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			Editor’s Note

			The earli­est known edi­tion of The Tra­gic­al His­tory of Doc­tor Faus­tus is that of 1604; there is a second edi­tion with date of 1609, agree­ing in al­most every par­tic­u­lar with the first; a third edi­tion with new scenes and many al­ter­a­tions, was pub­lished in 1616. The text here giv­en is that of 1604, with some read­ings ad­op­ted from the edi­tion of 1616, in gen­er­al agree­ment with the texts of Dyce and Bul­len. It is very doubt­ful if any of the ad­di­tions in the edi­tion of 1616 are by Mar­lowe; Mr. Bul­len thinks that some of them are. They are of­ten in­geni­ous, and some­times they are im­prove­ments. They ap­pear to be writ­ten by a clev­er and fa­cile im­it­at­or of Mar­lowe’s style. The com­ic ad­di­tions are taken from the prose His­tory of the Dam­nable Life and De­served Death of Dr. John Faus­tus; the ser­i­ous ad­di­tions are closely moul­ded on Mar­lowe’s early work. We know that in 1602 Wil­li­am Bride and Samuel Row­ley re­ceived four pounds for mak­ing “adi­cy­ones” to Faus­tus. I have re­tained the ex­cel­lent plan, in­tro­duced by Pro­fess­or Ward and ad­op­ted by Mr. Bul­len, of di­vid­ing the play in­to scenes only: it is a dra­mat­ic poem rather than a reg­u­lar drama.

			
				—Have­lock El­lis
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							Chor­us
							
							Reads.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Not march­ing now in fields of Thrasy­mene,
								

								Where Mars did mate1 the Carthagini­ans;
								

								Nor sport­ing in the dal­li­ance of love,
								

								In courts of kings where state is over­turned;
								

								Nor in the pomp of proud au­da­cious deeds,
								

								In­tends our Muse to vaunt her heav­enly verse:
								

								Only this, gen­tle­men—we must per­form
								

								The form of Faus­tus’ for­tunes, good or bad:
								

								To pa­tient judg­ments we ap­peal our plaud,
								

								And speak for Faus­tus in his in­fancy.
								

								Now is he born, his par­ents base of stock,
								

								In Ger­many, with­in a town called Rhodes;2
								

								Of riper years to Wer­ten­berg he went,
								

								Where­as his kins­men3 chiefly brought him up.
								

								So soon he profits in di­vin­ity,
								

								The fruit­ful plot of schol­ar­ism graced,
								

								That shortly he was graced with doc­tor’s name,
								

								Ex­cel­ling all whose sweet de­light dis­putes
								

								In heav­enly mat­ters of theo­logy;
								

								Till swollen with cun­ning4 of a self-con­ceit,
								

								His wax­en wings did mount above his reach,
								

								And, melt­ing, heav­ens con­spired his over­throw;
								

								For, fall­ing to a dev­il­ish ex­er­cise,
								

								And glut­ted now with learn­ing’s golden gifts,
								

								He sur­feits upon cursed nec­ro­mancy;
								

								Noth­ing so sweet as ma­gic is to him,
								

								Which he prefers be­fore his chiefest bliss.
								

								And this the man that in his study sits!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				I
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Faus­tus dis­covered5 in his study.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Settle thy stud­ies, Faus­tus, and be­gin
								

								To sound the depth of that thou wilt pro­fess;
								

								Hav­ing com­menced, be a di­vine in show,
								

								Yet level at the end of every art,
								

								And live and die in Ar­is­totle’s works.
								

								Sweet Ana­lyt­ics, ’tis thou hast rav­ished me,
								

								Bene dis­ser­ere est finis lo­gices.
								

								Is to dis­pute well lo­gic’s chiefest end?
								

								Af­fords this art no great­er mir­acle?
								

								Then read no more; thou hast at­tained that end;
								

								A great­er sub­ject fit­teth Faus­tus’ wit:
								

								Bid on cai me on6 farewell; Ga­len come,
								

								See­ing, Ubi desin­it Philo­sophus, ibi in­cip­it Medi­cus;
								

								Be a phys­i­cian, Faus­tus, heap up gold,
								

								And be etern­ised for some won­drous cure.
								

								Sum­mum bonum medi­cinae san­itas,
								

								The end of phys­ic is our body’s health.
								

								Why, Faus­tus, hast thou not at­tained that end?
								

								Is not thy com­mon talk found Aph­or­isms?7
								

								Are not thy bills8 hung up as monu­ments,
								

								Whereby whole cit­ies have es­caped the plague,
								

								And thou­sand des­per­ate mal­ad­ies been eased?
								

								Yet art thou still but Faus­tus and a man.
								

								Couldst thou make men to live etern­ally,
								

								Or, be­ing dead, raise them to life again,
								

								Then this pro­fes­sion were to be es­teemed.
								

								Phys­ic, farewell.—Where is Justini­an?
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Reads.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Si una eadem­que res legat­ur duo­bus, al­ter rem, al­ter valor­em rei, etc.
							

							
								A pretty case of paltry legacies!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Reads.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Ex hoered­it­are fili­um non potest pa­ter nisi, etc.
							

							
								Such is the sub­ject of the In­sti­tute,
								

								And uni­ver­sal Body of the Law.
								

								This study fits a mer­cen­ary drudge,
								

								Who aims at noth­ing but ex­tern­al trash;
								

								Too servile and il­liber­al for me.
								

								When all is done, di­vin­ity is best;
								

								Jerome’s Bible, Faus­tus, view it well.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Reads.
						
					

					
							
							
							Sti­pen­di­um pec­cati mors est. Ha! Sti­pen­di­um, etc.

							
								The re­ward of sin is death. That’s hard.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Reads.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Si pec­cas­se neg­amus fal­limur et nulla est in nobis ver­itas;
							

							If we say that we have no sin, we de­ceive ourselves, and there’s no truth in us. Why then, be­like we must sin, and so con­sequently die.

						
					

					
							
							
							
								Ay, we must die an ever­last­ing death.
								

								What doc­trine call you this, Che sera, sera,9
								

								What will be shall be? Di­vin­ity, adieu!
								

								These meta­phys­ics of ma­gi­cians
								

								And nec­ro­mantic books are heav­enly:
								

								Lines, circles, scenes, let­ters, and char­ac­ters;
								

								Ay, these are those that Faus­tus most de­sires.
								

								O, what a world of profit and de­light,
								

								Of power, of hon­our, of om­ni­po­tence
								

								Is prom­ised to the stu­di­ous ar­tis­an!
								

								All things that move between the quiet poles
								

								Shall be at my com­mand: em­per­ors and kings
								

								Are but obeyed in their sev­er­al provinces,
								

								Nor can they raise the wind or rend the clouds;
								

								But his domin­ion that ex­ceeds in this
								

								Stretcheth as far as doth the mind of man,
								

								A sound ma­gi­cian is a mighty god:
								

								Here, Faus­tus, tire thy brains to gain a deity.
								

								Wag­n­er!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Wag­n­er.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Com­mend me to my dearest friends,
								

								The Ger­man Valdes and Cor­neli­us;
								

								Re­quest them earn­estly to vis­it me.
							

						
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							
							
								I will, sir.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Their con­fer­ence will be a great­er help to me
								

								Than all my la­bours, plod I ne’er so fast.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Good An­gel and Evil An­gel.
						
					

					
							Good An­gel
							
							
								O, Faus­tus! lay that damned book aside,
								

								And gaze not on it lest it tempt thy soul,
								

								And heap God’s heavy wrath upon thy head.
								

								Read, read the Scrip­tures: that is blas­phemy.
							

						
					

					
							Evil An­gel
							
							
								Go for­ward, Faus­tus, in that fam­ous art,
								

								Wherein all Nature’s treas­ure is con­tained:
								

								Be thou on earth as Jove is in the sky,
								

								Lord and com­mand­er of these ele­ments.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt An­gels.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								How am I glut­ted with con­ceit of this!
								

								Shall I make spir­its fetch me what I please,
								

								Re­solve me of all am­bi­gu­ities,
								

								Per­form what des­per­ate en­ter­prise I will?
								

								I’ll have them fly to In­dia for gold,
								

								Ran­sack the ocean for ori­ent pearl,
								

								And search all corners of the new­found world
								

								For pleas­ant fruits and princely del­ic­ates;
								

								I’ll have them read me strange philo­sophy,
								

								And tell the secrets of all for­eign kings;
								

								I’ll have them wall all Ger­many with brass,
								

								And make swift Rhine circle fair Wer­ten­berg;
								

								I’ll have them fill the pub­lic schools with silk,
								

								Where­with the stu­dents shall be bravely clad;
								

								I’ll levy sol­diers with the coin they bring,
								

								And chase the Prince of Parma from our land,
								

								And reign sole king of all the provinces;
								

								Yea, stranger en­gines for the brunt of war
								

								Than was the fiery keel at An­t­werp’s bridge,10
								

								I’ll make my servile spir­its to in­vent.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Valdes and Cor­neli­us.11
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Come, Ger­man Valdes, and Cor­neli­us,
								

								And make me blest with your sage con­fer­ence.
								

								Valdes, sweet Valdes, and Cor­neli­us,
								

								Know that your words have won me at the last
								

								To prac­tice ma­gic and con­cealed arts:
								

								Yet not your words only, but mine own fantasy,
								

								That will re­ceive no ob­ject; for my head
								

								But ru­min­ates on nec­ro­mantic skill.
								

								Philo­sophy is odi­ous and ob­scure,
								

								Both law and phys­ic are for petty wits;
								

								Di­vin­ity is basest of the three,
								

								Un­pleas­ant, harsh, con­tempt­ible, and vile:
								

								’Tis ma­gic, ma­gic, that hath rav­ished me.
								

								Then, gentle friends, aid me in this at­tempt;
								

								And I, that have with con­cise syl­lo­gisms
								

								Grav­elled the pas­tors of the Ger­man church,
								

								And made the flower­ing pride of Wer­ten­berg
								

								Swarm to my prob­lems, as the in­fernal spir­its
								

								On sweet Mu­saeus12 when he came to hell,
								

								Will be as cun­ning as Ag­rippa13 was,
								

								Whose shad­ow made all Europe hon­our him.
							

						
					

					
							Valdes
							
							
								Faus­tus, these books, thy wit, and our ex­per­i­ence
								

								Shall make all na­tions to can­on­ise us.
								

								As In­di­an Moors obey their Span­ish lords,
								

								So shall the spir­its of every ele­ment
								

								Be al­ways ser­vice­able to us three;
								

								Like lions shall they guard us when we please;
								

								Like Al­main rut­ters14 with their horse­men’s staves
								

								Or Lap­land gi­ants,15 trot­ting by our sides;
								

								Some­times like wo­men, or un­wed­ded maids,
								

								Shad­ow­ing more beauty in their airy brows
								

								Than have the white breasts of the queen of love:
								

								From Venice shall they drag huge ar­gosies,
								

								And from Amer­ica the golden fleece
								

								That yearly stuffs old Philip’s treas­ury;
								

								If learned Faus­tus will be res­ol­ute.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Valdes, as res­ol­ute am I in this
								

								As thou to live; there­fore ob­ject it not.
							

						
					

					
							Cor­neli­us
							
							
								The mir­acles that ma­gic will per­form
								

								Will make thee vow to study noth­ing else.
								

								He that is groun­ded in as­tro­logy,
								

								En­riched with tongues, well seen in min­er­als,
								

								Hath all the prin­ciples ma­gic doth re­quire.
								

								Then doubt not, Faus­tus, but to be renowned,
								

								And more fre­quen­ted for this mys­tery
								

								Than here­to­fore the Delphi­an Or­acle.
								

								The spir­its tell me they can dry the sea,
								

								And fetch the treas­ure of all for­eign wrecks,
								

								Ay, all the wealth that our fore­fath­ers hid
								

								With­in the massy en­trails of the earth;
								

								Then tell me, Faus­tus, what shall we three want?
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Noth­ing, Cor­neli­us! O this cheers my soul!
								

								Come, show me some demon­stra­tions ma­gic­al,
								

								That I may con­jure in some lusty grove,
								

								And have these joys in full pos­ses­sion.
							

						
					

					
							Valdes
							
							
								Then haste thee to some sol­it­ary grove,
								

								And bear wise Ba­con’s and Al­bertus’16 works,
								

								The Hebrew Psal­ter, and New Test­a­ment;
								

								And what­so­ever else is re­quis­ite
								

								We will in­form thee ere our con­fer­ence cease.
							

						
					

					
							Cor­neli­us
							
							
								Valdes, first let him know the words of art;
								

								And then, all oth­er ce­re­mon­ies learned,
								

								Faus­tus may try his cun­ning by him­self.
							

						
					

					
							Valdes
							
							
								First I’ll in­struct thee in the rudi­ments,
								

								And then wilt thou be per­fecter than I.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Then come and dine with me, and after meat,
								

								We’ll can­vass every quid­dity there­of;
								

								For ere I sleep, I’ll try what I can do:
								

								This night I’ll con­jure, though I die there­fore.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				II
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter two Schol­ars.17
						
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							I won­der what’s be­come of Faus­tus, that was wont to make our schools ring with sic probo?
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							That shall we know, for see here comes his boy.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Wag­n­er.
						
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							How now, sir­rah! Where’s thy mas­ter?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							God in Heav­en knows!
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							Why, dost not thou know?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Yes, I know. But that fol­lows not.
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							Go to, sir­rah! leave your jest­ing, and tell us where he is.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							That fol­lows not ne­ces­sary by force of ar­gu­ment, that you, be­ing li­cen­ti­ates, should stand upon: there­fore ac­know­ledge your er­ror and be at­tent­ive.
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							Why, didst thou not say thou knew­est?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Have you any wit­ness on’t?
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							Yes, sir­rah, I heard you.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Ask my fel­low if I be a thief.
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							Well, you will not tell us?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Yes, sir, I will tell you: yet if you were not dunces, you would nev­er ask me such a ques­tion; for is not he cor­pus nat­urale? and is not that mo­bile? then where­fore should you ask me such a ques­tion? But that I am by nature phleg­mat­ic, slow to wrath, and prone to lech­ery (to love, I would say), it were not for you to come with­in forty foot of the place of ex­e­cu­tion, al­though I do not doubt to see you both hanged the next ses­sions. Thus hav­ing tri­umphed over you, I will set my coun­ten­ance like a pre­ci­sian, and be­gin to speak thus:—Truly, my dear brethren, my mas­ter is with­in at din­ner, with Valdes and Cor­neli­us, as this wine, if it could speak, would in­form your wor­ships; and so, the Lord bless you, pre­serve you, and keep you, my dear brethren, my dear brethren.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							Nay, then, I fear he is fallen in­to that damned Art for which they two are in­fam­ous through the world.
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							Were he a stranger, and not al­lied to me, yet should I grieve for him. But, come, let us go and in­form the Rect­or, and see if he by his grave coun­sel can re­claim him.
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							O, but I fear me noth­ing can re­claim him.
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							Yet let us try what we can do.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				III
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Faus­tus to con­jure.18
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Now that the gloomy shad­ow of the earth
								

								Long­ing to view Or­i­on’s drizz­ling look,
								

								Leaps from th’ ant­ar­tic world un­to the sky,
								

								And dims the welkin with her pitchy breath,19
								

								Faus­tus, be­gin thine in­cant­a­tions,
								

								And try if dev­ils will obey thy hest,
								

								See­ing thou hast prayed and sac­ri­ficed to them.
								

								With­in this circle is Je­hovah’s name,
								

								For­ward and back­ward ana­gram­mat­ized,
								

								The brevi­ated names of holy saints,
								

								Fig­ures of every ad­junct to the Heav­ens,
								

								And char­ac­ters of signs and erring20 stars,
								

								By which the spir­its are en­forced to rise:
								

								Then fear not, Faus­tus, but be res­ol­ute,
								

								And try the ut­ter­most ma­gic can per­form.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							
								Sint mihi Dei Acherontis pro­pitii! Valeat nu­men triplex Je­ho­voe! Ig­nei, aer­ii, aquatani spir­it­us, sal­vete! Ori­entis prin­ceps Belze­bub, in­ferni ar­dentis mon­archa, et Demo­gor­gon, pro­pi­tiamus vos, ut ap­par­eat et sur­gat Mephis­topheles. Quid tu mor­ar­is?21 per Je­hovam, Ge­hen­nam, et con­sec­ratam aquam quam nunc spargo, signum­que cru­cis quod nunc fa­cio, et per vota nos­tra, ipse nunc sur­gat nobis dicatus Mephis­topheles!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mephis­topheles.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								I charge thee to re­turn, and change thy shape;
								

								Thou art too ugly to at­tend on me.
								

								Go, and re­turn an old Fran­cis­can fri­ar;
								

								That holy shape be­comes a dev­il best.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit Mephis­topheles.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								I see there’s vir­tue in my heav­enly words;
								

								Who would not be pro­fi­cient in this art?
								

								How pli­ant is this Mephis­topheles,
								

								Full of obed­i­ence and hu­mil­ity!
								

								Such is the force of ma­gic and my spells:
								

								Now Faus­tus, thou art con­jur­or laur­eat,
								

								That canst com­mand great Mephis­topheles:
								

								Quin re­gis Mephis­topheles frat­ris ima­gine.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Mephis­topheles like a Fran­cis­can Fri­ar.22
						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Now, Faus­tus, what wouldst thou have me do?
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								I charge thee wait upon me whilst I live,
								

								To do whatever Faus­tus shall com­mand,
								

								Be it to make the moon drop from her sphere,
								

								Or the ocean to over­whelm the world.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								I am a ser­vant to great Lu­ci­fer,
								

								And may not fol­low thee without his leave
								

								No more than he com­mands must we per­form.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Did not he charge thee to ap­pear to me?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								No, I came hith­er of mine own ac­cord.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Did not my con­jur­ing speeches raise thee?
								

								Speak.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								That was the cause, but yet per ac­ci­dens;
								

								For when we hear one rack the name of God,
								

								Ab­jure the Scrip­tures and his Sa­viour Christ,
								

								We fly, in hope to get his glor­i­ous soul;
								

								Nor will we come, un­less he use such means
								

								Whereby he is in danger to be damned:
								

								There­fore the shortest cut for con­jur­ing
								

								Is stoutly to ab­jure the Trin­ity,
								

								And pray de­voutly to the Prince of Hell.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								So Faus­tus hath
								

								Already done; and holds this prin­ciple,
								

								There is no chief but only Belze­bub,
								

								To whom Faus­tus doth ded­ic­ate him­self.
								

								This word “dam­na­tion” ter­ri­fies not him,
								

								For he con­founds hell in Elysi­um;
								

								His ghost be with the old philo­soph­ers!
								

								But, leav­ing these vain trifles of men’s souls,
								

								Tell me what is that Lu­ci­fer thy lord?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Arch-re­gent and com­mand­er of all spir­its.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Was not that Lu­ci­fer an an­gel once?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Yes, Faus­tus, and most dearly loved of God.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								How comes it, then, that he is Prince of dev­ils?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								O, by as­pir­ing pride and in­solence;
								

								For which God threw him from the face of Heav­en.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								And what are you that live with Lu­ci­fer?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Un­happy spir­its that fell with Lu­ci­fer,
								

								Con­spired against our God with Lu­ci­fer,
								

								And are forever damned with Lu­ci­fer.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Where are you damned?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								In hell.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								How comes it then that thou art out of hell?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Why this is hell, nor am I out of it:
								

								Think’st thou that I who saw the face of God,
								

								And tasted the etern­al joys of Heav­en,
								

								Am not tor­men­ted with ten thou­sand hells,
								

								In be­ing de­prived of ever­last­ing bliss?
								

								O Faus­tus! leave these frivol­ous de­mands,
								

								Which strike a ter­ror to my faint­ing soul.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								What, is great Mephis­topheles so pas­sion­ate
								

								For be­ing de­prived of the joys of Heav­en?
								

								Learn thou of Faus­tus manly forti­tude,
								

								And scorn those joys thou nev­er shalt pos­sess.
								

								Go bear these tid­ings to great Lu­ci­fer:
								

								See­ing Faus­tus hath in­curred etern­al death
								

								By des­per­ate thoughts against Jove’s deity,
								

								Say, he sur­renders up to him his soul,
								

								So he will spare him four and twenty years,
								

								Let­ting him live in all vo­lup­tu­ous­ness;
								

								Hav­ing thee ever to at­tend on me;
								

								To give me what­so­ever I shall ask,
								

								To tell me what­so­ever I de­mand,
								

								To slay mine en­emies, and aid my friends,
								

								And al­ways be obed­i­ent to my will.
								

								Go and re­turn to mighty Lu­ci­fer,
								

								And meet me in my study at mid­night,
								

								And then re­solve23 me of thy mas­ter’s mind.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								I will, Faus­tus.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Had I as many souls as there be stars,
								

								I’d give them all for Mephis­topheles.
								

								By him I’ll be great Em­per­or of the world,
								

								And make a bridge thor­ough the mov­ing air,
								

								To pass the ocean with a band of men:
								

								I’ll join the hills that bind the Afric shore,
								

								And make that coun­try con­tin­ent to Spain,
								

								And both con­trib­ut­ory to my crown.
								

								The Em­per­or shall not live but by my leave,
								

								Nor any po­tentate of Ger­many.
								

								Now that I have ob­tained what I de­sired,
								

								I’ll live in spec­u­la­tion of this art,
								

								Till Mephis­topheles re­turn again.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				IV
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Wag­n­er and Clown.24
						
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Sir­rah boy, come hith­er.
					

					
							Clown
							How, boy! Swowns, boy! I hope you have seen many boys with such pick­adevaunts25 as I have; boy, quotha!
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Tell me, sir­rah, hast thou any com­ings in?
					

					
							Clown
							Ay, and go­ings out too. You may see else.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Alas, poor slave! see how poverty jesteth in his na­ked­ness! the vil­lain is bare and out of ser­vice, and so hungry that I know he would give his soul to the dev­il for a shoulder of mut­ton, though ’twere blood-raw.
					

					
							Clown
							How! My soul to the Dev­il for a shoulder of mut­ton, though ’twere blood-raw! Not so, good friend. By’r lady, I had need have it well roas­ted and good sauce to it, if I pay so dear.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Well, wilt thou serve us, and I’ll make thee go like Qui mihi dis­cip­u­lus?26
					

					
							Clown
							How, in verse?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							No, sir­rah; in beaten silk and stavesacre.27
					

					
							Clown
							How, how, Knaves acre!28 I, I thought that was all the land his fath­er left him. Do you hear? I would be sorry to rob you of your liv­ing.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Sir­rah, I say in stavesacre.
					

					
							Clown
							Oho! Oho! Stavesacre! Why, then be­like if I were your man I should be full of ver­min.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							So thou shalt, wheth­er thou beest with me or no. But, sir­rah, leave your jest­ing, and bind your­self presently un­to me for sev­en years, or I’ll turn all the lice about thee in­to fa­mil­i­ars, and they shall tear thee in pieces.
					

					
							Clown
							Do you hear, sir? You may save that la­bour: they are too fa­mil­i­ar with me already: swowns! they are as bold with my flesh as if they had paid for their meat and drink.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Well, do you hear, sir­rah? Hold, take these guild­ers. Gives money.
					

					
							Clown
							Grid­irons! what be they?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Why, French crowns.
					

					
							Clown
							Mass, but for the name of French crowns, a man were as good have as many Eng­lish coun­ters. And what should I do with these?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Why, now, sir­rah, thou art at an hour’s warn­ing, when­so­ever or whereso­ever the Dev­il shall fetch thee.
					

					
							Clown
							No, no. Here, take your grid­irons again.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Truly I’ll none of them.
					

					
							Clown
							Truly but you shall.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Bear wit­ness I gave them him.
					

					
							Clown
							Bear wit­ness I give them you again.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Well, I will cause two dev­ils presently to fetch thee away—Baliol and Belch­er!
					

					
							Clown
							Let your Baliol and your Belch­er come here, and I’ll knock them, they were nev­er so knocked since they were dev­ils! Say I should kill one of them, what would folks say? “Do ye see yon­der tall fel­low in the round slop29—he has killed the dev­il.” So I should be called Kill-dev­il all the par­ish over.
					

					
							
							
							Enter two Dev­ils: the Clown runs up and down cry­ing.
						
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Baliol and Belch­er! Spir­its, away!
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Dev­ils.
						
					

					
							Clown
							What, are they gone? A ven­geance on them, they have vile long nails. There was a he-dev­il and a she-dev­il! I’ll tell you how you shall know them; all he-dev­ils has horns, and all she-dev­ils has clifts and cloven feet.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Well, sir­rah, fol­low me.
					

					
							Clown
							But, do you hear—if I should serve you, would you teach me to raise up Banios and Belcheos?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							I will teach thee to turn thy­self to any­thing, to a dog, or a cat, or a mouse, or a rat, or any­thing.
					

					
							Clown
							How! a Chris­ti­an fel­low to a dog, or a cat, a mouse, or a rat! No, no, sir. If you turn me in­to any­thing, let it be in the like­ness of a little pretty frisk­ing flea, that I may be here and there and every­where: Oh, I’ll tickle the pretty wenches’ plack­ets; I’ll be amongst them, i’faith.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Well, sir­rah, come.
					

					
							Clown
							But, do you hear, Wag­n­er?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							How! Baliol and Belch­er!
					

					
							Clown
							O Lord! I pray, sir, let Banio and Belch­er go sleep.
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Vil­lain—call me Mas­ter Wag­n­er, and let thy left eye be dia­met­ar­ily fixed upon my right heel, with quasi ves­ti­giis nos­tris in­sistere.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Clown
							God for­give me, he speaks Dutch fus­ti­an. Well, I’ll fol­low him: I’ll serve him, that’s flat.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				V
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Faus­tus dis­covered in his Study.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Now, Faus­tus, must
								

								Thou needs be damned, and canst thou not be saved:
								

								What boots it then to think of God or Heav­en?
								

								Away with such vain fan­cies, and des­pair:
								

								Des­pair in God, and trust in Belze­bub;
								

								Now go not back­ward; no, Faus­tus, be res­ol­ute:
								

								Why waver’st thou? O, some­thing sounde­th in mine ears
								

								“Ab­jure this ma­gic, turn to God again!”
								

								Ay, and Faus­tus will turn to God again.
								

								To God?—he loves thee not—
								

								The god thou serv’st is thine own ap­pet­ite,
								

								Wherein is fixed the love of Belze­bub;
								

								To him I’ll build an al­tar and a church,
								

								And of­fer luke­warm blood of new­born babes.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Good An­gel and Evil An­gel.
						
					

					
							Good An­gel
							
							
								Sweet Faus­tus, leave that ex­ec­rable art.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Con­tri­tion, pray­er, re­pent­ance! What of them?
							

						
					

					
							Good An­gel
							
							
								O, they are means to bring thee un­to Heav­en!
							

						
					

					
							Evil An­gel
							
							
								Rather, il­lu­sions—fruits of lun­acy,
								

								That make men fool­ish that do trust them most.
							

						
					

					
							Good An­gel
							
							
								Sweet Faus­tus, think of Heav­en, and heav­enly things.
							

						
					

					
							Evil An­gel
							
							
								No, Faus­tus, think of hon­our and of wealth.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt An­gels.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Of wealth!
								

								Why the signiory of Em­bden shall be mine.
								

								When Mephis­topheles shall stand by me,
								

								What god can hurt thee? Faus­tus, thou art safe:
								

								Cast no more doubts. Come, Mephis­topheles,
								

								And bring glad tid­ings from great Lu­ci­fer;—
								

								Is’t not mid­night? Come, Mephis­topheles;
								

								Veni, veni, Mephis­to­phile!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mephis­topheles.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Now tell me, what says Lu­ci­fer thy lord?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								That I shall wait on Faus­tus whilst he lives,
								

								So he will buy my ser­vice with his soul.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Already Faus­tus hath haz­arded that for thee.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								But, Faus­tus, thou must be­queath it sol­emnly,
								

								And write a deed of gift with thine own blood,
								

								For that se­cur­ity craves great Lu­ci­fer.
								

								If thou deny it, I will back to hell.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Stay, Mephis­topheles! and tell me, what good
								

								Will my soul do thy lord.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								En­large his king­dom.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Is that the reas­on why he tempts us thus?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Sol­a­men miser­is so­cios habuisse dol­or­is.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Why, have you any pain that tor­ture30 oth­ers?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								As great as have the hu­man souls of men.
								

								But tell me, Faus­tus, shall I have thy soul?
								

								And I will be thy slave, and wait on thee,
								

								And give thee more than thou hast wit to ask.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ay, Mephis­topheles, I give it thee.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Then, Faus­tus, stab thine arm cour­ageously,
								

								And bind thy soul, that at some cer­tain day
								

								Great Lu­ci­fer may claim it as his own;
								

								And then be thou as great as Lu­ci­fer.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Stabbing his arm. Lo, Mephis­topheles, for love of thee,
								

								I cut mine arm, and with my prop­er blood
								

								As­sure my soul to be great Lu­ci­fer’s,
								

								Chief lord and re­gent of per­petu­al night!
								

								View here the blood that trickles from mine arm,
								

								And let it be pro­pi­tious for my wish.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								But, Faus­tus, thou must
								

								Write it in man­ner of a deed of gift.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ay, so I will. Writes. But, Mephis­topheles,
								

								My blood con­geals, and I can write no more.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								I’ll fetch thee fire to dis­solve it straight.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								What might the stay­ing of my blood por­tend?
								

								Is it un­will­ing I should write this bill?
								

								Why streams it not that I may write afresh?
								

								Faus­tus gives to thee his soul. Ah, there it stayed!
								

								Why should’st thou not? Is not thy soul shine own?
								

								Then write again, Faus­tus gives to thee his soul.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Mephis­topheles with a chafer of coals.
						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Here’s fire. Come, Faus­tus, set it on.31
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								So, now the blood be­gins to clear again;
								

								Now will I make an end im­me­di­ately. Writes.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								O what will not I do to ob­tain his soul. Aside.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Con­sum­matum est; this bill is ended,
								

								And Faus­tus hath be­queathed his soul to Lu­ci­fer
								

								But what is this in­scrip­tion on mine arm?
								

								Homo, fuge! Whith­er should I fly?
								

								If un­to God, he’ll throw me down to hell.
								

								My senses are de­ceived; here’s noth­ing writ:—
								

								I see it plain; here in this place is writ,
								

								Homo, fuge! Yet shall not Faus­tus fly.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								I’ll fetch him some­what to de­light his mind.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Mephis­topheles with Dev­ils, who give crowns and rich ap­par­el to Faus­tus, dance, and then de­part.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Speak, Mephis­topheles, what means this show?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Noth­ing, Faus­tus, but to de­light thy mind with­al,
								

								And to show thee what ma­gic can per­form.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								But may I raise up spir­its when I please?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Ay, Faus­tus, and do great­er things than these.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Then there’s enough for a thou­sand souls.
								

								Here, Mephis­topheles, re­ceive this scroll,
								

								A deed of gift of body and of soul:
								

								But yet con­di­tion­ally that thou per­form
								

								All art­icles pre­scribed between us both.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Faus­tus, I swear by hell and Lu­ci­fer
								

								To ef­fect all prom­ises between us made!
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Then hear me read them. Reads. On these con­di­tions fol­low­ing. First, that Faus­tus may be a spir­it in form and sub­stance. Secondly, that Mephis­topheles shall be his ser­vant, and at his com­mand. Thirdly, shall do for him and bring him what­so­ever he de­sires.32 Fourthly, that he shall be in his cham­ber or house in­vis­ible. Lastly, that he shall ap­pear to the said John Faus­tus, at all times, in what form or shape so­ever he please. I, John Faus­tus, of Wer­ten­berg, Doc­tor, by these presents do give both body and soul to Lu­ci­fer, Prince of the East, and his min­is­ter, Mephis­topheles: and fur­ther­more grant un­to them, that, twenty-four years be­ing ex­pired, the art­icles above-writ­ten in­vi­ol­ate, full power to fetch or carry the said John Faus­tus, body and soul, flesh, blood, or goods, in­to their hab­it­a­tion whereso­ever. By me, John Faus­tus.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Speak, Faus­tus, do you de­liv­er this as your deed?
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ay, take it, and the Dev­il give thee good on’t!
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Now, Faus­tus, ask what thou wilt.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								First will I ques­tion with thee about hell.
								

								Tell me, where is the place that men call hell?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Un­der the Heav­ens.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ay, but where­about?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								With­in the bowels of these ele­ments,
								

								Where we are tor­tured and re­main forever:
								

								Hell hath no lim­its, nor is cir­cum­scribed
								

								In one self place; for where we are is hell,
								

								And where hell is, there must we ever be:
								

								And, to con­clude, when all the world dis­solves,
								

								And every creature shall be pur­i­fied,
								

								All places shall be hell that are not Heav­en.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Come, I think hell’s a fable.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Ay, think so still, till ex­per­i­ence change thy mind.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Why, think’st thou, then that Faus­tus shall be damned?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Ay, of ne­ces­sity, for here’s the scroll
								

								Wherein thou hast giv­en thy soul to Lu­ci­fer.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ay, and body too; but what of that?
								

								Think’st thou that Faus­tus is so fond33 to ima­gine
								

								That, after this life, there is any pain?
								

								Tush; these are trifles, and mere old wives’ tales.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								But, Faus­tus, I am an in­stance to prove the con­trary,
								

								For I am damned, and am now in hell.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								How! now in hell?
								

								Nay, an this be hell, I’ll will­ingly be damned here;
								

								What? walk­ing, dis­put­ing, etc.?
								

								But, leav­ing off this, let me have a wife,
								

								The fairest maid in Ger­many;
								

								For I am wan­ton and las­ci­vi­ous,
								

								And can­not live without a wife.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								How—a wife?
								

								I prithee, Faus­tus, talk not of a wife.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							Nay, sweet Mephis­topheles, fetch me one, for I will have one.

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							Well—thou wilt have one. Sit there till I come: I’ll fetch thee a wife in the Dev­il’s name.

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Mephis­topheles with a Dev­il dressed like a wo­man, with fire­works.
						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Tell me, Faus­tus, how dost thou like thy wife?
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							A plague on her for a hot whore!
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Tut, Faus­tus,
								

								Mar­riage is but a ce­re­mo­ni­al toy;
								

								If thou lovest me, think no more of it.
								

								I’ll cull thee out the fairest cour­tes­ans,
								

								And bring them every morn­ing to thy bed;
								

								She whom thine eye shall like, thy heart shall have,
								

								Be she as chaste as was Penelope,
								

								As wise as Saba,34 or as beau­ti­ful
								

								As was bright Lu­ci­fer be­fore his fall.
								

								Hold, take this book, per­use it thor­oughly: Gives book.
								

								The it­er­at­ing35 of these lines brings gold;
								

								The fram­ing of this circle on the ground
								

								Brings whirl­winds, tem­pests, thun­der and light­ning;
								

								Pro­nounce this thrice de­voutly to thy­self,
								

								And men in ar­mour shall ap­pear to thee,
								

								Ready to ex­ecute what thou de­sir’st.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Thanks, Mephis­topheles; yet fain would I have a book wherein I might be­hold all spells and in­cant­a­tions, that I might raise up spir­its when I please.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Here they are, in this book. Turns to them.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Now would I have a book where I might see all char­ac­ters and plan­ets of the heav­ens, that I might know their mo­tions and dis­pos­i­tions.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Here they are too. Turns to them.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Nay, let me have one book more—and then I have done—wherein I might see all plants, herbs, and trees that grow upon the earth.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							Here they be.

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							O, thou art de­ceived.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							Tut, I war­rant thee.

						
					

					
							
							
							Turns to them. Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				VI
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Faus­tus and Mephis­topheles.36
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								When I be­hold the heav­ens, then I re­pent,
								

								And curse thee, wicked Mephis­topheles,
								

								Be­cause thou hast de­prived me of those joys.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Why, Faus­tus,
								

								Thinkest thou Heav­en is such a glor­i­ous thing?
								

								I tell thee ’tis not half so fair as thou,
								

								Or any man that breathes on earth.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								How prov’st thou that?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								’Twas made for man, there­fore is man more ex­cel­lent.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								If it were made for man, ’twas made for me;
								

								I will re­nounce this ma­gic and re­pent.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Good An­gel and Evil An­gel.
						
					

					
							Good An­gel
							
							
								Faus­tus, re­pent; yet God will pity thee.
							

						
					

					
							Evil An­gel
							
							
								Thou art a spir­it; God can­not pity thee.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Who buzz­eth in mine ears I am a spir­it?
								

								Be I a dev­il, yet God may pity me;
								

								Ay, God will pity me if I re­pent.
							

						
					

					
							Evil An­gel
							
							
								Ay, but Faus­tus nev­er shall re­pent.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt An­gels.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								My heart’s so hardened I can­not re­pent.
								

								Scarce can I name sal­va­tion, faith, or heav­en,
								

								But fear­ful echoes thun­der in mine ears
								

								“Faus­tus, thou art damned!” Then swords, and knives,
								

								Pois­on, gun, hal­ters, and en­ven­omed steel
								

								Are laid be­fore me to des­patch my­self,
								

								And long ere this I should have slain my­self,
								

								Had not sweet pleas­ure conquered deep des­pair.
								

								Have not I made blind Homer sing to me
								

								Of Al­ex­an­der’s love and Oen­on’s death?
								

								And hath not he that built the walls of Thebes
								

								With rav­ish­ing sound of his me­lodi­ous harp,
								

								Made mu­sic with my Mephis­topheles?
								

								Why should I die then, or basely des­pair?
								

								I am re­solved; Faus­tus shall ne’er re­pent—
								

								Come, Mephis­topheles, let us dis­pute again,
								

								And ar­gue of di­vine as­tro­logy.
								

								Tell me, are there many heav­ens above the moon?
								

								Are all ce­les­ti­al bod­ies but one globe,
								

								As is the sub­stance of this cent­ric earth?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								As are the ele­ments, such are the spheres
								

								Mu­tu­ally fol­ded in each oth­er’s orb,
								

								And, Faus­tus,
								

								All jointly move upon one ax­le­tree
								

								Whose ter­min­ine is termed the world’s wide pole;
								

								Nor are the names of Sat­urn, Mars, or Jupiter
								

								Feigned, but are erring stars.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							But tell me, have they all one mo­tion, both situ et tem­pore.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							All jointly move from east to west in twenty-four hours upon the poles of the world; but dif­fer in their mo­tion upon the poles of the zo­di­ac.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Tush!
								

								These slender trifles Wag­n­er can de­cide;
								

								Hath Mephis­topheles no great­er skill?
								

								Who knows not the double mo­tion of the plan­ets?
								

								The first is fin­ished in a nat­ur­al day;
							

							The second thus; as Sat­urn in thirty years; Jupiter in twelve; Mars in four; the Sun, Venus, and Mer­cury in a year; the moon in twenty eight days. Tush, these are fresh­men’s sup­pos­i­tions. But tell me, hath every sphere a domin­ion or in­tel­li­gen­tia?

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Ay.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								How many heav­ens, or spheres, are there?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Nine: the sev­en plan­ets, the firm­a­ment, and the em­pyr­eal heav­en.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Well, re­solve me in this ques­tion: why have we not con­junc­tions, op­pos­i­tions, as­pects, ec­lipses, all at one time, but in some years we have more, in some less?
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Per in­o­equalem motum re­spectu to­ti­us.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Well, I am answered. Tell me who made the world?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								I will not.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Sweet Mephis­topheles, tell me.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Move me not, for I will not tell thee.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Vil­lain, have I not bound thee to tell me any­thing?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							Ay, that is not against our king­dom; but this is. Think thou on hell, Faus­tus, for thou art damned.

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Think, Faus­tus, upon God that made the world.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Re­mem­ber this.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ay, go, ac­cursed spir­it, to ugly hell.
								

								’Tis thou hast damned dis­tressed Faus­tus’ soul.
								

								Is’t not too late?
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Good An­gel and Evil An­gel.
						
					

					
							Evil An­gel
							
							
								Too late.
							

						
					

					
							Good An­gel
							
							
								Nev­er too late, if Faus­tus can re­pent.
							

						
					

					
							Evil An­gel
							
							
								If thou re­pent, dev­ils shall tear thee in pieces.
							

						
					

					
							Good An­gel
							
							
								Re­pent, and they shall nev­er raze thy skin.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt An­gels.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ah, Christ, my Sa­viour,
								

								Seek to save dis­tressed Faus­tus’ soul!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Lu­ci­fer, Belze­bub, and Mephis­topheles.
						
					

					
							Lu­ci­fer
							
							
								Christ can­not save thy soul, for he is just;
								

								There’s none but I have in­terest in the same.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								O, who art thou that look’st so ter­rible?
							

						
					

					
							Lu­ci­fer
							
							
								I am Lu­ci­fer,
								

								And this is my com­pan­ion-prince in hell.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								O Faus­tus! they are come to fetch away thy soul!
							

						
					

					
							Lu­ci­fer
							
							
								We come to tell thee thou dost in­jure us;
								

								Thou talk’st of Christ con­trary to thy prom­ise;
								

								Thou should’st not think of God: think of the Dev­il.37
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Nor will I hence­forth: par­don me in this,
								

								And Faus­tus vows nev­er to look to Heav­en,
								

								Nev­er to name God, or to pray to him,
								

								To burn his Scrip­tures, slay his min­is­ters,
								

								And make my spir­its pull his churches down.
							

						
					

					
							Lu­ci­fer
							Do so, and we will highly grat­i­fy thee. Faus­tus, we are come from hell to show thee some pas­time: sit down, and thou shalt see all the Sev­en Deadly Sins ap­pear in their prop­er shapes.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								That sight will be as pleas­ing un­to me,
								

								As Para­dise was to Adam, the first day
								

								Of his cre­ation.
							

						
					

					
							Lu­ci­fer
							Talk not of Para­dise nor cre­ation; but mark this show: talk of the Dev­il, and noth­ing else: come away!
					

					
							
							
							Enter the Sev­en Deadly Sins.
						
					

					
							
							Now, Faus­tus, ex­am­ine them of their sev­er­al names and dis­pos­i­tions.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							What art thou—the first?
					

					
							Pride
							I am Pride. I dis­dain to have any par­ents. I am like to Ovid’s flea:38 I can creep in­to every corner of a wench; some­times, like a peri­wig, I sit upon her brow; or like a fan of feath­ers, I kiss her lips; in­deed I do—what do I not? But, fie, what a scent is here! I’ll not speak an­oth­er word, ex­cept the ground were per­fumed, and covered with cloth of ar­ras.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							What art thou—the second?
					

					
							Cov­et­ous­ness
							I am Cov­et­ous­ness, be­got­ten of an old churl in an old leath­ern bag; and might I have my wish I would de­sire that this house and all the people in it were turned to gold, that I might lock you up in my good chest: O, my sweet gold!
					

					
							Faus­tus
							What art thou—the third?
					

					
							Wrath
							I am Wrath. I had neither fath­er nor moth­er: I leapt out of a li­on’s mouth when I was scarce half an hour old; and ever since I have run up and down the world with this case39 of rapi­ers, wound­ing my­self when I had nobody to fight with­al. I was born in hell; and look to it, for some of you shall be my fath­er.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							What art thou—the fourth?
					

					
							Envy
							I am Envy, be­got­ten of a chim­ney sweep­er and an oyster-wife. I can­not read, and there­fore wish all books were burnt. I am lean with see­ing oth­ers eat. O that there would come a fam­ine through all the world, that all might die, and I live alone! then thou should’st see how fat I would be. But must thou sit and I stand! Come down, with a ven­geance!
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Away, en­vi­ous ras­cal! What art thou—the fifth?
					

					
							Glut­tony
							Who I, sir? I am Glut­tony. My par­ents are all dead, and the dev­il a penny they have left me, but a bare pen­sion, and that is thirty meals a day and ten bevers,40—a small trifle to suf­fice nature. O, I come of a roy­al par­ent­age! my grand­fath­er was a Gam­mon of Ba­con, my grand­moth­er a Hogshead of Claret-wine; my god­fath­ers were these, Peter Pickle-her­ring and Mar­tin Mar­tlemas-beef;41 O, but my god­moth­er, she was a jolly gen­tle­wo­man, and well-be­loved in every good town and city; her name was Mis­tress Mar­gery March-beer.42 Now, Faus­tus, thou hast heard all my pro­geny, wilt thou bid me to sup­per?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							No, I’ll see thee hanged: thou wilt eat up all my victu­als.
					

					
							Glut­tony
							Then the Dev­il choke thee!
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Choke thy­self, glut­ton! What art thou—the sixth?
					

					
							Sloth
							I am Sloth. I was be­got­ten on a sunny bank, where I have lain ever since; and you have done me great in­jury to bring me from thence: let me be car­ried thith­er again by Glut­tony and Lech­ery. I’ll not speak an­oth­er word for a king’s ransom.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							What are you, Mis­tress Minx, the sev­enth and last?
					

					
							Lech­ery
							Who I, sir? I am one that loves an inch of raw mut­ton bet­ter than an ell of fried stock-fish; and the first let­ter of my name be­gins with L.43
					

					
							Lu­ci­fer
							Away to hell, to hell! Now, Faus­tus, how dost thou like this?
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt the Sins.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							O, this feeds my soul!
					

					
							Lu­ci­fer
							Tut, Faus­tus, in hell is all man­ner of de­light.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							O might I see hell, and re­turn again, How happy were I then!
					

					
							Lu­ci­fer
							
							
								Thou shalt; I will send for thee at mid­night.
								

								In mean­time take this book; per­use it throughly,
								

								And thou shalt turn thy­self in­to what shape thou wilt.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Great thanks, mighty Lu­ci­fer! This will I keep as chary as my life.
					

					
							Lu­ci­fer
							Farewell, Faus­tus, and think on the Dev­il.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Farewell, great Lu­ci­fer.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Lu­ci­fer and Belze­bub.
						
					

					
							
							
							Come, Mephis­topheles.
						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				VII
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Chor­us.
						
					

					
							Chor­us
							
							
								Learned Faus­tus,
								

								To know the secrets of as­tro­nomy,
								

								Graven in the book of Jove’s high firm­a­ment,
								

								Did mount him­self to scale Olym­pus’ top,
								

								Be­ing seated in a chari­ot burn­ing bright,
								

								Drawn by the strength of yoky dragons’ necks.
								

								He now is gone to prove cos­mo­graphy,
								

								And, as I guess, will first ar­rive at Rome,
								

								To see the Pope and man­ner of his court,
								

								And take some part of holy Peter’s feast,
								

								That to this day is highly sol­em­nised.44
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Faus­tus and Mephis­topheles.45
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Hav­ing now, my good Mephis­topheles,
								

								Passed with de­light the stately town of Tri­er,46
								

								En­vironed round with airy moun­tain-tops,
								

								With walls of flint, and deep-en­trenched lakes,
								

								Not to be won by any con­quer­ing prince;
								

								From Par­is next, coast­ing the realm of France,
								

								We saw the river Maine fall in­to Rhine,
								

								Whose banks are set with groves of fruit­ful vines;
								

								Then up to Naples, rich Cam­pan­ia,
								

								Whose build­ings fair and gor­geous to the eye,
								

								The streets straight forth, and paved with finest brick,
								

								Quarter the town in four equi­val­ents:
								

								There saw we learned Maro’s golden tomb,
								

								The way he cut, an Eng­lish mile in length,
								

								Thor­ough a rock of stone, in one night’s space;47
								

								From thence to Venice, Padua, and the rest,
								

								In one48 of which a sump­tu­ous temple stands,
								

								That threats the stars with her as­pir­ing top.49
								

								Thus hitherto hath Faus­tus spent his time:
								

								But tell me now what rest­ing-place is this?
								

								Hast thou, as erst I did com­mand,
								

								Con­duc­ted me with­in the walls of Rome?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Faus­tus, I have; and be­cause we will not be un­provided, have taken up his Holi­ness’ privy-cham­ber for our use.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							I hope his Holi­ness will bid us wel­come.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Tut, ’tis no mat­ter, man, we’ll be bold with his good cheer.
								

								And now, my Faus­tus, that thou may’st per­ceive
								

								What Rome con­taineth to de­light thee with,
								

								Know that this city stands upon sev­en hills
								

								That un­der­prop the ground­work of the same:
								

								Just through the midst runs flow­ing Tiber’s stream,
								

								With wind­ing banks that cut it in two parts:
								

								Over the which four stately bridges lean,
								

								That make safe pas­sage to each part of Rome:
								

								Upon the bridge called Ponte An­gelo
								

								Erec­ted is a castle passing strong,
								

								With­in whose walls such store of ord­nance are,
								

								And double50 can­nons framed of carved brass,
								

								As match the days with­in one com­plete year;
								

								Be­sides the gates and high pyr­am­ides,51
								

								Which Ju­li­us Caesar brought from Africa.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Now by the king­doms of in­fernal rule,
								

								Of Styx, of Acher­on, and the fiery lake
								

								Of ever-burn­ing Phle­gethon, I swear
								

								That I do long to see the monu­ments
								

								And situ­ation of bright-splendent Rome:
								

								Come there­fore, let’s away.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Nay, Faus­tus, stay; I know you’d fain see the Pope,
								

								And take some part of holy Peter’s feast,
								

								Where thou shalt see a troop of bald­pate fri­ars,
								

								Whose sum­mum bonum is in belly-cheer.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Well, I’m con­tent to com­pass then some sport,
								

								And by their folly make us mer­ri­ment.
								

								Then charm me, Mephis­topheles, that I
								

								May be in­vis­ible, to do what I please
								

								Un­seen of any whilst I stay in Rome.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Mephis­topheles charms him.
						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								So, Faus­tus; now
								

								Do what thou wilt, thou shalt not be dis­cerned.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Sound a son­net.52 Enter the Pope and the Car­din­al of Lor­rain to the ban­quet, with Fri­ars at­tend­ing.
						
					

					
							Pope
							My Lord of Lor­rain, wilt please you draw near?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Fall to, and the dev­il choke you an you spare!
					

					
							Pope
							How now! Who’s that which spake?—Fri­ars, look about.
					

					
							First Fri­ar
							Here’s nobody, if it like your Holi­ness.
					

					
							Pope
							My lord, here is a dainty dish was sent me from the Bish­op Mil­an.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							I thank you, sir. Snatches the dish.
					

					
							Pope
							How now! Who’s that which snatched the meat from me? Will no man look? My lord, this dish was sent me from the Car­din­al of Florence.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							You say true; I’ll ha’t. Snatches the dish.
					

					
							Pope
							What, again! My lord, I’ll drink to your grace.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							I’ll pledge your grace. Snatches the cup.
					

					
							Car­din­al of Lor­rain
							My lord, it may be some ghost, newly crept out of pur­gat­ory, come to beg a par­don of your Holi­ness.
					

					
							Pope
							It may be so. Fri­ars, pre­pare a dirge to lay the fury of this ghost. Once again, my lord, fall to. The Pope crosses him­self.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							What, are you cross­ing of your­self? Well, use that trick no more I would ad­vise you.
					

					
							
							
							The Pope crosses him­self again.
						
					

					
							
							Well, there’s the second time. Aware the third; I give you fair warn­ing.
					

					
							
							
							The Pope crosses him­self again, and Faus­tus hits him a box of the ear; and they all run away.
						
					

					
							
							Come on, Mephis­topheles; what shall we do?
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Nay, I know not. We shall be cursed with bell, book, and candle.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								How! bell, book, and candle—candle, book, and bell,
								

								For­ward and back­ward to curse Faus­tus to hell!
								

								Anon you shall hear a hog grunt, a calf bleat, and an ass bray,
								

								Be­cause it is Saint Peter’s hol­i­day.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter the Fri­ars to sing the Dirge.
						
					

					
							1st Fri­ar
							Come, brethren, let’s about our busi­ness with good de­vo­tion.
					

					
							
							
							They sing.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Cursed be he that stole away his Holi­ness’ meat from the table! Mal­edicat Domin­us!
								

								Cursed be he that struck his Holi­ness a blow on the face! Mal­edicat Domin­us!
								

								Cursed be he that took Fri­ar San­de­lo a blow on the pate! Mal­edicat Domin­us!
								

								Cursed be he that dis­turbeth our holy dirge! Mal­edicat Domin­us!
								

								Cursed be he that took away his Holi­ness’ wine! Mal­edicat Domin­us Et omnes sanc­ti! Amen!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Mephis­topheles and Faus­tus beat the Fri­ars, and fling fire­works among them: and so ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				VIII
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Chor­us.
						
					

					
							Chor­us
							
							
								When Faus­tus had with pleas­ure ta’en the view
								

								Of rarest things, and roy­al courts of kings,
								

								He stayed his course, and so re­turned home;
								

								Where such as bear his ab­sence but with grief,
								

								I mean his friends, and near’st com­pan­ions,
								

								Did grat­u­late his safety with kind words,
								

								And in their con­fer­ence of what be­fell,
								

								Touch­ing his jour­ney through the world and air,
								

								They put forth ques­tions of As­tro­logy,
								

								Which Faus­tus answered with such learned skill
								

								As they ad­mired and wondered at his wit.
								

								Now is his fame spread forth in every land;
								

								Amongst the rest the Em­per­or is one,
								

								Car­ol­us the Fifth, at whose palace now
								

								Faus­tus is feasted ’mongst his no­ble­men.
								

								What there he did in tri­al of his art,
								

								I leave un­told—your eyes shall see per­formed.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Robin the Ost­ler, with a book in his hand.53
						
					

					
							Robin
							O, this is ad­mir­able! here I ha’ stolen one of Doc­tor Faus­tus’s con­jur­ing books, and, i’faith I mean to search some circles for my own use. Now will I make all the maid­ens in our par­ish dance at my pleas­ure, stark na­ked be­fore me; and so by that means I shall see more than e’er I felt or saw yet.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Ral­ph, call­ing Robin.
						
					

					
							Ral­ph
							Robin, prithee, come away; there’s a gen­tle­man tar­ries to have his horse, and he would have his things rubbed and made clean: he keeps such a chaf­ing with my mis­tress about it; and she has sent me to look thee out; prithee, come away.
					

					
							Robin
							Keep out, keep out, or else you are blown up; you are dis­membered, Ral­ph: keep out, for I am about a roar­ing piece of work.
					

					
							Ral­ph
							Come, what doest thou with that same book? Thou canst not read?
					

					
							Robin
							Yes, my mas­ter and mis­tress shall find that I can read, he for his fore­head, she for her private study; she’s born to bear with me, or else my art fails.
					

					
							Ral­ph
							Why, Robin, what book is that?
					

					
							Robin
							What book! why, the most in­tol­er­able book for con­jur­ing that e’er was in­ven­ted by any brim­stone dev­il.
					

					
							Ral­ph
							Can’st thou con­jure with it?
					

					
							Robin
							I can do all these things eas­ily with it; first, I can make thee drunk with ip­po­cras54 at any tabern55 in Europe for noth­ing; that’s one of my con­jur­ing works.
					

					
							Ral­ph
							Our Mas­ter Par­son says that’s noth­ing.
					

					
							Robin
							True, Ral­ph; and more, Ral­ph, if thou hast any mind to Nan Spit, our kit­chen­maid, then turn her and wind her to thy own use as of­ten as thou wilt, and at mid­night.
					

					
							Ral­ph
							O brave Robin! shall I have Nan Spit, and to mine own use? On that con­di­tion I’ll feed thy dev­il with horsebread56 as long as he lives, of free cost.
					

					
							Robin
							No more, sweet Ral­ph: let’s go and make clean our boots, which lie foul upon our hands, and then to our con­jur­ing in the Dev­il’s name.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				IX
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Robin and Ral­ph with a sil­ver gob­let.
						
					

					
							Robin
							Come, Ral­ph: did not I tell thee, we were forever made by this Doc­tor Faus­tus’ book? ecce signum, here’s a simple pur­chase57 for horse­keep­ers; our horses shall eat no hay as long as this lasts.
					

					
							Ral­ph
							But, Robin, here comes the vintner.
					

					
							Robin
							Hush! I’ll gull him su­per­nat­ur­ally.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Vintner.
						
					

					
							
							Draw­er, I hope all is paid: God be with you; come, Ral­ph.
					

					
							Vintner
							Soft, sir; a word with you. I must yet have a gob­let paid from you, ere you go.
					

					
							Robin
							I a gob­let, Ral­ph; I a gob­let! I scorn you, and you are but a58 etc. I, a gob­let! search me.
					

					
							Vintner
							I mean so, sir, with your fa­vour. Searches Robin.
					

					
							Robin
							How say you now?
					

					
							Vintner
							I must say some­what to your fel­low. You, sir!
					

					
							Ral­ph
							
							Me, sir! me, sir! search your fill. Vintner searches him. Now, sir, you may be ashamed to bur­den hon­est men with a mat­ter of truth.

						
					

					
							Vintner
							Well, t’one of you hath this gob­let about you.
					

					
							Robin
							You lie, draw­er, ’tis afore me Aside. Sir­rah you, I’ll teach you to im­peach hon­est men;—stand by;—I’ll scour you for a gob­let!—stand aside you had best, I charge you in the name of Belze­bub. Look to the gob­let, Ral­ph Aside to Ral­ph.
					

					
							Vintner
							What mean you, sir­rah?
					

					
							Robin
							I’ll tell you what I mean. Reads from a book. Sanc­to­b­u­lor­um Peri­phrasticon—Nay, I’ll tickle you, vintner.—Look to the gob­let, Ral­ph. Aside to Ral­ph.
					

					
							
							Reads. Polyprag­mos Belse­borams framanto pa­cos­ti­phos tostu, Mephis­topheles, etc.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Mephis­topheles, sets squibs at their backs, and then exit. They run about.
						
					

					
							Vintner
							O, nom­ine Domini! what mean­est thou, Robin? thou hast no gob­let.
					

					
							Ral­ph
							Pec­catum pec­cator­um! Here’s thy gob­let, good vintner. Gives the gob­let to Vintner, who exit.
					

					
							Robin
							Miseri­cor­dia pro nobis! What shall I do? Good Dev­il, for­give me now, and I’ll nev­er rob thy lib­rary more.
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Mephis­topheles.
						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Mon­arch of hell, un­der whose black sur­vey
								

								Great po­tentates do kneel with aw­ful fear,
								

								Upon whose al­tars thou­sand souls do lie,
								

								How am I vexed with these vil­lains’ charms?
								

								From Con­stantinople am I hith­er come
								

								Only for pleas­ure of these damned slaves.
							

						
					

					
							Robin
							How, from Con­stantinople! You have had a great jour­ney: will you take six­pence in your purse to pay for your sup­per, and be­gone?
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Well, vil­lains, for your pre­sump­tion, I trans­form thee in­to an ape, and thee in­to a dog; and so be­gone!
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Robin
							How, in­to an ape! that’s brave! I’ll have fine sport with the boys. I’ll get nuts and apples enow.
					

					
							Ral­ph
							And I must be a dog.
					

					
							Robin
							I’faith, thy head will nev­er be out of the pot­tage pot.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				X
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Em­per­or, Faus­tus, and a Knight, with At­tend­ants.59
						
					

					
							Em­per­or
							Mas­ter Doc­tor Faus­tus, I have heard strange re­port of thy know­ledge in the black art, how that none in my em­pire nor in the whole world can com­pare with thee for the rare ef­fects of ma­gic: they say thou hast a fa­mil­i­ar spir­it, by whom thou canst ac­com­plish what thou list. This there­fore is my re­quest, that thou let me see some proof of thy skill, that mine eyes may be wit­nesses to con­firm what mine ears have heard re­por­ted: and here I swear to thee by the hon­our of mine im­per­i­al crown, that, whatever thou doest, thou shalt be no ways pre­ju­diced or en­dam­aged.
					

					
							Knight
							I’faith, he looks much like a con­jurer. Aside.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							My gra­cious sov­er­eign, though I must con­fess my­self far in­feri­or to the re­port men have pub­lished, and noth­ing an­swer­able to the hon­our of your im­per­i­al majesty, yet for that love and duty binds me there­unto, I am con­tent to do what­so­ever your majesty shall com­mand me.
					

					
							Em­per­or
							
							
								Then, Doc­tor Faus­tus, mark what I shall say.
								

								As I was some­time sol­it­ary set
								

								With­in my closet, sun­dry thoughts arose
								

								About the hon­our of mine an­cest­ors,
								

								How they had won by prowess such ex­ploits,
								

								Got such riches, sub­dued so many king­doms
								

								As we that do suc­ceed, or they that shall
								

								Here­after pos­sess our throne, shall
								

								(I fear me) ne’er at­tain to that de­gree
								

								Of high renown and great au­thor­ity:
								

								Amongst which kings is Al­ex­an­der the Great,
								

								Chief spec­tacle of the world’s pree­m­in­ence,
								

								The bright shin­ing of whose glor­i­ous acts
								

								Light­ens the world with his re­flect­ing beams,
								

								As when I hear but mo­tion made of him
								

								It grieves my soul I nev­er saw the man.
								

								If there­fore thou by cun­ning of thine art,
								

								Canst raise this man from hol­low vaults be­low,
								

								Where lies en­tombed this fam­ous con­quer­or,
								

								And bring with him his beau­teous para­mour,
								

								Both in their right shapes, ges­ture, and at­tire
								

								They used to wear dur­ing their time of life,
								

								Thou shalt both sat­is­fy my just de­sire,
								

								And give me cause to praise thee whilst I live.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							My gra­cious lord, I am ready to ac­com­plish your re­quest so far forth as by art, and power of my Spir­it, I am able to per­form.
					

					
							Knight
							I’faith that’s just noth­ing at all. Aside.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							But, if it like your grace, it is not in my abil­ity to present be­fore your eyes the true sub­stan­tial bod­ies of those two de­ceased princes, which long since are con­sumed to dust.
					

					
							Knight
							Ay, marry, Mas­ter Doc­tor, now there’s a sign of grace in you, when you will con­fess the truth. Aside.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							But such spir­its as can lively re­semble Al­ex­an­der and his para­mour shall ap­pear be­fore your grace in that man­ner that they both lived in, in their most flour­ish­ing es­tate; which I doubt not shall suf­fi­ciently con­tent your im­per­i­al majesty.
					

					
							Em­per­or
							Go to, Mas­ter Doc­tor, let me see them presently.
					

					
							Knight
							Do you hear, Mas­ter Doc­tor? You bring Al­ex­an­der and his para­mour be­fore the Em­per­or!
					

					
							Faus­tus
							How then, sir?
					

					
							Knight
							I’faith, that’s as true as Di­ana turned me to a stag.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							No, sir; but, when Actae­on died, he left the horns for you. Mephis­topheles, be­gone.
					

					
							
							
							Exit Mephis­topheles.
						
					

					
							Knight
							Nay, an you go to con­jur­ing, I’ll be­gone.
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							I’ll meet with you anon for in­ter­rupt­ing me so. Here they are, my gra­cious lord.
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Mephis­topheles with Spir­its in the shapes of Al­ex­an­der and his Para­mour.
						
					

					
							Em­per­or
							Mas­ter Doc­tor, I heard this lady while she lived had a wart or mole in her neck: how shall I know wheth­er it be so or no?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Your high­ness may boldly go and see.
					

					
							Em­per­or
							Sure, these are no spir­its, but the true sub­stan­tial bod­ies of those two de­ceased princes.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Spir­its.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Will’t please your high­ness now to send for the knight that was so pleas­ant with me here of late?
					

					
							Em­per­or
							One of you call him forth!
					

					
							
							
							Exit At­tend­ant.
						
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter the Knight with a pair of horns on his head.
						
					

					
							
							How now, sir knight! why, I had thought thou had’st been a bach­el­or, but now I see thou hast a wife, that not only gives thee horns, but makes thee wear them. Feel on thy head.
					

					
							Knight
							
							
								Thou damned wretch and ex­ec­rable dog,
								

								Bred in the con­cave of some mon­strous rock,
								

								How darest thou thus ab­use a gen­tle­man?
								

								Vil­lain, I say, undo what thou hast done!
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							O, not so fast, sir; there’s no haste; but, good, are you re­membered how you crossed me in my con­fer­ence with the Em­per­or? I think I have met with you for it.
					

					
							Em­per­or
							Good Mas­ter Doc­tor, at my en­treaty re­lease him: he hath done pen­ance suf­fi­cient.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							My gra­cious lord, not so much for the in­jury he offered me here in your pres­ence, as to de­light you with some mirth, hath Faus­tus wor­thily re­quited this in­jur­i­ous knight: which be­ing all I de­sire, I am con­tent to re­lease him of his horns: and, sir knight, here­after speak well of schol­ars. Mephis­topheles, trans­form him straight. Mephis­topheles re­moves the horns. Now, my good lord, hav­ing done my duty I humbly take my leave.
					

					
							Em­per­or
							
							
								Farewell, Mas­ter Doc­tor; yet, ere you go,
								

								Ex­pect from me a bounteous re­ward.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				XI
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Faus­tus and Mephis­topheles.60
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Now, Mephis­topheles, the rest­less course
								

								That Time doth run with calm and si­lent foot,
								

								Short­en­ing my days and thread of vi­tal life,
								

								Calls for the pay­ment of my latest years:
								

								There­fore, sweet Mephis­topheles, let us
								

								Make haste to Wer­ten­berg.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							What, will you go on horse­back or on foot?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Nay, till I’m past this fair and pleas­ant green, I’ll walk on foot.
					

					
							
							
							Enter a Horse-Cours­er.61
						
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							I have been all this day seek­ing one Mas­ter Fus­ti­an: mass, see where he is! God save you, Mas­ter Doc­tor!
					

					
							Faus­tus
							What, horse-cours­er! You are well met.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							Do you hear, sir? I have brought you forty dol­lars for your horse.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							I can­not sell him so: if thou likest him for fifty, take him.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							Alas, sir, I have no more.—I pray you, speak for me.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							I pray you, let him have him: he is an hon­est fel­low, and he has a great charge, neither wife nor child.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Well, come, give me your money. Horse-Cours­er gives Faus­tus the money. My boy will de­liv­er him to you. But I must tell you one thing be­fore you have him; ride him not in­to the wa­ter, at any hand.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							Why, sir, will he not drink of all wa­ters?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							O yes, he will drink of all wa­ters, but ride him not in­to the wa­ter: ride him over hedge or ditch, or where thou wilt, but not in­to the wa­ter.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							Well, sir.—Now am I made man forever: I’ll not leave my horse for forty: if he had but the qual­ity of hey-ding-ding, hey-ding-ding, I’d make a brave liv­ing on him: he has a but­tock as slick62 as an eel Aside.—Well, God b’wi’ye, sir, your boy will de­liv­er him me: but hark you, sir; if my horse be sick or ill at ease, if I bring his wa­ter to you, you’ll tell me what it is.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Away, you vil­lain; what, dost think I am a horse-doc­tor?
					

					
							
							
							Exit Horse-Cours­er.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								What art thou, Faus­tus, but a man con­demned to die?
								

								Thy fatal time doth draw to fi­nal end;
								

								Des­pair doth drive dis­trust in­to my thoughts:
								

								Con­found these pas­sions with a quiet sleep:
								

								Tush, Christ did call the thief upon the cross;
								

								Then rest thee, Faus­tus, quiet in con­ceit.
								

								
									Sleeps in his chair.
								
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Horse-Cours­er, all wet, cry­ing.
						
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							Alas, alas! Doc­tor Fus­ti­an, quoth a? mass, Doc­tor Lopus63 was nev­er such a doc­tor: has giv­en me a pur­ga­tion has purged me of forty dol­lars; I shall nev­er see them more. But yet, like an ass as I was, I would not be ruled by him, for he bade me I should ride him in­to no wa­ter: now I, think­ing my horse had had some rare qual­ity that he would not have had me know of, I, like a ven­tur­ous youth, rid him in­to the deep pond at the town’s end. I was no soon­er in the middle of the pond, but my horse van­ished away, and I sat upon a bottle of hay, nev­er so near drown­ing in my life. But I’ll seek out my Doc­tor, and have my forty dol­lars again, or I’ll make it the dearest horse!—O, yon­der is his snip­per-snap­per.—Do you hear? you, hey-pass,64 where’s your mas­ter?
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Why, sir, what would you? You can­not speak with him.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							But I will speak with him.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Why, he’s fast asleep. Come some oth­er time.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							I’ll speak with him now, or I’ll break his glass win­dows about his ears.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							I tell thee, he has not slept this eight nights.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							An he have not slept this eight weeks I’ll speak with him.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							See where he is, fast asleep.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							Ay, this is he. God save you, Mas­ter Doc­tor, Mas­ter Doc­tor, Mas­ter Doc­tor Fus­ti­an Forty dol­lars, forty dol­lars for a bottle of hay!
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Why, thou seest he hears thee not.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							So-ho, ho!—so-ho, ho! Hol­lows in his ear. No, will you not wake? I’ll make you wake ere I go. Pulls Faus­tus by the leg, and pulls it away. Alas, I am un­done! what shall I do?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							O my leg, my leg! Help, Mephis­topheles! call the of­ficers. My leg, my leg!
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Come, vil­lain, to the con­stable.
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							O Lord, sir, let me go, and I’ll give you forty dol­lars more.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Where be they?
					

					
							Horse-Cours­er
							I have none about me. Come to my ostry,65 and I’ll give them you.
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							Be­gone quickly.
					

					
							
							
							Horse-Cours­er runs away.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							What, is he gone? Farewell he! Faus­tus has his leg again, and the horse-cours­er, I take it, a bottle of hay for his la­bour. Well, this trick shall cost him forty dol­lars more.
					

					
							
							
							Enter Wag­n­er.
						
					

					
							
							How now, Wag­n­er, what’s the news with thee?
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							Sir, the Duke of Van­holt66 doth earn­estly en­treat your com­pany.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							The Duke of Van­holt! an hon­our­able gen­tle­man, to whom I must be no nig­gard of my cun­ning. Come, Mephis­topheles, let’s away to him.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				XII
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter the Duke of Van­holt, the Duch­ess, and Faus­tus and Mephis­topheles.67
						
					

					
							Duke
							Be­lieve me, Mas­ter Doc­tor, this mer­ri­ment hath much pleased me.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							My gra­cious lord, I am glad it con­tents you so well.—But it may be, madam, you take no de­light in this. I have heard that great-bel­lied wo­men do long for some dain­ties or oth­er: what is it, madam? tell me, and you shall have it.
					

					
							Duch­ess
							Thanks, good Mas­ter Doc­tor; and for I see your cour­teous in­tent to pleas­ure me, I will not hide from you the thing my heart de­sires; and were it now sum­mer, as it is Janu­ary and the dead time of the winter, I would de­sire no bet­ter meat than a dish of ripe grapes.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Alas, madam, that’s noth­ing! Mephis­topheles, be­gone. Exit Mephis­topheles. Were it a great­er thing than this, so it would con­tent you, you should have it.
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Mephis­topheles with grapes.
						
					

					
							
							Here they be, madam; wilt please you taste on them?
					

					
							Duke
							Be­lieve me, Mas­ter Doc­tor, this makes me won­der above the rest, that be­ing in the dead time of winter, and in the month of Janu­ary, how you should come by these grapes.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							If it like your grace, the year is di­vided in­to two circles over the whole world, that, when it is here winter with us, in the con­trary circle it is sum­mer with them, as in In­dia, Saba, and farther coun­tries in the East; and by means of a swift spir­it that I have I had them brought hith­er, as you see.—How do you like them, madam; be they good?
					

					
							Duch­ess
							Be­lieve me, Mas­ter Doc­tor, they be the best grapes that e’er I tasted in my life be­fore.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							I am glad they con­tent you so, madam.
					

					
							Duke
							Come, madam, let us in, where you must well re­ward this learned man for the great kind­ness he hath showed to you.
					

					
							Duch­ess
							And so I will, my lord; and, whilst I live, rest be­hold­ing68 for this cour­tesy.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							I humbly thank your grace.
					

					
							Duke
							Come, Mas­ter Doc­tor, fol­low us and re­ceive your re­ward.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				XIII
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Wag­n­er.69
						
					

					
							Wag­n­er
							
							
								I think my mas­ter shortly means to die,
								

								For he hath giv­en to me all his goods:
								

								And yet, me­thinks, if that death were so near,
								

								He would not ban­quet, and ca­rouse and swill
								

								Amongst the stu­dents, as even now he doth,
								

								Who are at sup­per with such belly-cheer
								

								As Wag­n­er ne’er be­held in all his life.
								

								See where they come! be­like the feast is ended.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				XIV
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Faus­tus with two or three Schol­ars, and Mephis­topheles.
						
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							
							Mas­ter Doc­tor Faus­tus, since our con­fer­ence about fair ladies, which was the beau­ti­fulest in all the world, we have de­term­ined with ourselves that Helen of Greece was the ad­mir­ablest lady that ever lived: there­fore, Mas­ter Doc­tor, if you will do us that fa­vour, as to let us see that peer­less dame of Greece, whom all the world ad­mires for majesty, we should think ourselves much be­hold­ing un­to you.

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Gen­tle­men,
								

								For that I know your friend­ship is un­feigned,
								

								And Faus­tus’ cus­tom is not to deny
								

								The just re­quests of those that wish him well,
								

								You shall be­hold that peer­less dame of Greece,
								

								No oth­er­ways for pomp and majesty
								

								Than when Sir Par­is crossed the seas with her,
								

								And brought the spoils to rich Dard­ania.
								

								Be si­lent, then, for danger is in words.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Mu­sic sounds, and Helen pas­seth over the stage.
						
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							
							
								Too simple is my wit to tell her praise,
								

								Whom all the world ad­mires for majesty.
							

						
					

					
							Third Schol­ar
							
							
								No mar­vel though the angry Greeks pur­sued
								

								With ten years’ war the rape of such a queen,
								

								Whose heav­enly beauty pas­seth all com­pare.
							

						
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							
							
								Since we have seen the pride of Nature’s works,
								

								And only par­agon of ex­cel­lence,
								

								Let us de­part; and for this glor­i­ous deed
								

								Happy and blest be Faus­tus ever­more!
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Gen­tle­men, farewell—the same I wish to you.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Schol­ars.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter an Old Man.
						
					

					
							Old Man
							
							
								Ah, Doc­tor Faus­tus, that I might pre­vail
								

								To guide thy steps un­to the way of life,
								

								By which sweet path thou may’st at­tain the goal
								

								That shall con­duct thee to ce­les­ti­al rest!
								

								Break heart, drop blood, and mingle it with tears,
								

								Tears fall­ing from re­pent­ant heav­i­ness
								

								Of thy most vile and loath­some filthi­ness,
								

								The stench where­of cor­rupts the in­ward soul
								

								With such fla­gitious crimes of hein­ous sin
								

								As no com­mis­er­a­tion may ex­pel,
								

								But mercy, Faus­tus, of thy Sa­viour sweet,
								

								Whose blood alone must wash away thy guilt.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Where art thou, Faus­tus? wretch, what hast thou done?
								

								Damned art thou, Faus­tus, damned; des­pair and die!
								

								Hell calls for right, and with a roar­ing voice
								

								Says, “Faus­tus! come! thine hour is al­most come!”
								

								And Faus­tus now will come to do the right.
								

								
									Mephis­topheles gives him a dag­ger.
								
							

						
					

					
							Old Man
							
							
								Ah, stay, good Faus­tus, stay thy des­per­ate steps!
								

								I see an an­gel hov­ers o’er thy head,
								

								And, with a vi­al full of pre­cious grace,
								

								Of­fers to pour the same in­to thy soul:
								

								Then call for mercy, and avoid des­pair.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ah, my sweet friend, I feel
								

								Thy words to com­fort my dis­tressed soul!
								

								Leave me a while to pon­der on my sins.
							

						
					

					
							Old Man
							
							
								I go, sweet Faus­tus, but with heavy cheer,
								

								Fear­ing the ru­in of thy hope­less soul.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ac­cursed Faus­tus, where is mercy now?
								

								I do re­pent; and yet I do des­pair:
								

								Hell strives with grace for con­quest in my breast:
								

								What shall I do to shun the snares of death?
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Thou trait­or, Faus­tus, I ar­rest thy soul
								

								For dis­obedi­ence to my sov­er­eign lord;
								

								Re­volt, or I’ll in piece­meal tear thy flesh.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Sweet Mephis­topheles, en­treat thy lord
								

								To par­don my un­just pre­sump­tion.
								

								And with my blood again I will con­firm
								

								My former vow I made to Lu­ci­fer.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Do it, then, quickly, with un­feigned heart,
								

								Lest great­er danger do at­tend thy drift.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Faus­tus stabs his arm and writes on a pa­per with his blood.70
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Tor­ment, sweet friend, that base and crooked age,
								

								That durst dis­suade me from thy Lu­ci­fer,
								

								With greatest tor­ments that our hell af­fords.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								His faith is great: I can­not touch his soul;
								

								But what I may af­flict his body with
								

								I will at­tempt, which is but little worth.
							

						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								One thing, good ser­vant, let me crave of thee,
								

								To glut the long­ing of my heart’s de­sire—
								

								That I might have un­to my para­mour
								

								That heav­enly Helen, which I saw of late,
								

								Whose sweet em­bra­cings may ex­tin­guish clean
								

								Those thoughts that do dis­suade me from my vow,
								

								And keep mine oath I made to Lu­ci­fer.
							

						
					

					
							Mephis­topheles
							
							
								Faus­tus, this or what else thou shalt de­sire
								

								Shall be per­formed in twink­ling of an eye.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Re-enter Helen.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Was this the face that launched a thou­sand ships71
								

								And burnt the top­less towers of Ili­um?
								

								Sweet Helen, make me im­mor­tal with a kiss.
								

								
									Kisses her.
								
								

								Her lips suck forth my soul; see, where it flies!—
								

								Come, Helen, come, give me my soul again.
								

								Here will I dwell, for Heav­en is in these lips,
								

								And all is dross that is not Helena.
								

								I will be Par­is, and for love of thee,
								

								In­stead of Troy, shall Wer­ten­berg be sacked:
								

								And I will com­bat with weak Me­nelaus,
								

								And wear thy col­ours on my plumed crest:
								

								Yea, I will wound Achilles in the heel,
								

								And then re­turn to Helen for a kiss.
								

								Oh, thou art fairer than the even­ing air
								

								Clad in the beauty of a thou­sand stars;
								

								Bright­er art thou than flam­ing Jupiter
								

								When he ap­peared to hap­less Semele:
								

								More lovely than the mon­arch of the sky
								

								In wan­ton Areth­usa’s azured arms:
								

								And none but thou shalt be my para­mour!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				XV
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter the Old Man.72
						
					

					
							Old Man
							
							
								Ac­cursed Faus­tus, miser­able man,
								

								That from thy soul ex­clud’st the grace of Heav­en,
								

								And fly’st the throne of his tribunal seat!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Dev­ils.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Satan be­gins to sift me with his pride:
								

								As in this fur­nace God shall try my faith,
								

								My faith, vile hell, shall tri­umph over thee.
								

								Am­bi­tious fiends, see how the heav­ens smile
								

								At your re­pulse, and laugh your state to scorn!
								

								Hence, hell! for hence I fly un­to my God.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt—on one side, Dev­ils, on the oth­er, Old Man.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Scene
				XVI
			

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Faus­tus, with Schol­ars.73
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Ah, gen­tle­men!
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							What ails Faus­tus?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Ah, my sweet cham­ber-fel­low, had I lived with thee, then had I lived still! but now I die etern­ally. Look, comes he not, comes he not?
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							What means Faus­tus?
					

					
							Third Schol­ar
							Be­like he is grown in­to some sick­ness by be­ing over sol­it­ary.
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							If it be so, we’ll have phys­i­cians to cure him. ’Tis but a sur­feit. Nev­er fear, man.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							A sur­feit of deadly sin that hath damned both body and soul.
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							Yet, Faus­tus, look up to Heav­en: re­mem­ber God’s mer­cies are in­fin­ite.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							But Faus­tus’ of­fence can nev­er be pardoned: the ser­pent that temp­ted Eve may be saved, but not Faus­tus. Ah, gen­tle­men, hear me with pa­tience, and tremble not at my speeches! Though my heart pants and quivers to re­mem­ber that I have been a stu­dent here these thirty years, oh, would I had nev­er seen Wer­ten­berg, nev­er read book! and what won­ders I have done, all Ger­many can wit­ness, yea, all the world: for which Faus­tus hath lost both Ger­many and the world, yea Heav­en it­self, Heav­en, the seat of God, the throne of the blessed, the king­dom of joy; and must re­main in hell forever, hell, ah, hell, forever! Sweet friends! what shall be­come of Faus­tus be­ing in hell forever?
					

					
							Third Schol­ar
							Yet, Faus­tus, call on God.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							On God, whom Faus­tus hath ab­jured! on God, whom Faus­tus hath blas­phemed! Ah, my God, I would weep, but the Dev­il draws in my tears. Gush forth blood in­stead of tears! Yea, life and soul! Oh, he stays my tongue! I would lift up my hands, but see, they hold them, they hold them!
					

					
							All
							Who, Faus­tus?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Lu­ci­fer and Mephis­topheles. Ah, gen­tle­men, I gave them my soul for my cun­ning!
					

					
							All
							God for­bid!
					

					
							Faus­tus
							God for­bade it in­deed; but Faus­tus hath done it: for vain pleas­ure of twenty-four years hath Faus­tus lost etern­al joy and fe­li­city. I writ them a bill with mine own blood: the date is ex­pired; the time will come, and he will fetch me.
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							Why did not Faus­tus tell us of this be­fore, that di­vines might have prayed for thee?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Oft have I thought to have done so: but the Dev­il threatened to tear me in pieces if I named God; to fetch both body and soul if I once gave ear to di­vin­ity: and now ’tis too late. Gen­tle­men, away! lest you per­ish with me.
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							Oh, what shall we do to save Faus­tus?
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Talk not of me, but save yourselves, and de­part.
					

					
							Third Schol­ar
							God will strengthen me. I will stay with Faus­tus.
					

					
							First Schol­ar
							Tempt not God, sweet friend; but let us in­to the next room, and there pray for him.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Ay, pray for me, pray for me! and what noise so­ever ye hear, come not un­to me, for noth­ing can res­cue me.
					

					
							Second Schol­ar
							Pray thou, and we will pray that God may have mercy upon thee.
					

					
							Faus­tus
							Gen­tle­men, farewell: if I live till morn­ing I’ll vis­it you: if not—Faus­tus is gone to hell.
					

					
							All
							Faus­tus, farewell.
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Schol­ars. The clock strikes el­ev­en.
						
					

					
							Faus­tus
							
							
								Ah, Faus­tus,
								

								Now hast thou but one bare hour to live,
								

								And then thou must be damned per­petu­ally!
								

								Stand still, you ever-mov­ing spheres of Heav­en,
								

								That time may cease, and mid­night nev­er come;
								

								Fair Nature’s eye, rise, rise again and make
								

								Per­petu­al day; or let this hour be but
								

								A year, a month, a week, a nat­ur­al day,
								

								That Faus­tus may re­pent and save his soul!
								

								
									O lente, lente, cur­rite noc­tis equi!74
								
								

								The stars move still, time runs, the clock will strike,
								

								The Dev­il will come, and Faus­tus must be damned.
								

								O, I’ll leap up to my God! Who pulls me down?
								

								See, see where Christ’s blood streams in the firm­a­ment!
								

								One drop would save my soul—half a drop: ah, my Christ!
								

								Ah, rend not my heart for nam­ing of my Christ!
								

								Yet will I call on him: O spare me, Lu­ci­fer!—
								

								Where is it now? ’tis gone; and see where God
								

								Stretcheth out his arm, and bends his ire­ful brows!
								

								Moun­tains and hills come, come and fall on me,
								

								And hide me from the heavy wrath of God!
								

								No! no!
								

								Then will I head­long run in­to the earth;
								

								Earth, gape! O no, it will not har­bour me!
								

								You stars that reigned at my nativ­ity,
								

								Whose in­flu­ence hath al­lot­ted death and hell,
								

								Now draw up Faus­tus, like a foggy mist
								

								In­to the en­trails of yon la­bour­ing clouds,
								

								That, when you vomit forth in­to the air,
								

								My limbs may is­sue from your smoky mouths,
								

								So that my soul may but as­cend to Heav­en.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							The clock strikes the half-hour.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								Ah, half the hour is past! ’twill all be past anon!
								

								O God!
								

								If thou wilt not have mercy on my soul,
								

								Yet for Christ’s sake whose blood hath ransomed me,
								

								Im­pose some end to my in­cess­ant pain;
								

								Let Faus­tus live in hell a thou­sand years—
								

								A hun­dred thou­sand, and—at last—be saved!
								

								O, no end is lim­ited to damned souls!
								

								Why wert thou not a creature want­ing soul?
								

								Or why is this im­mor­tal that thou hast?
								

								Ah, Py­thagoras’ met­em­psy­chos­is! were that true,
								

								This soul should fly from me, and I be changed
								

								Un­to some bru­tish beast! all beasts are happy,
								

								For, when they die,
								

								Their souls are soon dis­solved in ele­ments;
								

								But mine must live, still to be plagued in hell.
								

								Cursed be the par­ents that en­gendered me!
								

								No, Faus­tus: curse thy­self: curse Lu­ci­fer
								

								That hath de­prived thee of the joys of Heav­en.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							The clock strikes twelve.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								O, it strikes, it strikes! Now, body, turn to air,
								

								Or Lu­ci­fer will bear thee quick to hell!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Thun­der and light­ning.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								O soul, be changed in­to little wa­ter-drops,
								

								And fall in­to the ocean—ne’er be found!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Dev­ils.
						
					

					
							
							
							
								My God! my God! look not so fierce on me!
								

								Ad­ders and ser­pents, let me breathe a while!
								

								Ugly hell, gape not! come not, Lu­ci­fer!
								

								I’ll burn my books!—Ah, Mephis­topheles!
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Ex­eunt Dev­ils with Faus­tus.
						
					

					
							
							
							Enter Chor­us.
						
					

					
							Chor­us
							
							
								Cut is the branch that might have grown full straight,
								

								And burned is Apollo’s laurel-bough,
								

								That some­time grew with­in this learned man.
								

								Faus­tus is gone; re­gard his hellish fall,
								

								Whose fiend­ful for­tune may ex­hort the wise
								

								Only to won­der at un­law­ful things,
								

								Whose deep­ness doth en­tice such for­ward wits
								

								To prac­tice more than heav­enly power per­mits.
							

						
					

					
							
							
							Exit.
						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			Endnotes

			1. Con­found. The Carthagini­ans were, how­ever, vic­tori­ous at Lake Trasi­menus.

			2. Roda, in the Duchy of Saxe-Al­ten­burg. —Bul­len

			3. Where­as, i.e. where. Per­haps “kins­men” should be “kins­man;” it is “uncle” in the prose His­tory.

			4. I.e. Know­ledge. The word oc­curs through­out the play in the sense of know­ledge or skill.

			5. Dyce sug­gests that prob­ably the Chor­us, be­fore go­ing out, drew a cur­tain, and dis­closed Faus­tus sit­ting in his study.

			6. This is Mr. Bul­len’s emend­a­tion. Ed. 1604 reads “On­cay­mae­on,” by which Mar­lowe meant the Ar­is­toteli­an ὅν καὶ μὴ ὅν (“be­ing and not be­ing”). The later quar­tos give (with vari­ous spelling) “Œconomy,” which is non­sense.

			7. Max­ims of med­ic­al prac­tice.

			8. Pre­scrip­tions by which he had worked his cures. Pro­fess­or Ward thinks the ref­er­ence is rather to “the ad­vert­ise­ments by which, as a mi­grat­ory phys­i­cian, he had been in the habit of an­noun­cing his ad­vent, and per­haps his sys­tem of cures, and which were now ‘hung up as monu­ments’ in per­petuum.” —Bul­len

			9. The old form of spelling for “sarà.”

			10. This refers to an in­cid­ent at the block­ade of An­t­werp by the Prince of Parma in 1585, which is thus de­scribed in Grime­stone’s Gen­er­all His­tor­ie of the Neth­er­lands, p. 875, ed. 1609:—“They of An­tuerpe know­ing that the bridge and the Sto­cadoes were fin­ished, made a great shippe, to be a meanes to breake all this work of the prince of Parmaes; this great shippe was made of ma­son’s worke with­in, in the man­ner of a vaul­ted caue: vpon the hatches there were layed myll-stones, graue-stones, and oth­ers of great weight; and with­in the vault were many bar­rels of powder, ouer the which there were holes; and in them they had put matches, hanging at a thred, the which burn­ing vn­till they came vnto the thred, would fall in­to the powder, and so blow vp all. And for that they could not haue any­one in this shippe to con­duct it, Lanck­haer, a sea cap­taine of the Hol­landers, be­ing then in An­tuerpe, gaue them coun­sell to tye a great beame at the end of it, to make it to keepe a straight course in the mid­dest of the streame. In this sort floated this shippe the fourth of Aprill, vn­till that it came vnto the bridge; where (with­in a while after) the powder wrought his ef­fect, with such vi­ol­ence, as the ves­sell, and all that was with­in it, and vpon it, flew in pieces, car­ry­ing away a part of the Sto­cado and of the bridge. The mar­quesse of Roubay Vicont of Gant, Gas­par of Robles lord of Billy, and the Sei­gnior of Torch­ies, broth­er vnto the Sei­gnior of Bours, with many oth­ers, were presently slaine; which were torne in pieces, and dis­persed abroad, both vpon the land and vpon the wa­ter.”

			11. This is the fam­ous Cor­neli­us Ag­rippa. Ger­man (pos­sibly meant for “Her­mann”) Valdes is not known. Vari­ous im­prob­able per­sons have been brought for­ward. In Scene II it is said “they two are in­fam­ous through the world.” I can only sug­gest that Mar­lowe may have meant Paracelsus.

			12. Cf. Vir­gil, Aeneid, vi 667.

			13. I.e. Cor­neli­us Ag­rippa whom he is ad­dress­ing, here spoken of as an­oth­er per­son. “In Book I of his work De Oc­culta Philo­sophia, Ag­rippa gives dir­ec­tions for the op­er­a­tions of sci­o­mancy.” —Ward

			14. Troop­ers. Germ. Re­it­ers.

			15. On the con­trary, Laplanders are al­most dwarfs. Mar­lowe falls in­to a sim­il­ar er­ror in Tam­burlaine.

			16. Düntzer sug­gests that Mar­lowe refers to Pietro d’Abano, an Itali­an phys­i­cian and al­chem­ist who nar­rowly es­caped burn­ing by the In­quis­i­tion. He was born about 1250 and died about 1316, and wrote a work called Con­cili­at­or Dif­fer­en­tiar­um Philo­so­phoruni et Medicor­um. “Al­banus” was changed by Mit­ford in­to “Al­bertus,” the school­man, whose works were con­sidered to pos­sess ma­gic­al prop­er­ties.

			17. It has been sug­ges­ted that the scene is be­fore Faus­tus’s house, as Wag­n­er presently speaks of his mas­ter be­ing with­in at din­ner.

			18. The scene is sup­posed to be a grove. See the con­ver­sa­tion between Faus­tus and Valdes to­wards the end of Scene I.

			19. Bul­len points out that the above four lines are re­peated ver­batim in the first scene of Tam­ing of a Shrew 1594.

			20. I.e. Wan­der­ing.

			21. “Quid tu mor­ar­is?” pre­par­at­ory to a weight­i­er in­voc­a­tion, sug­ges­ted by Mr. Fleay and Mr. Bul­len, in place of “quod tumer­ar­is.”

			22. In the prose His­tory we read:—“After Dr. Faus­tus had made his prom­ise to the dev­ill, in the morn­ing be­times he called the spir­it be­fore him, and com­manded him that he should al­wayes come to him like a fry­er after the or­der of Saint Fran­cis, with a bell in his hand like Saint An­thony, and to ring it once or twice be­fore he ap­peared, that he might know of his cer­taine com­ing.”

			23. I.e. In­form me.

			24. It is sug­ges­ted by Dyce that the scene is prob­ably a street.

			25. Beards cut to a sharp point (Fr. pic-d-devani).

			26. Dyce points out that these are the first words of W. Lily’s “Ad dis­cip­u­los car­men de moribus.”

			27. A ra­nun­cu­la­ceous plant (Del­phini­um staph­isag­ria), still used for des­troy­ing lice.

			28. Knave’s Acre (Poult­ney Street) de­scribed by Strype as nar­row, and chiefly in­hab­ited by deal­ers in old goods and glass bottles.

			29. Wide breeches, trunk hose.

			30. “You” is of course the ante­cedent of “that.” —Bul­len

			31. The sixth chapter of the prose His­tory is headed—“How Dr. Faus­tus set his blood in a sau­cer on warme ashes and writ as fol­loweth.”

			32. The words “he de­sires” are not in the old quar­tos. Dyce first poin­ted out that in the prose His­tory of Dr. Faus­tus, the third art­icle runs thus:—“That Mephis­topheles should bring him any­thing and do for him what­so­ever”—a later edi­tion adding “he de­sired,” and an­oth­er “he re­quireth.”

			33. Fool­ish.

			34. I.e. Sabaea, the Queen of Sheba.

			35. Re­peat­ing.

			36. The scene is sup­posed to be a room in Faus­tus’s house.

			37. I ven­ture to re­leg­ate the mean­ing­less line which fol­lows: “And of his dam too,” for which no ed­it­or con­siders Mar­lowe re­spons­ible, to a foot­note.

			38. An al­lu­sion to the me­di­ev­al Car­men de Pulice, formerly ascribed to Ovid. —Bul­len

			39. A pair of rapi­ers worn in a single sheath, and used one in each hand.

			40. Re­fresh­ments taken between meals.

			41. Mar­tlemas or Mar­tin­mas was the cus­tom­ary time for hanging up pro­vi­sions, which had been pre­vi­ously salted, to dry. Our an­cest­ors lived chiefly upon salted meat in the spring, ow­ing to the winter-fed cattle not be­ing fit for use. St. Mar­tin’s day is Novem­ber 11th.

			42. The March brew­ing was much es­teemed in those days, as it is in Ger­many at the present time.

			43. All the quar­tos have “Lech­ery.” The change which was first pro­posed by Col­li­er has been ad­op­ted by Dyce and oth­er ed­it­ors.

			44. In the edi­tion of 1616 the speech of the Chor­us is in­geni­ously ex­pan­ded as fol­lows:—

			
				
					Chor. Learned Faus­tus, To find the secrets of As­tro­nomy
					

					Graven in the book of Jove’s high firm­a­ment,
					

					Did mount him up to scale Olym­pus’ top;
					

					Where, sit­ting in a chari­ot burn­ing bright,
					

					Drawn by the strength of yoked dragons’ necks,
					

					He views the clouds, the plan­ets, and the stars,
					

					The trop­ic zones, and quar­ters of the sky,
					

					From the bright circle of the homed moon
					

					Even to the height of Prim­um Mo­bile;
					

					And, whirl­ing round with this cir­cum­fer­ence,
					

					With­in the con­cave com­pass of the pole,
					

					From east to west his dragons swiftly glide,
					

					And in eight days did bring him home again.
					

					Not long he stayed with­in his quiet house,
					

					To rest his bones after his weary toil;
					

					But new ex­ploits do hale him out again:
					

					And, moun­ted then upon a dragon’s back,
					

					That with his wings did part the subtle air,
					

					He now is gone to prove cos­mo­graphy,
					

					That meas­ures coasts and king­doms of the earth;
					

					And, as I guess, will first ar­rive at Rome,
					

					To see the Pope and man­ner of his court,
					

					And take some part of holy Peter’s feast,
					

					The which this day is highly sol­em­nised.
				

			

			This rep­res­ents the re­visers of the play at their best.

			45. The scene is the Pope’s Privy Cham­ber.

			46. Treves.

			47. Vir­gil was re­garded as a ma­gi­cian in the Middle Ages.

			48. The prose His­tory shows the “sump­tu­ous temple” to be St. Mark’s at Venice.

			49. In the edi­tion of 1616 the two fol­low­ing lines are ad­ded:—

			
				
					“Whose frame is paved with sun­dry col­oured stones,
					

					And rooft aloft with curi­ous work in gold.”
				

			

			The ad­di­tion is an in­ter­est­ing ex­ample of the close fash­ion in which the re­visers clung to the prose His­tory wherein we read “how all the pave­ment was set with col­oured stones, and all the rood or loft of the church double gil­ded over.”

			50. This may mean simply large can­nons, or as Ward points out, can­non with double bores. Two can­nons with triple bores were taken from the French at Mal­plaquet, and are now in the Wool­wich Mu­seum.

			51. Evid­ently ob­elisks are here meant, al­though the word “pyr­am­ides” was formerly ap­plied to church spires.

			52. Writ­ten in half a dozen oth­er forms—Sen­net, Sen­et, Syn­net, Cynet, Signet and Sig­nate. Nares defines it as “a par­tic­u­lar set of notes on the trum­pet or cor­net, dif­fer­ent from a flour­ish.”

			53. The scene is sup­posed to be an inn-yard.

			54. “Hip­po­crates, a med­ic­ated drink com­posed usu­ally of red wine, but some­times white, with the ad­di­tion of sug­ar and spices.” —Nares

			55. Tav­ern.

			56. It was a com­mon prac­tice among our an­cest­ors to feed horses on bread. Nares quotes from Gervase Markham a re­cipe for mak­ing horse-loaves. —Bul­len

			57. Booty.

			58. The act­or was at liberty to sup­ply the ab­use. Mr. Bul­len men­tions that in an old play, the Try­all of Che­valry (1605), the stage dir­ec­tion oc­curs, “Exit Clown, speak­ing any­thing.

			59. The scene is an apart­ment in the Em­per­or’s palace. Much of the text of this scene is closely bor­rowed from the prose His­tory.

			60. The scene is “a fair and pleas­ant green,” presently al­luded to by Faus­tus, and is sup­posed to change to a room in Faus­tus’s house where the lat­ter falls asleep in his chair.

			61. Horse-deal­er.

			62. Smooth.

			63. Dr. Lopez, phys­i­cian to Queen Eliza­beth. He was hanged in 1594 for hav­ing re­ceived a bribe from the court of Spain to pois­on the Queen; as Mar­lowe was dead be­fore the doc­tor came in­to no­tori­ety, he could hardly have writ­ten this.

			64. A jug­gler’s term, like “presto, fly!” Hence ap­plied to the jug­gler him­self. —Bul­len

			65. Hostelry.

			66. An­halt in the Volks­buch, An­holt in the prose His­tory.

			67. The scene is the Court of the Duke of An­halt.

			68. Be­hold­en.

			69. This and the fol­low­ing scene are in­side Faus­tus’s house.

			70. This stage-dir­ec­tion is not in the early edi­tions: it was sug­ges­ted by Dyce.

			71. Shakespeare surely re­membered this line when he wrote of Helen in Troilus and Cressida, ii 2:—

			
				
					“Why, she is a pearl
					

					Whose price hath launched above a thou­sand ships.”
				

			

			
				—Bul­len
			

			72. Dyce sup­poses the scene to be a room in the Old Man’s house, and Bul­len “a room of Faus­tus’s house, whith­er the Old Man has come to ex­hort Faus­tus to re­pent­ance.”

			73. The scene is a room in Faus­tus’s house,

			74.

			
				
					“At si, quein malis. Ceph­alum com­pl­exa teo­eres,
					

					Clamares ‘lente cur­rite noc­tis equi.’”
				

			

			Ovid’s Amores, i 13, ll 39–40.

			“By an ex­quis­ite touch of nature—the brain in­vol­un­tar­ily sum­mon­ing words em­ployed for oth­er pur­poses in hap­pi­er hours—Faust cries aloud the line which Ovid whispered in Corinna’s arms.” —J. A. Sy­monds
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