
MEPHISTOPHELES
To fable 1t too long hath appertain d
But people from the change have nothing won
Rud of the evil one the evil has remain d
Call me Lord Baron so the matter s good,
Of other cavaliers the mien I wear
You make no question of my gentle blood
Mark well, this 1s the scutcheon that I bear!
(He makes an unseemly gesture )
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THE WITCH
(laughing vmmoderately)
Just hike yourself' You re still 1 see
The same mad wag you usd to he!
MEPHISTOPHLLES  (fo FAuUsT)
My friend learn this to understand I pray!
To deal with witches this 1s still the way
1L WITCI
Now tell me gentlemen what you deswre?®
M} PHISTOPHLIFS8
Of your known juice a goblct we 1equire
But for the very oldest let me ash’
‘With years 1ts virtuc doubles as you 1 now
1H1 WILCH
Most willingly! And here I hwe o flask
From which I ve sipp d 2 drop mysclf ere now,
‘What s more 1t doth no longc1 stinl
To you a glass I joyfully will give

If unprepar d however tlus man drink

Ie hath not as you know 1n hour to live
MEPHISTOPHI LFS

He s my good friend with whom twill prosper well

I grudge lim not the choiccst of yom storc

Now draw your circle spcak your spell

And straight a2 bumper for lum pour !

(The WizcH wit? extiaordmary gestwes describes a
awrcle and places strange things within ot The
glasses meanulule beqin to ring the caldron to
sound and to make music Lastly she brings a
great book places the MONKEYS i the cudle to
serve her as a desh and to hold the torches She
beckons Y Aust to approach )

FAUST (o MEPHISTOPHELES)

Tell me to what doth all this t(nd?

‘Where wll these frantic gestuwres end?
This loathsome cheat this senscless stuff
1 ve known and hated long cnough
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MEPHISTOPHELES
Mere mummery a laugh to rase'
Pray don t be so fastidious' She
But as 2 leech her hocus pocus plays
Ihat well wath you her potion may agree
(He compels Faust to enter the circle )
(The Witen with a strange emphasis begins to de
clarm from the book )
Be t known to men'!
From one make ten
And pass two o er
And lose the fom
T'ven mal ¢ three—
So art thou nch
Thus suth the witch
Lo five affix
The number six
Then you have straight
Made seven and eight
And nme 1s one
And ten 13 none
This 15 the witch s one time ond'
¥AU 1
Like feverish raving sounds the watch s spell
MEPHISIOPHY¥ILS
There s yet much morc to comc I1now 1t well
So the whole volume rings  both timc and pams
Ive thrown awiy in pus/lin, o er its pages
Tor downright contradiction still 1cmains
Alke mysterious both to fools and s es
Ancient the art 1nd modern too my friend
Tis still the fishion as 1t used to be
Error wstead of truth abroul to send
By means of three und onc and one and three
Tis ever taught and babbl d 1n the schools
‘Who d take the trouble to disputc with fools
When words men hear they usually believe
That there must nceds be something to conceive
THE WITCH (continues)
The lofty power
Of wisdom s dower
From all the world conceal d' G
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‘Who thinketh not
To hm I wot
Unsought 1t 18 reveal d
FAUST
‘What nonscnse doth the hag propound ?
My bramn 1t doth well ni h confound
A hundred thousand fools or morc
Her words 1n chorus scam to 101r
M1711ISTOPH] LES
Incomparablc Siby1 ecise T pray!
Hand us your hquor without more delay
And hark y¢ to the brim the goblet crown
My fiiend he 1s and noad not he ft ud
Besdes he 18 a man of mmy 1 g1ade
Who hath drunk decp oy
(The Wrrcw with mar y coremonies pours the hiquor wmto
a cup as Vav ¢ Uity ot to s mouth a hght
Same aruses )
MITHI JOPHITT
Culpat down'!
No hesitation' It will prove
A cordial md vy w hont mopre!
What!' with the d sail hand ind love
And yct shimk bl had of fire ?
(The W 11cu dissolres the endle 1 AUST steps out )
MT1HI 10PHTITS
Now forth at once! you must not 1c t
WIlCH
And much sir mayv the hquor profit vou'
MiPHISTOrTEL LS (fo the WITCH)
And 1if to pleasure you I aulht ¢in do
Pray on W alpur_1s mention vour reque t
wileH
Here 18 a song sung o er sometunes you 1l sec
That twill a s ulir effect produce
MiPHI TotHiTES (fo Faust)
Come quick and let yourself be led by me
You must perspire 1n order that the juice
May penetrate your frame through every part
Your noble mdolence ycu ll learn to prize
And soon with ecstasy you Il recopn ze
How Cupd stirs and gambols 1 your heart.
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FAUST
Let me but gaze one moment 1n the glass '
Too lovely was that female form '
MEPHI1STOPHELES
Nay! nay!
A model which all women shall surpass
In flesh and blood ere long you will survey
(Aside )
As works the draught you presently shall greet
A Helen 1 each female form you meet

A Street

Faust (MARGARET passing by )
FAUST
‘Without offence fuir lady may I dare
To offer you my arm and escort pray?
MARGARET
I am no lady and I am not far
‘Without an escort I can find my way
(She disengages herself and exst )
FAUST
By heaven'! This girl 1s fair indeed !
No form hike her s can I recall
Virtue she hath, and modest heed
Is prquant too and sharp withal
Her check s soft hight her rosy hps
No length of time will e er echpse'
Her downward glance in passing by
Deep 1n my heart 18 stamp d for aye
Her very anger charm d me too —
My ravish d heart to rapture grew !
MEPHISTOPHELES (enfers)
FAUST
This girl you must procure for me
MEPHISTOPHELES
‘Whuch ?

FAUST
She who but now pass d
MEPHISTOPHELES
What'! 8he?
G2
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Straight from her priest she cometh here,
From every sin absolv d and clear,
I crept near the confessor s chair
A1l mnocence her virgin soul
For next to nothing went she thexe,
O er such as she I ve no control!
FAUST
She s just fourteen
MEPHISTOPHET CS
You really talk
Iake any gay T othano
‘Who d pluck each floweret from ats stalk
And decms nor honour grace or truth
Securc against his arts forsooth
But this you 1l find wont always do
FAUST
Sir Moralizer prithee pause
Nor plague me with your tiresome laws
To cut the matter short my friend
She must this very ni_ht be mine —
And 1f to help me you decline
Midmght shall sec our compact end
MEPHISTOPIITT LS
‘What may occur just bear in mund'
A fortmight s space at least I need
A fit occasion but to find
FAUST
‘With but seven hours I could succeed,
Nor should I want the devil s wale
So young a creature to beguile
MEPHISTOPHET E8
Like any Frenchman now you speakh
But do not fret I pray why scek
To hurry to enjoyment straaght »
The pleasure 18 not half so great
As when the interest to prolong
You trfle wath your love until
You mould the puppet to your wall
As pictur d in Itahan song
FAUST
No such incentives do 1 need
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MEPHISTOPHELES
But now without offence or jest
You cannot quickly I protest
In winning this sweet child succeed
By storm we cannot tal e the fort,
To stratagem we must resort

FAUST
Conduct me to her place of 1¢st'
Some token of the angel bung'

A kerchief trom her snowy st
A garter bring me —any thmg'

MEPHIS10PHELES
That I my anxious zeal may prove
Your pangs to sooth ind awd yow love
I will proceed without del vy
And bear you to hcr room aw iy

18UNT
And shall I see hear *~—call her mine ?

MF1HISTOPHELLS
No! at a friend s she 1l be to day
But 1n her wbsence I opime
You m her atmosphue alone
The tedious hours m iy well employ
In bhssful dicams of futuie joy
FAUST
Can we go now ?
MEPHISTOPHELLS

Tis yet too soon
FAUST
Some present for my love procure (Bxat )

MEPHISTOPHELES
Presents so soon' tis well! success 18 sure '
I know full many a secret store
Of treasure buricd long before
I must a hittle look them o cr (Ext)
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Evemng A neat hitle Room

MARGARET
(bravding and binding up her hawr)

I would give something now to know,
‘Who yonder gentleman could be'
He bad a gallant air I trow
And doubtless was of lgh degree!
That from his noble brow I told
Nor would he else have been so bold (Ezit)

MEPHISTOPHELES
Come 1n ! tread softly ! be discreet'

¥ausT (after a pause)

Begone and leave me I entreat '

MEPHISTOPHELES (looking round)
Not every maiden 18 so neat (Ezst)

¥AUST (ga g round)

‘Welcome sweet twilight gloom which reigns
Through this dim placc of hillow d rest!
Fond yearning love 1inspire my breast
Feeding on hope s swect dew thy blissful pains
‘What stillness here environs me!
Content and order brood around
‘What fulness in this poverty !
In this small cell what bliss profound !

(He throws hamself on the leather arm chawr beside the bed )

Recexve me! thou who hast in thine embrace
‘Welcom d 1n joy and gref the ages flown'
How oft the children of a by gone race

Have cluster d round this patriarchal throne!
Haplgh:lhe too as closed each circling year
For stmas gift with grateful joy possess d
Hath with the full round cheek of chlfdhood here
Her grandsire s wither d hand devoutly press d
Maiden! I feel thy spirt haunt the place
Breathing of order and abounding grace

As with a mother s voice 1t prompteth thee
Daly the cover o er the board to spread

To strew the cnisping sand beneath thy tread
Dear hand ! so godlike 1n 1ts mimstry !

The hut becomes a paradise through thee !
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And here! (He 1aises the bed curtam )
How thnils my pulse with strangc dehight!

Here I could Iinger hours untold

Thou Nature' didst m vision bright

The embryo an,el here unfold

Here lay the child her bosom warm

‘With hfe while steep d 1n slumber s dew

To perfect grace her godlike form

‘With pure and hallow d weavings _rew!'

And thou' ah here what seekest thou?

How 1s thine mmost bein, troubl d now!

What would st thou hetc * what makes thy heart so sore
Unhappy Faust' I know thce now no more

Do I a magic atmosphere inhale ?

Erewhile my passion would not brook delay '
Now 1n a pure love dream I melt wway

Are we the sport of every passing gale?

Should she return and enter now

How would st thou rue thy gulty flame !

Proud vaunter ! thou would st hide thy brow

And at her feet sink down with shamec
MPFHISTOPHELES

Quick' quick! below I see her there'
TAUST
Away' I will return no more !
MEPHISTOPHELES

Here 18 2 casket with a store
Of jewels which T got cIsewhere
Quick ' place 1t herc her press within
I swear to you twill turn her bramn
Another I had thought to win
W th the rich gcms 1t doth contain
But child 15 child and play 18 play
FAUST
I know not—shall I?
MEPHISTOPHELES
Do you ask?
Perchance you would retan the treasurc *
If such your wish why then I say
Henceforth absolve me from my task
Nor longer waste your hours of lewsure
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I trust you re not by avarice led'
I rub my hands I scratch my head —

(ke places the casket wn the press and closes the lock)
But now away without delay'—
T'he sweet young creature to your will to bend ,
Yet herc you arc as eold my friend
As to the class room you would wend
And metaphysics form wcre there
And physic too with houy han !
Away '— (Ezeunt )
MARCARET (with a lamp)
Here t1s so closc, so sultry now
she opens the window )
Yet out of doo1s tis not so warm
I fedd so stiange I know not how—
I wish my mother would come home
Through me thac runs a shuddamg—
Im but a foolish timd thing'
(While undi essing hei self she begins to sing )

There was a king 1 Lhulc

Truc ¢ven to the grave

lo whom his dymg nustiess

A golden beaker g wve

Beyond au ht else he priz dat
And dramn d ats pumple dight
His tears ime jushing frecly

As often as he quaff'd

‘When death he felt approaching
His eitics o a he told

And grudg d Ins heir no treasure
Txcept lus cup of gold

Gurt round with knghtly vassals
At a royal feast sat he

In {]on proud hall ancestral

In lus castle o er the sca

Up stood the jovial monarch
And quaff'd hus last hfe s glow
Then hurl d the hallow d goblet
In the ocean depths below
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He saw 1t splashing drinking
And plunging 1 the sea

His eyes meanwhile were smking
And never more drank he
(She opens the press to put away her clothes and
percewes the caslet)

How came this cashet here? I cannot guess'
Tis very strange'! Im sure I lock d the press
‘What can be mn 1t? perh ps some pledge or other
Left here for money bor1ow d from my mother
Here by a ribbon hangs 1 little key,
T have a mind to open 1t and scc'
Heavens' only look ' what have we here
Ne er saw I such 2 splendid sight !
Jewels a noble dame might wer
For some hi_h pageant nichly dight
I wonder how the chamn would look on mc
And whose the brilhant ornaments may be?

(She puts them on and stips befme the glass)
‘Were but the ear rings only minc !
Thus one has quite another air
‘What boots 1t to be young nd fan ?
It doubtless may be very finc
But then alas nonc come to woo
And praise sounds half like pity too

Gold all doth Twc

Gold doth securc

All things  Alas the poor'

Promenade

(Favust walking thoughtfully up and down To hum
MEPHISTOPHEITLS )

MEI HISTOPHET FS
By love despis d! By Hell s fierce fircs I curse
Would I could make my imprecation worse'

FAUST

What ails you pray® what chafes you now so sorc?
A face like that I never saw before'

MEPHISTOPHELES
Id yield me to the devil nstantly
Did 1t not happen that myself am he'
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PAUST

There must be some disorder 1n your wat'
To rave thus hike a madman, 1s 1t fit?

MEPHISTOPHELES
Just think' The gems for Margaret brought
A burly priest hath made his own '—
A ghmpse of them the mother caught
And gan with secrct fear to groan
The woman s scent 18 kcen enough
Still 1n the prayer book she doth snuff
Smells everything to ascertain
‘Whether tis holy or profane
And scented 1n the jewels rare
That there was not much blessing there
My child she cries 1ll gotten good
Ensnares the soul consumes the blood
‘With them we 11 deck our Lady s shiine
She 11 cheer our soul with bread divinc'
At this poor Gretchen g an to pout
’Tis a gift-horse at lcast shc thought
And sure he godless cannot be
‘Who placed them there so cleverly
A pricst the mother then address d
‘Who when he understood the jest
Survey d the neasure with a smile
Quoth he This shows 2 pious mind
Who conquers wins he Church we find
Hath a good stomach she erewhile
Hath lands and kingdoms swallow d down
And never yet a surfut known
Daughters the Church alone with zest
Can such 1ll gotten wealth digest

FAUST

It 18 a general custom too
Practis d ahke by hing and Jew

MEPHISTOPHELES
‘With that clasp chain and ring he swept
As they were mushrooms and the casket
‘Without one word of thanks he kept
As 1f of nuts 1t were a bashet
Reward 1n heaven he promis d fair ——
And greatly edified they were
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FAUST
And Gretchen?
MEPHISTOPHELES
In unquiet mood
Knows neither what she would nor should
The trinkets mght and day thinks o er
On him who brought them dwclls stul more
FAUST
Her sorrow gricves me I must say
Another set of jewels bring'
The first methinhs was no great thing
MLPLI 101 HCLES
All s to my gentleman child s play !
FAUST
Plan all things to aclucve my end
Engage the attcntion of har friend
To work! A thorou,h devil be
And bring fresh jewels instantly !
MEPHISTOPHELES
Ay, sir!  Most gladly 11l obey
(FAusT ext )
MFPHI TOPHETES
Your doting love sick fool with ease
Merely his lady love to plcase
Sun, moon and stars would puff away (Ext )

The Newghbour’s House

MARTHA (alone)
God pardon my dear husband he
Doth not 1n truth act well tow rds me!
Forth 1n the world abroad to roam
And leave me widow d here at home
And l{zt his will I ne er did thwart,
God knows I lov d lum from my heart
(She weeps )
Perchance he s dead '—oh wretched state '—
Had I but a certificate !
MaRGARET (comes)
MARGARET

Dame Martha '
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MARTHA
Gretchen ?
MARGARLT
Only think '
My knees beneath me well migh sink !
ithin my press I ve found to day

Another case of ebony
And splendid jewels too there are
More costly than the former fir

MAR1HA
You must not name 1t to your mother
It would to shrift just hike the other

MARCARI T
Nay look at them ' now only scc'
MARTIIA (dr esses hor up)
You happy creature '
MARGARLT
‘Woe 15 me !

I can t 1n them at church appear
Nor 1 the street, nor any whae
MAT1HA
Come often over here to mc
And put them on quitc privately
‘Walk past the glass an hour o1 so
Thus we shall have ow plesuie too
Then switablc occasions we must seize
As at a feast to show them by degrces
A cham at first then car drops —and vour mother
‘Won t see them or we 1l comn some tale or other
MARGARFT
But who I wonder could the caskets bring ?
I fear there s something wrong about the thing! (@ knoci )
Good heavens ! can that my mother be?
MAR1HA (peering thiough the bhn
No' Tis a stranger gentleman I(fee g e ?
Come 1n
MEerHISTOPHELES {enters)
MEPHISTOPHELES
I ve ventur d to itrude to day
Ladies excuse the hberty I pray
(He steps back respectfully before MARGARET )
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For Mrs Martha Schwerdtlemn I nqure'
MARTHA
I m she, pray what have you to say to me?
\EPHIS10PHELES (aside fo her)
I know you now —and therefore will retire ,
At present you ve distinguished compan
Pardon the freedom Madam with your leave
I will make free to call agan at eve
MARTHA (aloud )
Why child of all strange things I cver knew |
The stranger for a lady taketh you
MARGARLT
I am n truth of humble blood
The gentleman 1s far too ood
Nor gems nor trinkets arc my own
MEPHTSTOPILLLS
Oh tis not the mere ornaments alonc
Her glance and mien far more betray
I am rejoic d that I may stay
MARTIIA
Your business Sir? I long to hnow—
MEPHISTOT IELES
‘Would T could happier tidin_s show!
But let me not my errand rue
Your husband s dead and greeteth you
MARTH A
Is dcad® True heart! Oh muscry!
My husband dead' Oh I shul dic!
MARCAREL
Alas' good Martha' don t despan !
MEPHISTOPHELLS
Now lsten to the sad affair!
MARGARFT
I for this cause should fear to love
The loss my certain death would prove
MEPHISTOPHELLS
Joy still must sorrow sorrow joy attend
MARTHA
Proceed, and tell the story of lus cnd'
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MEPHISTOPHELES
At Padua, 1n St Anthonys
In holy ground his body les
Quuet and eool his place of rest,
‘With pious ceremonials blest

And had you nought besides to bring?
MEPHISTOPHELES
Oh yes! one grave and solcmn prayer
Let them for him three hundred masses sing !
But in my pockets ma am I ve nothing there
MARTHA
What' not a coin ! no tohcn from the dead!
Such as the meanest artisan will hoard
Safe 1in his pouch as a remombrance stor d
And not to part with starves or begs his bread!
MTIPHISTOPHILEFS
Madam 1n truth it gricves me much but he
His money hath not squandcar d lavashly
Besidcs s failings he repented sore
Ay' and his evil phight bcwail d still more
MARGARET
That men should be so luchless! 1 very day
I for his soul will many a 1equiem pray
ML HISTOPILI LES
Forthwith to find a husband you desarve!
A child so lovely and in yvouth s fur prime
M ARGARET
Oh no to thmnk of that there s ample time

MLPHISTOPHELES
A lover then meanwhilc at lcast might serve
Of heaven s best gifts therc s none more dear,
Than one so lovely to cmbrace
MARGARET
But that 1s not the custom here
MEPHISTOPHELES
Custom or not such things take rlace
MARTHA
Procced !
MEPHISTOPHELES
I stood by his bedside
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*Twas rotten straw something less foul than dung
But at the last a Christian man he died
And sorely hath remorse his conscience wrung
Wretch that I was  quoth he with parting breath
So to forsake my business and my wife'
Ah' the remembrance of 1t 1s my death
Could I but have her pardon in this Iife! —
MARTHA  (weeping)
Dear soul'! Ive long forgiven him indeed'
MEPHISTOPHELES
¢ Though she God knows was more to blame than I
MARTHA
‘What on the brink of death assert a Le'
MEPHISTOPHELES
If I am skill d the countenance to read
He doubtless fabled as he parted hence
¢ To gape for pleasure Id no time he smd
Furst to get children and then get them bread ,
And bread too 1n the very widcst sense
In peace I could not even eat my share
MARTHA
‘What all my truth and love forgotten quite?
My weary drud_ery by day and mght'
MEPHISTOPHLLES
Not so! He thought of you with tender care
Quoth he  Heaven knows how fervently I prayed
For wife and children when from Malta bound —
The prayer propitious heaven with favour crown d,
‘We took a Turkish vessel which conveyed
Rich store of treasure for the Sultan s court
It s own reward our gallant action brought
The captur d prize w1s shar d among the crew
And of the treasure I recerv d my due
MARTHA
How> Where? The treasure hath he buried pray?
MEPHISTOPHELLS
Where the four winds have blown 1t who can say >
In Naples as he stroll d a stranger there,—
A comely maid took pity on my friend
And gave such tokens of her love and care,
That he retan d them to lus blessed end.
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MARTHA
Scoundrel' to rob his children of their bread!
And all this misery this itter need
Could not his course of rccklessness impede!
MTIPHISCOPHET ES
Well he hath paid the forfeit and 1s dead
Now were I 1 your place my counsel hear
My widow s weeds I d wear for one chaste year,
And for another lover seek meantime
MARTHA
Alas I muight in vamn search every chime
Nor find anothcr husband il ¢ my first!
There could not be a fonder fool at home
Only he ik d too wcll abioad to roam,
Lik d women too and had for wine a thirst
Besides has passion for those dice accurs d
MEP {ISTOPHETI ES
Well' well' all doubtless had gone swimmangly
Had he but given you 18 wide 2 range
And upon such condition I declare
Myself with you would _ladly rings exchange'!
MARTHA
The gentleman 18 surcly pleis d to jest!
MEPHISTOPHELEFS (astde)
Now to be off in time methinks were best!
She d make the very devil marry her
(Z0 MARGARET )
How fares 1t with your heart?
MARGARET
How mean you Sir?
MEPHISTOPHELES (aside)
The sweet young innocent !
(aloud))
Ladies farewell!
MARGARET
Farewell!
MARTHA
But ere you leave us quckly tell !
I much should like to have 1t certified
Where how and when my buned husband died
To forms I ve always been attach d indeed
Has death I fain would in the journals read
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MEPHISTOPHELES
Ay madam, when two witnesses appear
The truth 1s everywherc made mamfest
A gallant friend I have not fur from here
‘Who will before the jud_e his decath attest
111 bring hum hather
\ARTHA
Oh I pray you do'
M1 PHISIOPHELL S
And this young Idy we shall find her too?
A nobl¢ youth '—has travell d fair ind wade
And 13 most comtecou to the sex beside
MARC ARF1
1 1n Ins presence needs must blush for shame
M1 PIISTOPILET FS
Not 1n the prescnee of a ciowned king!
MARTHA
The garden then bchind my house we 1l name
Therc we 1l await you both this cvenimg

A Strect

Taust  MriHIS1OPHREIEFS
LAUST
How 15 1t now * How speeds it * Ist in tramn
MELHT 101 HLLLS
Bravo' I find you all on firc  un?
Gretchien will soon be your 1 promise you —
This very eve to mect her Ive areed
At neighbour Marthas who scems fiam d indecd
The gipsy s trade cxpressly to pursue
IALS
Good'
MEPHISTOPHELEFS
But from us she som¢thin, would request
EALST
A favour claims return as this world goes
MEPH1S10PHELLS
'We have an oath but duly to 1ttest
That her dcad husband s limbs outstre ch d repose
In holy ground at Padua
n
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FAUST
Sage indeed !
So I suppose we straight must journey there !
MLPHISTOPHELLS
Sancta ssmplicitas ! For that no need!
‘Without much 1 nowled.c we have but to swear
FAUST
If you have nothin,, better to suggest
Against yowr plin I must at oncc protest
M11HISIOPHLLFS
Oh holy man ' mcthml s I have you there!
Is this the first time vou filsc witness bear ¢
Have you not often d¢fimtions van
Of God the world and all 1t doth contun
Man and thc worl mg ot Ins heart and brun
In pompouns lancur ¢ forcibly express d
‘With fiont unblushin, wmd 1 dauntle s breast ?
Yet af mnto the dopth of things you go
louching thcse mattar 1t must be contess d
As much as of Hc Schwardtlan s death you know!
FAUSL
Liar and sophist still thou wart and art
MI1TI S1O1HTLLS
Perchance my vicw 16 somewiit morc profound !
Now you yourscIf to moirow 111 be bound
Will 1n il honowr fool poor Margaiet s heart
And pleid vow soul sdeep love 1 lover s fashion
1AUST
And truly fiom my heut
M11HISTOPHFI ES
All good and farr!
Then dcathless constancy vou 11 doubtless swem
Speak of onc mast 1in, 11l ibsorbing passion —
Wil that too 1ssuc f1om yowr heart?
1AUST
I orbear!
‘When passion sways me and I sech to frame
Fit utt rance for my feehing deep intense
And for my frconsy inding no fit name
Swecp round the amplc world with esvery sense
Grasp at the loftiest words to speah my flame
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And call the ficry glow wherewith I burn
Quenchless undying —jea eterne eterne —
Is that of sophustry a devili h play ?
MEPILISLOPIILLLS
Yet am I right!
TAUST

Tricnd spare my lun,s I pray —
Mark this who s opinion will mamtun
If he have but 2 tonjue lus pont will g un
But come of gosup I am weuy qute
Becausce I ve no 1esource you e m the right

Garden

MarGarLT onn 1 vust sa@rm NMat 1y weth MEPIIISTOPHELES
walling up and d nen

MARCARTT
I feel it you but spare mv 1 no1nce
To put mc to the blush you <toop thus low
Travellers are ¢ver wont hom complusance
1o make the best of thin s wherc a they go
My hun ble prattle suely never can
Have powar to entcitun so wise 1 man
[AUST
One glince one word of thine doth chirm me mozie
Than the world s wisdom o1 the s1 ¢ < lore

(£le 1isses her hard )

MARCAITL
N\ay ! trouble not vour clf' how cin you hiss
A hand o vary couse md hud s ths!
Whit worl am I rot «till obli, d to do!
And then my motha s so cxactng too
(They pass on )
MARTHA

Thus are you ever wont to travel pray?

MFI HISTOPHELES
Duty and bustness urge us on our way '
Full many a place indced we leave with pain
At which we re not pcrmitted to remain |

a2
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MARTHA
In youth s wild years with lusty vigour crown d
Tis not amiss thus through the woild to sweep
But ah thecevil days at length come round
And to the grave a bachclor to ereep
No one as vct hath good or pleasant found
ML1 IIS1OPHLLES
The distant prospect fills me with dismay
MARTIIA
Thercfore 1n time dear sir refleet I prwy
(dley pass on)
MARGATETL
Still arc the absent out of mind  tis tiue!
Politcness 1s familim s11 to you
But many flinds you haive who doubtless are
More sensible than I and wisax fu
IATSL
My angel oftcn wht doth pass for scnse
Is self concait and nariowncss
MARGARLT
Iow <o
1AUST
Smphaty and holy mmnoecnce —
‘When will ye learn vowr hillow d worth to know ?
Ah when will mechness and humility
Kind and all bountcous naturc s lofticst dower —
MALGAITT
Only one hittle moment think of mc
To think ot you I shall hive many wn howm
TAUs1
You re doubtless much alone?
MARGARIT
‘Why yes for thou h
Our bousehold s small vet I must sec to t
We keep nomud and I must sew and 1mt
And cook and swecp and hurry to and fio
And then my mother 1s so accurate '
Not that for thrift therc 15 such pressing need
Than others we¢ mi_ht makc more show mde d
My father left behind a small estatc
A house and garden just outside the town
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Quiet enough my hfc has been of late
My only brother for a soldic1 s ,one
My hittle sister s dead  the babe to rem
Occasion d me some carc and fond annoy
But I would go through all agamn with joy
The httle darhing was to me so dem
FAUST
An angel sweet 1f 1t 1esembled you'!
MARGARET
I rcared 1t up and soon my fice 1t knew
Dearly the httle ercature lov d me too
After my father s death 1t siw the dy
‘We gave my mothcr up for lost she lay
In such a2 wretched plight and then at length
So very slowly she rc ain d ha sticngth
Weak as she was  twas v un for ha to try
Herself to suchle the poor babe so I
Rear d 1t on bread and watcr 2l alone
And thus the child became s twere my own
‘Within my arms 1t stretch d itsclf and grew
And smiling nestl d 1n my bosom too
FAUST
Doubtless the purest happmess was your s
MAPGARLT
Oh yes—but also many veary hours
Beside my bed at mght 1ts cradle stood
If 1t but stirrd I was 2t once awaly
One while I was obhg d to give 1t food
Or with me mnto bed the dailing takc
Then 1if 1t would not hush T had to rise
And strive with fond caress to still 1ts c1ies
Pacing the hittle chimbcr to and fro
And then at dawn to washing, I must go
See to the housc aff urs and mauhct too
And so from day to day the whole year through
Ah sir thus hving 1t must be confess d
One s spints are not alwavs of the best
But toil gives food and slecp a double zest  (Z%ey pass on)
MARTHA
Poor women ' we are badly off I own
A bachelor s conversion s hard 1ndced !
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MEPHISTOPHELES
Madam wath one like you 1t rests alone
To tutor me a better course to lead

MARTHA

But tell me' no one have you ever met ?
Has your heart ne cr attach d itself as yet?

MEPHISTOPHELLS
One s own fire side and a good wife we rc told
By the old proverb are worth pearls and gold

MARTHA
I mean has passion never fir d your breast ?
MEPHISTOPHLLLS
I ve everywhere been well receivd I own
MARTHA
Yet hath your heart no earnest pref rence known ?
MEPHISTOPHELES
‘With ladies one should ne er presume to jest
» MARTHA
Ah' you mastake'
MEPHISTOPHELES

Im sorry Im so blnd'

But this I know—that youarc very kind
(They pass on )

TAUST
So lttle angel in the garden when
I cnter d first you hnew me once again ?
MARGARLET
Did you not see 1t? I cast down my cyes
TAUST
And you forgive my boldness and the guise
Of freedom towards you as you left the dome
The day I offer d to escort you home ?
MARGARET
I was confus d never until that day
Could any one of me aught ev1l say
Alas thought I he doubtless in your mien
Something unmaidenly or bold hath scen?
It seemed s 1f 1t struck him suddenly
« Here s just a girl with whom one may malc iree
Yet I must own that then I scarcely knew
‘What 1n your favour here began to plead,
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Yet I was angry with myself indeed
That I more angry could not feel with you
FAUST
Sweet love'
MARGARLT
Just wait!
(She gathers a star flower and plucks off the leaves one
after another )
TAUST
A nosegay may that be?
MARGARET
No' Iisa game
FAUST
How
MARGARI [
Go ! youll laugh at me
(Ske plucl s off the deaves and murmurs to herself )
FAUST
‘What murmur you?
MARGARLT (half aloud)
He loves me,—loves me not

FAUST
Sweet angel with thy face of heav nly blss'
MARGARLT (continues)

He loves me —1loves me not—
(plucling off the last leaf with fond oy )
He loves me!
FAUST
Yes!
And this flower language dailing let 1t be
E en as a heav nly oracle to thee!
Know st thou the meaning of  IIc loveth me?
(He serzes both her hands )
MARGARLI
I tremble so'
FAUST
Nay' do not tremble love!
Oh let this pressure let this glance reveal
Feelings all power of utt rance far above
To give oneself up wholly and to feel
A rapturous joy that must eternal prove'
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Eternal'—Yes 1t s end would be despair
No end'—It cannot end'

(MARGARET presses fus hand extricates herself and
runs away  He stands o moment m thought, and
then follows her )

MARLIIA (approaching)

Night s closing
MLPHISTOPHELES
Yes well presently away
MARTHA

T would entreat you longer yet to stay
But tis a wwkeg place just here about
Tis as the folks had nou_ht to do
And nothing else to think of too
But watch their neighbomis who goes 1n and out,
And scandal s busy still do what one may
And our young couplc?
MEPIISTOPILF LES
They have flown up there
Gay butterflies'
MARIHA
He scems to take to her
MIPHISTOPHLLLS
And she to huim  Tis of the world the way

A Swmmer House

(MARGARET runs m hides b hand the door holds the tip
of her finger to her lip and peeps through the crevice )
MARGARL1
He comes!
FAUST
Ah lttle 102uc so thou
Think st to provoke me' I have caught thee now!
(He kesses her )
MARGARET
(embiacing kam and returning the kiss)
Dearest of men' I love thee from my heart!
MLPHISTOPHELES (Anocl 5)
FAUST (stampang)
‘Who s there?
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MLPHISTOPHELES
A friend’
FAUST

A bute !
MEPHISTOPHELES
Is time to part
VARTHA (comes)
Yes, sir, 't1s late
FAUST
Mayn t I attend you sweet?
MARGARET
Oh no—my mother would—adieu adieu'
TAUST
And must I really then take leave of you?
Farewell'
MARTHA
Good bye'
MARGARET
Erc long agan to meet'
(EZzeunt T'ausT and MCPHISTOPHFLES )

MARGARET
Good heavens' how all things far and near
Must fill his mind —a man like this !
Abash d before him I appcar
And say to all things only yes
Poor simple child I cannot see
‘What ti1s that he can find 1 me (Exut )

Forest and Cavern

FAUST (alone)
Spirit sublime' Thou gav st me gav st me all
For which I prayed Not vainly hast thou turn d
To me thy countenance 1n flaming fire
Thou gav st me glorious nature for my realm
And also power to feel her and enjoy
Not merely with a cold and wond ring glance,
Thou dost permit me 1n her depths profound,
As m the bosom of a friend to gaze
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Before me thou dost lead her living tribes
And dost 1n silent grove 1n air and stream
Teach me to know my kindred And when 10ars
The howling storm blast through tie groaning wood,
‘Wrenching the giant pme  which m 1t s fall
Sweeps crushing down 1ts neighbour trunks and boughs
‘While with the hollow noise the hill resounds
Then thou dost lead me to some shelter d cave
Dost there reveal me to myself and show
Of my own bosom the my tcrious depths
And when with soothing beam the moon s pale orb
Full in my view climbs up the pathless sky
From crag and vap 10us grove the silv ry forms
Of by gone ages hover and assuace
The too severe delight of carnest hought
Oh, that nought perfeet 1s assign d to man
I feel alas! With this cxalted joy
‘Which hfts me near and nc uer to the gods
Thou gav st me this compamon unto whom
I needs must cling though cold and 1nsolent
He still degrades me to mysclf and turns
Thy glorious gifts to nothin, with a breath
He 1n my bosom with malicious «cal
For that fair 1image fins a ragin,, fire
From craving to cnjoyment thus I 1ecl
And 1n enjoymcnt languish for desire
(MEPHISTOPHELES enfers )
MEPHIS1OPHELLS
Of this lone hfe have you not had your fill?
How for so long can 1t havc chuims for you?
Tis well enough to try 1t 1f you will
But then away again to something new!
FAUST
‘Would you could better occupy your lewsure
Than in disturbing thus my hours of joy
MEPHISTOPHFLLS
Well! Well! I1l leave you to yourself with pleasure
A serious tone you hardly daie employ
To part from one so crasy barsh and cross,
I should not find methinks a grievous loss
The live long day for you I tou and fret
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Ne er from your worship sface a hint I get
‘What pleases you or what to let alone
FATUST
Ay truly' that 1s just the proper tone'
Tires me forsooth and would with thanks be paid'
MEPHISTOPHELES
Poor child of clay without my aid
How would thy weary days have flown?
Thee of thy foolish whims I ve curd
Thy vain imagmations bamsh d
And but for me be well asswm d
Thou from this sphere must soon have vamsh d
In rocky cleft and cavern drear
‘Why hke an owl sit moping here?
And wherefore such like any toad
From dripping rochs and moss thy food?®
A pleasant pastime' Verals
The doctor cleavcth still to thee
FAUST
Couldst thou divine what bhss without alloy
From this wild wand ring 1n the desert springs —
Couldst thou but guess the new Life power 1t brings
Thou stall wert fiend cnough to grudge my joy
MFPHISTOPHI LES
‘What super carthly cestasy' at mght
To Lie 1n darkness on the dewy ha ht
Embracing heaven and earth i rapture igh
The soul dilating to a deity
‘With prescient yearnings prercc the core of earth
Feel 1 your labouring breast the s1x days birth
Enjoy 1n proud delight what no one knows
‘Whale your love rapture o er creation flows —
The earthly lost i beatific vision
And then the lofty mtuition—
(with a gesture )

I need not tell you how—to close
FAUST

Fie on you !
MIPHISTOPHELES
This displeases you?  For shame "’
You are forsooth entatl d to exclaim
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‘We to chaste ears 1t scems must not 1mpart
Thoughts that may dwell unquestion d 1n the heart
Well to be brief as fit occasions rise
I grudge you not the joy of spcecious hes
But soon tis past the self deluding vein
Back to your former coursc you re driven again
And should it longer hold your angush d breast
By frenzied horror soon would be possess d
Enough of this!' Your true love dwells apart
And every thing to her seems flat and tame
Alone vour cheiish d image fills her heart
She loves you with an all devouring flame
First came yow passion with o erpowering rush
Lal e mountain torrent fed by melted snow
Full in her heart you pour d the sudden gush
And now agun your strcam has ceas d to flow
Instead of sittin,, thi1o1 d mdst forests wild
Methinks 1t would become so great a lord
Tondly to comfort the enamour d child
And the young monkey for her love rewaid
To her the hours secem miserably long
She from the window sces the clouds float by
As o er the ancient city walls they fly

WereI abird so runs her song
Half through the my_ht and all the day
One while 1ndced she seemcth gay
And then with grief her heart 1s sore
Fairly outwept seem now her tears
Anon she tianquil 1s or o appears
And love sich evermoie

FAUST
Snake ' Serpent vile!
MEPHIS1O0PHILES (aside)
Good' IfI catch thee with my gule!
TAUST

‘Vile reprobate! go get thee hence
Forbear the lovely girl to name'
Nor in my half distracted sense
Kiandle anew the smould ring flame '
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MLPHISTOPHELES
How now' She thinks you ve taken flight,
It seems, she s partly m the ri ht
FAUST
I m near her still—and should I distant rove
1d ne er forget her ne er resign her love
And all things touch d by those sweet lips of hers
Even the very host my envy stirs
MEPHIS10PHELLLS
Tis well ' I oft have envicd you indeed
lhe twin pan that among the roses feed
TAUST
Pander avaunt'
MLPHISTOPHELES
My fuend the while
You rail excuse me if I smile
The power which fashion d youth wd maid
‘Well understood the noble tride
Of making also time and place
But hence '—In truth a dolcful case !
Your mustress chamber doth invite
Not the cold grave s o ershadowin, mght
FAUST
‘What 1n her arms the joys of heaven to me ®
Oh let me kindle on her gentle bicast '
Do I not ever fecl her msery ?
‘Wretch that I am whose spuit knows no rest
Inhuman monstcr homeless and unblest
‘Who like the grecdy surge from 10ck to rock
Sweeps down the dread abyss with desp rate shoel
‘While she within her lowly cot which gracd
The Alpimne slope beside the waters wild
Her homely cares 1n that small world ¢ nbac d
Secluded lived a sumple artless child
‘Was t not cnough 1n thy dehrious wharl
To blast the steadfast rochs —-her quiet ccll
Her too her peace to ruin must I hurl!
Dost claim this holocaust remorscless Hell'
Fiend help me to cut short the hours of are d!
Let what must happen happcn speedals !
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Her direful doom fall crushing on my head
And 1nto ruin let her plunge with me

MEPHISTOPEELES

‘Why how again 1t seethes and glows !
Away thou fool! Her torment ease'
‘When such a hcad no 1ssue sees

It prctures straight the final close
Long hife to im who boldly dares !

A decvil s pluck you re wont to show
As for a devil who despans

There s nought so mawkish here below

MarcArer’s Hoom
MARGARET (alone at her spinn ng wheel)

My heart s oppress d
My pciwcc s oer
I know no 1est
No ncyeimore

The world s 2 grave
Wheic lic 1s not

And 11cf 18 now
My biatter lot

My wilder d bran
Is overwrou_ht

My fecble senses
Arec distriuht

Mjy heart s oppress d
My peacc 18 0 er
I know no 1est
No nevermore

Tor him I watch
The Iive long day

For him alone
Abroad I stray

Has lofty step
His beanin, lngh
The smilc of his hip
The power of lus eye
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His witching words
Therr tones of bhss

His hand s fond pressure,
And then his kiss'

My hear s oppressd
My peace s oer
I know no1est
No nevermore
My bosom aches
To feel him near
Ah could I clhsp
And fold him here!
In love s fond blisses
Fntrincd I d Le
And dic on his kisses
In cestasy !

MArTHA’S Garden

MarGcArRIT and Faust

MARGARET
Promise me Henry'
TAUST
‘What I can'
MAl CARDT

How 18 1t with rehgion m yowr mind?
You arc tis truc 2 good 11ind hearted man
But I m afraid not prously melm d
TAUST
Forbear' Ilove you darlin, you alone'
For those I love my hfc I would lny down
And none would of their futh or church bereave
MARGARLT

That s not enough we must oursclves believe
FAUST
Must we?
MARGARET

Ah could I but you soul mspire!
You honour not the sacraments, alas'
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TAUST
I honour them
MARGARET
But yet without desae
*Tis long since you have been to shrift or mass
Do you believe 1n God?
FAUST
My love forbea:'
‘Who dares acknowledge I1n God bclieve ¢
Ask pricst or sage the answer you recenc
Seems but a mockery of tlLe questioner

MARGAP LT
Then you do not believe

FAUST
Sweet one ! my meamng do not misconcerve '
Him who darc name
And yet proclaim
Yes I beheve?
‘Who that can feel
His heart can stecl
To say I disbeheve?®
Fhe All embracer
All sustainer
Doth He not embiace sustun
Thee me himself?
Lafts not the Heaven 1ts dome above ®
Doth not the firm set earth bencath us lic?
And beaming tenderly with looks of love
Chmb not the everlasting stars on high ?
Are we not jazing n cach other s cyes?
Nature s impenctrable agencies
Are they not thionging on thy heait and b amn
Viewless o1 wisible to mortal ken
Around thee weaving their mysterious reign ?
Fill thence thy heart how large soc e1 1t be
And 1n the feeling when thou rt wholly blest
Then call 1t what thou wilt —Bhss' Heart! Love' God'
I have no name for 1t— tis feeling all
Name 1s but sound and smoke
Shrouding the glow of heavern
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MARGARET
All this 18 doubtless beautiful and true
The priest doth also much the same declare
Only 1 somewhat diff rent language too
FAUST
Beneath Heaven s gemal sunshine everywhere,
This 18 the utt rance of the human heart
Each 1n his language doth the like impart
Then why not I in mine?
MARGARL1
What thus I hear
Sounds plausible yet I m not reconcil d
There s somethin, wiong ibout 1t much I fear
That thou art not a Christian
1 \UST
My sweet chld'
MARGARFT
Alas' 1t long hath sorely tioubl d me
Lo see thee 1n such odious company
FAUSL
How so?
MARCARET
The man who comcs with thee I hate
Yea 1n my spint s mmost depths abhor
As his loath d visage 1n my hfe bcfore
Nought to my heart e cr gave a p n, so great
1AUST
Fem not sweet love'
MARCARLT
His presence cinlls my blood
Towards all beside I have a kindly mood
Yet though I veain to gaze on thee I fecl
At sight of him strange horror o er me steal
That he s a villain my conviction s strong,
May Heaven forgive me 1f I do him wrong'
FAUST
Yet such strange fellows 1n the world must be!
MARGARLT
I would not Iive with such an one as he!
If for a moment he but enter here
He looks around him with a mocking sncer
And malce 11l conceal d

113
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That he can feel no sympathy 1s clear
Upon his brow tis legibly reveal d
That to hus heart no hiving soul 1s dear
So blest I feel abandon d in thine arms
So warm and happy —frce from all alarms
And still my heart doth close when he comes near
FAUST
Foreboding angel' prithee check thy fear!
MARGARLT
The feeling so o erpowers my mind that when
Or wheresoc r I chance lus step to hear
Methinks almost I cease to love thee then
Besides when he 18 near I ne er could pray
And this 1t 1s that eats my heart away,
Thou also lienry surely fecl st 1t so
FAUST
This 1s antipathy'!
MARCARET
I now must go
FAUST
And may I never then i quict rest
For one brief hour upon thy gcntle breast
MARCARET
Ah 1f I slept alone' The door to m_ ht
Id leave unbarrd but mothcr s <leep 1s hght,
And 1f she should by any chance aw 1l ¢
Upon the floor I should at once fall dead
¥ AUST
Sweet angel' there s no causc for drcad
Here 18 a httle phial —if she take
But three drops mingld in her drink  twall steep
Her nature 1 a deep and soothin, slcep
M ARGARET
‘What 18 there I d not do for thy dear sake
To her ’twill surely do no mjmy?
FAUST
Else, my own love should I thus counsel thee®
MARGARET
Gazing on thee belovd I cannot tell
‘What doth my spirit to thy will compel,
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So much I have already done for thee
That more to do there scarce remains for me

MuyiruIsTOPHELES (enfers)

MEPHISTOPH} LES
The monkey' Has she left you then?
FAUST
Have you been spying here agamn?
MEPHISTOPHELES

Of all that passd Tm well appuiz d
I heard the doctor catechis d
And trust he 1l profit by the rede
The girls show always much concern
louching then lova s fuith to learn
‘Whether 1t talhies with the crecd
If men are pliant there think they
Us too they 1l follow and obey
¥ AUST
1hou monster! thou canst not perceive
How a true loving soul like this
Full of the faith she doth beheve
To be the pledge of cndless bliss
Must mourn her soul with anguish tost
Thinking the man she lovcs for cver lost
MEPHISTUPHELLS
Most sensual supersensualist! a flirt
A gipsy leads thee by the nose!
FAUST
Abo1tion vile of fire and durt '
MLPIISTOPHELES
In physiognomy strange <kill she shows
She 1n my presence feels she knows not how!
My mask 1t secms some hidden sense reveals
That I m a genius she must needs allow
That I m the very devil perhaps she feels
So then to might *—
FAUST
‘What s that to you®
MLPHISTOPHELES
I ve my amusement 1n 1t too '

(Lzat)
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At the Well

MARGARET and BEssy, with pitchers

BESSY
And have you then of Barbara nothing heard ?
MARGARLT
I rucly go fiom home —no not 1 word
BESSY
Tis truc  Sybilln told me so to day'
She s play d the fool at lnst I promuse you,
I'hat comes of piide
MARGARET
Ilow s0?

BLSSY
‘Why people say
That when she eats and drinks she feedcth two
MARCARET
Alas!
BESSY
She s 1ightly served 1 sooth
How long she hung upon the youth'
‘Wht promenadcs what jaunts there were
To dancing booth and village fair
lhe first she everywhere must shine
ITe treating her to cal es and wine
Of her good looks she was so vain
And c en his presents would retain
Swect words and kisses came anon
And then the virgin flower was gone'
MARGARET
Poor thing'
BESSY
And do you pity her?
‘Why of a mght when at our wheels we sat
Abroad our mothers ne er would let us stn
Then with her lover she forsooth must chat,
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Or near the bench or 1n the dusky walk,
Thinking the hows too brief for their sweet talk,
Beshrew me ' her proud head she 1l have to bow
And m white sheet do penance now'
MARGARET
But he wall surely marry her®
BLSSY
Not he'
He won t be such a fool ' a gallant lad
Lake luim can roarr o er land and sca
Besides, he s off
MARCARET
That 1s not fur'
BLSSY
If she should get im twere almost as bad
Her myrtle wreath the boys would tear
And then we girls would plague heaa too
Chopp d straw before her door we d strew!
(Ezat)
MARGARFT (wall ing towards home)
How stoutly once I could mveigh
If a poor maiden went astray’
Not words enough my tongue could find
Gamst others s to speak my mind'
How black soe er thexr fault before
I strove to blacken 1t still more
And did myself securely bless
Now are the sin the scandal mine'
Yet ah'—what urg d me to tiansgress
Heaven knows was good' ah so divine'

ZWINGER

(In the mche of the wall a devotional vmage of the
Mater dolorosa, wrth flower-pots before 1t )
MARGARET (putting fresh flowers wn the pots)

Ah rich in sorrow thou
Stoop thy maternal brow
And mark with pitying eye my msery'
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The sword 1n thy prerc d heart,
Thou dost with bitter smart
Gaze upwards on thy Son s death agony

To the dear God on hi_h
Ascends thy piteous sigh
Pleading for hus and thy mute misery

Ah who can know

Ihe torturing woe

That harrows me and racks me to the bone ®
How my poor heart without rclief
Irembles and throbs 1ts yearning grief
Thou knowest thou alone!

Ah wheresoe er I go

‘With woe with woe with woe
My angush d breast 1s aching '
‘Wretched alonc I keep

I weep I weep I weep

Alas ' my heart 18 breaking !

The flower pots at my window
‘Were wet with tears of mine

The while I pluck d these blossoms
At dawn to dcch thy shrine!

‘When early in my chamber
Shone bright the rising morn
I sat therc on my pallet

My heart with angumish torn

Help' death and shame are near!
Mother of sorrows now

Stoop thy maternal brow

And to thy suppliant turn a gracious eu

Nght  Street before Margaret’s door

VALENTINE (soldier MARGARET 8 brother)

‘When seated mong the jovial crowd
‘Where merry comrades boasting loud
Each nam d with pride his favourite lass
And 1n her honour dram d has glass,
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Upon my elbows I would lean

With easy quict view the scene

Nor give my tongue the rem until

T'ach swagg ring blade had talk d Ius fill

Then with a smile my beard I d stroke

Ihe while with brnmming glass I spoke,
Lach to hus taste —but to my mind

‘Where 1n the country will you find

A maiden be she ne er so fair

‘Who with my Gretchen can compare ?

Ching' Clang' so 11ng the jovial sound !

Shouts of assent went cireling round

Pride of her sex 13 she'—cricd some

Then were the noisy boastcrs dumb

And now'—I could uproot my hair

Or dash my brains out in despair’

Me every scurvy knave may twit

‘With stinging jest and tiunting sneer'
Like skulking debtor I mu t sit

And sweat each casuil word to hear!
And though I smash d them one and all
Yet them I could not hars call

‘Who comes this way ® who s sneahing here?
If I mistake not two draw near

If he be one have 2t him —well T wot
Alve he shall not leave this spot!

Faus1 MCPHISTOPHELES

FAUST

How from yon sacristy athwart the mght

Its beams the ever burning taper throws

‘While ever waning fades the ghmm ring hight

As gath ring darkness doth around 1t close’

So might like gloom doth 1n my bosom reign
MEPHISTOPHELES

Im hke a tom cat in a thievish vein

That round the walls doth slyly creep

And up fire ladders tall and steep

Virtuous withal I feel with I confess

A touch of thievish joy and wantonness
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T'hus through my hmbs alrcady there doth bound
The glorious advent of W alpur,,13s mght,
After to morrow 1t agun comes romid
‘What onc doth wakc for then one knows aright
FAUSL
Meanwhile the flame which I sce ghimm ring there,
Is 1t the treasurc nsing 1n the air?
MLPHIS1OPHEF LES
Ere long I makc no doubt but you
To raise the chest will feel mnclind,
Erewhile I pecp d within 1t too
‘With hion dollars t1s welllind
¥ATUST
And not a trinket® not 2 11ng ?
‘Wherewith my lovely .nl to deel ?
ML1HI TOPTILLFS
I saw among them somc such thing
A string of pearls to j1ace har necl
¥AUST
Tis well! I m always loath to 0
‘Without some gift my love to show
MLI IITSLOPHLELES
Some pleasures gratis to enjoy
Should surely causc you no annoy
‘While bright with stars the heavens appen
I1l sing a masterpicce ot art
A moral song shall chaim ha car
More surely to beguile her heart

(Sings to the guitar )

Tan Catherine sav

‘Why hing ring stay

At dawn of day

Before your lover s doox ?
Y ou enter there

A maid beware

Lest forth you fare

A maiden never more

Maiden take heed'
Reck well my rede'’
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Is t done the deed?
Good mght you poor poor thing'
lhe spoiler s hes
His arts despise
Nor yield your prize
‘Without the marrage ring
VALENTINE (steps _forward)
‘Whom are you luring here? 11l j1ve 1t you'
Accursed rat catchers your strains Il end'
Fust to the devil the guitar I'll scnd!
Then to the devil wath the singer too!
MBPHISTOPHILES
The poor guitar’  Tis donc for now
VALENTINE
Your skull shall follow next I trow'
MLPHISTOPHELLS (fo FAvusT)
Doctor stand fast' your strength collect!
Be prompt and do as I direct
Out wath your whisk' keep close I pray
I1 parry! do you thrust away'
VALENTINL
Then parry that!
MEPHISTOPHELES
Why not?
VALENTINE
That too'!
MEPHISTOPILLES
With ease'’
VATENTINE
Tl e dewl fights for you'
Why how 1s this* my hand s already lam d!
MEPHISTOPHELES (fo FAUsi)
Thrust home'

Alas'

VALENTINE ( falls)

MEPHISTOPHELES
There! Now the bully s tam d
But quick away' We must at once take wing
A cry of murder strihes upon the ear
‘With the police I know my course to steer,
But with the blood ban tis another thing
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MARTHA (at the window)
‘Without' without'
MARGARET (at the window)
Quick bring a hght!
MARTHA (as above)
They rail and scufle scream and fight!'
ProPLF
One heth here already dead'
MARTHA (comung out)
‘Where arc the murdercrs® arc they fled?
MARGARLT (comang out)
‘Who lieth here?
TEOPLE
Thy mother s son
MARCARET
Almighty Tather! I m undone'
VAI1NTINF
Imdymg' Tis a soon told tale!
And sooner done the deed!
‘Why women do ye weep and wail?
To my last words give heed (AU gather round hwm )
Gretchen thou rt still of tcnder age
And well I wot not over sage
Thou dost thy matters 1ll
Let this 1 confidence be sand
She who the pith of shime doth tread
Should tread 1t with good will
MARGARET
My God' what can this mean?
VALENTINF
Abstain
Nor darc God s holy name profine
‘What s done alas 18 done and past !
Matters will take their course at last'
By stealth thou dost begin with one
And more will follow him anon
‘When to a dozen swells the train
A common outcast thou It remain

‘When first the monster shame 1s born
Clandestinely she s brought to hght
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And the mysterious veil of mght

Around her head 1s drawn

The loathsome birth men fain would sly !
But soon full grown she waxes bold
And though not fairer to behold

‘With brazen front msults the day

The more abhorr d her visage grows

The moze her hideousness she shows!

The time already I discern
‘When thee all honest men will spurn
And shun thy hated form to mect
As when a corpse infects the street
Thy heart will sih 1 blank despair
‘When they shall look thee m the face!
A golden chain no more thou It wear!
Nor near the altar tal ¢ thy plaec!
In fair lace collax simply dight
Thou It dance no more with spirts hight'
In darksome corners thou wilt bide
‘Where beggars vile and eripples hide
And e en though God thy crime forgive
On earth a thing accurs d thou It hive
MARTHA
Your parting soul to God commend
Nor your last breath in slander spend
VALEN1INE
Could I but reach thy wither d frame
Thou wretched beldame void of shame'’
Full measure I might hope to win
Of pardon then for every sin
MARGARET
Brother! what agonizing pam'
VALENTINE
I tell thee' from vain tears abstamn'
Twas thy dishonour pierc d my heart
Thy fall the fatal death stab gave
Through the death sleep I now depart
To God, a soldier true and brasve (s )
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Cathedral
Service Organ, and Anthem
MARGARET (amongst a number of people)

T'vir Seirit (behind MARGARET)

LVIL SPIRI1
How diff rent Gretchen was 1t oncc with thee
‘When thou still full of innocence
Cam st to the altar here
And from the small and well conn d book
Dad st lisp thy prayer
Half childish sport
IIalf God 1n thy young heart'
Gretchen!
‘What thoughts are thine ?
‘What deed of shame
Lurks 1n thy sinful hcart ?
Is thy prayer utter d for thy mother s soul
‘Who into long long torment slept through thee?
‘Whose blood 1s on thy threshold ?
—And stirs there not alieady neath thy heart
Another quick ning pulse that even now
Tortures 1tself and thee
‘With its foreboding presence ?

MARGARLT
Woe'! Woe'
Oh could I free me from the harrowing thoughts
That gamnst my will
Throng my disoader d brain'
CHORUS
Dres wre dies lla
Solvet seclum wn farilla
(The organ sounds )
EVIL SPIRIT
Grim horror seizes thee '
The trumpct sounds
The graves are shaken'
And thy sinful heart
From 1ts cold ashy rest
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For torturmg flames
Anew created
Trembles mto hfe !
MARGARET
‘Would I were hence!
It 1s as 1if the organ
Chok d my breath
As 1f the chon
Melted my inmost heart
CHORUS
Judezx ¢1go cum sedebrt
Quidquid latct adpar ebat
Nl nultum 1 emanchit
MARGARLT
I feel oppress d!
The pillars of the wall
Are closing round me !
And the vaultcd roof
Weighs down upon me'—an !
EVIT SPIRIT
‘Wouldst hide thee ? sin and shame
Remain not hidden
Aar! hght!
‘Woc s thee!
CHORUS
Quid sum maser tunc dicturus?
Quem vatronum rogaturus !
Cum 11z justus sit securus

EVIL SPIRIT

The glonfied their faces turn

Away fiom thee'!

Shudder the pure to reach

Their hands to thec'

CHORUS
Quid sum maser tunc dictur us 2

MARGARET

Neighbour ! your smelling bottle'

(She swoons away )
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WALPURGIS-NIGHT

The Hartz Mountains
Dustrict of Scharle and Elend

TAvusr and MEPHISTOPHELLS

MLPHISTOPHELES
A broomstick do you not at lest desire
1he roughest he joat fuin would I bestride
By this road fiom our ,o01l we re still far wade
FAUST

Ixcept this knotty staff I nought 1equrc
I still am fresh upon my les  Beside
‘What boots 1t to abridgc 2 plea ant way ?
Along the labyrinth of thcse vales to creep
lhen scale these 10cl s whence 1n etcrnal spray
Adown the chiffs the silsy 1y tonrents Ieap
Such 1s the joy that seasons paths like these
“pring weaves alrcadv 1n the birchen trees
1 en the late pine girove fedds her quicd ning powers
Should she not stimulatc these lunbs of ours

M1 PHIS101 HLLLS
Nought of this gemal influence do I 1now!
Within me all 1s wintry  Frost and snow
I should prefer my dismal pith to bound,
1low sadly yonder with bclatcd Jlow
Tuses the ruddy moon s 1mperfeet round
Shedding so faint a b ht at cvery tacad
One s surc to stumble gunst a 10ck or trec '
An Igms Tatuus I must call instead
Yonder one burning meinly I see
Molla! my friend I must rcquest your hight'
‘Why should you flare aw 1y so uselessly ?
Be kind enough to show us up the height'

IGNIS FATUUS

I hope from rev rence to subdue
The hightness of my naturc tiue
Our course 18 but a zigzag one
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MEPHISTOPHELLS
Ho! ho!
do man forsooth he thinks to imitate '
Now 1n the devil s name for once go straight
Or out at once your flick ring lafe I 11 blow'
1GNIS FATUUS
That you are master here 15 obvious quute
To do your will 111 cordially essay
But think! TIhe hill1s magic mad to mght
And 1if as gmde you choosc 1 metcor s L ht
You must not wonder should we go astriy
TAUST MTPPHISTOPHIELLS IGNIS TATUTS
(1n alter nate song)
Through this dream and magie spheic
Lead us on thou flicl 1, jwde
Pilot wcll our bold earcer!
That we may with 1apid stride
Gain yon regions waste and wile

Trees on trees how swift they flow '
How the stead{ st ,ramtc blochs
Make obeisance as they .o

Haxk ! the grim lon,, snouted rocl s
How they snort and how they blow !

Through the turf and thiough the stones
Brook and brooklet speed along
Hark the rusting! Hark the song'
Hearken too love s plaintive tones!
Voices of those heavenly days
‘When around us and above
Like enchantment s mystic lavs
Breath d the notes of hope and love!
Like the song of olden time
Echo s voice repeats the chine

To whit! Lo whoo! upon the ear

The mingl d discord sounds more near

The owl the pewit and the jay

‘Wakeful and 1 voice are they?

Salamanders 1n the brake

Busy too and wide awake'

Stout of paunch and long of hmb

Sporting mn the twilight dun?
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‘While from every rock and slope
Snakelhike coil the roots of trees
Fhnging many a mystic rope
Us to frighten us to scize
From rude knots with ifc embued
Polyp fangs abroad they spread
To snare the wand rer Neath our tread
Mice 1n myriads thousand hued
Through the heath and throu_h the moss
Frish a gamcsome multitude
Glow worms flit our path across
Swaftly the bewild ring throng
A dazzhng cscort whirls along
TAUST
Tell me stand we motionless
Or still forward do we piress?
All things round us whirl and fly
Rocks and trecs make stiange rimacces
Darzling meteors chan_c thear places
How they puff wnd multiply !
ML1IIISLOPHT LTS
Now grasp my doublet—we at last
Have reach d@ 2 cential prceipice
Whence we a wond 1in, clince may cast
"Where Mammon Li_hts the dark abys
TAUST
ITow through the chisms stiangely Jlew s
A lurid Iight lihe dmwns 1ed glow !
Pcrvadin, with 1ts quiv ring beams
The gorges of the ulph below
There vapours risc thcre clouds float by
And here through nust thc splcndouwr shines,
Now like a fount 1t bursts on hi_h
Now ghideth on 1n slender lines
I ar recachuing with a hundrcd veins
Through the far valley sce 1t ghde
Here where the gorge the flood restruns
At once 1t scatters far and wade
And near us sparl s of sputt ring hght
Like golden sand showers rice and fill
While sec 1n all 1ts tow ring hei_ht
How fiercely glows yon rocky wall'
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MEPHISTOPHET ES
Doth not his hall Sir Mammon light
‘With splendour for this festive might
To see 1t was a lucky chance
E en now the boist rous guests advance'
FAUST
How the fierce tempest sweeps around '
My neck 1t strikes with sudden shock '
MIPUISIOPHELE
Cling to these ribs of r1amte rock
Or 1t will hurl you 1n yon gulf profound
A murky vapour thickens ni ht
Hark ! through the foiest what @ crash'!
The scar d owls flit 1n wild afhi_ht
Ihe shiver d b1 inches ereal ind elish!
The deaf ning clan, the e appal
Prostrate the le iy palacce falls
Pent are the pillus grey wath eld
That the ave vcrdant roof uphcld
Fhe giant trunks with mi_hty groan
By the fierce blast a1¢ overthiown!
The roots upiiven cicak and moan'
In fearful and entangl d full
One aashing, rum whelms them all
Wihule thiough the dcsolite abyss
Sweeping the wreel strown precipice
lhe raing storm blists howl and hiss
Hear st thou voices soundin, clear,
Distant now and now more near ?
Huk' thc mountain ndge along
Streums the witches magic son,.'
WITCHES  (wn chor us)
Now to the Brocken the witches hic
The stubble 1s yellow the corn 1s green
Thither the gath ring legions fly
And sitting aloft 1s Sir Urian secn
O er stick and o er stone thcy go whirhing along
Witches and he goats a motley thiong
VOICES
Alone old Baubo s coming now,
8he rides upon a farrow sow
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CHORUS
Honour to who merits honour'
Baubo forwards'! Tis her due'!
A goodly sow and dame upon her,
Follows then the whole witch crew

VOICE
Which way didst come ?
VOICE
O er Ilsenstemn!
There I peep d 1n an owlet s nest
‘With her broad eye she gaz d in mine'
VOICE
Drive to the deval thou hellish pest'
‘Why ride so hard ?
VOICE
She has graz d mv side
Look at the wounds how decp and how wide'
wiicHES (wn chorus)
The way 1s broad the way 1s lon,
Scratches the besom and sticks the prong
‘What mad pursuit! What tumult wiald!
Crush d 1s the mother and stifl d the child
wizARDS (half chorus)
I 1ke house encumber d snail we creep
Whule far ahead the women keep
For when to the devil s house we speed
By a thousand steps they take the lead
THF OTHER HALF
Not so precisely do we view 1t —
They with 1 thousand steps may do 1t
But let them hasten as they can
With one long bound tis clear d by man
voIices (above)
Come with us come with us from Felsensee
voices ( from below)
Aloft to you we would mount with glee!
‘We wash and free from all stain are we
Yet are doom’d to endless stenhty
BOTH CHORUSES
The wind 1s hush d the stars grow pale,
The pensive moon her hight doth veil,
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And whirling on the magie quire
Sputter forth sparks of drizzhing fire
VOICE (from below)
Stay' stay'
voIcE (from above)
‘What voice of woe
Calls from the cavern d depths below ?
voIcE (from below)
Stay stay stay for me!
Three centuries I chimb 1n vain
And yet can ne er the summit gam'
Fam would I with my kindred be'
BOTH CHORUSLS
Broom and pitch fork goat and prong
Serve whereon to whirl along
‘Who vamly strives to chmb to mght
Is lost for ever luckless wiht'
DEMI WITCHE (below)
I ve totter d after now so long
How far before me are the throng!
No peace at home can I obtamn
Here too my efforts are 1n vamn
CHORUS OF WITCHES
Salve gives the witches strength to rise
A rag for a sail does well cnough
A goodly ship 18 1n every trough
To mght who flies not never flies
BOTH CHORUSES
And when the topmost peak we round
Then alight we on the ground
The heath s wide regions cover ye
‘With your mad swarms of witchery
(They let themselves down )
MEPHISTOPHELLS
They crowd and jostle whul and flutter!
They whisper babble twirl and splutter’
They ghimmer burn they stink and stutter'
All noisomely together blent
A genuine witch s element '
Stick close or you ll be borne away
‘Where art thou?
% ?
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\ FAUST (sn the drstance)
Here

MEPHISTOPHELES

Already whirl d so far'
The master then indeed I needs must play
Make way'! Squire Voland comes' Sweet folk make way!'
Here doctor grasp me' krom this ceaseless jar
‘With one long bound a quick retreat we Il make
Even for me too mad these people are
Hard by shines something with peculiar glare
1 feel myself allur d towards yonder brake
Come come along with me' well shp mn there

FAUST
Spint of contradiction' Lead the way'
Go on and I will follow after straight
Twas wisely done however I must say
On May mght to the Brocken to repan
And then by choice ourselves to 1solate
MLPHISTOPHELLS
Lookh at those colow d flames which yonder flare!
A merry club 1s met together there
In a small circle one 1s not alone
FAUST
'd rather be above though I must own’
Already fire and eddying smoke T view
The 1mpetuous millions to the devil nde
Full many a riddle will be theie untied
MEPHISTOPHELLS
Ay' and full many 2 one be tied anew
But let the great world rave and not
While here we house ourselves in quict
Tis an old practice to create
Our lesser worlds within the great
Young nahed witches there I spy
And old ones veil d more prudently
For my sake courteous be to all
The pastime s great the trouble small
Of instrun.ents 1 hear the cursed din!
One must get used to 1t Come ' come '
There s now no help for 1t 11l step before,
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And 1ntroducing you as my good friend
Confer on you one oblhgation more
How say younow?  1is no such paltry room
Why only look you scarce can see the end
A hundred fires 1 rows disperse the gloom
They dance they talk they cook make love and drnk,
‘Where could we find aught better do you think?
FAUST
To m*roduce us do you purpose here
As dewil or as wizard to appeir?
MFPHISTOPHELES
Though wont 1indced to strict incogmto
On gala days one must one s ordets show
No garter have I to distingmsh me
But herc the cloven foot gives digmty
Dost marh yon eranhing snul®  This way she ues
She with her searchin, feclers hath no doubt
Already with quick mstinet found me out
Here 1f I would for me therc s no disguise
From fire to fire we Il saunter at our leisure,
The gallant you Il cater for your pleasuie
(To a party seated 10und some expung embers )
Old gentlemen why are yc moping, here?
You should be 1n the midst of ll the riot
Gut round with revelry and youthful cheer
At home one surcly has enough of quiet
GENERAL
‘Who 18 there can rely upon the nation
How great soe er hath been 1ts obligation ?
Tis with the people as with women they
To nising stars alone their homage pay
MINISTER
Too far astray they wander now a days,
I for my part extol the good old ways
For truly when ourselves were all the rige
Then was indeed the genuine golden age
PARVENU
‘We were among the knowing ones I own
And often did what best were let alone
Yet now when we would gladly keep our ground,
‘With hurly burly every thing spins round
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AUTHOR
‘Who speaking generally now cares indeed,
A work of even moderate depth to read'
As for our youth there ne er has rsen yet
So shallow and so malapert a set
MEPHISTOPHELES
(suddenly appearing very old)
Since I the last time now the Brocken scale
That all are ripe for doom one plainly sees,
And just because my cask begins to tal
So the whole world 1s also on the lees
HUCKSTLR WITCH
Stop gentlemen nor pass me by!
Lose not this oppo1 tunity !
‘Of wares I havc a choice collection
Pray honour them wvith you: inspection
No fellow to my booth you 1l find
On earth for mong my store there s nought
‘Whuch to the world and to mankind
Hath not some direful mischief wrought
No dagger here which hath no* flow d with blood
No bowl which hath not m some healthy frame
Infus d the powson s hfe consuming flood
No trinket but hath wrought some woman s shame
No weapon but hath cut some sacred tie
Or stabb d behind the back an enemy
MEPHISTOPHELES
Gossip! but 1ll the times you understand
‘What s done 18 done' The past s beyond recall!
For your antiquities there s no demand '
‘With novelties pray furnish forth your stall
FAUST
May this wild scene my senses spare !
Thus, with a vengeance 1s a fair!
MEPHISTOPHELES
Upward the eddying concourse throng
Thinking to push thyselt art push d along

FAUST
Who s that, pray?®
MFPHISTOPHELLS

Mark her well! That s Lalith
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FAUST
‘Who?
MEPHISTOPHELES
Adam s first wafe  Of her rich locks beware '
That charm 1 which she s paralldd d by few!
‘When 1n 1ts toils a youth she doth ensnare
He will not soon escape I promise you
FAUST
There sit a pair the old one with the young
Already they have bravely danc d and sprung!
MEPHISTOPHLLFS
To mght there s no cessation  come along'
Another dance begins  we 11 join the throng
FAUST
(dancing u1th the young one)
Once there appear d 1 vision bright
An apple trec to glad mine eyes
Two apples with their rosy hight
Allur d me and I sought the prize
THF FAIR ONE
Apples stall fondly ye desire
From paradise 1t hath been so
Feelings of joy my breast mnspue
That such too 1n my garden grow
MPPHISTOPHTIFS (with the old one)
Once a wild vision troubl d me
In 1t I saw a nifted tree
It hada ——
But as 1t was 1t pleas d me too
THE OLD ONE
I beg most humbly to saute
The gallant with the cloven foot
Let him a ———— have ready here
Ifhea does not fear
PROCTOPHANTASMIS1
Accursed mob! How dare ye thus to mect?
Have I not shown and demonstrated too
That ghosts stand not on ordnary fect?
et here ye dance as other mortals do'!
THE FAIR ONE (dancing)
Then at our ball, what doth he here?
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FAUST (dancing)
Ha' He 1n all must interfere
‘When others dance with him 1t hes
Their dancing still to criticise
Each step he counts as never made
On which his skill 1s not display d
He s most annoy d 1f we advance
If in one narrow round you d dancc
As he 1n s old mill doth move
Your dancing doubtless he d 1pprove
And still more plcas d he d be 1f you
Would hum salute with rev ren « due
PROCTOL HANT ASMIS
Still here ! what arrogance ! unheund of quite!
Vamsh ' we now have fill d the world with I ht'
T aws are unheeded by thc devil s host
‘Wise as we are yet legcl hath 1ts ghost
How long at this delusion day and mght
Have I not vainly swept® Lis monstious quite '
THE FAIR ONE
Cease here to teaze us any moic I pray
PROCLOPIIANTASMISI
Phantoms I planly to your ace declarc
Smce my own spirit can exert no sway
No spiritual control mysclf will bear
(The dancing continues )
To mght I sec I shall in nought succeed ,
But I m prepar d my travels to pursue,
And hope before my final step mndeed,
Fo triumph over bards and dewils too
MEPHISTOPIIELES
Now 1n some puddle will he take his station
Such 18 his mode of seehing consolation
‘Where leeches feasting on his blood will dran
Spint and spints fiom his haunted hiain
(ZTo Taust who has left the dance )
But why the charming damscl leave I pray,
Who to yoa mn the dance so sweetly sing ?
FAUST
Ah' 1n the very mddle of her lay
Out of her mouth a small red mouse there sprang
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MEPHISTOPHELES
Suppose there did' One must not be too nice
Twas well 1t was not grey let that sufficc
‘Who mud his pleasures for a trifle cares?

FAUST
Then saw I——
MEPHISTOPHELES
‘What?
FAUST

Mepbisto seest thou there
Standing fir off a lone child pale and fan?
Slow from the spot her drooping form she teais
And secms with shackl d feet to move alon,
I own within mc the delusion s strong
That she the likences of my Gretchen wears
MTPHISTOPHLLLS
Gaze not upon her ! Tis not good' TForbear'
Tis hfcless magical a shape of ar
Andol! Such to meet with bodes no good
That 11g1d look of her s deth freeze man s blood
And well migh petrifies hus heart to stonc —
Ihe story of Medusa thou hast 1 nown
FAUST
Ay venly' a corpsc s eyes are those
Which there was no fond lovin, hand to close
That 18 the bosom I so fondly press d
Ihat my swect Gretchen s form so oft caress d
MCPHISTOPHFLLS
Deluded fool! Tis magic I declare'
To each