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FAUST
PART TWO

JOHANN WOLFGANG VON GOETHE was born in Frankfort-am-Main in 1749. He studied at Leipzig, where he showed interest in the occult, and at Strasbourg, where Herder introduced him to Shakespeare’s works and to folk poetry. He produced some essays and lyrical verse, and at twenty-four wrote Goetz von Berlichingen, a play which brought him national fame and established him in the current Sturm und Drang movement. Werther, a tragic romance, was an even greater success.

Goethe began work on Faust, and Egmont, another tragedy, before being invited to join the government of Weimar. His interest in the classical world led him to leave suddenly for Italy in 1768, and the Italian Journey recounts his travels there. Iphigenie auf Tauris and Torquato Tasso, classical dramas, were begun at this time.

Returning to Weimar, Goethe started the second part of Faust, encouraged by Schiller. During this late period he finished his series of Wilheim Meister books and wrote many other works, including The Oriental Divan and Elective Affinities. He also directed the State Theatre and worked on scientific theories in evolutionary botany, anatomy, and colour.

Goethe was married in 1806. He finished Faust before he died in 1832.

PHILIP WAYNE was, until his retirement in 1954, Headmaster of St Marylebone Grammar School. He translated the complete Faust in two volumes, for the Penguin Classics, and prepared a three-volume edition of the works of Wordsworth.

Philip Wayne died in 1965.
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INTRODUCTION

I

THE growth of the Faust-theme in Goethe’s mind is described in outline in my Introduction to Part One. There I cited the opinion of G. H. Lewes, that the story of Gretchen provided a passionate human drama for every reader, whereas in Part Two we should find a philosophic activity and discursiveness apt to interrupt the main epic concerning the soul of Faust. I have found no reason to recant from that view; but I confess humbly that years of close work upon the text have brought me to a better understanding not only of Goethe’s wish that the two Parts should be read as one, but of the majestic and sometimes wilful energy with which he engaged upon divagations that now afford a mine of thought for the contemplative reader. Though in Part Two we do indeed pass from the passion of lovers to the search after wisdom, it can still be said that Goethe’s pursuit of wisdom, even when accompanied by the sometimes rough humour of his irony, is always passionate.

So rich is this Second Part in allusions and allegories that whole libraries of commentary have been written about them by German professors, rightly proud of their European giant, and in any case never so happy as when expounding the scriptures. The aim of a short Introduction must be to offer undismayed some sort of perspective for the general reader. To this end it may be best to consider the great and complex work in separate aspects.

II

As to the growth of Part Two it should be remembered that the whole plan of Faust was fairly complete in Goethe’s conception long before the publication of Part One. In June 1797 – as with so many things in Goethe’s crowded life, we know the very day – he braced himself to overcome the doubts that had beset him during twenty years of interruption in his devotion to what was nevertheless the undying main theme of his creative life; indeed, at this juncture, he had the methodical energy to set out his plan in numbered sections, of which Nos. 20 to 30 define Part Two. In this the scenes at the Emperor’s Court and particularly the encounter of Faust with Helen had been in his mind from the first, for they draw on the original legend (see Introduction to Part One); and, in proof of the confident coherence of his vast scheme at this date, we find him clearly decided as to the death of Faust and the succeeding fight for his soul; and the scheme concluded with passages relating to the ‘Dedication’ and to the two ‘Prologues’ of Part One, all conceived – and in the case of the profound ‘Dedication’ written – at this same time of powerful contemplation.

Eleven years later, in 1808, Part One was published. Another twenty-three years were to pass before Goethe finished Part Two, but he had said as early as 1806: ‘The whole is forthcoming, not yet all written, but composed.’ And he told Eckermann in 1831 that the actuating thoughts opening his last Act were over thirty years old. A little study of this long growth of the complete Faust can bring us to a sense of wonder at the will-power so touchingly applied by a great author to his duty. That this enormously busy man – theatre-director, scientist, cabinet-minister – was by nature dilatory, makes his persistence the more heroic. Schiller had spurred him on like a noble friend. The faith of the methodical Eckermann was a much later encouragement to him. Eckermann came on the scene in 1823; and Goethe now worked hard at Part Two, from the age of seventy-five to his eighty-second birthday. In November 1830, he was ill and sleepless and had a severe haemorr-hage: four days after that he was at work on Act IV. In the New Year he shut himself away in his ‘Garden House’ to finish, facing the always irksome toil of revision, to ensure harmony between the later and the earlier work. Gravely, humbly, and, even in his old age, passionately, he felt he must give to his fellow-men the complete Faust, as the best that was in him. By late summer his ‘chief task’ was done: and he said that he regarded the rest of his life ‘purely as a present’. It was a present of seven months. Even so, his genius was still at work, for in the early days of 1832 he took out his manuscript again for critical reading; and on 17 March he wrote to his friend Humboldt, reflecting upon the welding of the earlier and the later work in his Faust, and reconciling in an artistic conception the conscious with the unconscious, the inborn with the acquired. When he wrote that penetrative letter he had only five days to live. Then the papers of Part Two were taken from a sealed packet, and the complete work published after his death, as he had desired.

III

A WORD as to the coherence of the whole scheme may be acceptable to readers already conversant with Part One. Gretchen is gone. She only appears at the end in spirit – but this indeed is her essence, in the vast reality of eternity. The intervening marriage of Faust and Helen is no human love-affair but an allegory, which we shall presently examine. What gives coherence to the whole drama is the fate of Faust’s immortal soul. Even the Helen episode, which grew to a whole Act (the third, published separately, in 1827), is no detached usurper: not only was it inwrought in Goethe’s mind from the old legend, but he certainly conceived the vision and the aspiration of Faust as a link between the two Parts:

That comely form enchanting once my mind,

That mirrored magic joy of womankind,

Was but a pale foam-phantom of such beauty.*

And this change must be seen as Faust’s spiritual growth, rising from voluptuous delight to the realization of sublime beauty. Similarly with Faust in his bitter desperation; the curse with which he rejects ‘a sweet remembered echo’ (I, pp. 83–4) is linked in his soul’s story till just before the end:

Such was I once, before dark ways I sought

And with fell words a curse on living wrought. (II, p. 264)

Deep in Faust’s nature, as in Goethe’s, was a belief in the redeeming sanity of action; thus in Part One (p. 71):

The spirit comes to guide me in my need,

I write ‘In the beginning was the Deed’

and this has its echoes towards the end of Part Two:

The glory’s nought, the deed is all. (p. 220)

Only the master’s word gives action weight,

And what I framed in thought I will fulfil. (p. 267)

It is in Part Two that we must seek ‘Creation’s prospect… From Heaven through the world and down to hell’, intended from the start (I, p. 37); and again, near the end, Faust, rejoicing in action, almost pronounces (II, p. 270 *) the words that in his compact with the Devil were to be his doom:

If to the fleeting hour I say

‘Remain, so fair thou art, remain!’

Then bind me with your fatal chain,

For I will perish in that day.

‘Tis I for whom the bell shall toll,

Then you are free, your service done.

For me the clock shall fail, to ruin run,

And timeless night descend upon my soul. (I, p. 87)

Those words draw from Mephistopheles the grave, uncynical answer, ‘This shall be held in memory, beware!’; and the passage is given full citation here to show how closely Goethe has knit those crucial moments, for the careful reader will find again (II, pp. 270–1) the bond, the very clock-finger and the stillness.

The main coherence is seen in the fact that the much erring Faust is saved.

For man must strive, and striving he must err. (I, p. 41)

To the end Faust errs; for though he could blame the clumsiness of Mephistopheles for the deaths of Philemon and Baucis, it was his own ambition that trusted the issue to such an agent. Nevertheless

A good man in his dark, bewildered course

Will not forget the way of righteousness. (I, pp. 41-2)

and the sense of this passage is linked with merciful pronouncement at the end:

‘For he whose strivings never cease

Is ours for his redeeming.’ (II, p. 282)

Goethe himself set these lines in inverted commas to emphasize them as a fundamental pronouncement; and he spoke, in his eighty-second year, vital words to Eckermann about this passage. ‘In these lines the key to Faust’s salvation is contained: in Faust himself there is an activity mounting ever higher and purer to the end, and from above eternal love which helps him in his need. All this is completely in harmony with our religious conceptions, according to which we enter into bliss not by our own strength alone, but by the divine grace vouchsafed to us.’

In the closing cadences of Part Two come the hymns of medieval Latin character (II, pp. 279, 283) echoing in style those of the earlier Easter Morn (I, pp. 55-7), while the verses of Pater Profundus (II, p. 280) have close relation with those of Gabriel and Michael (I, p. 39). Even more manifest and deliberate is the spiritual echo of Gretchen’s prayer:

Ah, look down,

Thou rich in sorrow’s crown. (I, p. 158)

and

Ah, look down,

Thou rich in heaven’s renown. (II, p. 287),

The harmony is complete.

IV

SYMBOLIZATION and mythological references certainly have such ample proportions in the Second Part of Faust that we must often allow them to bear us away from the story. Goethe compassed no central philosophical doctrine, such as Schiller wished from him, but he takes leave freely to hang superb speculative fancies upon his drama, and some of these assert poetically a substantial significance of their own. Says Goethe himself (to Ecker-mann, 13. ii. 1831), ‘In such compositions what really matters is that the single masses should be clear and significant, while the whole remains incommensurable; and by that very reason, like an unsolved problem, constantly draws mankind to study it again and again.’ The symbolization most ambitious and extensive in this Part Two is that by which Goethe expresses, through the union of Faust and Helen, his imaginative longing to join poetically the Romantic Medievalism of the Germanic West to the classical genius of the Greeks. The loving reverence that Goethe felt for the Hellenic spirit – and he had already written his noble Iphigenia – led him to adopt here the lofty Euripidean trimeter, with such earnest that we can well understand his being drawn to make a separate drama of the Helen motive; and though he remained faithful to his Faust scheme, it is significant that he abandoned his first notion of having Helen reborn in Rhineland, doubtless because he could not subject her to the genial doggerel (Knüttelvers, see Pt I, p. 21) natural to the wit of the German Mephistopheles. It seems indeed that the spell of Helen inspires even Mephi-Phorkyas to a nobler style (e.g. pp. 166, 172, 201). Faust teaches Helen Romance, at any rate in discovering rhyme (p. 190), a lesson derived from a Persian legend; and the ‘sea-girt land’ is re-dedicated to Helen (p. 194) with Goethe’s own classical devotion. Helen and Faust have a son, whose name is taken from an early legend about Helen and Achilles; but Goethe’s Euphorion, hopeful spirit of poetic renaissance, is drawn in the likeness of the fiery Byron, always a greater portent on the Continent than here. ‘Byron’, said Goethe (Eckermann, 5. vii. 1827), ‘is not antique and is not romantic, but he is the present day itself. Such a one I had to have. Moreover, he was just my man on account of his unsatisfied nature and of his warlike bent, which led him to his doom at Missolonghi.’ Though Goethe here desired a general typification, not to be identified too closely with the English poet, he does turn at one place (p. 209) to individual elegy.

The Classical Walpurgis Night, a fantastic approach to the ‘Helena’ Third Act, is a counterpart to the ghost-ridden medievalism of the Brocken Walpurgis (PtI, p. 167), but now disclosing to Faust august figures of the early world, as he seeks his way to supreme beauty. Meanwhile Goethe allows himself special humour in the reactions of Mephistopheles to this second Walpurgis; indeed it seems to me a symptom of the devil’s declining stature that he who, like Time, ‘takes survey of all the world’ should now appear ill at ease and not very knowledgeable about the Classics.

Though Northern witches I command with ease,

I’m not so sure of foreign sprites like these. (p. 128)

And though he has quick relish for the sensual Lamiae (p. 129) the Greek’s lack of shame about the nude puts him off:

We, lewd at heart, can relish the salacious,

But this antique’s too lifelike and vivacious. (p. 109)

The sins they lure men to, have light and spark,

While ours are sombre, always in the dark. (p. 105)

In this same Classical Walpurgis combatants in shadowy strifes of forgotten ages are made to bear Goethe’s deep interest in evolution and in geological controversy. The ‘Plutonists’ or ‘Vulcanists’ (as, e.g., in Hutton’s Theory of the Earth, 1785) held that change came chiefly from upheavals due to subterranean heat; whereas the ‘Neptunists’, such as the contemporary Werner, taught that rocks were precipitates of primeval ocean, and that slow development wrought by water was nature’s rule, volcanic upheaval being only a violent accident. Goethe’s Pigmies and Cranes are to be understood in this sense, as well as the more specific encounter of the later Anaxagoras and Thales. It is not pressing the point too far to remark that Goethe, with powerful foresight in modern scientific theory, was deeply convinced of the gradualness of evolution: he returns to the subject when, at the beginning of Act IV, Faust modifies Mephistopheles’ plutonic view of Nature.

There verdure teems, a growth that for its gladness

Needs nothing from your tale of seething madness. (p. 217)

The belief in a gradual fulfilment of life is dominant in the very opening of Faust, where the German differentiation of ‘being’ and ‘becoming’, hard to set in another language, is implicit in the last words of the Lord God:

Eternal Growth, fulfilment, vital, sure,

Enwrap your minds… (Pt I, p. 42)

It lay deep in Goethe’s nature to suspect violence as something accidental and unwise.

The lesser symbols and recondite allusions in Part Two encourage annotations beyond the scope of this volume, but a few explanations may be helpful. The Cabiri (pp. 145–7) were early deities, possibly of Phoenician origin, who were later invoked against shipwreck. Goethe gives here practically all that is known of them, even to the worship of their images in pot-bellied jars; and in this trait, together with the sharp close by Thales and Proteus (p. 147), he seems to be satirizing a cult. But some editors have seen in this passage Goethe’s enumeration of the world’s religious faiths, with a crowning eighth to come. In the next scene (p. 149) the Telchines present a noble religious peace, symbolizing perhaps a union of religion and art.

Galatea, with the doves and style of Venus (pp. 153–5 and 151-2), enters much as in Rafael’s fresco – this Goethe possessed in reproduction – and she seems to be the harbinger of an exalted aesthetic. Goethe himself translated the description of her from Philostratus. In the next Act, at p. 176, the reference to the ‘hardy race’ prepares us to accept the new Faust as one of the Frankish Knights settling in Greece at the beginning of the thirteenth century. The narrative stanzas of Lynceus (pp. 187–8) refer to much earlier movements of warlike races. The hurly-burly strange carnival (from p. 38) achieved by Mephisto’s arts, must be taken as satirical symbolization of the story of human society, moving from Arcadian simplicity to aspects of toil and to sophisticated civilization, including poetry, patronage, and the greed that ends the fiery pageant.

Most mysterious of all is the strange quest for ‘the Mothers’ (pp. 76–9). Even to the faithful Eckermann, seeking explanation here, Goethe ‘veiled himself in mystery’. Faust has to seek power to bring back to life the superb beauty of Paris and Helen. That creative power can only be found in the primal intellectual forces that give birth to ideas, and have in keeping forms past, present, and future. Rare genius may wield the key to this region of truth, appallingly lonely in infinity, and come to ‘the Mothers’, whose tripod may lend a creative spell. Goethe said he had knowledge of these prehistoric deities from Plutarch; this would be from Marcellus XX, but another passage seems to have charged his imagination, for there (de Defectione, xxii) Plutarch dwells on the thought of a triangle of 180 worlds, with a further one in each corner, surrounded by eternity and compassing a field of Truth; ‘where in lie motionless the causes, forms, and original images of all things, which have been and which shall be’. Time, that touches these spinning worlds, is a mere effluence of eternity. Goethe’s free and expansive treatment of this source of forms has doubtless Platonic and Neo-Platonic inspiration. Mephistopheles the materialist here has knowledge but no belief and no power, and so Faust, an idealist striving for fulfilment, says,

Well, let us on! We’ll plumb your deepest ground,

For in your Nothing may the All be found. (p. 78)

V

TOUCHING on just a few of the sometimes difficult but always evocative allusions, the foregoing section may afford some notion of the wealth of imaginative speculation that awaits a reader inquiring and patient enough to read the Faust and return to it. Here is a work that occupied for sixty years one of the strongest, most lively and explorative minds the world has known. We may expect lines with strong diagnostic bearing on our modern times, and we shall not be disappointed. Inflation, through the introduction of paper money, is foreshadowed by Goethe at the idle court (pp. 70–5). The theme of the creation of life by scientific synthesis is seen in the birth of Homunculus (p. 101), a brain-spun creature longing for organic life and higher development: the glass bearing his aspiration, its light and its music, is at last shattered at the throne of love, and in his pláintive and fantastic career his being is spread upon Galatea’s waves, a passage (pp. 155–6) harmonizing with the Neptunist idea of growth, here re-echoed by Thales and the Sirens. Indeed to ponder with imaginative insight upon the mystery of evolution was natural to Goethe’s power and habit of mind. As a scientific worker he designed a theoretical plant, prototype of all botanic growth; and in vestigial anatomy he perceived an inter-maxillary bone previously overlooked in relating the human skull to that of the animals. In Faust Part Two he is, as a poet, suggestively eloquent regarding the development of earth, of man, and of man’s imaginative aspirations; and, years before Darwin, he showed clearly a similar scientific outlook:

Then, following eternal norms,

You move through multitudinous forms

To reach at last the state of man. (p. 150)

The sudden exaltation of Youth in our day was partly anticipated in the ideas of Fichte, who is satirically represented in the unbounded confidence of the young Baccalaureus:

This is the noblest call for youthful soul!

This world was not, until I made it whole. (p. 98)

And says Mephistopheles, a little before,

If to the young the simple truth we speak,

That food offends the fledgeling’s yellow beak; (see p. 96)

The mischievous reference by Mephistopheles to the ‘Absolute’ (p. 96) points to the current philosophy of Hegel and Schelling, with its tenet of the ‘unconditioned’.

Prolific as is the wealth of evocative ideas in this Part Two, we have yet a greater gain; for what matters most is our conviction by sheer poetry, and here, according to Goethe’s own precept, the heart must speak.

Only from a heart o’erflowing

Comes the power upon the heart. (p. 201; cf. p. 190 and Pt I, p. 49)

‘Some minds’, says Lewes, ‘will be delighted with the allegorical Helen… and in their delight… will write chapters of commentary. But the kiss of Gretchen is worth a thousand allegories.’ That backward look sees much truth, but not the whole truth. Gone is the girl from her little garden and her tidy room; but she is of that universe of spirit and thought that her Faust strives restlessly to comprehend. The discovery of wonder goes on. In the shifting world of the Second Faust fresh streams of poetry are forthcoming, most of all, it must be said, where Goethe deals with mountain, woods, and waters, so intimately known in the course of his own life.

The nineteenth century acclaimed this poet as a most edifying moral physician. In the words of Matthew Arnold,

He took the suffering human race,

He read each wound, each weakness clear;

And struck his finger on the place,

And said: Thou ailest here, and here!

But surely Faust, the embodiment of Goethe’s life, is engaged in raising passionate question rather than in laying down moral precept; for in Faust question comes from the heart, as well as from the satirical wit, concerning the hidden things of life through which this soul must pass on his way to redemption.

Goethe thought much and reverently of sexual love, but his mind is set, especially in Faust, on universal things. The great psychologist Jung made timely protest against current theory such as would force one to suppose ‘that every relationship to the world was in essence a sexual relationship’; and those inclined to undervalue any alternative to Gretchen’s love may admit the warning that comes from an author who so constantly acknowledges the inspiration of Faust. Lewes no doubt felt, about allegory, that there was little of poetic sublimity in the cleverness required to recognize pieces in a puzzle. But Goethe was striving with greater things than puzzles, inasmuch as his whole life and thought, with its indefatigable questionings, is cast in the daring images of this his main work. Very acceptable here is the clarity that Dorothy Sayers gives to the point, in her Introduction to the Divine Comedy: ‘Allegory is the interpretation of experience by means of images,’ and again, ‘A great poetical image is much more than the sum of its interpretations.’ It was in this sense that Jacob Burckhardt wrote to one of his pupils: ‘What you are destined to discover in Faust, you will have to discover intuitively. Faust is a genuine myth, i.e., a great primordial image, in which every man has to discover his own being and destiny in his own way.’* Commentators who can preserve that sense, in a catholicity of interest, can help us much; and it is thanks to an expert like Georg Witkowski that I, for one, understand better the profoundly sincere and modest words with which Goethe, in his eightieth year, looked back at what he had achieved: ‘The commendation which the work has received, far and near, may perhaps be owing to this quality – that it permanently preserves the period of development of a human soul, which is tormented by all that afflicts mankind, shaken also by all that disturbs it, repelled by all that it finds repellent, and made happy by all that it desires. The author is at present far removed from such conditions: the world, likewise, has to some extent other struggles to undergo; nevertheless the state of men, in joy and sorrow, remains very much the same; and the latest-born will still find cause to acquaint himself with what has been enjoyed and suffered before him, in order to adapt himself to that which awaits him.’

That which awaits man in the spiritual sense lies at a threshold to which only the imagination of the greatest poets may dare to approach. Among those Dante, Milton, and Goethe had the kind of mind best disposed to such contemplation; but the older poets, it must be remembered, had not to work in a time when the sense of cosmos was shaken by encyclopedic scepticism. That Goethe was through life so fearlessly and ironically critical makes the religious ecstasy of his last scenes the more moving and impressive to us.

There Goethe’s meaning must be weighed in every word. For instance, not to dwell long with detail, it is unsafe for an editor to remark that Goethe wrote ‘Dr’ Marianus, thus differentiating him from the Fathers, apparently for no reason. Goethe was taking devout care; and this deliberate change of title indicates his thought of a historically later worship, in which spiritual studies could lead to true ecstasy. Certainly he who, more than any other poet, had castigated pedantry here means something farthest removed from it.

So is presented the grace of the Mater Gloriosa. The final exaltation of the spirit of Eternal Womanhood, a mystery that Goethe all his days had loved with deepest reverence, brings a conclusion famous in literature. To such a peace was Dante led, and Orestes, at last delivered from the Furies. Here is poetic truth far more sublime than any positivist notion of Faust saved by public works – which scraping of shovels was in any case invalidated by the yet blind ambition of Faust’s courageous nature. And so the vast story closes with the divine mercy, which after all is the only happy ending.

*

I acknowledge here very gratefully critical help that I have enjoyed. In Part One I worked alone, but my version of the more recondite Part Two has been read first by H. F. Hose and W. D. Evans, and then to their kind care was added, very generously, that of Professor Roy Pascal. My friends have, of course, no responsibility for my shortcomings, which certainly would have been more numerous but for their scholarly insight.

P.W.

London, 1959




FAUST
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PART TWO

ACT ONE
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PLEASING LANDSCAPE

Faust is stretched on a flowery mead, weary and restless and longing for sleep. It is twilight.

The Ring of Spirits, in swaying movement, with little graceful forms.

ARIEL (singing, to the accompaniment of Aeolian harps).

When the petals, like sweet rain,

Deck the earth with fluttering spring,

When the fields are green again,

And to men their blessing bring,

Then the little elves, great-souled,

Haste to help, if help they can,

Saint or sinner, for they hold

Heart’s compassion for each luckless man.

Ye who surround this head in airy wheeling,

Show now the noble elfin power of healing,

Soothe now the tumult of this mortal heart,

And wash away the stain of horrors past;

Of self-reproach, remove the bitter dart,

And, in the night’s four vigils, give at last

This soul the comfort pity can impart.

Pillow his head upon the sweet, cool lawn,

Then bathe his limbs with dew from Lethe’s lea,

Soon the cramp-stricken frame will lissom be,

With strength renewed, through sleep, to meet the dawn.

Fulfil, O elves, your lovely task aright,

And lead him back restored to heavenly light.

CHOIR (with solo, or by twos, or in voices joined, antiphonally and in full chorus).

When cool airs above the meadow

Load the green-embosomed sward,

Then with haze and fragrant shadow

Falls the dusk, in sweet accord.

Peace, in twilight’s whispering sighs,

Cradles human cares away,

And upon these weary eyes

Closes soft the gates of day.

Deep the falling of the night,

Star holds sacred rank with star,

Lordly beams and twinklings bright

Glitter near and shine afar,

Glitter mirrored in the lake,

Gleam in cloudless night on high.

Bringing stillness in her wake,

Moon in splendour rules the sky.

Now the heavy hours have vanished,

Joys and pains are passed away.

Breathe new faith, your ills are banished;

Trust the new-born break of day.

Green the vales and hills, displaying

Wealth of shade in peaceful morn,

Seed now seen in silvery swaying

Gives the promise of the corn.

Rise to wish and will unclouded,

Look on beams beyond the dusk!

Lightly, softly you are shrouded,

Break from sleep as from a husk!

Resolute, now claim your hour,

Though the throng may quail and drift;

For the noble soul has power

To compass all, if wise and swift.

(A great tumult heralds the approach of the sun.)

ARIEL.

Hark! the Hours, with furious winging,

Bear to spirit-ears the ringing

Rumour of the new day-springing.

Gates of rock grind back asunder,

Phoebus comes with wheels of thunder:

Light spreads tumult through the air.

Loud are trump and timbrel sounded,

Eyes are dazed and ears astounded,

Sounds unheard of none may bear.

Glide away to petalled bell,

Deep in quietness to dwell.

Deep in foliage, ’neath the rock,

Lest deafness comes from that dread shock.

FAUST.

The throb of life returns, with pulses beating

Soft to ethereal dawn. O steadfast earth,

True through the night, you waited for my greeting,

Breathing beneath my feet in glad new birth,

And, clothing me afresh in joy of living,

In high resolve that banishes misgiving,

You stir my soul to prove life’s utmost worth.–

In gold of dawn the quickened world lies gleaming,

The forest is alive with myriad voices,

Through dell and vale the misty shapes are teeming,

But nature’s deepest heart in light rejoices;

Now burgeon, freshly quivering, frond and bough,

Sprung from the fragrant depth where they lay dreaming;

On flower and blade hang trembling pearls, and now

Each colour stands out clear, in glad device,

And all the region is my Paradise.

Look up on high! – The giant peaks that stand

In joy of light above the mountain-brow,

Are heralds of the solemn hour at hand,

That brings the blessing down upon our land.

Already, down the soft eternal stair,

The shine has reached the lower Alpine sward,

Where clarity and brilliance are restored,

As downward, step by step, the light is poured –

The dazzling sun strides forth, and fills the air.

I turn, from greater power than eyes can bear.

And thus it is, when hope with earnest striving

Has toiled in aims as high as man may dare,

Fulfilment’s open gates give promise fair,

But from those everlasting depths comes driving,

A fiery blast that takes us unaware:

We thought to light life’s torch, but now, depriving

Our highest hope, a sea of fire surrounds us.

Such fire! Of love? Or the fierce glow of hate?

The blend of joy and sorrow that confounds us

Sends us to earth: to veil our troubled state,

For benefice of Spring we supplicate.

And so I turn, the sun upon my shoulders,

To watch the water-fall, with heart elate,

The cataract pouring, crashing from the boulders,

Split and rejoined a thousand times in spate;

The thundrous water seethes in fleecy spume,

Lifted on high in many a flying plume,

Above the spray-drenched air. And then how splendid

To see the rainbow rising from this rage,

Now clear, now dimmed, in cool sweet vapour blended.

So strive the figures on our mortal stage.

This ponder well, the mystery closer seeing;

In mirrored hues we have our life and being.

IMPERIAL PALACE

The Throne-Room. Council of State, awaiting the Emperor.

Enter Court retinue, of all kinds, in splendid costumes.

The Emperor assumes his throne; on his right is the Astrologer.

EMPEROR. Greetings, my friends, and royal good cheer

To thanes come in from far and wide.

My Sage I see now at my side,

But why is not my Jester here?

SQUIRE. Your mantle’s train, upon the stair,

He followed, but fell headlong there.

They bore this load of flesh away,

Dead or besotted, none can say.

SECOND SQUIRE. At once, in wondrous little space,

Another comes, to take his place,

One richly clad and debonair,

But so bizarre that people stare;

The guards now check advance so cool

With halberds crossed before his face –

And yet he’s here, the daring Fool.

MEPHISTOPHELES (kneeling before the throne).

What thing’s accursed yet welcome ever?

What longed for and yet chased away?

What lacks our safe protection never?

What chidden from the light of day?

Whom may you never bid draw near you?

Whose is the most beloved name?

Who comes before your throne to cheer you?

Who himself outlaw will proclaim?

EMPEROR. Pray save the wit you come purveying.

This is no time for puzzle-playing,

That’s something that concerns these lords –

Riddle me that! I’d prize your words.

My Fool, I fear, has travelled far away;

His place is yours, here at my side to stay.

(Mephistopheles goes up and takes his place on the left hand of the Emperor.)

MURMURS OF THE THRONG.

Another Fool – New toils begin –

Whence came he? – How’s the man got in? –

The old one fell – No fall was graver –

A barrel he – And this a shaver.

EMPEROR. And so, fair greeting to my vassals dear,

From all the realm now come to council here.

You meet when starry influence is high,

And golden is the promise of the sky.

Yet tell me why, in days so smiling,

When all our thought is reconciling

Our cares with arts and masques, beguiling

The time with mummery and joy,

Why we should seek out torment and employ

Our minds with problems? Yet, if thus your will,

So be it: and we turn to duty still.

LORD CHANCELLOR.

An emperor’s brow must bear
























































































































































































































































































































SPACIOUS HALL











































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































PLEASURE GARDEN
























































































































































































































A GLOOMY GALLERY
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