67     FAUST:  PART ONE


FAUSTPRIVATE 

Dedication



Once more, dim wavering figures from the past,


     You come, who once rose to my troubled eyes.


     Shall I attempt this time to hold you fast?


     Does my heart tend where that illusion lies?


     You crowd up.  Good, then.  Rule my will at last,


     As from the mists around me you arise.


     I feel youth’s impulse grip my heart again


     At the enchantment wafting from your train.



You bring along the scenes of happy days,


     And many well-loved shadows rise to view;
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     And, as in olden, half-forgotten lays,


     First love and early friendships rise anew;


     The labyrinthine tangles of life’s ways


     Are with fresh lamentation threaded through,


     With kind folk brought to mind who of fair light


     Were robbed by Fate, and vanished from my sight.



They will not hear the now ensuing songs,


     Those souls to whom the former ones I sang;


     Dispersed and scattered are the friendly throngs,


     Mute are the voices that responsive rang.
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     My poem
 now to unknown crowds belongs,


     Whose very plaudits cause my heart a pang,


     And those who once took pleasure in my art,


     If living, wander through the world, apart.


And I am seized by yearning long unknown


     Unto that gravely silent spirit-land;


     My murmured song strays through the range of tone


     Like an Aeolian harp from strand to strand;


     Tear follows tear, a tremor shakes my bone,


     My strict heart feels itself made mild and bland-
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     What I possess, as though far off, I see,


     And what is lost seems the reality.

Prologue in the Theater1
THEATER MANAGER          DRAMATIC POET

COMIC CHARACTER

MANAGER.  You two who often stood by me


In times of trouble and distress,


What hopes have you for our success


With this work here in Germany?


I’d like to please the crowd that has collected,


Since they both live and let live.  As we meet,


The posts are set, the stage has been erected,2

And everyone expects a special treat.
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They sit there in their seats with eyebrows raised


And patiently prepare to be amazed.


I know what gets the public interest


And yet I’ve never been in such a spot;


True, they are not accustomed to the best,


But all the same they’ve read an awful lot.


What can be done to make things fresh and new


Yet have them meaningful and pleasant too?


It really pleases me, to tell the truth,


To see the crowds come streaming toward our place,
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Wave after wave flood toward our ticket booth


To squeeze in through the narrow gate of grace.3

In broad daylight, before the hour of four


They fight their way with blows up to the wicket


And much like starvelings begging bread at baker’s door,


They almost break their necks to get a ticket.


The poet’s miracle alone can sway


Such various minds; perform it, friend, today!

POET.      O speak not of the motley multitude!


My spirit flies in horror from the sight.
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Conceal from me that milling, jostling brood


That sucks us down the whirlpool by their might.


No, guide me to some holy solitude


Where pure joy blooms for poets’ sole delight,


Where love and friendship in divine hands bear 


Our hearts’ true bliss and give it loving care.


     Ah, what welled up from deep within our breast,


What our lips hesitantly tried for sound,


Now badly put, now haply well expressed,


Is in the moment’s frenzy lost and drowned.
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And often only years will pass the test


In which the form’s perfection can be found.


What dazzles, fills an instant and is gone;


The true will for posterity live on.

COMIC CHARACTER.  Don’t talk posterity to me!


What if I talked posterity,


Who would provide this world with fun?


They want it and it shall be had.


The presence of a fine and sterling lad


Means something too, I think.  And one
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Who is engaging will not ever be


Embittered by the audience’s moods;


To stir them more effectively


He craves to play to multitudes.


Just have good will and show your competence,


Let Fantasy with all her choirs be heard-


Emotion, passion, reason, and good sense-


But not without some nonsense, mark my word!

MANAGER.  Above all, let there be enough live action!


They like to watch, and that’s the chief attraction.
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With lots of things before their eyes displayed


For crowds to stare and gape in wonder of,


There’s most of your success already made


And you’re the man whom they will love.


By mass alone the masses can be won,


Each picks out something for himself.  Provide


A lot, provide for many, and everyone


Will leave the house and go home satisfied.


In staging any piece, stage it in pieces!


With hash like that your chance of luck increases;
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It’s served as easily as it’s invented.


Why fuss to get a perfect whole presented?


The public only pick it all to pieces.

POET.  How bad such hackwork is you do not seem to feel! 


How ill it fits with real artistic mind!


The trash in which these bunglers deal


You turn into a principle, I find.

MANAGER.  At such reproaches I take no offense.


To make a thing and get results with it


A man must use the best of implements.


Remember it’s soft wood you have to split.


See who they are for whom you write today!


One comes to while an hour away,


Another’s overfull from dinner scenes,


And what is worst of all, I say,


So many come from reading magazines.


They come here scatterbrained, as to a masquerade,


Steps winged by curiosity alone;


The ladies treat us to themselves and gowns, unpaid,


And stage a show all of their own.


What are your poet’s dreams up there on high?


Why does a full house put you in good mood?


Observe your patrons from close by:


Half are indifferent, half are crude.


One wants a game of cards after the show,


One wants a wild night in a wench’s arms.


Why should you poor fools trouble so,


For ends like this, to court the Muses’ charms?


I tell you, give them more and more and yet more still,


You won’t go wrong with such a plan of action;


Just see you give the people some distraction,


For satisfy them, that you never will-


What ails you?  Is this rapture or distress?

POET.  Then find some other man to write your play!


Why should the poet lightly fling away


His highest right, the right that Nature lent


Him just for your sake and in frivolousness?


How does he move all hearts to tenderness?


How does he conquer every element?


If not by harmony that wells forth from his heart


And takes the world back down into his heart?


When Nature, listless at her spinning, skeins


Around her spindle endless threads of life,


When unharmonious creatures of all strains


Clash in encounters of vexatious strife:


From that monotonous line in endless prolongation


Who singles portions out for rhythmic words?


Who summons things unique to general consecration


So that they may resound as splendid chords?4

Who whips the tempests’ rage to passion’s wrath?
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Makes sunsets burn in high solemnity?


Who strews all springtime’s blossoms winsomely


Upon the sweet beloved’s path?


Who twines the green leaves of no consequence 


To crowns that merit wins in every test?


Unites the gods, give high Olympus sure defense?5

The might of man in poets manifest.

COMIC CHARACTER.  Then use the powers that in you lie


And ply the trade that poets ply


The way you carry on a love affair.


By chance one meets, one feels, one lingers there,


And step by step one is involved;


Joy grows, and then by trouble is resolved;


One is enraptured, then along comes grief,


Before you know it there’s a novel sketched in brief.


O let us also give just such a play!


You need but reach into life’s full array!


All men lead lives, and though few realize it,


Their lives hold interest, anywhere one tries it.


In bright-hued pictures little clarity,


Much error and a glint of verity,


That is the way to make the best of brew


To cheer the world and edify it too.


Then to you play will come youth’s fairest bloom


Harkening as to an oracle that speaks,


And from your work all tender souls consume


The melancholy food that each one seeks;


Now one and now another will be roused


And each find what in his own heart is housed.


They can be brought to tears or laughter with great ease,


They love illusion, have respect for ardent animation:


With finished men there’s nothing that will please,


But boundless thanks will come from those still in formation.

POET.  Then give me back the former times


When I myself was still a-growing


And when the spring of songs and rhymes


Uninterruptedly was flowing,


When mists concealed the world from me,


When buds enclosed miraculous powers,


And when I picked the thousand flowers


That filled all dales abundantly.


With nothing, I still had enough with youth,


Joy in illusion and the urge for truth.


Give me back the ardors of 


Deep, painful happiness that I had then,


The force of hate, the might of love,


O give me back my youth again!

COMIC CHARACTER.


You do need youth, good friend, in any case


When enemies in battle round you press,


When pretty girls their arms enlace
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Around your neck with fond duress,


When victors’ crowns allure your glance


From hard-won goals still far away,


When after whirlings of the dance


You dine and drink the nights away.


But taking up the well-known lyre


And playing it with strength and grace,


Approaching a goal that you desire


With amiably digressive pace,


That, elder Sirs, should be your aim,


And we accord it no less reverence.


Age does not make us childish, as they claim,


But finds us children in a true sense.

MANAGER.  Sufficient speeches have been made,


Now let me see some actions done!


While all these compliments were paid


Some useful goal could have been won.


Why talk about poetic mood?


It never goes with hesitancy.


If you are poets, well and good,


Then take command of Poetry.


You’re well aware of what we need.


We want strong drink, it is agreed;


Then brew me some without delay!


Tomorrow will not see what is not seen today,


And not one day must go to waste;


Resolve must seize occasion fast


By forelock, and do so with haste;


Then it will hold on to the last


And move ahead because it must.


You know on German stages we


All try experiments today,


So do not stint in any way


On sets and stage machinery.


Use both sky-orbs, the large one and the small,


Be lavish with the stars, be free


With water, fire, and mountain wall,


Have birds and beasts in quantity.


Thus all creation will appear


Within our narrow wooden confines here,


Proceeding by Imagination’s spell


From heaven, through the world, to hell.6
Prologue in Heaven

THE LORD, the heavenly hosts;1 afterwards
MEPHISTOPHELES.  The three ARCHANGELS

step forward.

RAPHAEL.  The sun sings as it sang of old


With brother spheres in rival sound,2

In thundrous motion onward rolled


Completing its appointed round.


The angels draw strength from the sight,


Though fathom it no angel may;


The great works of surpassing might


Are grand as on Creation day.
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GABRIEL.  And swift beoynd conception flies


The turning earth, now dark, now bright,


With clarity of paradise


Succeeding deep and dreadful night;


The sea in foam from its broad source


Against the base of cliffs is hurled,


And down the sphere’s eternal course


Both cliff and sea are onward whirled.

MICHAEL.  And storms a roaring battle wage


From sea to land, from land to sea,


And forge a chain amid their rage,


A chain of utmost potency.


There blazing lightning-flashes sear


The path for bursting thunder’s way-


And yet thy heralds,3 Lord, revere


The mild procession of thy day.

ALL THREE.  The angels draw strength from the sight,


Though fathom it no angel may;


The great works of surpassing might


Are grand as on Creation day.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Since you, O Lord, approach again and see


These people here and ask us how we do,


And since you used to like my company,


Behold me also here among this crew.


Excuse me, I can not be eloquent,


Not even if I’m scorned by all your staff;


My grand style would provoke your merriment


If you had not forgotten how to laugh.


Of suns and worlds there’s nothing I can say;


How men torment themselves is what I see.


The little earth-god stays the same perpetually


And still is just as odd as on Creation day.


He would be better off at least


If you had not endowed him with the heavens’ light;


He terms it Reason and exerts the right


To be more brute than any beast.


He see like - craving pardon of Your Grace-


One of the spindle-shank grasshopper race


That flit around and as they hop


Sing out their ancient ditty where they stop.


He should stay in the grass where he has sung!


He sticks his nose in every pile of dung.

THE LORD.  Is there no more that you could add?


Is finding fault all you can do?


Is nothing on earth ever right with you?

MEPHISTOPHELES.


No Lord!  I find things there, as always, downright bad.


The human race in all its woes I so deplore


I hate to plague the poor things any more.

THE LORD.  Do you know Faust?

MEPHISTOPHELES.

      The Doctor?

THE LORD.




   And my servant.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  He serves you in a curious way, I think.
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Not earthly is the poor fool’s food and drink.


An inner ferment drives him far


And he is half aware that he is mad;


From heaven he demands the fairest star,


From earth all peaks of pleasure to be had,


And nothing near and nothing far


Will calm his troubled heart or make it glad.

THE LORD.  Though now he serves me but confusedly,


I soon shall guide him on toward what is clear.


The gardener knows, when green comes to the tree,


That flowers and fruit will deck the coming year.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  What will you bet you lose him if you give


Me your permission now to steer


Him gently down my path instead?

THE LORD.  As long as he on earth may live,


To you such shall not be gainsaid.


Man errs as long as he can strive.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Thank you for that; for with the dead


I never hankered much to be.


It is the plump, fresh cheeks that mean the most to me.


I’m out to corpses calling at my house;


I play the way the cat does with the mouse.

THE LORD.  Good, then!  The matter is agreed!


Divert this spirit from his primal soucre,


And if you can ensnare him, lead


Him with you on your downward course;


And stand abashed when you have to confess:


A good man harried in his dark distraction 


Can still perceive the ways of righteousness.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  All right!  It won’t be any long transaction.


I have no fears at all for my bet’s sake.


And once I’ve won, let it be understood


You will admit my triumph as you should.


Dust shall he eat, and call it good,


Just like my aunt, the celebrated snake.

THE LORD.  There too feel wholly free to try;


Toward your kind I have borne no hate.


Of all the spirits that deny,


The scoffer burdens me with slightest weight.


Man’s activeness can all too easily go slack,


He loves to be in ease unqualified;


Hence I set a companion at his side


To goad him like a devil from the back.


  But you, true sons of gods,4 may you


Rejoice in beauty that is full and true!


May that which is evolving and alive


Encompass you in bonds that Love has wrought;


And what exists in wavering semblance, strive


To fix in final permanence of thought.


(The heavens close, the ARCHANGELS disperse.)

MEPHISTOPHELES.  From time to time I like to see the Boss,
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And with him like to keep things on the level.


It’s really nice in one of such high class


To be so decent with the very Devil.

The First Part of the Tragedy
Night

FAUST restless in his chair at his desk in a 

narrow and high-vaulted Gothic room.
FAUST.  I’ve read, alas!  through philosophy,


Medicine and jurisprudence too,


And, to my grief, theology


With ardent labor studied through.


And here I stand with all my lore,


Poor fool, no wiser than before!


I’m Master, I’m Doctor, and with my reading


These ten years now I have been leading


My scholars on wild-goose hunts, out


And in, cross-lots, and round about-


To find that nothing can be known!


This burns my very marrow and bone.


I’m shrewder, it’s true, than all the tribes


Of Doctors and Masters and priests and scribes;


Neither doubts nor scruples now can daunt me,


Neither hell nor devils now can haunt me-


But by the same token I lose all delight.


I don’t pretend to know anything aright,


I don’t pretend to have in mind


Things I could teach to improve mankind.


Nor have I lands nor treasure hoards,


Nor honors and splendors the world affords;


No dog would want to live this way!


And so I’ve yielded to magic’s sway,


To see if spirits’ force and speech


Might not bring many a mystery in reach;


So I no longer need to go


On saying things that I don’t know;


So I may learn the things that hold


The world together at its core,


So I may potencies and seeds behold,1

And trade in empty words no more.


  O if, full moon, you did but shine


Your last upon this pain of mine,


Whom I have watched ascending bright


Here at my desk in mid of night;


Then over books and papers here,


Sad friend, you would come into view.


Ah, could I on some mountain height


Rove beneath your mellow light,


Drift on with spirits round mountain caves,


Waft over meadows your dim light laves,


And, clear of learning’s fumes, renew


Myself in baths of healing dew!


  Am I still in this prison stall?


Accursed, musty hole-in-the-wall,


Where the very light of heaven strains
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But dully through the painted panes!


  By these enormous book-piles bounded


Which dust bedecks and worms devour,


Which are by sooty charts surrounded


Up to the vaultings where they tower;


With jars shelved round me, and retorts,


With instruments packed in and jammed,


Ancestral junk together crammed-


Such is your world!  A world of sorts!


  Do you still wonder why your heart


Is choked with fear within your breast?


Why nameless pain checks every start


Toward life and leaves you so oppressed?


Instead of Nature’s living spehere


Wherein God placed mankind of old,


Brute skeletons surround you here


And dead men’s bones and smoke and mold.


  Flee!  Up!  And out into the land!


Does not this mystic book indeed,


From Nostradamus’ very hand,2

Give all the guidance that you need?


Then you will recognize the courses


Of stars; within you will unfold,


At Nature’s prompting, you soul’s forces


As spirits speech with spirits hold.3

In vain this arid brooding here


The sacred signs to clarify-


You spirits who are hovering near,


If you can hear me, give reply!


(He opens the book and glimpses the sign of the macrocosm.)4

Ha!  Suddenly what rapture at this view


Goes rushing through my senses once again!


I feel a youthful joy of life course new


And ardent through my every nerve and vein.


Was it a god who wrote these signs whereby


My inward tempest-rage is stilled


And my poor heart with joy is filled


And with a mystic impulse high


The powers of Nature all around me are revealed?


Am I a god?  I feel so light!


In these pure signs I see the whole


Of operative Nature spread before my soul.


Now what the wise man says I understand aright:


“The spirit world is not locked off from thee;


Thy heart is dead, thy mind’s bolt drwan!


Up, scholar, and bathe cheerfully


The earthly breast in rosy dawn!”


(He contemplates the sign.)


How all things interweave to form the Whole,5

Each in another finds its life and goal!


How each of heaven’s powers soars and descends


And each to each the golden buckets lends;
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On fragrant-blessed wings


From heaven piercing to earth’s core


Till all the cosmos sweetly rings!


  O what a sight! - A sight, but nothing more!


Where can I grasp you, Nature without end?


You breasts, where?  Source of all our lives,6

On which both heaven and earth depend,


Toward you my withered heart so strives-


You flow, you swell, and must I thirst in vain?


(Impatiently he turns pages of the book and glimpses the 


sign of the Earth Spirit.)7

How differently I am affected by this sign!


You, Spirit of the Earth, are nearer me,


I feel more potent energy,


I feel aglow as with new wine.


I feel the strength to brave the world, to go


And shoulder earthly weal and earthly woe,


To wrestle with the tempests there,


In shipwreck’s grinding crash not to despair.


Clouds gather over me-


The moon conceals its light-


The lamp has vanished!


Mists rise! - Red lightnings dart and flash


About my head - Down from


The vaulted roof cold horror blows


And seizes me!


Spirit implored, I feel you hovering near.


Reveal yourself!


O how my heart is rent with fear!


With new emotion


My senses riot in wild commotion!


My heart surrenders to you utterly!


You must!  You must!  though it cost life to me!


(He seizes the book and mystically pronounces the sign of


the Spirit.  A reddish flame flashes.  The SPIRIT appears in the


flame.)8
SPIRIT.  Who calls me?

FAUST (cowering).
Ghastly shape!

SPIRIT.  



With might


You have compelled me to appear,


You have long sucked about my sphere,9

Now-

FAUST.
No!  I cannot bear the sight!

SPIRIT.  You begged so breathlessly to bring me near


To hear my voice and see my face as well;


I bow before your strong compulsive spell,


And here I am! - What childish fear


Besets you, superman!10  Where is the soul that cried?


Where is the heart that made and bore a world inside


Itself and sought amind its gleeful pride


To be with spirits equal and allied?


Where are you, Faust, whose voice called out to me,


Who forced yourself on me so urgently?


Are you the one who, having felt my breath,


Now tremble to your being’s depth,


A terrified and cringing worm?

FAUST.  Shall I give way before you, thing of flame?


I am your equal.  Faust is my name!
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SPIRIT.  In tides of life, in action’s storm


I surge as a wave,


Swaying ceaselessly;


Birth and the grave,


An endless sea,


A changeful flowing,


A life all glowing:


I work in the hum of the loom of time


Weaving the living raiment of godhead sublime.

FAUST.  O you who roam the world from end to end,


Restless Spirit, I feel so close to you!

SPIRIT.  You are like the spirit you comprehend,


Not me!


(Disappears.)

FAUST (overwhelmed).  Not you?


Whom then?


I, image of the godhead!


Not even rank with you!


(A knock.)


God’s death!  I know who’s there - my famulus11-


This puts an end to my great joy!


To think that dry-bones should destroy


The fullness of these visions thus!


(Enter WAGNER  in a dressing gown and nightcap, a lamp in 


his hand.  FAUST turns around impatiently.)

WAGNER.  Excuse me!  I heard you declaiming;


It surely was a Grecian tragedy?


There I would like some more proficiency,


Today it gets so much acclaiming.


I’ve sometimes heard it said a preacher


Could profit with an actor for a teacher.

FAUST.  Yes, if the preacher is an actor too,


As may on some occasions be the case.

WAGNER.  Oh, cooped up in one’s museum12 all year through


And hardly seeing folks except on holidays,


Hardly by telescope, how can one find


Persuasive skills wherewith to guide mankind?

FAUST.  Unless you feel it you will not succeed;


Unless up from your soul it wells


And all your listeners’ hearts compels


By utmost satisfaction of a need,


You’ll always fail.  With paste and glue,


By grinding others’ feasts for hash,


By blowing your small flame up too


Above your paltry pile of ash,


High praise you’ll get in apes’ and children’s sight,


If that’s what suits your hankering-


But heart with heart you never will unite


If from your heart it does not spring.

WAGNER.  Delivery makes the speaker’s real success,


And that’s just where I feel my backwardness.

FAUST.  Try for an honest win!  Why rail


Like any bell-loud fool there is?
Good sense and reason will prevail
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Without a lot of artifice.


If you have serious things to say,


Why hunt for words out of your way?


Your flashy speeches on which you have pinned


The frilly cutouts of men’s artistry


Are unrefreshing as the misty wind


That sighs through withered leaves autumnally!

WAGNER.  Oh Lord!  How long is art,


How short our life!  And ever


Amid my work and critical endeavor


Despair besets my head and heart.


How difficult the means are to come by


That get one back up to the source,13

And then before one finishes mid-course,


Poor devil, one must up and die.

FAUST.  Is that the sacred font, a parchment roll,


From which a drink will sate your thirst forever?


Refreshment will delight you never


Unless it surges up from your own soul.

WAGNER.  But what delight there is in pages


That lead us to the spirit of the ages!


In seeing how before us wise men thought


And how far glorious progress has been brought.

FAUST.  O yes, up to the furthest star!


My friend, the eras and past ages are


For us a book with seven seals.14

What you the spirit of the ages call


Is only those men’s spirits after all


Held as a mirror that reveals


The times.  They’re often just a source of gloom!


You take one look at them and run away.


A trash can and a littered storage room,


At best a plot for some heroic play15

With excellent pragmatic saws


That come resoundingly from puppets’ jaws.

WAGNER.  But then the world!  The mind and heart of man!


To learn about those things is our whole aim.

FAUST.  Yes, call it learning if you can!


But who dares call a child by its right name!


The few who such things ever learned,


Who foolishly their brimming hearts unsealed


And to the mob their feelings and their thoughts revealed,


Were in all ages crucified or burned.


But it is late into the night, my friend,


We must break off now for the present.

WAGNER.  I would have like to stay awake and spend


The time in talk so learned and so pleasant.


But since tomorrow will be Easter Day,


I’ll ask some further questions if I may.


I have industriously pursued my studying;
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I know a lot, but would like to know everything.


(Exit.)

FAUST (alone).  Why hope does not abandon all such brains


That cling forever to such shallow stuff!


They dig for treasure and are glad enough


To turn up angleworms for all their pains!16

  May such a human voice presume to speak


Where spirits closed around me in full ranks?


And yet for this one time I give you thanks,


Of all earth’s sons the poorest and most weak.


You pulled me back from the despair and panic


That threatened to destroy my very mind.


That vision loomed so vast and so titanic


That I felt dwarfed and of the dwarfish kind.


  I, image of the godhead, who supposed


Myself so near eternal verity,


Who reveled in celestial clarity,


My earthly substance quite deposed,


I, more than cherub, whose free strength presumed


To flow through Nature’s veins, myself creating,


Thereby in godlike life participating,


How I must pay for my expostulating!


There by a word of thunder I was consumed!


  Your equal I dare not pretend to be;


If I had power to make you come to me,


I did not have the power to make you stay.


In that brief moment’s ecstasy


I felt so small and yet so great;


You thrust me backwards cruelly


To my uncertain human fate.


Who will instruct me?  What must I not do?


Should I give every impulse play?


Alas, our very actions, like our sorrows too,


Build obstacles in our life’s way.


  On the most glorious things mind can conceive


Things strange and ever stranger force intrusion;


Once we the good things of this world achieve,


We term the better things cheat and delusion.


The noble feelings that conferred our life


Are paralyzed amid our earthly strife.


  If Fantasy once soared through endless space


And hopefully aspired to the sublime,


She is content now with a little place


When joys have foundered in the gulf of time.


Deep down within the heart Care builds her nest


And causing hidden pain she broods,


And brooding restlessly she troubles joy and rest;


Assuming ever different masks and moods,


She may appear as house and home, as child, as wife,


As poison, dagger, flood, or fire;


You dread what never does transpire,
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And what you never lose you grieve for all your life.


  I am not like the gods!  Too sharp I feel that thrust!


I am more like the worm that burrows in the dust,


That living there and finding sustenance


Is crushed beneath a passing foot by chance.


  Is all of this not dust that these walls hold


Upon their hundred shelves oppressing me?


The rubbish which with nonsense thousandfold


Confines me in this world of moths distressfully?


Should I find here the things I need?


When in perhaps a thousand books I read


That men have been tormented everywhere,


Though one may have been happy here and there?-


What is your grinning message, hollow skull,


But that your brain, like mine, once sought the day


In all its lightness, but amid the twilight dull,


Lusting for truth, went miserably astray?


And all you instruments make fun of me


With wheel and cog and drum and block:


I stood before the door, you should have been the key;


Your wards are intricate but do not turn the lock.


Mysterious in broad daylight,


Nature’s veil can not be filched by you,


And what she keeps back from your prying spirit’s sight


You will not wrest from her by lever or by screw.


You old contrivances unused by me,


You served my father’s needs, hence here you stay.


You, ancient scroll, have blackened steadily


As long as dull lamps on this desk have smoked away.


Better if I had squandered my small estate


Than sweat and by that little be oppressed!


Whatever you inherit from your late


Forebears, see that it is possessed.


Things unused are a burden of great weight;


The hour can use what it alone creates, at best.


  But why does my gaze fix on that spot over there?


Is that small bottle then a magnet to my eyes?


Why is all suddenly so bright and fair


As when in a dark wood clear moonlight round us lies?


  Rare phial, I salute you as I draw


You down with reverence and with awe.


In you I honor human skill and art.


You essence of all lovely slumber-flowers,


You extract of all subtle deadly powers, 


Unto your master now your grace impart!


I see you, and my suffering is eased,


I clasp you, and my strugglings have ceased,


The flood tide of my spirit ebbs away.


To open seas I am shown forth by signs,


Before my feet the mirror-water shines,
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And I am lured to new shores by new day.


  A fiery chariot comes on airy pinions17

Down toward me!  I feel ready now and free


To rise by new paths unto aether’s wide dominions,


To newer spheres of pure activity.


This higher life!  This godlike ecstasy!


And you, but now a worm, have you acquired such worth?


Yes, only turn your back decisively


Upon the lovely sun of earth!


By your presumptuous will, fling wide the portals


Past which each man would rather slink away.


Now is the time to prove by deeds that mortals


Yield not to gods in dignity’s array:


To shrink not back from that dark cavern where


Imagination sees itself to torment damned,


To press on toward that thoroughfare


Around whose narrow mouth all hell is spanned:


To take that step with cheer, to force egress-


Though at the risk of passing into nothingness.


  Come down, you glass of crystal purity,


Come forth out of your ancient case to me


Who have not thought of you these many years.


You used to gleam amid my father’s feasts


And used to gladden earnest guests


As you were passed from hand to hand with cheers.


Your gorgeous braid of pictures deftly twined,


The drinker’s pledge to tell of them in rhyme


And drain your hollow rondure at one time,


These bring back many youthful nights to mind;


I shall not this time pass you to a neighbor,


To prove my wit upon your art I shall not labor;


Here is a juice that makes one drunk with no delay.


Its brownish liquid streams and fills your hollow.


This final drink which now shall follow,


Which I prepared and which I choose to swallow,


Be it a festive high salute to coming day!


(He lifts the glass to his lips.)


(A peal of bells and choral song.)

CHORUS OF ANGELS.18  Christ is arisen!


Joy to the mortal


Whom the pernicious


Lingering, inherited


Dearths encompassed.

FAUST.  What bright clear tone, what whirring drone profound


Makes me put this glass from my lips away?


Do you deep bells already sound


The solemn first hour of the Easter Day?


Do you choirs sing the song that once such comfort gave


When angels sang it by the darkness of a grave


Assuring a new covenant that day?

CHORUS OF WOMEN.  With spices embalmed


Here we had carried Him,
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We, His devoted,


Here we had buried Him;


With winding cloths


Cleanly we wrapped him;


But, alas, we find


Christ is not here.

CHORUS OF ANGELS.  Christ is arisen!


Blessed the loving


Who stood the troubling,


Stood the healing,


Chastening test.

FAUST.  Why seek here in the dust for me,


You heavenly tones so mighty and so mild?


Ring out around where gentle souls may be.


I hear your tidings but I lack for faith,


And Miracle is Faith’s most favored child.


As high as to those spheres I dare not soar


Whence sound these tidings of great joy;


Yet by these sounds, familiar since I was a boy,


I now am summoned back to life once more.


Once there would downward rush to me the kiss


Of heavenly love in solemn Sabbath hour;


Then plenitude of bell tones rang with mystic power


And prayer had the intenstiy of bliss;


Past comprehension sweet, a yearning


Drove me to wander field and forest where


Amid a thousand hot tears burning


I felt a world arise which was most fair.


The merry games of youth are summoned by that song,


And free delight of springtime festival;


And by that memory with childlike feeling strong


I am kept from this final step of all.


Sing on, sweet songs, in that celestial strain!


A teardrop falls, the earth has me again!

CHORUS OF DISCIPLES.  If from the dead


He has ascended,


Living, sublime,


Glorious on high,


If He in His growth19

Nears creative joy,


We, alas, are still here


On the bosom of earth.


He has left His own


Behind here to languish;


Master, we mourn


Thy happiness.

CHORUS OF ANGELS.  Christ is arisen


From the womb of decay;


Bonds that imprson


You, rend gladsome away!
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For you as you praise Him,


Proving your love,


Fraternally sharing,


Preaching and faring,


Rapture proclaiming,


For you the Master is near,


For you He is here.20
Outside the City Gate
All sorts of people coming out for a walk.

SEVERAL APPRENTICES.  But why go up the hill?

OTHERS.  We’re going to the Hunting Lodge up there.

THE FIRST ONES.  We’d rather walk out to the Mill.

ONE APPRENTICE.  I’d suggest you go to the Reservoir.

THE SECOND.  It’s not a pleasant walk, you know.

OTHERS.  How about you?

A THIRD.

         I’ll go where the others go.

A FOURTH. 


Come on to Burgdorf!  There you’re sure to find good cheer,


The prettiest girls and also first-rate beer,


And the best fights you’ll ever face.

A FIFTH.  You glutton, do you itch to go


For your third drubbing in a row?


I have a horror of that place.

SERVING GIRL.  No, No!  I’m going back now, if you please.

ANOTHER.  We’ll surely find him standing by those poplar trees.

THE FIRST GIRL.  For me that’s no great lucky chance;


He’ll walk at your side and he’ll dance


With none but you upon the lea.


What good will your fun be to me?

THE OTHER GIRL.  He won’t be there alone today; he said


He’d bring along the curlyhead.

SCHOLAR.1  Damn!  How those lusty wenches hit their stride!


Brother, come on!  We’ll walk it at their side.


Strong beer, tobacco with a bite,


A girl decked in her best, just suit my appetite.

GIRL OF THE MIDDLE CLASS.


Just see those handsome boys!  It certainly


Is just a shame and a disgrace;


They could enjoy the very best society,


And after serving girls they chase.

SECOND SCHOLAR (to the FIRST).


Don’t go so fast!  Behind us are two more,


Both very nicely dressed;


One is my neighbor from next door


In whom I take an interest.


They walk demurely, but you’ll see


How they will overtake us finally.

THE FIRST.  No, Brother, I don’t like things in my way.


Quick!  Let’s not lose these wildfowl on our chase.


The hand that wields the broom on Saturday


On Sunday will provide the best embrace.2
CITIZEN.  No, this new burgomaster, I don’t care for him,


And now he’s in, he daily gets more grim.


And for the city, what’s he done?


Don’t things get worse from day to day?


More rules than ever to obey,
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And taxes worse than any yet, bar none.

BEGGAR (sings).  Kind gentlemen and ladies fair,


So rosy-cheeked and gay of dress,


Be good enough to hear my prayer,


Relieve my want and my distress.


Let me not vainly tune my lay.


Glad is the giver and only he.


Now that all men keep holiday,


Be there a harvest day for me.

ANOTHER CITIZEN.


There’s nothing better for Sunday or a holiday


Than talk about war and war’s alarms,


When off in Turkey people up in arms


Are battling in a far-off fray.


You sip your glass, stand by the window side,


And down the river watch the painted vessels glide,


Then come home in the evening all at ease,


Blessing peace and the times of peace.

THIRD CITIZEN.  Yes, neighbor, that’s the way I like it too:


Let them beat out each other’s brains,


Turn everything up wrong-end-to,


So long as here at home our good old way remains.

OLD WOMAN (to the  MIDDLE-CLASS GIRLS).


Heyday!  How smart!  My young and pretty crew!


Now who could help but fall for you?-


But don’t act quite so proud.  You’ll do!


And what you’re after, I could help you to.

MIDDLE-CLASS GIRL.  Come, Agatha!  I don’t want to be seen


In public with such witches.  It’s quite true


My future lover last Saint Andrew’s E’en


In flesh and blood she let me view -3
THE OTHER GIRL.  She showed me mine too in her crystal glass,


A soldier type, with dashing friends behind him;


I look for him in every one I pass


And yet I just don’t seem to find him.

SOLDIERS.  Castles and towers,


Ramparts so high,


Girls of disdainful


Scorn-casting eye,


I’d like to win!


Keen is the contest,


Grand is the pay!


  We’ll let the trumpets


Sound out the call,


Whether to joy


Or to downfall.


There’s an assault!


That is the life!


Maidens and castles


Surrender in strife.


Keen is the contest,


Grand is the pay!
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And then the soldiers


Go marching away.


(Enter FAUST and WAGNER.)

FAUST.  From ice are released the streams and brooks


At springtime’s lovely, life-giving gaze;


Now hope smiles green down valley ways;


Old Winter feebly flees to nooks


Of rugged hills, and as he hies


Casts backward from him in his flight


Impotent showers of gritty ice


In streaks over meadows newly green.


But the sun permits of nothing white,


Everything is growth and striving,


All things are in colors reviving,


And lack of flowers in the countryside


By gay-clad humans is supplied.


Turn and from these heights look down


And backwards yonder toward the town.


From the hollow, gloomy gate


Streams a throng in motley array.


All want to sun themselves today.


The Lord’s resurrection they celebrate


For they are themselves new risen from tombs:


From squalid houses’ dingy rooms,


From tradesmans’ and apprentice’ chains,


From crushing streets and choking lanes,


From roof’s and gable’s oppressive mass,


From their churches’ everlasting night,


They are all brought forth into the light.


See now, just see how swiftly they pass


And scatter to fields’ and gardens’ grass


And how so many merry boats


The river’s length and breadth there floats,


How almost sinking with its load


That last barque pushes from the quay.


From even the hillside’s distant road


Bright costumes glimmer colorfully.


Sounds of village mirth arise,


Here is the people’s true paradise.


Both great and small send up a cheer:


“Here I am human, I can be human here!”

WAGNER.  Doctor, to take a walk with you


Is an honor and a gain, of course,


But come here alone, that I’d never do,


Because I am a foe of all things coarse.


This fiddling, shouting, bowling, I detest


And all that with it goes along;


They rage as if by fiends possessed


And call it pleasure, call it song!


(Peasants under the linden tree.  Dance and song.)


The shepherd for the dance got dressed


In wreath and bows and fancy vest,
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And bravely did he show.


Beneath the linden lass and lad


Were dancing round and round like mad.


Juchhe! Juchhe!


Juchheisea! Heisa!  He!


So went the fiddlebow.


  In through the crowd he pushed in haste


And jostled one girl in the waist


All with his sharp elbow.


The buxom lass, she turned her head,


“Well, that was stupid, now!”  she said.


Juchhe!  Juchhe!


Juchheisa!  Heisa!  He!


“Don’t be so rude, fine fellow!”


  The ring spun round with all its might,


They danced to left, they danced to right,


And see the coattails go!


And they got red, and they got warm,


And breathless waited arm in arm,


Juchhe!  Juchhe!


Juchheisa!  Heisa! He!


A hip against an elbow.


  “Don’t be so free!  How many a maid


Has been betrothed and been betrayed


By carrying on just so!”


And yet he coaxed her to one side,


And from the linden far and wide


Juchhe!  Juchhe!


Juchheisa! Heisa!  He!


Rang shout and fiddlebow.

OLD PEASANT.  Doctor, it’s really nice of you


Not to shun our mirth today,


And such a larned master too,


To mingle with the folk this way.


Therefore accept our finest stein


Filled with cool drink and let me first


Present it with this wish of mine:


May it not only quench your thirst-


May all its count of drops be added to


The sum of days that are allotted you.

FAUST.  I take the cooling drink you offer me


And wish you thanks and all prosperity.


(The people gather around in a circle.)

OLD PEASANT.  Indeed it was most kind of you


On this glad day to come here thus,


For in the evil days gone by


You proved a friend to all of us.


Many a man is here alive


Because your father in the past


Saved him from raging fever’s fury


When he had stemmed the plague at last.
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And as a young man you went too


Among the houses of the pest;


Many a corpse they carried out


But you came healthy from the test.


You bore up under trials severe;


The Helper yonder helpd the helper here.

ALL.  Good health attend the proven man,


Long may he help, as help he can!

FAUST.  Bow to Him yonder who provides


His help and teaches help besides.


(He walks on with WAGNER.)

WAGNER.  What feelings must be yours, O noble man,


Before the veneration of this crowd!


O fortunate indeed is one who can


So profit from the gifts with which he is endowed!


The fathers show you to their sons,


Each asks and pushes in and runs,


The fiddle stops, the dancer waits,


They stand in rows where you pass by,


And all their caps go flying high:


A little more and they would bend the knee


As if there passed the Venerabile.4
FAUST.  Only a few steps more now up to yonder stone


And we shall rest from our long walk.  Up there


I often used to sit and brood alone


And rack myself with fasting and with prayer.


Then rich in hope, in faith secure,


By wringing of hands, by tears and sighs,


I sought the plague’s end to assure


By forcing the Lord of the skies.


Praise sounds like mockery on the people’s part.


If you could only read within my heart


How little father and son


Were worthy of the fame they won!


My father was a man of honor but obscure


Who over Nature and her holy spheres would brood


In his own way and with capricious mood,


Though wholly upright, to be sure.


With other adepts of the art he locked


Himself in his black kitchen and from lists


Of endless recipes sought to concoct


And blend of the antagonists.5

There a Red Lion - a wooer to aspire-


Was in a warm bath with the Lily wed,


And both were then tormented over open fire


From one into the other bridal bed.


If the Young Queen was then espied


In rainbow hues within the flask,


There was our medicine; the patients died,


And “Who got well?” none thought to ask.


Thus we with hellish tonics wrought more ills


Among these valleys and these hills,


And raged more fiercely, than the pest.


I gave the poison out to thousands with my hand;


They withered, and I have to stand


And hear the ruthless killers blessed.

WAGNER.  How can such things make you downcast?


Has not a good man done sufficient


In being conscientious and proficient


At skills transmitted from the past?


If you respect your father in your youth,


You will receive his fund of knowledge whole;


If as a man you swell the store of truth,


Your son can then achieve a higher goal.

FAUST.  O happy he who still can hope


To rise out of the sea of errors here!


What one most needs to know exceeds his scope,


And what one knows is useless and unclear.


But let us not spoil hours that are so fair


With these dark melancholy thoughts of mine!


See how beneath the sunset air


The green-girt cottages all shine.


The sun moves on, the day has spent its force,


Yonder it speeds, new day eliciting.


O that I am swept upward on no wing


To follow it forever in its course!


Then I would see by deathless evening rays


The silent world beneath my feet,


All valleys calmed, all mountaintops ablaze,


And silver brooks with golden rivers meet.


No mountains then would block my godlike flight


For all the chasms gashed across their ways;


And soon the sea with its warmed bays


Would open to my wondering sight.


But now the goddess seems to sink down finally;


But a new impulse wakes in me,


I hasten forth to drink her everlasting light,


With day in front of me and at my back the night,


With waves down under me and over me the sky.


A glorious dream, dreamed while the day declined.


Alas, that to the pinions of the mind


No wing corporeal is joined as their ally.


And yet inborn in all our race


Is impulse upward, forward, and along,


When overhead and lost in azure space


The lark pours forth its trilling song,


When over jagged pine tree heights


The full-spread eagle wheels its flights,


And when across the seas and plains


Onward press the homing cranes.

WAGNER.  I have had moody hours of my own,
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But such an impulse I have never known.


The spectacle of woods and fields soon cloys,


I’ll never envy birds their pinionage;


But how we are borne on by mental joys


From book to book, from page to page!


How sweet and fair the winter nights become,


A blessed life glows warm in every limb,


And oh!  if one unrolls a noble parchment tome,


The whole of heaven then comes down to him.

FAUST.  By one impulse alone are you possessed,


O may you never know the other!


Two souls abide, alas, within my breast,6

And each one seeks for riddance from the other.


The one clings with a dogged love and lust


With clutching parts unto this present world,


The other surges fiercely from the dust


Unto sublime ancestral fields.


If there are spirits in the air


Between the earth and heaven holding sway,


Descend out of your golden fragrance there


And to new life of many hues sweep me away!


Yes, if a magic mantle were but mine,


And if to far-off lands it bore me,


Not for all costly raiment placed before me


Would I exchange it; kings’ cloaks I would decline!

WAGNER.  Do not invoke that well-known troop


That stream above us in the murky air,


Who from all quarters down on mankind swoop


And bring the thousand perils they prepare.


With whetted spirit fangs down from the north


They pitch upon you with their arrowy tongues;


Out of the morning’s east they issue forth


To prey with parching breath upon your lungs;


And if the south up from the desert drives


Those which heap fire on fire upon your brain,


The west brings on the swarm that first revives


Then drowns you as it drowns the field and plain.


They listen eagerly, on mischief bent,


And to deceive us, willingly comply,


They often pose as being heaven sent


And lisp like angels when they lie.


But let us go.  The world has all turned grey,


The air is chill, mist closes out the day.


With nightfall one enjoys a room.-


Why do you stand and stare with wondering gaze?


What so arrests you out there in the gloom?

FAUST.  Do you see that black dog that through the stubble strays?

WAGNER.  He looks quite unremarkable to me.

FAUST.  Look close!  What do you take the beast to be?

WAGNER.  A poodle, searching with his natural bent


And snuffing for his master’s scent.

FAUST.  Do you see how he spirals round us, snail-


shell-wise, and ever closer on our trail?


And if I’m not mistaken, he lays welts


Of fire behind him in his wake.

WAGNER.  I see a plain black poodle, nothing else;


Your eyes must be the cause of some mistake.

FAUST.  I seem to see deft snares of magic laid


For future bondage round our feet somehow.

WAGNER.  I see him run about uncertain and afraid


Because he sees two strangers, not his master now.

FAUST.  The circle narrows, he is near!

WAGNER.  You see!  It’s just a dog, no phantom here.


He growls, he doubts, lies belly-flat and all,


And wags his tail.  All doggish protocol.

FAUST.  Come here!  Come join our company!

WAGNER.  He’s just a foolish pup.  You see?


You stop, and he will wait for you,


You speak to him, and he’ll jump up on you,


Lose something, and he’ll fetch it quick,


Or go in water for a stick.

FAUST.  You must be right, I see there’s not a trace


Of spirits.  It’s his training he displays.

WAGNER.  A sage himself will often find


He likes a dog that’s trained to mind.


Yes, he deserves your favor totally,


A model scholar of the students, he.


(They go in through the city gate.)

Study Room
FAUST entering with the poodle.
FAUST.  From field and meadow I withdraw


Which deepest darkness now bedecks,


With holy and foreboding awe


The better soul within us wakes.


Asleep now are my wild desires,


My vehement activity;


The love of mankind now aspires,


The love of God aspires in me.


  Be quiet, poodle!  Why should you romp and rove?


What are you snuffing there at the sill?


Go and lie down behind the stove,


I’ll give you my best pillow if you’re still.


Out there on the hill-road back to town


You amused us by running and frisking your best;


Now accept your keep from me; lie down


And be a welcome and quiet guest.


  Ah, when in our close cell by night


The lamp burns with a friendly cheer,


Then deep within us all grows bright


And hearts that know themselves grow clear.


Reason begins once more to speak


And hope begins to bloom again,


The brooks of life we yearn to seek
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 And to life’s source, ah!  to attain.


  Stop growling, poodle!  With the sacred tones that rise


And now my total soul embrace,


Your animal noise is out of place.


We are accustomed to having men despise


What they do not understand;


The good and the beautiful they misprize,


Finding it cumbersome, they scowl and growl;


Must a dog, like men, set up a howl?


  But alas!  with the best of will I feel no more


Contentment welling up from my heart’s core.


Why must the stream so soon run dry


And we again here thirsting lie?


These things experiences familiarize.


But this lack can find compensation,


The supernatural we learn to prize,


And then we long for revelation,


Which nowhere burns more nobly or more bright


Than here in the New Testament.  Tonight


An impulse urges me to reach


Out for this basic text and with sincere


Emotion make its holy meaning clear


Within my own beloved German speech.


(He opens a volume and sets about it.)


It says:  “In the beginning was the Word.”1

Already I am stuck!  And who will help afford?


Mere word I cannot possibly so prize,


I must translate it otherwise.


Now if the Spirit lends me proper light,


“In the beginning was the Mind” would be more nearly right.


Consider that first line with care,


The pen must not be overhasty there!


Can it be mind that makes and shapes all things?


It should read:  “In the beginning was the Power.”


But even as I write down this word too,


Something warns me that it will not do.


Now suddenly the Spirit prompts me in my need,


I confidently write:  “In the beginning was the Deed!”


  If I’m to share this room with you,


Poodle, that howling must be curbed.


And stop that barking too!


I cannot be disturbed


By one who raises such a din.


One of us must give in


And leave this cell we’re in.


I hate to drive you out of here,


But the door is open, the way is clear.


But what is this I see?


Can such things happen naturally?


Is this reality or fraud?


My poodle grows both long and broad!


He rises up with might;


No dog’s shape this!  This can’t be right!


What phantom have I harbored thus?


He’s like a hippopotamus


With fiery eyes and ghastly teeth.


O, I see what’s beneath!


For such a mongrel of hell


The Key of Solomon works well.2
SPIRITS (in the corridor).


Captive inside there is one of us,


Stay out here, follow him none of us.


Like a fox in an iron snare


A lynx of hell is cornered in there.


But take heed!


Hover to, hover fro,


Above, below,


And pretty soon he’ll be freed.


If you can help him in aught


Don’t leave him caught.


Many a turn he has done


Helping us every one.

FAUST.  To deal with the beast before


Me, I’ll use the spell of the four:3

  Salamander shall kindle,


Undine shall coil,


Sylph shall dwindle,


Kobold shall toil.


  Lacking the lore


Of the elements four,


Not knowing aright


Their use and might,


None shall be lord


Of the spirit horde.


  Vanish in flame,


Salamander!


Together rush and stream,


Undine!


In meteor glory gleam,


Sylph!


Bring help to the house,


Incubus!  Incubus!


Step forth and make an ending!  Thus!


  None of the four


Lurks in the beast.


He lies and grins at me as before,


I have not harmed him in the least.


You’ll hear me tell


A stronger spell.


  Do you, fellow, live


As hell’s fugitive?


See this sign now4
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To which they bow,


The black hordes of hell!


  With hair abristle he starts to swell.


  Forfeiter of bliss,


Can you read this?


The never-created


Of name unstated,


Diffused through all heavens’ expanse,


Transpierced by the infamous lance?5

  Back of the stove he flees from my spells,


There like an elephant he swells,


He fills the room entire,


He melts like a mist of sleet.


Rise ceilingwards no higher!


Fall down at your master’s feet.


You see that mine is no idle threat.


With sacred flame I will scorch you yet.


Await not the might


Of the triply burning light!6

Await not the sight


Of my arts in their fullest measure!


(As the mist falls away, MEPHISTOPHELES steps forth from


behind the stove, dressed as a traveling scholar.7)

MEPHISTOPHELES. 


Why all the fuss?  What is the gentleman’s pleasure?

FAUST.  So this was what was in the cur!


A traveling scholar?  That’s the best joke I’ve heard yet.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  I salute you, learned Sir.


You had me in a mighty sweat.

FAUST.  What is your name?8
MEPHISTOPHELES.

For one so disesteeming


The word, the question seems so small to me,


And for a man disdainful of all seeming


Who searches only for reality.

FAUST.  With gentlemen like you, their nature is deduced


Quite often from the name that’s used,


As all too patently applies


When you are named Corrupter, Liar, God of Flies.9

All right, who are you then?

MEPHISTOPHELES.

      Part of that Force which would


Do evil ever yet forever works the good.

FAUST.  What sense is there beneath that riddling guise?

MEPHISTOPHELES.  I am the Spirit that constantly denies!


And rightly so; for everything that’s ever brought


To life deserves to come to naught.


Better if nothing ever came to be.


Thus all that you call sin, you see,


And havoc - evil, in short - is meant


To be my proper element.

FAUST.


You call yourself a part, yet stand quite whole before me there?

MEPHISTOPHELES.


It is the modest truth that I declare.


Now folly’s little microcosm, man,


Boasts himself whole as often as he can....


I am part of the part which once was absolute,


Part of the Darkness which gave birth to Light,


They haughty Light, which now seeks to dispute


The ancient rank and range of Mother Night,


But unsuccessfully, because, try as it will,


It is stuck fast to bodies still.


It streams from bodies, bodies it makes fair,


A body hinders its progression; thus I hope


It won’t be long before its scope


Will in the bodies’ ruination share.

FAUST.  I see your fine objectives now!


Wholesale annihilation fails somehow,


So you go at it one by one.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  I don’t get far, when all is said and done.


The thing opposed to Nothingness,


This stupid earth, this Somethingness,


For all that I have undertaken


Against it, still remains unshaken;


In spite of tempest, earthquake, flood, and flame


The earth and ocean calmly stay the same.


And as for that damned stuff, the brood of beasts and man,


With them there’s nothing I can do.


To think how many I have buried too!


Fresh blood runs in their veins just as it always ran.


And so it goes.  Sometimes I could despair!


In earth, in water, and in air


A thousand growing things unfold,


In dryness, wetness, warmth, and cold!


Had I not specially reserved the flame,


I wouldn’t have a thing in my own name.

FAUST.  So you shake your cold devil’s fist


Clenched in futile rage malign,


So you the endless power resist,


The creative, living, and benign!


Some other goal had best be sought,


Chaos’ own fantastic son!

MEPHISTOPHELES.  We really shall give this some thought


And talk about it more anon.


Right now, however, might I go?

FAUST.  Why you should ask, I don’t quite see.


Now that we’ve made acquaintance, though,


Come any time to visit me.


Here is the window, there the doors,


The chimney too is practical.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Must I confess?  To leave this room of yours


There is a trifling obstacle.


The witch’s foot there on the sill-10
FAUST.  The pentagram distresses you?


But tell me how, O son of hell,


If that prevents you, how did you get through?


Could such a spirit be so blind?

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Observe it carefully.  It’s ill designed.
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One point there, facing outward as it were,


Is just a bit disjoined, you see.

FAUST.  Now what a lucky chance for me!


And so you are my prisoner?


And all by merest accident!

MEPHISTOPHELES.  The poodle did not notice when in he went.


Things now take on a different shape:


The Devil’s caught and can’t escape.

FAUST.  But why not use the window to withdraw?

MEPHISTOPHELES.  With devils and with spirits it’s a law:


Where they slipped in, they must go out.


The first is up to us, the second leaves no doubt:


There we are slaves.

FAUST.

       So hell has its own law?


I find that good, because a pact could then


Perhaps be worked out with you gentlemen?

MEPHISTOPHELES.  What once is promised, you will revel in,


No skimping and no spreading thin.


But such things can’t be done so fast,


We’ll speak of that when next we meet.


And now I beg you first and last


To let me make my fair retreat.

FAUST.  Just for a single moment yet remain


And tell me of some pleasant news.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  No, let me go now!  I’ll come back again,


Then you can ask me all you choose.

FAUST.  I never had a plan so bold


As capturing you.  You walked into the snare.


Whoever holds the Devil, let him hold!


A second time he will not have him there.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  I am quite ready, if you choose,


To keep you company and stay,


But on condition that I use


My worthy skills to while the time away.

FAUST.  I’d like to see them, so feel free,

 
Just so the skills work pleasantly.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Your senses will, my friend gain more


In this hour than you’ve known before


In one whole year’s monotony.


And what my dainty spirits sing you,


The lovely images they bring you


Will be no empty magic play.


Your sense of smell shall be delighted,


Your sense of taste shall be excited,


And feelings will sweep you away.


No preparation shall we need;


We are assembled, so proceed!

SPIRITS.11  Vanish, you gloomy


Vaultings above!


Lovelier hue


Of aether’s blue


Be shed in here!


O might the darkling


Clouds melt for once!


Stars begin sparkling;


Mellower suns


Shine now in here.


Sons of the air,


Of beauty rare,


Hover thronging,


Wafting in light.


Ardent longing


Follows their flight.


Raiment in strands


Shed as streamer bands


Cover the lands,


Cover the groves


Where lovers vow,


Lost in reverie,


Lifelong loves.


Arbors on arbors!


Lush greenery!


Masses of grapes


Tumble from vines


Into presses and vats,


Gush now as brooks


Of foaming wines,


Trickle as rills


Through gorges that wind,


Leaving the hills


Far behind,


Widening to lakes


Around the abundance


Of verdant heights.


And then the birds


Drink delight,


Fly to the sun,


Fly to the bright


Islands that gleam


Drifting and glittering


Upon the stream;


There we hear choirs


Of jubilant throngs,


See them on meadows


At dances and songs,


Disporting free


In festivity;


Climbing, some,


Over the peaks,


Skimming, some,


Over the lakes,







1500

Still others fly;


All toward the high


Joy of existence,


All toward the distance


Of loving stars.12
MEPHISTOPHELES.


He is asleep.  Well done, my dainty, airy youngsters!


You lulled him loyally, my songsters!


I am much in your debt for such a concert.


You are not yet the man to hold the Devil fast!


Around him your sweet dream illusions cast


And steep him in a sea of fancy;


But now I need a rat’s tooth to divest


This threshold of its necromancy.


No lengthy incantation will be needed,


Here comes one rustling up, and my word will be heeded.


The Master of the rats and mice,


Of bedbugs, flies, and frogs and lice,


Commands you boldly to appear


And gnaw this carven threshold clear


Where he has daubed  jot of oil -13

Ah, there you scamper up to toil!


Get right to work!  I’m hemmed in by the wedge


That’s right there on the outer edge.


Just one more bite and then it’s done. -


Now, till we meet again, Faustus, dream on!

FAUST (waking).  Have I been once again betrayed?


The spirit throng has fled so utterly


That I but dreamed the Devil came and stayed


And that a poodle got away from me?

Study Room [II]

FAUST     MEPHISTOPHELES

FAUST.  A knock?  Come in!  Who now comes bothering me?

MEPHISTOPHELES.  It’s I.

FAUST. 

          Come in!

MEPHISTOPHELES.


  A third call there must be.

FAUST.  Come in , then!

MEPHISTOPHELES.     That’s the way I like to hear you.


We shall, I trust, get on quite well,


For I have come here to dispel


Your moods, an as a noble squire be near you,


Clad all in scarlet and gold braid,


With my short cape of stiff silk made,


A rooster feather on my hat


A long sharp rapier at my side,1

And I advise you to provide


Yourself a costume just like that,


So you, untrammeled and set free,


Can find out just what life can be.

FAUST.  No matter what might be my own attire,


I would feel life cramped anyway.


I am too old merely to play,


Too young to be without desire.


What can the world give me?  Renounce,


Renounce shalt thou, thou shalt renounce!


That is the everlasting song


Dinned in our ears throughout the course


Of all our lives, which all life long


Each hour sings until it’s hoarse.


Mornings I wake wtih horror and could weep


Hot tears at seeing the new sun


Which will not grant me in its sweep


Fulfillment of a single wish, not one


Which mars anticipated joys


Themselves with willful captiousness


And with a thousand petty frets destroys


My eager heart’s creativeness.


At nightfall I must lie down ill at ease


Upon my couch of misery where


There will be neither rest nor peace,


Wild dreams will terrify me even there.


The god that in my heart abides.


Can stir my soul’s profoundest springs;


He over all my energies presides


But cannot alter outward things.


Existence is a weight by which I am oppressed,


With death desired, life something to detest.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  And yet Death never is a wholly welcome guest.

FAUST.  O happy he around whose brow Death winds


The blood-stained wreath in victory’s radiance,


Or he whom in a girl’s embrace Death finds


After the hectic whirling of the dance!


O, had I in my exultation sunk


Down dead before the lofty Spirit’s power!

MEPHISTOPHELES.  And yet a brownish potion was not drunk


By someone on a certain midnight hour.

FAUST.  Spying, it seems, amuses you.

MEPHISTOPHELES.


 I dare


Not claim omniscience, but of much I am aware.

FAUST.  If from that harrowing confusion


A sweet familiar tone drew me away,


Belied me with a child’s profusion


Of memories from a former day,


I now curse everything that holds the soul


Enchanted by the lures of sorcery


And charms it in this dreary hole


By sweet illusion and duplicity!


Cursed be the lofty self-opinion


With which the mind itself deludes!


Cursed be phenomena’s dominion


Which on our senses so intrudes!


Cursed be the cheating dream obsessions


With name and fame that have us so beguiled!


Servant and plow, and wife and child!


Cursed be old Mammon2 when with treasure
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He lures to deeds adventurous


Or when for idleness and pleasure


He spreads the pillows soft for us!


Cursed be the nectar of the grape!


Cursed be love at its happiest!


And cursed be hope!  And cursed be faith!


And cursed be patience more than all the rest!

CHORUS OF SPIRITS (invisible).  Woe!  Woe!


You have destroyed


The beauteous world



With mighty fist;


It crumbles, it collapses!


A demigod has shattered it!


We carry 


The fragments to the void,


We grieve


For beauty so destroyed.


More mightily,


Son of earth,


More splendidly


Bring it to birth,


Rebuild it in the heart of you!


Begin a new


Life course


With senses clear,


And may new songs,


Hail it with cheer!3
MEPHISTOPHELES.  These are the minions


From my dominions.


Precociously wise,


Deeds and desires they now advise.


Out of solitude


Where senses and saps are glued,


To the wide world’s view


They lure and summon you.


  Cease toying with your sorrow then,



Which tears your life as vulture-talons tear;


The worst of company makes you aware


You are a man with other men.


This does not indicate


That you’re to run with the pack;


I am not one of the great,


But if you want a track


Through life together with me,


I’ll adapt myself quite willingly


To be yours right here and now.


I am your fellow,


If it suits you, to the grave,


I am your servant and your slave.

FAUST.  And what am I supposed to do for you?

MEPHISTOPHELES.  There’s lots of time before that’s due.

FAUST.  No, no!  The Devil is an egoist


And does not willingly assist


Another just for God’s sake.4  I insist


You make all your conditions clear;


Such a slave is one to fear.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  I’ll bind myself to be your servant here

And at your beck and call wait tirelessly,


If when there in the yonder we appear


You will perform the same for me.

FAUST.  The yonder is of small concern.


Once you have smashed this world to pieces,


The other one may come to be in turn.5

It is out of this earth that my joy springs


And this sun shines upon my sufferings;


Once free of them, this trouble ceases;


Then come what may and as time brings.


About all that I do not wish to hear,


Whether in future there is hate and love


And whether in that yonder sphere


There is a new beneath and new above.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  In this mood you dare venture it.  Just make


The compact, and I then will undertake


To turn my skills to joy.  I’ll give you more


Than any man has ever seen before.

FAUST.  Poor, sorry Devil, what could you deliver?


Was human mind in lofty aspiration ever


Comprehended by the likes of you?


Do you have food that does not satisfy?  Or do


You have red gold that will run through


The hand like quicksilver and away?


A game that none may win who play?


A girl who in my very arms


Will pledge love to my neighbor with her eyes?


Or honor with its godlike charms


Which like a shooting star flashes and dies?


Show me the fruit that rots right on the tree,


And trees that every day leaf out anew!

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Such a demand does not daunt me,


Such treasures I can furnish you.


But still the time will come around, good friend,


When we shall want to relish things in peace.

FAUST.  If ever I lie down upon a bed of ease,


Then let that be my final end!


If you can cozen me with lies


Into a self-complacency,


Or can beguile with pleasures you devise,


Let that day be the last for me!


This bet I offer!

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Done!

FAUST.


And I agree:6

If I to any moment say:


Linger on!  You are so fair!
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Put me in fetters straightaway,


Then I can die for all I care!


Then toll bells for my funeral,


Then of your service you are free,


The clock may stop, the clock hand fall,


And time be past and done for me!

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Consider well, we shall remember this.

FAUST.  And that would be quite right of you.


I have committed no presumptuousness.


I am a slave no matter what I do,


Yours or another’s, we may dismiss.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  I will begin right with your doctoral feast7

And be your slave this very day.


For life and death’s sake, though, just one thing, if I may:


Just write a line or two at least.

FAUST.  You ask for written forms, you pedant?  Can


You never have known man, or known the word of man?


Is it not enough that by the word I gave


The die of all my days is finally cast?


Does not the world down all its rivers rave,


And should a promise hold me fast?


But this illusion in our hearts is set


And who has ever wanted to uproot it yet?


Happy the man whose heart is true and pure,


No sacrifice he makes will he regret!


A parchment, though, with seal and signature,


That is a ghost at which all people shy.


The word is dead before the in is dry


And wax and leather hold the mastery.


What, evil spirit, do you want from me?


Bronze, marble, parchment, paper?  And then


Am I to write with stylus, chisel, or a pen?


The choice is yours and wholly free.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Why carry on so heatedly


And force your eloquence so high?


Just any little scrap will do;


You sign it with a drop of blood.

FAUST.  If that is satisfactory to you,


We’ll let it stand at that absurdity.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Blood is a juice of very speical kind.

FAUST.  I’ll honor this pact, you need not be afraid!


The aim of all my strength and mind


Will be to keep this promise I have made.


I puffed myself up far too grand;


In your class I deserve to be.


The mighty Spirit spurned me and


Nature locks herself from me.


The thread of thought is snapped off short,


Knowledge I loathe of every sort.


Let us now sate our ardent passion


In depths of sensuality!


Let miracles of every fashion


Be brought in veils of mystery!


Let us plunge in the flood of time and chance,


Into the tide of circumstance!


Let grief and gratification,


Success and frustration


Spell one another as they can;


Restless doing is the only way for man.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  There is no goal or limit set.


Snatch tidbits as impulse prompts you to,


Take on the wing whatever you can get!


And may you digest what pleases you.


Just help yourself and don’t be coy.

FAUST.  But I tell you there is no talk of joy.


I vow myself to frenzy, agonies of gratification,


Enamored hatred, quickening frustration.


Cured of the will to knowledge now, my mind


And heart shall be closed to no sorrow any more


And all that is the lot of human kind8

I want to feel down to my senses’ core,


Grasp with my mind their worst things and their best,


Heap all their joys and troubles on my breast,


And thus my self to their selves’ limits to extend,


And like them perish foundering at the end.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Believe me, many a thousand year


I’ve chewed this rugged food, and I well know


That from the cradle to the bier


No man digests this ancient sourdough.


This whole, believe the likes of us,


For deity alone was made.


He dwells in timeless radiance glorious,


Us he has relegated to the shade,



You, day and night alone can aid.

FAUST.  But I am set on it.

MEPHISTOPHELES.
        Easy said!


There’s just one thing that could go wrong:


Time is short and art is long;


You could, I think, be taught and led.


Choose a poet for your associate,


Let the gentleman’s thoughts have their free bent


To heap upon your reverend pate


All noble qualities he can invent:9

The lion’s nobility,


The fleetness of the hind,


The fiery blood of Italy,


The Northman’s steadfast mind.10

Have him for you the secret find


Of magnanimity and guile combined,


Then make you fall in love by plan


While youthful passions are in flame.
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I’d like myself to meet just such a man,


I’d give him”Sir Microcosm” for a name.

FAUST.  What am I then, if seeking to attain


That toward which all my senses strain,


The crown of mankind, is in vain?

MEPHISTOPHELES.  You’re after all - just what you are.


Wear wigs of a million ringlets as you will,11

Put ell-thick soles beneath you feet, and still


You will remain just what you are.

FAUST.  I feel that I have fruitlessly amassed


All treasures of the human mind,


And now when I sit down at last


No fresh strength wells within my heart, I find;


I’m not one hair’s breadth taller nor one whit


Closer to the infinite.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  These matters, my good Sir, you see


Much in the ordinary light;


We must proceed more cleverly


Before life’s joys have taken flight.


What the Devil!  You’ve got hands and feet,


You’ve got a head, you’ve got a prat;


Are all the things that I find sweet


Less mine for all of that?


If I can buy six stallions, can


I not call their strength also mine?


I race along and am a proper man


As if their four-and-twenty legs were mine.


Come on, then!  Let this brooding be!


And off into the world with me!


I tell you, any speculative fellow


Is like a beast led round and round


By demons on a heath all dry and yellow


When on all sides lies good green pasture ground.

FAUST.  But how do we begin?

MEPHISTOPHELES.

  First we will get away.


What kind of dungeon is this anyway?


What kind of life do you lead if


You bore yourself and bore the youngsters stiff?


Leave that to Neighbor Sleek-and-Slow.


Why go on threshing straw?  There is no doubt


The best things that you know


You dare not tell the boys about.


I hear one now out in the hall.

FAUST.  I simply cannot see him now.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  The poor lad has been waiting, after all,


And must not go uncomforted somehow.


Come, lend your cap and gown to me;


The mask will suit me admirably.


(He changes clothes.)


Just trust my wits and I’ll succeed.


A quarter of an hour is all I need.


Meanwhile get ready for your travels with all speed.


(Exit FAUST.)

MEPHISTOPHELES (in Faust’s long gown).


Scorn reason and the lore of mind,



Supremest powers of mankind,


Just let the Prince of Lies endow


Your strength with his illusions now,


And I will have you unconditionally -


Fate has conferred on him a mind


That urges ever onward with incontinency,


Whose eager striving is of such a kind


That early joys are overleaped and left behind.


I’ll drag him through wild life at last,


Through shallow insipidity,


I’ll make him wriggle, stultify, stick fast,


And in his insatiety,


His greedy lips will find that food and drink float past.


He will vainly beg refresment on the way.



Had his lot not been with the Devil cast,


He would go to the Devil anyway.


(Enter a STUDENT.)12
STUDENT.  I’ve been here just a short time, Sir,


And come to you with deference


To meet a man, and see and hear,


Of whom all speak with reverence.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  I must approve your courtesy.


A man like other men you see.


Have you inquired around elsewhere?

STUDENT.  Take me, I entreat you, in your care.


I come with fresh blood, spirits high,


And money in tolerable supply.


My mother was loath to have me go,


But I would like to learn and know.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Then this is just the place to come.

STUDENT.  Frankly, I’d rather be back home.


I feel confined within these walls,


I’m ill at ease amid these halls,


The space is cramped, you never see


Green country or a single tree,


And in these rooms with benches lined


I lose my hearing, sight, and mind.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  It all depends on habit.  Right at first


The infant will not take its mothers breast,


But then it finds relief from thirst


And soon it feeds away with zest.


So you to Wisdom’s breast will turn


And every day more strongly yearn.

STUDENT.  I’ll hang upon her neck with all affection


If you will set me in the right direction.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  First tell me, before we go on,


What course have you decided on?

STUDENT.  I want be be quite erudite;


I’d like to comprehend aright


What all there is on earth, in heaven as well
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In science and in nature too.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  You’re on the right track, I can tell;


Just see that nothing distracts you.

STUDENT.  With body and soul it shall be done.


But to be frank, I would like in some ways


A little freedom and some fun


On pleasant summer holidays.

MEPHISTOPHELES.  Make good use of your time, so fast it flies.


You’ll gain time if you just will organize.


And so, dear friend, I would advise


First off collegium logicum.13

There you will get your mind well braced


In Spanish boots so tightly laced14

That it will henceforth toe the taut


And cautiously marked line of thought


And not go will-o’-the-wisping out


And in, across, and round about.


They will spend days on teaching you


About how things you used to do-


Like eating, drinking-just like that,

Need One! Two! Three! for getting at.


For with thought-manufacturies


It’s like a weaver’s masterpiece:


A thousand threads one treadle plies,


The shuttles dart back to and fro,


Unseen the threads together flow,


A thousand knots one movement ties;


Then comes the philosopher to have his say


And proves things have to be this way:


The first being so, the second so,


The third and fourth are so-and-so;


If first and second were absent, neither


Would third and fourth be present either.


All scholars find this very clever,


None have turned weavers yet, however.

Whoever wants to know and write about


A living thing, first drives the spirit out;


He has the parts then in his grasp,


But gone is the spirit’s holding-clasp.


Encheiresin naturae chemists call it now,15

Mocking themselves, they know not how.

STUDENT. I don’t just get all you imply.

MEPHISTOPHELES. It will go better by and by,


Once you have all these things principified

And properly classified.

STUDENT. I feel dazed by all you’ve said


As if a mill wheel spun inside my head.

MEPHISTOPHELES. Above all else you next must turn


To metaphysics. See that you learn


Profoundly and with might and main


What does not fit the human brain.


For what fits in-or misfits-grand


Resounding phrases are on hand.

__________________________________________________________

15. “Nature’s hand-hold,” a pretentious Greek-plus-Latin term of J. R. Spiel-


mann in his Institutiones chemiae (1763), signifying the elusive factor that


holds biological components together in a living organism.
But this semester most of all


Keep schedule, be punctual.


You’ll have five classes every day;


Be in there on the stroke of the bell.


See that you are prepared as well,


With paragraphs worked up in such a way


That you can see with just a look


There’s nothing said but what is in the book;


And take your notes with dedication


As if the Holy Ghost gave the dictation!

STUDENT. No second time need I be told,


I see its usefulness all right;


What ones gets down in black and white


One can take home and feel consoled.

MEPHISTOPHELES. But name your field of concentration!

STUDENT. I don’t feel law is just the thing for me.

MEPHISTOPHELES. I cannot blame you there especially,


Well do I know the law school situation.16

Laws are perpetrated like disease


Herediatary in some families;


From generation to generation they are bred


And furtively from place to place they spread.


Sense turns to nonsense, wise works to a mire.


Woe that you are a grandson and born late!


About the legal right that is innate


In man, they do not so much as inquire.

STUDENT. You make my own aversion still more great.


He whom you teach is fortunate.


I’d almost take theology, in a way.

MEPHISTOPHELES. I wouldn’t want to lead you astray.


That branch of learning, once you begin do begin it,


It’s so hard to avoid the path of sin,


There’s so much hidden poison lurking in it


And you can hardly tell from this medicine.

16. Goethe took a law degree at the University of Strasbourg in 1771 and
served briefly in the hopelessly antiquated law court of the Holy Roman Em-

pire at Wetzlar in 1772.
Again it’s best to follow only one man there

And by that master’s statement swear.


Cling hard and fast to words, in sum;


Then through sure portals you will come


To Certainty’s own templed home.

STUDENT. But words must have ideas too behind them.

MEPHISTOPHELES. Quite so! But just don’t fret too much to no avail,


Because just when ideas fail


Words will crop up, and timely you will find them,


With words you can most excellently dispute,


Words can a system constitute,


In words you can put faith and not be shaken,


And from a word not one iota can be taken.
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STUDENT. Forgive me for so importuning you,


But I must trouble you again.


Would you say just a telling word or two


About the course in medicine?


Three years is a short time, and O my God!


The field itself is far too broad.


With just a little hint alone


One feels it would not seem so great.

MEPHISTOPHELES ( aside ). I had enough of this dry tone,


I’ve got to play the Devil straight.


( aloud )


The gist of medicine is grasped with ease;


You study through the great world and the small


To let it go on after all


As God may please.


In vain you’ll go a-roving scientifically,


There each learns only what he can;


But one who grasps the moment, he


Is truly the right man.


You’ve got a good build on the whole,


And you won’t lack for impudence;


If you just have self-confidence


You’ll have the trust of many a soul.


And learn to manage women, of that make sure;

For all their endless Ah!’s and Oh!’s

And thousand woes


Depend on one point only for their cure


And if you’re halfway decent about that,


You’ll have them all under your hat.


First, by a title win their confidence


That your skills many skills transcend,


Then you can finger every little thing and be


Welcome where others wait for years on end.


Know how to take her little pulse, and grasp her


With slyly passionate glances while you clasp her


Around her trim and slender waist


To see how tightly she is laced.
STUDENT. Now that’s more like it! The where and how I see!

MEPHISTOPHELES. Grey, my dear friend, is all of theory,


And verdant is life’s golden tree.

STUDENT. I swear it’s all just like a dream to me.


Might I come back another time to sound


Your wisdom to its depths profound?

MEPHISTOPHELES. I’ll gladly do anything I may.

STUDENT. It’s just impossible to go away


Unless you take my album here and sign.


Would you do me the honor of a line?

MEPHISTOPHELES. With pleasure.


( He writes and gives the album back. )

STUDENT ( reads ). Eritis sicut Dues, scientes bonum et malum.17


( He respectfully closes the book and takes his leave.)

MEPHISTOPHELES.


Just follow that old saying and my cousin, the snake,


And you will surely tremble for your God-likeness’ sake!


( Reenter FAUST.)
17. “…ye shall be as gods, knowing good and evil” (Genesis 3:5). This is the serpent’s temptation to

Eve in the Garden of Eden, slightly misquoted from the Vulgate Bible- Dues ( God ) instead of dii (gods)- doubtless from recollection of Luther’s Gott.

FAUST. And where do we go now?

MEPHISTOPHELES.


The choice is up to you.


We’ll see the small world first, and then the great one too.


What joy, what profit will be yours


As you sail glibly through this course!

FAUST. But with this long bread on my face


I lack for easy social grace.


This bold attempt will never work with me,


I never could get on in company,


In front of others I feel small and harassed,


I’ll be continually embarrassed.

MEPHISTOPHELES. Good friend, all that is needed, time will give.


Once you have confidence, you will know how to live.

FAUST. How do we travel, though, and get about?


Do you have servants, coach and pair?

MEPHISTOPHELES. All we need do is spread this mantle out


And it will take us through the air.


But we see that on this daring flight


Beginning now you travel light.


A little fire gas I will now prepare18

Will lift us to the upper air,


And if we’re light, we’ll go up fast from here.


Congratulations on your new career!

Auerbach’s Tavern in Leipzig1
_____________

A drinking bout of jolly cronies.

FROSCH.2 Will no one drink? Will no one laugh?


I’ll snap you out of your gloomy daze?

18. The brothers Montgolfier made the first balloon ascension in 1783.

1. Auerbach’s Tavern was an actual tavern in Leipzig, allegedly frequented by the historical 

Faust ( see illustrations, the Auerach Tavern murals). Goethe probably visited the tavern while

at the University of Leipzig. This stage direction is unique in the poem for its geographical specificity.

2. The common noun “frog,” but in dialect, “schoolboy.”


Today you’re all like sodden chaff


And usually you’re all ablaze.

BRANDER.3 It’s your fault, you’ve been keeping mum,


No horseplay and jokes with sour scum.

FROSCH (pours a glass of wine over his head ).


There’s both!

BRANDER.
You double prok-hog, you!

FROSCH. It’s what you wanted me to do!

SIEBEL. Whoever brawls here, throw him out!


Sing chorus with full chest now, drink and shout!


Ho! Holla! Ho!

ALTMAYER.

Help! I’ve been wounded here!


Bring me some cotton, this chap’s split my ear!

SIEBEL. Not till the rafters of the room


Reecho, do you get the bass’s boom.

FROSCH. That’s right! Throw out the ones complaining of the noise!


A! tara lara da!

ALTMAYER. A! tara lara da!

FROSCH.


Our throats are tuned up, boys!

(sings)


The good old Holy Roman Empire,


How does it hold together?

BRANDER. A filthy song! A song of politics!


The song’s offensive. Thank God every time you wake


You need not worry for the Roman Empire’s sake!


At least I count it luck that mine is not


The Emperor’s or the Chancellor’s lot.


But then again we mustn’t be without a head,


So let’s elect a Pope instead.


You know the qualities that can


Distinguish and elect a man.4
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FROSCH ( sings ).


Rise, Lady Nightingale, and soar,
3. Suggestive of Brandfuchs ( literally “brant fox” ), the term for a second-

semester student.

4. The leader of a drinking bout was called “the Pope”; his qualities were

his capacity for liquor.

Greet my sweetheart ten thousand times and more.
SIEBEL. No sweetheart’s greetubgs here! We’ll have no more of that!

FROSCH. Greetings and meetings too! You won’t stop me, that’s flat!


( sings )


Bolt shoved back! In stilly night.


Bolt shoved back! The lover wakes.


Bolt shoved to: the morning breaks.

SIEBEL. Yes, sing away, sing on, and praise and boast of her!


My time will come for laughing too,


She jilted me and she will do the same for you.


For love may she get some filthy gnome


To dally with her were the crossroads meet,5


And may an old goat from the Blocksberg bleat


Good night to her as he goes galloping home.6


For that wench it’s a lot too good

To have a stout lad with real flesh and blood.


To smash her windows in will be


The only greeting she’ll get from me.

BRANDER ( pounding on the table ).


Attention everybody! Give me ear!


You will agree, Sirs, I know how to live.


There are some lovesick people here,


And so it’s proper I should give


Them something for their good night cheer.


This song’s new cut and tailored for us,


So come in loudly on the chorus:


( He sings. )


In a cellar once there lived a rat


And all he ate was lard and butter;


He grew a gut so sleek and fat


He looked like Doctor Luther.

__________________________________________________________________


5. Crossroads, from time immemorial, have been considered placed dear to 


evil spirits.


6. The Blocksberg, highest peak of the Harz Mountains, was the traditional 


scene of devils’ orgies on St. Walpurga’s Night, April 30. Goat form was a 

popular guise to assume for the occasion.

The cook, she put some poison out,

And then the world close in about,


As if he had love inside him.

CHORUS ( shouting ). As if he had love inside him!

BRANDER. He traveled forth, he traveled to,


He swilled from every puddle,


He gnawed, he scratched the whole house through


In fury all befuddled.


He jumped for pain to beat the band,


But soon had all that he could stand,


As if he had love inside him.

CHORUS.  As if he had love inside him!

BRANDER.  Into the kitchen by light of day


He ran into agony,


Dropped on the hearth and twitched and lay


And snuffled piteously.


The poisoneress, she laughed and said,


“One more squeak and then he’s dead,


As if he had love inside him.”

CHORUS. As if he had love inside him!

SIEBEL.  These dullard lads just relish that!


It seems a scurvy trick to me


To poison that poor helpless rat!

BRANDER. You tend to see them favorably?

ALTMAYER. Our lard-gut with the balding head


Must take the mishap much to heart;


The swollen rat he sees in his own stead


As a wholly lifelike counterpart.


( Enter FAUST and MEPHISTOPHELES. )

MEPHISTOPHELES. Before all else it’s up to me


To get you into jolly company


So you can see how lightly life can run.


These lads make every day a day of fun.


Long on pleasure, short on brains,


Around in narrow circles each one sails


Like kittens chasing their own tails.


When they’re not nursing hangover pains,


As long as credit’s on the cuff,


They’re carefree and quite pleased enough.

BRANDER. Those two have been on travels, they


Act odd and dress in a peculiar way.


They haven’t been an hour in this town.

FROSCH. You’re right! O Leipzig, such is your renown!


It’s “little Paris” and it gives its people ton.7
SIEBEL. These strangers would jbe what, you think?

FROSCH. Just let me have free hand. I’ll worm the truth


Out of their noses with a drink,


And faster than you pull an infant’s tooth.


They have the air of being nobly born,


They act dissatisfied and full of scorn.

BRANDER. I’ll bet they’re mountebanks just come to town.8
ALTMAYER. Could be.

FROSCH.

Watch me, I’ll pin them down.

MEPHISTOPHELES (to FAUST).


The Devil’s never recognized by such


Even when their collar’s in his clutch.

FAUST. Good evening, gentlemen.

SIEBEL.



Thanks, and to you the same.


(softly, scanning MEPHISTOPHELES from the side )


The fellow drags one foot; could he be lame?9
MEPHISTOPHELES. Would you let us come join you where you sit?


Since decent drink is an impossibility,


The company will take place of it.

ALTMAYER. It seems that you are very finicky.

FROSCH. You must have started out from Rippach late.


Did you stay on for supper there with Jack?10
MEPHISTOPHELES. We passed him on the road but didn’t wait.

7. Leipzig’s proud boast in the mid – 18th century.

8. The Leipzig Fair attracted all sorts of comers to the city.

9. Folklore attributed a limp to the Devil.

10. Frosch hopes to catch the traveling stranger with an allusion to a local 

joke. Rippach, a village near Leipzig, was , since at least 1710, the alleged 

home of Jack Ass ( Hand Arsch ), alias Jack Dull ( Hans Dumm). Frosch ex-

pects Mephisto to inquire innocently, “Jack who?”

We talked with him the last time, a while back.


He spoke about his cousins at that meeting


And asked that we bring all of you his greeting.


( He bows to FROSCH. )

ALTMAYER ( softly ). You got it! He caught on!

SIEBEL.




Cool customer, I’d say!

FROSCH. Just wait, I’ll get him yet some way!

MESPHISTOPHELES. We did hear, if I am not worng,


Trained voices singing chorus here?


This ceiling must reecho song


Magnificently loud and clear.
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FROSCH.  Might you then be a virtuoso?

MEPHISTOPHELES. No, I enjoy it, but my talent’s only so-so.

ALTMAYER. Give us a song.

MEPHISTOPHELES.

If you like, a quantity.

SIEBEL. Be sure it’s in the latest vein!

MEPHISTOPHELES. We’ve only just come back from Spain,


The lovely land of wine and minstrelsy.


( sings )


A king once was, they tell,


Who had a big pet flea-

FROSCH. Hark! He said “flea!” Did you all catch the rest?

I find a flea a very proper guest.

MEPHISTOPHELES ( sings ). A king once was, they tell,


Who had a big pet flea;


He loved him passing well,


Just like a son, they say.


His tailor he then bade,


And up the tailor goes;


“Here measure me this lad


To make a suit of clothes.”

BRANDER. Just don’t forget to let the tailor know


He’s got to measure to a T,


Because I’ll have his head if he


Makes them so any wrinkles show.

MEPHISTOPHELES. In silks and velvet dressed


He stood now in his pride,


With ribbons on his cheat


And many a cross beside.


Prime Minister by station,


He wore a star of state,


And all his flea relation


Were numbered with the great.



The gentlemen and ladies


At court were much distressed,


Both queen and maid were harried


Along with all the rest,

Yet didn’t dare to scratch


However they might itch.


When we are bit, we catch


And squash them as they twitch.

CHORUS ( shouting ). When we are bit, we catch


And squash them as they twitch.

FROSCH. Bravo! Bravo! That was fine!

SIEBEL. That’s what should happen to all fleas!

BRANDER. Just purse your fingers, nip and squeeze!

ALTMAYER. Long live freedom! Long live wine!

MEPHISTOPHELES. To honor freedom I’d be glad to drink a glass


If only you had wines of somewhat better class.

SIEBEL. We’d rather not hear that again.

MEPHISTOPHELES. I fear the keeper of the inn


Might be offended, or I’d fetch the best


Our cellar offers for each worthy guest.

SIEBEL. Go to it! And on my head be the sin!
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FROSCH.


Come up with a good glass and our praises will be ample,


But just don’t be too stingy with the sample;


If I’m to judge and not be doubtful,


I need to have a good big snoutful.

ALTMAYER ( softly ).


They’re from the Rhine, they’ve got that smack.

MEPHISTOPHELES.


Bring me a gimlet.

BRANDER.


Why? What would you use it for?

�This Dedication, written probably on June 24, 1797, is more properly an


“Invocation” by the author who, at the age forty-eight, is about to resume


work on his poem which has lain all but untouched since he was twenty-six.


The first stanza refers to the characters in the poem;  the third stanza refers


to Goethe’s deceased father, sister, and friends of his youth.  The Dedication


was prefixed to the completed Part I of Faust in 1808 and is reckoned an


integral part of the total work.


�Reading Lied (“poem”), rather than Leid (“sorrow”), which, though it


was listed by Dr. Riemer in 1809 as a misprint, was never corrected in 


Goethe’s lifetime.
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1Written 1802 in imitation of the prologue to Kalidasa’s Sakuntala (written 


ca. A.D. 375), most famous of Sanskrit dramas, which Goethe read in trans-


lation.


2In the late eighteenth century, acting companies run by a manager


(Theaterdirektor) who was both producer and director still traveled about


and performed in improvised quarters, but such sideshow booths or crude


temporary platforms as are described here were then only quaint and rare


survivals in provincial market squares.


3Compare the “strait gate” of Matthew 7:13.


4The metaphors are mixed.  Nature, like the first of the three Fates but also


in the sense of ll. 508-9, spins the endless thread of life, monotonous in its


very variety.  The poet selects portions of this listlessly spun, endless, formless


thread, and to these portions gives literary form (“rhythmic words”) and


moral significance.  These unique episodes take on permanent significance for


all mankind (“general consecration”), e.g., the episode of the historical Mac-


beth is lost in the web of history, but Shakespeare’s Macbeth has received


poetic definition.  The musical metaphor arises from the monotonous sound


of the spinningwheel, from which the poet gathers individual threads of tone


into full chords.


5”Unites the gods” (vereinet Götter) apparently conveys the classical notion


of the poet as mythologizer, one who defines the sublimity of all gods.  “Gives


high Olympus sure defense” (sichert den Olymp) apparently means “affirms 


the ideal,” though Witkowski believes it means “assures man’s achievement


of the ideal,” i.e., by “scaling Olympus” or achieving heaven.


6  The allusion is not to any idea in Faust, but to the old multiple stage of medieval drama - such as Goethe uses in the second-last scene of Part II - with heaven on the right, the world in the center, and the “jaws of hell” on the left.  See ll. 11,644 ff.


1  In the manner of a medieval sovereign at a convocation of his vassals.


2  Job 38:7 “When the morning stars sang together, and all the sons of God shouted for joy.”  Witkowski feels that any allusion to the classical “music of the spheres” is unlikely.


3  “Heralds” (Boten) literally translates Greek aggeloi (“angels”); compare “envoys” (Gesandte) in l. 11,675, which does the same.


4  Göttersöhne literally translates the Hebrew Bene Elohim of Genesis 6:2.


1  “Potencies” (Wirkenskraft) and “seeds” (Samen) were alchemists’ terms for “energy” and “primal matter,” the latter being analogous to “atoms.”


2  Michel de Notredame (1503-66) was a younger contemporary of the historical Faust, an astrologer, and the composer of a volume of rhymed prophecies of the future.


3  Emanuel Swedenborg (1688-1772) states in his Arcana coelestia that spirits communicate thoughts instantaneously without the medium of words or speech.


4  A mystic symbol representing the total universe.


5  In the difficult lines which follow, the written symbol of the macrocosm (universe) is imagined as coming alive before Faust’s eyes.  Essentially it is a vision of the starry sky with all the stars complexly moving by immutable laws like a cosmic watchworks.  The moving parts, however, are also angels, for the metaphor is blended with Jacob’s dream from Genesis 28:12:  “And he [Jacob] dreamed, and behold a ladder set up on earth, and the top of it reached to heaven:  and behold the angels of God ascending and descending on it.”  Regularly ordered movement is suggested by the passing of the golden pails from angel to angel;  possibly they are fetching light from the well and source of all light, which is God.  The angels, by piercing through the earth, include our planet in the cosmic vision.


6  The image is that of a mother-earth-goddess, perhaps like the ancient Diana of Ephesus, who was represented with innumerable breasts which gave suck to all creatures.


7  The much discussed Spirit is a personification of amoral Nature, Goethe’s own variation of the Archaeus terrae of the sixteenth-century natural philosophers and Giordano Bruno’s Anima terrae.  These philosophers, and later ones as well, e.g., Swedenborg, conceived of a supernatural spirit dwelling at the earth’s core and controlling all earthly life of animals, vegetables, and even minerals.  Each planet had its own analogous spirit.  In a jotting of 1800, reproduced by Witkowski (Vol. I, p. 526), Goethe defined the Earth Spirit as Welt und Thaten Genius, the spirit of the world and of deeds.


8  See “Apparition of the Earth Spirit,” illustrations.


9  According to Swedenborg, every spirit has its own “sphere”; spirits also suck, leech-like, on human heads and leave a kind of wound.  Paracelsus, one of the chief alchemists whom Goethe had read, says the senses suck reason from the sun the way a bee sucks honey from flowers.


10  “Superman” (Übermensch), probably the first occurrence of the word in literature.


11  Famulus, a graduate assistant to a professor.


12  Museum, literally “a haunt of the Muses,” used preciously here in the sense of “study” or “private library.”


13  I.e., it takes so long to master Greek and Latin in order to study the classics in the original.


14  Revelation 5:1.


15  “Heroic play” stands for the technical term Haupt- und Staatsaktion, which describes drama of the French classical type involving the fates of countries and their rulers, but more particularly the sorry 17th-century German works in that vein.


16  Here at l. 605 the scene ended in the Urfaust, though without the last four lines of Wagner’s parting speech, which were added only in the complete Part I of 1808.  Thus both the Urfaust (before 1775) and the 1790 Fragment opened with the 248 lines of “Night.”  The Urfaust then skipped all the way to l. 1868, whereas the 1790 Fragment next resumed with l. 1770.


17  In II Kings 2:11, Elijah was taken up to heaven in a “chariot of fire.”


18  Angel voices are heard in all poetic appropriateness in this scene, which is a dialogue between Faust and “spirits.”  On a more literal plane, a nearby church is to be assumed, where a miracle play of the Resurrection is being enacted.  Angels at the empty tomb make replies to the three Marys.  See Luke 24.  Regarding the rhyme scheme for the Chorus of Angels, see l. 807n.


19  The word “growth” stands for the original Werdelust which can only be roughly paraphrased as “delight in the process of becoming.”  The difficult - and entirely unorthodox - idea underlying ll. 790-91 becomes clear by confrontation with ll. 11,934 to the end of the poem, and with l. 11, 980n.


20  In view of the intricacies of rhyme which these Easter choruses combine with uncommon verbal compression and with grammatical tours de force, the translator has chosen to render them fairly literally and line for line, with only occasional rhymes to suggest the lyric quality of the original.


1  “Scholar” in the old-fashioned sense of “student.”


2  At this point the Scholars set off in pursuit of the Serving Girls, while the Middle-Class Girls remain waiting on the sidelines; the Citizens come along.


3  On Nov. 30th Saint Andrew, the patron saint of the unwed, will, if properly invoked, grant visions of future spouses.


4  The Blessed Sacrament, i.e., the consecrated wafer contained in a round, glass-covered compartment in the center of a golden sun-burst monstrance, which is carried aloft in procession.


5  Using actual 16th-century terms, though a trifle freely, Goethe describes the manufacture of  “the Philosopher’s Stone” in an alchemist’s laboratory (“black kitchen”).  The male “antagonist,” derived from gold and called “the Blood of the Golden Lion” or “the Red Lion” (mercuric oxide), was “wed” with the female “antagonist,” derived from silver and called “the White Eagle” or  “the Lily” (hydrochloric acid), in a retort (“bridal bed”); the “offspring” was “the Young Queen” or “the Philosopher’s Stone.”


6  The two impulses are to repose and exertion, rather than Christian flesh and spirit.


1  John 1:1, En arkhe en o logos, in which the word logos (“Word”) has a complex theological meaning of pre-Christian origin.


2  The Key of  Solomon was a quasi-religious book composed in Hebrew, and enormously popular in Latin translation as Clavicula Salomonis from the 16th to the 18th centruies.  It dealt with the rules and means for controlling spirits.


3  The “spell of the four” is Goethe’s whimsical invention, based on the Key of Solomon.  By pronouncing it, Faust seeks to compel the spirit which has assumed a dog’s shape to appear in its true form:  as fire, if it isa fire spirit (salamander);  as water, if it is a water spirit (undine, nixie, nymph);  as personified earth (kobold, incubus, gnome, dwarf, pygmy), if it isan earth spirit.  The incubi were particularly malevolent since, as nightmares, they bestrode and oppressed sleeping persons.


4  The sign INRI or  JNRJ, abbreviation for “Jesus the Nazarene, King of the Jews”  (Jesus Nazarenus Rex Judaeorum), which Pilate had inscribed on the cross that held the body of Jesus at the crucifixion (John 19:19).  Faust apparently holds a crucifix over the shape-shifting spirit-beast.


5  John 19:34 states that one of the attendant soldiers thrust his lance into the side of the dead Jesus.  The three previous lines refer to Christ as uncreated, i.e., existent from all time, as inconceivable in terms of any earthly name, and as “the same also that ascended up far above all heavens, that He might fill all things” (Ephesians 4:10).


6  The “sign” of the Trinity.


7  Traveling scholars were frequently rogues and adventurers.


8  To know a spirit’s name was to give one “a name to conjure with,” and hence put the spirit in the knower’s power.


9  The “Baal-zebub the god of Ekron” of II Kings 1:2, usually etymologized as “the god of flies” or “the fly-god.”


10  The witch’s foot, identical with the pentagram of the following line, is a symbol made up of interlocking triangles to form a five-pointed star.  Known also as “the sign of Christ,” it was inscribed to ward off evil sprits.


11  From the corridor, where they were gathered at l. 1259. 


12  The spirits speak Faust’s incantatory dream:  ll. 1447-54, the vaulted arches of the Gothic room dissolve into cloud, which in turn dissolves into starry sky (of this Easter night); 1455-62, a new and different day is reached by Faust’s spirit on its flight accompained by other spirits, and ardent longing projects the flight still further; 1463-74, the spirits “shed down” the beauties of an Arcadian landscape with many pairs of lovers in leafy shade and with the grape harvest in progress;  1475-90, the grapejuice spurting from the presses becomes rivers flowing through mountain gorges to emerge as a flood that turns hills into islands; birds drink the wines and become intoxicated with rapture;  1491-1505, the vintage festivals become a Bacchic revel on the newly made Isles of the Blessed.  The dream is a wild upsurge of voluptuous deire.  The Greek scene anticipates motifs to be developed in Part II.


13Mephistopheles probably dips his finger in the oil of the lamp and smears the imperfectly drawn angle of the pentagram on the threshold.  Oil is bait for rodents.


1  Approximation of Spanish court costume of ca. 1500-1550, when the historical Faust (d. 1539?) was alive and when German lands formed part of the immense empire ruled by Charles V from Madrid.


2  The Aramaic word mamona, “riches,” used by Jesus to personify the false god of riches (Matthew 6:24 and Luke 16:13).


3  Interpretations differ as to the significance of ths chorus and Mephisto’s identificaitons for the singers.  Witkowsi plausibly argues for the one:  the spirits are benevolent; their thoughts are the author’s own;  Mephisto’s claim to the spirits is opportunistic, as is his seizing on their words to which he lends his own flat, utilitarian, and unbenevolent meaning.


4  “For God’s sake” (um Gottes willen) is the beggar’s formula for asking alms.


5  If by any chance Goethe used the word entstehn (“come to be”) in its obsolete sense of “to be lacking,” the whole sense of the lines would be changed:  If you smash this world to pieces, the other world may not exist either.


6  The German (Und Schlag auf Schlag) seems to indicate some sort of double handshake in token of both parties’ agreement to the compact.


7  Goethe planned, sketched, and abandoned a “Disputation Scene” following the present one, in which Faust would defend a “thesis” before a board of examiners and receive his degree to become “Doctor Faustus.”   Mephistopheles dressed as a traveling scholar was to appear at the examination and defend his own “thesis” of worldly experience versus book learning.  The plan called for chorus of students, a “thesis defense” by Wagner, Mephisto’s intrusion, Faust’s challenge to him to formalize his questions and answers, Mephisto’s mocking proposals of problems in natural science, and at some point, a speech by Faust which would culminate in the remark:  “You have won no knowledge unless it springs from your own soul!”  (Witkowski prints Goethe’s tentative sketch of the scene and the extant fragments of text. )


8  L.  1770 - here - and beginning with the word “And,” the 1790 Fragment took up again directly after what is now l. 605.


9  Mephisto’s ironic advice is to let an 18th-century tragic poet talk Faust into believing he is one of those stage heroes who are compendia of all virtues, impossible miniature universes (microcosms) in themselves.


10  Scandinavian gravity had been discussed by Lavater in a book which Goethe had reviewed.


11  The allusion is to the enormous culred wigs falling to the waist, worn in the 17th century by tragic actors.  The following line refers to the “elevator shoes” worn by the same actors, though the word used is “sock” (the soccus of the ancient Roman stage).


12  At this point the unpublished Urfaust took up directly following the present l. 605, just after Wagner’s departure, so that the “Freshman’s” appearance seemingly came as a second interruption to Faust’s spirit-conjuring.  The stage direction then read:  “Mephistopheles in a dressing gown and large wig.  Student.”  A bewigged Leipzig University professor from 1765-68 must have been the model.


	For the 1790 Fragment the 196 lines of the Urfaust version of the present scene were cut to 183, with a fair number of textual changes besides, and the 22-line dialogue between Faust and Mephisto was added at the end.  No further changes were added for the final text of 1808.


13  A course in logic.


14  The Spanish boot was an instrument of torture, consisting of metal greaves fastened to the victim’s leg and screwed tighter and tighter.






