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  INTRODUCTION


  I


  Goethe’s Faust is the most audacious literary work in Western civilization. It has been said that it makes Joyce’s Ulysses and Finnegan’s Wake appear traditional. Well, perhaps not, but it is nonetheless a work of tremendous scope that encompasses virtually every form of writing in every format, from the four-foot Knittelvers to classical hexameter, blank verse, and many additional free forms. Having been written over a long period of time, from the 1770s to 1832, the year of Goethe’s death, Faust is also a compendium of interests reflecting its author’s universal mind, for Goethe was nothing if not the Renaissance man of the European Age of Enlightenment, those interests being mythology, culture, art, statesmanship, war, courtly life, economics, natural science, and religion. In effect, Faust is the crowning literary work of German Romanticism, a movement whose dates can roughly be said to lie between 1770 and 1850.


  This was a period of great ferment in Germany, especially in its early days in the period of Storm and Stress, when German artists revolted against the courtly use of French and insisted that their own language be permitted to flower. German Romanticism was a revolution in every sense — social, political, literary. Rigid French rules regarding form were overthrown for more natural means of expression. The false face of French manners was rejected, the faćade stripped away in order that nature could show and express itself freely; unreasonable decorum and social rules were relaxed. The fixed forms of art, literature, and politics, of behavior and morals were loosened and superceded. In theater the classical unities of time, place, and action were rejected. The conventional subject of art was no longer limited to the aristocracy and court life, but encompassed the whole spectrum of experience. And in the realm of aesthetics, beauty was no longer viewed as a constant. Romanticism, then, was not a flight into an ideal dream world as is so often claimed, but an attempt to embrace all the real world.


  Romanticism rejected “poetic” diction in favor of all words; it widened the body of accepted mythology from the Greco-Roman to include Germanic and Celtic myth as well; uniform stage settings gave way to multiple stage settings; courtly stage settings gave way to local-color settings: forests, huts, seashore, mountains, to mention only a few possibilities. The high seriousness of classical French tragedy was leavened now by a mixture of genres. In painting academic rules were expanded to allow for other than antique subjects and classically posed bodies; any subject was now permitted, the whole world as subject. In music there were no more forbidden chords, modulations, tonalities, but, rather, the whole range of combination of sounds. History that once taught that there was no civilization since the fall of Rome turned back to discover the Middle Ages and the Renaissance. Cosmopolitan sophistication as the only acceptable mode was opened up to include the folk in many of its manifestations, from fairy tale to the music and dance of the people. The materialist view that only what is seen is valid gave way to a new definition of reality, namely that life constituted the unseen as well as the seen: dreams, spirit world, and the supernatural. In politics the movement was from monarchy to democracy, to freedom for the people, an attitude fanned by the French Revolution of 1789 as well as the revolutions of 1830 and 1848.


  In summary, these revolutions allowed for certain characteristics in the arts that were new (or newly introduced), such as the juxtaposition of the grotesque and the sublime (a style borrowed from the medieval Gothic tradition). Individualism became the order of the romantic stage (Goethe’s Götz, Egmont, Faust, Schiller’s William Tell, Don Carlos, Mary Stuart), as did freedom. Nature took its place in poetry and theater as a vital and salutary force; pantheism ruled; Goethe, it must be said, found infinity in every breath of the finite, and it is this expansiveness that permeates every page of his Faust and makes it the revolutionary work that it is.


  II


  This introduction will not presume to offer a thoroughgoing interpretation of Goethe’s Faust. That would be presumptuous. So various is this epochal work that it may well not permit interpretation; or, better yet, that interpretations are as numerous as its readers. But not even that does justice to the work’s range of possibilities. Perhaps it is best to say that the meaning of Faust changes with every reading. Read it first as an adolescent, then again at middle age, and finally at full maturity — not to mention many times in between — and it conveys something different each time. The work grows as its reader grows, and that is the only “meaning” of great literature that means anything.


  Rather than attempt to critique Faust this introduction will lay out some developments that appear deliberate in Goethe’s design, issues that the reader can then accept or reject as seems best. And the best place to begin is at the most basic, indeed abstract, of levels. Faust is concerned with four main is- sues: Being and Becoming, Formation and Transformation, the Union of Opposites, and Individuation, as each of these dualities relates to the human organism.


  The static nature of Being is as anathema to Goethe as it is to Faust. Faust’s early stated ethic is never to become so enamored of any given moment that he would choose to remain and in doing so resign the search for the next highest level of development. In making his binding contract with Mephistopheles Faust enunciates his credo: “If ever I say to the moment: ‘Linger awhile, you are so fair!’ then cast me in chains, for I’ll be glad to die! Let the bell toll for me then; then you’ll be freed of your service; let the clock stop, let its hands fall, and time for me will be at an end!” What motivates the action not only of Faust but of everything in the work is Becoming, that which is in a state of constant flux and development. In effect it is the principal of Yin/Yang, another way of expressing the concept of Formation and Transformation. In the last analysis it is the Union of Opposites that gives Individuation, and with Individuation comes a transcendence to be constantly Becoming.


  Every transformation in Faust leads to a Union of Opposites, and Goethe uses male and female as his paradigm. The Prologue in Heaven begins in an all male Heaven, God the Father and Angels; the play ends in an androgynous Heaven in which the Female is the instrument that leads to Salvation/Individuation. The female, however, goes through a series of evolutionary developments in the course of the play. She begins at the lowest level, in the Witch’s Kitchen scene, as a monkey, then as a negative aspect of the feminine, the Witch, then as the human Gretchen, the human-mythic Helen, as Manto the divine prophetess, as Venus in the form of the divinemythic Galatea, next as the Blessed Virgin, the Mater Glorioso, and finally the feminine as pure Idea, the Eternal Feminine.


  Faust, too, goes through major transformations, from the despairing, suicidal man of his opening scene to his final of many transformations, as Doctor Marianus, a wise man of the Middle Ages whose name, not incidentally, represents an androgyny — a masculine ending on a feminine name.


  Even Mephistopheles has a transformation: from dog to devil. Whether Goethe was playing with an ancient concept of dog as man’s best friend is not unlikely, for a dog frequently accompanies the classical hero on dangerous missions. As man’s best friend he serves as guide, and that is precisely how he tends Faust. This is no garden-variety Christian Devil that Goethe has given us, but one who represents Faust’s alter ego, intimately knowledgeable regarding his carrier, a factor whose aim is to lead Faust into a state that is decidedly antimedieval in its insistence on individuation. He is forever telling Faust in one way or another (in one dream scene after another where in fact they take on a host of different personas), to “dig his own gold.” That advice is the through line of the work as a whole. But Mephistopheles as alter-ego is the shadow side of Faust and as such is the bearer of all that Faust fears (or has been taught to fear by medieval social conditioning), and so he is always on the defensive, always rejecting potentially good advice.


  Faust laments early in the play that he has two souls abiding in his breast, a double bind we might call it today, precisely what is described above, the Faust/Mephistopheles syndrome, and it tears him apart from the moment of their meeting to their final parting. In classical terms Mephistopheles serves as the Psychopompus, the spiritual guide to Faust’s questing but frightened soul. If in the end that spiritual guide turns sour, negative in his leadership, it is because he has suffered degrading rejection once too often and is finally out to bring down the very one he came originally to lead to transcendence. The glory of that transcendence, that Union of Opposites, is foreseen in the grand culminating dream scene in act two of Part Two when, on the shores of the Aegean, fire and water are miraculously joined in the archetypal image of a flaming ocean, as Homunculus, that inspired image of Faust as eternal striver, breaks the phial of his flaming self on the waves of the open sea in order to “become.”


  Faust, however, goes terribly wrong; he succeeds in material terms, not in spiritual, becoming a tyrant who uses human labor to create a kingdom for his egocentric self in isolation from society. He reclaims the tideland of a vast shoreline with a vast landfill project. In doing so he pushes back, virtually out of sight, the sea, that element of life and productivity which Goethe spends most of act two exalting to a supreme position, an archetypal image of the feminine. This “repression” of the sea/feminine (not the first in Faust’s odyssey) leads him to his male position of power to the exclusion of the tempering and creative feminine factor. In Act four Faust takes up with Three Violent Giants as accomplices, a sign of the direction in which he is heading. In the opening of act five we see an emanation of Faust as the Wanderer while the real Faust sits in his castle fortress on the land reclaimed from the ocean. This Wanderer is the former Faust as man of conscience. The old peasant couple Philemon and Baucis once saved him from the waves. He revisits them now in memory and learns from them of the Faust in his castle and the inhumanity of his egocentric enterprise. Baucis as wise old woman warns against trusting what was once the ocean’s bottom, one way of saying that Faust’s action in the land reclamation was ill advised.


  In the next scene the centenarian Faust in his castle complains about the old couple and their peasant cottage. It spoils for him an unrestricted view of his vast possessions. He wants them gone and orders Mephistopheles and the Three Violent Giants to relocate them to the pleasant little property he has chosen for them. They do so, but use totalitarian tactics and the couple are burned along with their cottage. With them, however, the Wanderer/Faust is also destroyed when he tries to lend aid to the old couple. When Mephistopheles tells Faust of the “accident,” Faust curses them for violating his command: death was not his order. It is the right hand denying complicity with what the left hand has done, and yet we know that that “pleasant little property” was merely a euphemism for the grave. Just as Banquo serves as the conscience of Macbeth and must be got rid of, the old couple, the Wanderer, the lindens, the chapel and the church bells, are a reminder of earlier, less drastic times for Faust and must be eliminated at any cost to assure his peace of mind. That cost, as it turns out, is to have Care (Sorge in German) breathe on him and make him blind.


  III


  One question that is always asked is why Goethe causes his Faust (despite his manifest and grievous errors) to be saved. The answer may not please the questioner, but it was good enough for Goethe. Faust is saved, his “immortal part” carried by a chorus of BlessŹd Boys into the empyrean, transformed into Doctor Marianus as an image of what he will become when the impurities of his earthly ways are washed clean, led on by the Eternal Feminine — Faust is saved because he never wavered in his striving, never said to any passing moment: “Linger awhile, you are so fair!” but remained true to his driving spirit to become, to transform, to individuate. Action is all in Goethe’s universe, an ethic Faust manifests early in Part One when he begins to translate into his native German the Gospel of Saint John. Having translated the opening as “In the beginning was the Word,” he halts and questions whether the word can be so important. He then tries “In the beginning was the Mind,” and then “Force.” It is only when he translates the Greek Logos as “Deed” that he knows he has it right — a primal lesson for any translator worth her or his salt.


  Carl R. Mueller Department of Theater
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  A NOTE ON THE TRANSLATION


  This translation of Goethe’s Faust is fairly straightforward. It would be foolish to say that other translations of the work have not been consulted. A score of them, in fact, in several languages. Translation is — must always be — a process of trying to do better than anyone before you, otherwise why make the attempt in the first place? And yet, even a competitor is capable of doing something right as well as something wrong. It is for both of those reasons that the new translator consults his competition. We borrow here and there just the right word, perhaps even just the right phrase, because we feel it serves the work as well as possible and not to use it is to serve the work badly. We also learn from our competition what not to do, how not to say it. And finally, we look for guidance in passages that have even the critics arguing. How does so-and-so interpret this or that difficult passage? Sometimes we find an answer that suits us, sometimes not, and we are forced to come to our own conclusions, as have so many before us.


  As for completeness, this translation is essentially complete. In Part One very few lines have been omitted, lines, expressions, sentiments that don’t sit well in the new language. One example is Faust’s sentimentalizing over Gretchen’s bed. All but a line or two of that speech is intact. What is stricken is a sentiment that in English becomes maudlin. The only substantial cut in Part One is the Walpurgis Night’s Dream scene, which has no relationship whatsoever to the play and has been described by one Goethe scholar as not being “woven organically into the texture of the play as a whole and [that] Goethe made a regrettable blunder in embedding the scene in his Faust.” In Part Two there is only one major omission, the so-called Helen scene that opens act three. It is a scene that has its critical defenders as well as its detractors. Is it or is it not dramatically relevant? It is this translator’s feeling that it is not sufficiently relevant to the main thrust of the play as a whole to justify inclusion. It is, quite simply, static and an attempt by Goethe to prove that he could write a Greek tragedy in German following the stringent metrical demands of classical Athenian tragedy. Unfortunately, it doesn’t succeed.


  


  PART ONE


  I


  — DEDICATION


  You come, hovering forms, as in youth’s day


  You once appeared to my so muddled gaze.


  Shall I now hold you fast, shall I essay


  To turn again to that so-muddied daze?


  You throng around me! Good! Rule as you may,


  As from the mists you rise out of that haze;


  The magic air about you stirs my breast


  With youthful tumult and divine unrest.


  You bring with you visions of happy days,


  And many a dear loved shadow ascends to view;


  Like some faint haunting old forgotten lays,


  Love, first love, friendship come back with you;


  My heart looks back at life’s bewildered maze,


  And pains long laid to rest arise anew


  And name those loved ones lost before their day,


  Swept, while life was beautiful, away.


  It saddens me to think they will not hear


  These songs to whom my earliest songs I sang;


  They are all gone, those gathered friends so dear,


  Echoes hushed that once responsive rang;


  My sorrows now fall only on the stranger’s ear,


  Whose praises to my heart are a bitter pang,


  And all who once heard my song, and flattered,


  If still alive, around the world are scattered.


  A yearning fills my soul, unknown so long,


  To that sad spirit world again to go;


  Like an Aeolian harp, my whispered song


  Now trembles in the air in accents low;


  A shudder thrills me as old memories throng,


  The stern heart melts, tears fast on teardrops flow;


  What I possess seems far, far off to me,


  And what once was becomes reality.


  II


  — PRELUDE IN THE THEATER


  The DIRECTOR.


  The THEATER POET.


  The JESTER.


  DIRECTOR:


  Very well now, friends, I want the truth.


  It’s the least I can expect. After all,


  this isn’t the first storm we’ve weathered together.


  Tell me now,


  what can we expect of this German tour?


  I admit,


  what I want most is to please the masses,


  because as far as they’re concerned


  it’s live and let live.


  The tent’s up, the floorboards laid,


  and now it’s for us to show them a good time.


  They’re sitting out there now,


  wide-eyed, eyebrows raised,


  patiently waiting to be wonder struck.


  I know what the public wants,


  and I know how to give it to them,


  but I’ve never been so embarrassed


  as I am at this moment.


  It’s true,


  what they’re served up on our stages


  is pretty awful stuff, but, by God,


  they’ve devoured whole hordes of books.


  So how do we concoct something fresh and new?


  Perhaps even something important


  that will also amuse them.


  I admit, there’s nothing I like better


  than a crowd bumping and jostling its way


  in a mighty surge through our narrow gate to Paradise,


  up to the box office,


  even before four, and like starving


  men rushing the baker’s door,


  all but breaking their necks to get a ticket.


  Who but the poet can tame such a crowd


  and work such a miracle?


  And so, dear friend, I leave it to you!


  POET:


  Don’t talk to me of that vulgar herd!


  One sight offends the spirit!


  Protect me from the mob


  that drags us unwillingly into the abyss!


  No, lead me to some peaceful retreat


  where pure joy blossoms for the poet,


  where Love and Friendship,


  with God’s own hand,


  create and nurture the poet’s inspiration.


  Ah!


  The blessing that makes its way from deep inside us,


  syllables that lips have stammered timidly into scenes


  (successful now, another time not)


  are swallowed in a single violent moment.


  Only years will tell, years of ripening,


  till it blossoms into perfection.


  What glitters and flashes lives for a day.


  The true is never lost to posterity.


  JESTER:


  Posterity!


  Spare me the word! I hate it, hate it!


  Laughter is what we need.


  Here! Now! Fun!


  It’s what they’ve come for.


  Let’s give it to them.


  One stout and sturdy clown who knows his business


  is nothing to be sneezed at.


  He knows what it takes to please the masses,


  and the bigger the crowd


  the easier it is to work them.


  So much for that.


  Now, show us your best, my boy.


  Let imagination sing with all its choirs —


  reason, common sense, feeling and passion, too.


  Just don’t forget to throw in a little folly.


  DIRECTOR:


  Not to mention plenty of action.


  It’s what they’ve come for,


  to see,


  to see things happen,


  it’s what they like.


  Unreel a string of actions before their eyes,


  make them gape in wonder,


  and you’ve got them where you want them,


  in the palm of your hand.


  Mass is what it takes to please the masses,


  mass and variety.


  In the end,


  everyone chooses what he most likes,


  and goes home happy.


  But whatever work you manage to put on,


  give it in pieces,


  serve it up like a ragout,


  and you’ll have a success.


  It’s easy,


  as soon as it simmers you dish it out.


  Why give it to them whole


  when they’ll pick it apart in any case?


  POET:


  How can you?


  How can you ask me this?


  I’m an artist,


  I don’t stoop to such things.


  Is this what you’ve come down to?


  Lowered your standards to the level of hackwork?


  A butcher’s trade?


  DIRECTOR:


  Complain all you like,


  it makes no difference.


  What matters most in doing a job right


  is having the proper tools.


  Know the people you’re writing for:


  it’s soft wood you have to split, not hard.


  One of them comes bored out of his wits,


  another with a belly about to burst,


  and worst of all,


  many come straight from reading the newspapers.


  They come to us distracted,


  absentmindedly,


  as though they were off to a masquerade,


  only curiosity leading them on.


  And the ladies,


  ah, the ladies, they appear


  decked out in all their finery,


  mounting their own little play,


  and what’s more, without pay.


  What are you dreaming up there in your ivory tower?


  Why should a full house make you happy?


  Take a closer look at your customers.


  Half are cold and the other half coarse.


  One looks forward after the show


  to a game of cards, another


  to a wild romp with a whore.


  Is it for that you torture the Muses?


  Ah, poor fools!


  My advice is pile it high as it will go,


  and then a little higher.


  Confuse them with mystification is best;


  it’s easier than trying to satisfy them.


  But what’s got you now?


  Are you in pain or rapture?


  POET:


  Go on, go, go find yourself another slave!


  Do you know what you’re asking?


  You expect a poet frivolously to squander


  the greatest gift that Nature offers him!


  The right to be a man!


  For you!


  No!


  What is it allows him to stir men’s hearts?


  What is it allows him to conquer Nature’s elements?


  One thing only:


  the harmony that flows from the poet’s breast,


  that gathers in its embrace the multiplicity


  of Nature’s discrepancies,


  and draws them back into his heart


  as a harmonious whole.


  When Nature winds life’s endless thread


  indifferently on her spindle, and all


  life’s fractured sounds roar in discord,


  who harmonizes the monotonous, meaningless drone


  and makes it sing in orderly choir?


  Who invites the tempest to rage in passion?


  And the sunset to glow in the earnest soul?


  Who scatters springtime’s sweetest blossoms


  on paths for young lovers to walk on?


  Who twines from insignificant leaves


  crowns to honor the brows of the deserving?


  Who assures us of Olympus and unites the gods?


  The power of Man made manifest in the poet.


  JESTER:


  All right, then, do it.


  Use these marvelous powers of yours.


  Conduct this business of forging verses


  the way you’d manage a love affair.


  You meet by chance,


  feel a tingle,


  stick around,


  and bit by bit you get involved.


  Happiness thrives,


  then it’s endangered.


  First you’re enraptured,


  then writhing in anguish.


  And before you know it,


  you’ve got a whole novel.


  And that’s how it’s done.


  So let’s do it.


  Let’s give the play that way!


  Plunge your hand into the fullness of life.


  We all of us live it,


  few of us know it;


  but it’s interesting wherever you grab it.


  Variety, color, confusion, error,


  and then a tantalizing soupćon of truth.


  That’s how the best beers are brewed,


  a brew that refreshes and makes you think, too.


  Ah, the best of youth will flock to your play,


  eager for any revelation.


  The sentimental will suck melancholy strength,


  and this and that and everyone


  will take from it what each has felt in his heart.


  Being young they’re as ready to weep as to laugh;


  they still have ideals and delight in illusion.


  Adults you can never please,


  they’ve stopped growing,


  but youth will always be grateful for what you offer.


  POET:


  Then give me back those days again


  when I myself was still unfinished,


  when an endless fountain of songs


  welled from my soul, when the world to me


  was veiled in mystery, when each bud


  was a miracle of promise


  as I went out to pick the thousand flowers


  that thronged the valley.


  I had nothing then,


  but it was enough —


  the yearning for truth and the joy of illusion.


  Give back to me each reckless longing,


  the deep and anguished happiness,


  the strength of hate,


  the power of love!


  Oh, give me back my youth again!


  JESTER:


  Youth, old friend, is what you’ll need


  when enemies threaten in the heat of battle,


  when pretty girls throw their arms around you


  and squeeze for all they’re worth,


  when in the distance the victory wreath beckons


  from the hard-won goal, when after the whirl


  of the frenzied dance you drink away the night.


  But to strike the familiar strings boldly yet gracefully,


  to wander leisurely life’s sweet digressions


  to a self-set goal, that, old friend,


  is your duty,


  and we honor you no less for it.


  Age doesn’t make us childish, as they say,


  it only finds the child that’s with us still.


  DIRECTOR:


  Enough talk!


  Let’s get down to business.


  Action!


  While you two trade compliments,


  you could be doing something useful.


  And don’t complain you’re not in the mood.


  Wait for it and it never arrives.


  And you, you call yourself a poet?


  Then let’s see some poetry!


  What we want here is strong drink,


  so let’s get it brewing.


  What you put off today is put off tomorrow,


  and we haven’t a day to lose.


  What we need here is a man of resolution,


  one who seizes the Possible by the forelock


  and won’t let go, a man who refuses


  to stop because he’s committed.


  You know what the German theater is like,


  we can experiment all we please.


  So don’t spare on scenery and stage effects.


  Stars and suns and moons are had for the asking.


  There’s fire, and water enough for a flood,


  and plenty of cliffs to jump off of,


  not to mention an assortment of birds and beasts.


  Show us on this petty stage of ours


  the full scope of creation,


  and travel with the speed of imagination


  the course from Heaven through the world


  to the bowels of Hell!


  III


  — PROLOGUE IN HEAVEN


  The LORD.


  The HEAVENLY HOST.


  The three ARCHANGELS step forward.


  RAPHAEL:


  The sun sings grandly, as of old,


  Joining with his brother spheres,


  Marching in his destined course,


  His thunders clap about their ears.


  The angels at his gaze grow strong,


  Though fathom it they never may;


  These works sublime survive forever


  As bright as on the primal day.


  GABRIEL:


  Swift, ah, swift, past understanding,


  The earth whirls ever onward! Mark!


  The radiance of that primal day


  Alternates with deepest dark.


  Behold, the sea’s broad billows surge


  From out its depths with primal force,


  Lashing rocks and crashing shore,


  With sun and stars in endless course.


  MICHAEL:


  Tempests rage in rivalry


  From sea to land, from land to sea,


  Forging from their raging furies


  A chain of mightiest energy.


  Lightning flashes its desolation


  With thunderous strokes along the way,


  But we, Lord, your angels, honor


  The gentle progress of your day.


  ALL THREE:


  The angels at your gaze grow strong,


  Though fathom you they never may;


  Your works sublime survive forever


  As bright as on the primal day.


  MEPHISTOPHELES: (Entering.)


  Lord, since you approach us once again,


  and ask how we’re getting on;


  and since in the past


  I’ve never been made feel unwelcome,


  I present myself once more among your servants.


  You’ll forgive me, I know,


  if I make no pretty speeches,


  but, you see, I’m just not very good at it,


  not even if I’m scoffed at and scorned.


  I’d make you laugh, I know, with my sorry pathos —


  except that you gave up laughter eons ago.


  I mean, really,


  what can I say about your sun and your worlds?


  Nothing; nothing at all.


  All I see is how men torment themselves.


  And as for that little lord of creation,


  he’s no less “wondrous” than on the day you made him.


  And yet, I’d say, he might be better off


  if you hadn’t blessed him with that glimpse of heavenly light


  that he calls Reason, and which he uses


  to make himself more beastly than any beast.


  You’ll pardon my saying so,


  but to me he resembles more the long-legged cricket


  that does nothing but leap about,


  higher and higher,


  only to end up back where he began,


  deep in the grass singing the same old song.


  If only he’d stay in the grass!


  But he pokes his nose into every kind of filth.


  THE LORD:


  Is that all you’ve come to say?


  Do you always come here only to accuse me?


  Is there nothing on earth that ever pleases you?


  MEPHISTOPHELES:


  No, Lord!


  It was a mess to start with,


  and it’s a mess still.


  How I pity those poor people!


  They’re so miserable.


  I haven’t the heart to plague them, poor things.


  THE LORD:


  Do you know Faust?


  MEPHISTOPHELES:


  The doctor?


  THE LORD:


  He’s my servant.


  MEPHISTOPHELES:


  Servant! Well!


  He certainly has an odd way of serving!


  No earthly food or drink for that fool!


  The ferment in him has driven him so far


  that he almost half knows his folly.


  He demands of heaven its fairest star,


  and of earth its wildest abandon.


  Nothing, near or far, ever satisfies him.


  THE LORD:


  He may be confused at present,


  but I’ll soon lead him into the light.


  The gardener knows that when the tree turns green


  blossoms and fruit can’t be far behind.


  MEPHISTOPHELES:


  What will you wager?


  You’ll lose him yet, you will, if you allow me


  to lead him gently down my primrose path.


  THE LORD:


  As long as he walks the earth I forbid you nothing.


  Striving and straying are a well-known couple.


  MEPHISTOPHELES:


  For which much thanks.


  I’ve never been fond of the dead.


  It’s fresh, plump rosy cheeks I take a liking to.


  No, I’ve never favored corpses.


  Cat and mouse is more my style.


  THE LORD:


  Good, then, I leave it to you.


  Divert this spirit from its primal source.


  Lure him, if you can lay hold of him, down your wayward path to perdition.


  But have the courtesy, like it or not,


  to admit to your shame when you’ve failed.


  A good man, no matter how off course,


  always knows the right path from the wrong.


  MEPHISTOPHELES:


  Good enough.


  And I assure you it won’t be long.


  I’d say it’s a pretty safe bet.


  But promise me, if I succeed,


  you’ll let me triumph from the bottom of my being.


  I’ll see him eat dust,


  and with a passion, too,


  like my distant cousin the celebrated serpent.


  THE LORD:


  There, too, you’re free to do as you please.


  I’ve never hated the likes of you.


  Of all the spirits of negation, rogues like you


  are the least of my troubles.


  Man’s will to action nods off all too easily


  and leads him into unproductive repose.


  It’s why I approve your method:


  tagging along to prod and prick him on,


  as any self-respecting devil must.


  (To the ARCHANGELS.)


  As for you, God’s true and faithful sons,


  rejoice in the world’s endless living beauty!


  May the power of Becoming


  that lives and works eternally,


  encompass you in the gracious bonds of love,


  and give to the unstable world of seeming


  permanence by fixing it in eternal thought.


  (The heavens close, the ARCHANGELS disperse.)


  MEPHISTOPHELES:


  I enjoy seeing the old boy now and again,


  taking good care to stay on friendly terms.


  It’s really quite decent of so grand a lord


  to chat with the Devil in such a human fashion.


  IV


  — NIGHT


  A narrow, high-vaulted Gothic Chamber.


  FAUST sits restlessly at the desk in his armchair.


  FAUST:


  Here I stand!


  A fool!


  I who have studied and crammed Philosophy,


  Law, and Medicine, and even, oh, God! Theology,


  from end to bitter end!


  And what has it got me?


  Nothing.


  Not one jot wiser than before.


  Oh, I have my degrees,


  they call me Master of Arts, and Doctor!


  And for these ten years now


  I’ve led my students around by the nose,


  upstairs, downstairs, backwards, forwards —


  and learned?


  That there’s nothing to be learned.


  Nothing!


  And that is the dread that eats at my heart’s core.


  Oh, but I’m no dunce.


  I’m better than all these “doctors,” these “masters,”


  these “clerks” and “priests,”


  and not even fear of Hell or the Devil


  can make me tremble with scruples or doubts.


  And what is my reward for all that?


  The loss of all joy in life.


  Why pretend?


  Why assume I know anything worth knowing?


  Why delude myself I can teach anything


  to improve or convert mankind?


  And what has it got me?


  Just this!


  I’m a pauper.


  Or nearly so.


  I have neither property nor wealth,


  nor worldly honor.


  No glory.


  Show me a dog who would lead such a life!


  And that’s why I’ve turned my mind to magic,


  to see if the spirit’s power


  can help me wrest secrets from the spirit world and


  save me the dreary sour sweat of saying


  what I know nothing about!


  To see what holds the world together


  at its innermost core,


  and seeing its working and germinal forces,


  end this endless traffic in words.


  Ah, full moon!


  If only you saw my agony for the last time.


  You that I have watched at my desk


  as I’ve sat here awake.


  You that I have seen climbing the sky


  through many a long night,


  shining across my books and papers!


  Melancholy friend!


  If only we could walk together


  in the high mountains,


  bathe in your beloved radiance,


  float at the mouths of caverns with spirits,


  weave across meadows in your twilight glow, and,


  freed of all this mystification of learning,


  bathe myself to health in your dew!


  Ah!


  But here I am!


  Still!


  Stuck in this God-damned hole in the wall,


  where even the blessed light of Heaven


  forces its way through filthy, painted panes;


  confined by piles, by heaps, of ancient books,


  worm-gnawed and covered with dust;


  sooty papers crammed high as the ceiling;


  retorts and canisters thrown helter-skelter,


  old instruments crammed everywhere!


  And on top of it all?


  The rubbish of ancestral memory!


  Ha!


  That’s your world, Faustus!


  At least that’s what they call it!


  How can you still wonder


  what makes you tremble with fear?


  What else but the pain of that fear


  that smothers the very urge to live!


  God created man


  in the bosom of nature’s fullness,


  not circled round by skeletons and animal bones


  and grime and mold!


  Out of here!


  Out!


  Out into the world!


  Out into nature!


  And this book, this strange, this marvelous book


  by Nostradamus is all the guide you will need!


  With it you will read the course of the stars


  like an open book. Nature will teach you


  how spirits converse with spirits.


  What a waste to brood in arid speculation


  over magic symbols!


  Spirits, I feel you hovering near.


  Answer me, if you hear!


  (He opens the book and perceives the sign of the Macrocosm.)


  Ah!


  What is this vision that suddenly seizes my senses!


  I feel the holy fire of youth


  coursing through every vein and nerve!


  What god was it wrote these symbols


  that calm the storm of torment inside me;


  that fill my wretched heart with joy;


  that with some mysterious force


  reveals the forces of Nature around me?


  Am I a god?


  I?


  Oh, suddenly it’s all so clear, so clear!


  I see in the pure lines of this symbol


  all of Creative Nature at work.


  I understand the philosopher for the first time.


  “The spirit world is open, not barred.


  Your mind is closed, your heart is dead!


  Rise up, young man, and bathe your breast


  in the rosy flush of dawn!”


  (He contemplates the symbol.)


  Ah!


  How all things weave into a unity!


  Each living and working in the other!


  Heavenly forces ascending, descending,


  passing golden vessels from hand to hand!


  Flying on fragrant wings between heaven and earth


  till all creation sounds with one grand harmony!


  What a brilliant show!


  Ah!


  But only a show.


  Infinite Nature, where do I take hold?


  Where are your breasts?


  Those fountains that nurture all life that I so long for?


  Why, when they are offered to all,


  must I thirst in vain?


  (He turns the pages impatiently and sees the symbol of the Earth Spirit.)


  How differently this symbol affects me!


  Earth Spirit, you are closer to me.


  I already feel the surge of new energy


  warm me like wine. I’m emboldened


  to venture out into life, to endure the joy


  and pain of earth, wrestle with its storms,


  and never in the face of grinding shipwreck


  know despair.


  Clouds are gathering above me!


  The moon hiding its light!


  The lamp goes out!


  Vapors rise!


  Red beams dart about my head!


  Terror breathes down upon me from the ancient vault


  and seizes me!


  Spirit that I have sought,


  I feel you hovering near!


  Reveal yourself!


  Ah!


  It tears at my heart!


  All that I am


  struggles and gropes toward new sensations!


  My heart is all yours!


  Reveal yourself!


  You must, you must!


  Even if it costs me my life!


  (He seizes the book and soundlessly pronounces the symbol of the Earth Spirit. The EARTH SPIRIT appears in a flash of red flame.)


  SPIRIT:


  Who calls me?


  FAUST: (With face averted.)


  Appalling vision!


  SPIRIT:


  You have used mighty means to draw me, and have long sucked at my sphere, and now —


  FAUST:


  Ah! No! I can’t bear to see you!


  SPIRIT:


  You pleaded breathlessly to see me,


  to see my face, hear my voice.


  I yield now to your soul’s mighty urging,


  and here I am!


  But look at you now,


  you would-be superman!


  Cowering like some pitiable creature!


  Where is your soul’s call now?


  Your promptings?


  Your urgings?


  Where is the heart that expanded to hold a world


  of its own making in itself;


  that sustained and cherished it;


  that trembled with rapture


  at the thought of equaling the spirit world?


  Where are you, Faust,


  whose voice rang out to me with such passionate urgency?


  Are you that “thing” that trembles at its very core


  at the sound of my voice,


  a terrified, fleeing, writhing worm?


  FAUST:


  Am I to yield to you, you flaming form?


  Here I am!


  Faust!


  Your equal!


  SPIRIT:


  In floods of life,


  In storms of action,


  In ebb and flow,


  In warp and weft


  Birth and death,


  An eternal sea,


  A changing pattern,


  A glowing life:


  I weave at the whirring loom of Time


  The living clothes of the Deity.


  FAUST:


  Busy Spirit circling the wide world,


  how near I feel to you!


  SPIRIT:


  You are like the spirit your mind can grasp, not me.


  (The SPIRIT vanishes. FAUST collapses.)


  FAUST:


  Not you?


  Who then?


  I?


  Created in God’s image?


  Not equal even to you?


  (A knock at the door.)


  O death! I know that knock.


  My assistant.


  My life’s supreme moment destroyed.


  My wealth of vision interrupted


  by that plodding pedant!


  (WAGNER, in dressing gown and nightcap, enters carrying a lamp. FAUST turns away in annoyance.)


  WAGNER:


  Forgive me, I heard you declaiming.


  A passage, surely, from an old Greek tragedy?


  An art form I’d gladly turn to a profit,


  for nowadays, they say, it has its advantages.


  And I’ve often heard said


  a preacher could learn from an actor.


  FAUST:


  Yes, if the preacher himself is an actor —


  which happens from time to time.


  WAGNER:


  Yes, well.


  But when a man is confined to his study,


  and never sees the world except on holidays,


  and then only at a distance,


  through a telescope,


  how is he to guide it by persuasion —


  the world?


  FAUST:


  If you don’t feel it, it’s a lost cause.


  It must well up from deep in your soul


  and win the hearts of your hearers with its primal energy.


  But, no,


  better you go on sitting there with scissors and paste,


  concocting a ragout from other men’s feasts,


  blowing paltry flames from your pile of ashes.


  It will win you the applause of children and fools,


  if that’s to your taste.


  But you’ll never move men’s hearts or unite them


  unless it comes straight from your own heart.


  WAGNER:


  Yes, but it’s the delivery that counts;


  and believe me, I know how much I’ve still to learn.


  FAUST:


  Make an honest living.


  Don’t go around a fool with bells tinkling.


  Good sense and an honest message speak for themselves


  without much art. If you’re really serious,


  and have something to say,


  what need is there to hunt for words?


  You and those dazzling speeches of yours,


  crammed with bits and pieces from everywhere,


  are about as refreshing as the foggy autumn wind


  rustling dry leaves.


  WAGNER:


  O God!


  Art is so long and life so short!


  There are times in my studies


  when my heart sinks with any confidence


  I once had. So much to master


  to work your way up to the sources!


  And before we’re even halfway there


  we’re dead, poor devils.


  FAUST:


  Your manuscript!


  Is that the holy fountain


  that will quench your
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