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FAUST PT 1

The world premiere of FAUST Pt1 was presented by The Shotgun Players 
on 22 May, 2009, at the Ashby Stage in Berkeley, CA.
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Faust

Wagner
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Student

Gretchen

Mother

Valentin

NOTE

The play is a journey across the landscape of Faust's soul. The design and 
performance style should reflect this with simplicity, modernity, and 
theatricality - an open space defined by the actors' language and 
physicality, by light, sound, and only the essential material objects.

A note regarding scene nineteen. I’ve always felt this scene should be 
played from Gretchen’s perspective in confrontation with Faust’s, despite 
all scenes prior having been constructed explicitly from Faust’s 
perspective. Played as such, with Gretchen fully aware of her 
circumstance and Faust’s decisive contribution to it, as well as Gretchen 
being aware of the scene as a construct which she critiques in her playing 
of it, the scene gives Gretchen the dignity of smashing the terrible outcome 
of Faust’s irresponsibility in his face. Her suicide then becomes a critical 
performative act of confrontation, rather then the fictional surrender to 
self-pity as it is traditionally played and which has little if any relevance 
today. Today, a Gretchen would do well to confront a Faust with the 
ramifications of his actions and attitudes—actions and attitudes still being 
taken by Fausts around the world. In the theater, the abused dead have 
this opportunity to reframe their scenes.

Jackson, Faust Pt1, v4.1 - Pg 1.



A slash in the dialogue (/) indicates that the next actor should start their 
line, creating overlapping speech.

SCENE ONE

FAUST alone, looking at a glass of brownish liquid on a shelf. He almost 
takes it down, but doesn’t. Then...

FAUST
I have
studied 
philosophy, law, medicine, and
even worse
theology,
with heated zeal.
I have been called Doctor and Master 
by student upon scholar 
upon scholar upon student 
each of whom I have led by the nose 
down my own 
scribbled paths.
I have been translated many times, 
sometimes in prose; 
sometimes it rhymes.
Yet!:
here I am where I now stand 
right back where I began. 
And from this vantage point
I see quite clearly: 
that we know 
only know 
can know 
Nothing.
This, 
Nothing, 
burns 
in my hollow heart.

Of course, 
dear doctors, professors, writers, and priests, 
of course, it is true:
I am smarter than all of you.

(more)
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For I am plagued by neither scruple nor doubt.
I do not fear the Devil,
or his Hell.
Why fear Hell when one lives as
I 
do:
without delight, 
without knowing a thing 
despite knowing everything known.
What have I to teach, 
what to say, 
that would better mankind in any way 
whatsoever?
And, so, I have 
neither money, treasure, honor, 
nor pleasure, 
despite having all that 
and more
in abundance.
A dog would not live on such sustenance!

For a time I sought for answers 
in what some call a 
kind 
of magic.
Night after night I shot dreams up my sleeve, 
but found they were all just poppies.
Such earthly tricks one can swallow or sniff 
taught me nothing,
and left my heart stiff as before.
So, now I look to the heavens, 
and try to see past 
those stars I have charted.
If earthly tricks can only cast spells, 
what are the secrets the sky’s magic tells?
I know what the men of the Scriptures would tell me. 
But what would Nature’s Own Spirit say?
Oh, to relieve the burden 
of all I don’t know!
To fall to earth on a lightning bolt, 
shake with all that its strike reveals
and drop my long-winded trade!

FAUST (cont'd)

(more)
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If only I could grasp that secret force 
that shepherds the world along its course!

Ah! The Moon.
It seems she has heard my clamoring 
and graces me with her light touch.
How often I have waited here 
‘till you appeared,
Dear Moon,
to glance over my papers, notes, and books 
with your gloomy, unhurried looks.
If I could only climb your beams
and perch on a mountain’s peak.
There might I float 
with Nature’s Spirit 
through caves and trees, 
weave in your twilight through tall, swaying grasses 
where moths and crickets gather to whisper.
There might I shake off this dust of Knowledge and
as you fade into mist
drench myself in morning’s clear dew.

Ah!
Am I 
in this dungeon 
still?
Still a mole?
Walled up in this musty hole 
where Nature’s light must strain herself through glass, 
dimming her beauty 
for what? – not looks.
For books?
Tomes with pages gnawed at by worms and 
wrapped in shrouds of dust!
Surrounded by bones and beakers of glass 
that breed still 
more 
dust for still 
more
worms!
This is the world! This!

FAUST (cont'd)

(more)
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As far as the I can see!
This is called a world!
With every scrap of insight known to man
at hand!
And still I ask 
why 
my heart bangs against my breast?
And why such 
agony
stirs in here
instead of Nature, cruel and fair!
I know, Nature’s Spirit, 
that you hover near me,
keeping cleverly
just beyond reach.
Well,
If I can nightly beckon your moon, 
I’ll seduce you, Nature, soon enough.
You breast, you wellspring of life!
You flow and you soak! 
I will not desire you in vain.
I’d brave the blast of hurricanes 
to have you
hold you
in these hands!
Pound me like waves and I’d bear you no hate! 
I’ll give you my love when you pound at my gate!

Ah Ha! The moon is afraid, and steals away!    
The stars put out their light!
The winds go silent and clouds hold still.
Dear Nature, you fear my might?
Well! Am I not a god? In His image cast?
Then I say to you, Nature, what your master should say: 
that your mind, 
not mine, 
is closed and locked.
Your heart is dead and buried.
Open to me, and stand.
Rise, Nature, and bathe without dread 
your immortal breast in your morning’s red!
And if you do not I will summon your master.

FAUST (cont'd)

(more)
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And should He fail me I’ll pronounce his disaster thus:
We all weave ourselves 
into the whole!
And each of us lives
in the other’s soul!
So don’t you pretend that 
YOU 
rule over 
ME!
My hand is your hand, God,
and I conjure thee!

SCENE TWO

A knock. Another. A door opens, revealing light. But: enter WAGNER.

FAUST
Ah! My assistant.

WAGNER
Forgive me. From down the hall I could hear the booming of your declamations. Are you 
practicing some Grecian tragic play?

FAUST
A play. Alas, only a play. What keeps you up so late, Wagner, besides my tragic farce. I 
am sorry that I woke you.

WAGNER
I would do well to study the Greeks. These days it comes in handy. I have often been told 
that an actor could instruct a politician.

FAUST
Yes, when the politician is an actor, which happens from time to time.

WAGNER laughs a nervously hearty laugh. Then:

WAGNER
But when one is confined to one’s museum as we are, and only sees the world on holiday 
at a distance, how can even the finest rhetoric persuade a thing.

FAUST
What you do not feel, you cannot grasp. If it does not surge from your soul with the pure 
energy of joy, your most attentive listener will not hear you. 

FAUST (cont'd)

(more)
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Go, sit down and paste your words together with syllables from this that and the other. 
Rehash your hashes. Draw sparks from the ashes. Children and apes will stand in awe, 
but not one heart will beat one beat faster if from your heart your words don’t spring.

WAGNER
Yet much comes from the delivery, don’t you agree? And in that art I am far behind.

FAUST
Search for your effects in honesty and don’t be a prattling knave. When you speak from 
your earnest heart, do you ever hunt for words? A truthful thought needs little art. Those 
tinseled phrases and sequined verbs with which men gild their tongues are like the lifeless 
fog that old Autumn exhales to coat the dying leaves. 

WAGNER
I should write this down. 

FAUST
Is paper your inspiration then? Dry parchment your drink? Quaff a draught of your soul if 
you hope to quench your thirst.

WAGNER
But surely you of all must understand the satisfaction it gives, to note the spirit of an 
ancient age, to see how wise men once thought, to take pleasure in how far we’ve come?

FAUST
Oh yes, to the stars! And back. My friend, history is a book bound between two covers. 
What you call the spirit of an ancient age is but the remnants of an old scholar now dead 
and buried. History is misery, at best a half-told pompous and moralistic melodrama fit 
for a puppet stage. Learn from the sun, shining on the fields. Look at the motley crowd 
that gathers in the public square on Sunday afternoon. They seek sunshine to celebrate 
the resurrection, for they themselves are resurrected from their stifling little houses, the 
trades to which they’ve been subjected, the church’s dark night from which they surge to 
seek the light of day. Look how they amble through gardens and splash along the river’s 
edge in their plain, happy attire. If we were to shut our mouths we might hear the hum 
and bustle of those lucky people who stand on earth. They shout up to us, “Down here, I 
am human!” Down there. Where beauty lives.

WAGNER
Well! Were you to walk among them they would no doubt stop their bustling and thank 
you for their beautiful humanity. Many stand there, still alive, because of your father’s 
toiling among these very books to douse the fiery plague. And if tomorrow they soak up 
that warm Easter sun it is quite likely because he wrestled them from the fever’s rage. 
And you, a young man then with life to live, made daily rounds from house to house. 

FAUST (cont'd)

(more)
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No matter how many corpses were carried out, still you emerged safe and well, holding 
the tearful living by the hand. What a feeling you must carry with you, when crowds 
revere you for all you are. A blessing to be so regarded, to benefit thus from all this. 
Fathers show you to their sons. People stand in rows as you pass. They wave and put out 
their hands in hope that even your sleeve will brush their fingertips as you go by. A 
handshake and they would faint, as if God himself had caressed them. How gratifying 
from all your quiet learning to hear such resounding acclaim!

FAUST
It rings of mockery.

WAGNER
...Sir?

FAUST
Read these books, Wagner, and be content. But read my inmost soul and you would learn 
how little the son and father deserve the people’s praise, much less thanks. My father was 
an honorable, dark gentleman. He studied Nature and her sacred circles with great 
sincerity, it’s true, and chased his pursuits with a zeal by turns direct and wayward. With 
his coterie of devotees, he did, as you say, toil against the dreaded plague. And in his 
black kitchen he fused the most contrary elements into a brew. A strange red petal was 
mated to a lily and dipped in a pungent lukewarm bath. Then with an open fire the two 
were driven from bridal chamber to bridal chamber, until a young Queen with fiery 
cheeks was born and shone herself through the steaming glass. We called her Medicine. 
And though our patients died and died, nobody questioned why so few survived. And so 
with our hellish drink we raged across the countryside and like a rabbit leapt past the 
tortoise plague. And after that reptile had run its course, only then did we realize: our 
cure was worse. I myself fed that poison to thousands, but lived to reap their praise. So, 
one thing you said is partly true. No matter how many corpses were carried out, I did 
emerge, not safe and well, but safe in hell.

WAGNER
Sir. You should not be so grieved. If in your youth you revered your father and eagerly 
took up his teachings, it is only natural. And if you take those teachings farther, as you 
have, your son can go still farther. This is progress, the very affirmation of human 
greatness.

FAUST
Oh yes, progress. Happy is he who still hopes to emerge from that sea of wrongs. What 
we do not know, we need; and what we know, is needless. If knowing is progress, give 
me no more to know. Give me wings to lift me from this place and carry me behind the 
dawning sun as he journeys through the sky! 

WAGNER (cont'd)

(more)
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If there be spirits in the air that sway between earth and Heaven, let them sweep me up in 
their clutches and carry me to brighter life! Let me fly with them and see the world 
revealed beneath my feet! I tell you: if a demon’s magic cloak fell upon my shoulders 
from the black and glittering sky I’d not trade it for the finest clothes, no, nor even a 
king’s mighty robes.

WAGNER
Sir, do not invoke that well-known throng that festers in the misty haze. They gladly 
listen to your every hopeful word, but twist them into harm. They’ll whisper in your ear 
like angels while they lie and wait for you to fall.

FAUST
Forgive me, friend, it is now deep in the night. We must cut this short.

WAGNER
Well, I should have liked to stay awake longer to continue our discussion. But, yes, 
Easter rises soon. Perhaps then we might talk more, for I still have questions. I have 
eagerly studied and know a great deal, it’s true. But I would like to know all.

FAUST
Good night.

Exit WAGNER.

SCENE THREE

FAUST alone.

FAUST
How is it that such hope dwells only in those whose heads pack dust? They dig greedily 
for treasure and are delighted when they find a worm. And yet I must thank you, dim 
friend, of all people, for brightening somewhat my dark mood, even if only at first and 
fleetingly. 
I
who had only just proclaimed himself the image of god, 
thrown off mortality, 
presumed eternal truth was in his reach; 
I,
greater than cherubs,
whose unbounded strength 
demanded Nature course through his veins;
I 
who for all my confidence 
and haughty pains 

FAUST (cont'd)

(more)
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summoned not thunder, 
but dear mumbling Wagner:
I 
cannot 
measure myself 
to you, 
dear Spirit!
And now how I feel so small.
So light.
That you, God, Nature, 
pushed me back to humankind’s 
most certain uncertain fate.

I am no God. 
That I feel deeply.
I am but a worm; The worm for which the multitudinous Wagners dig 
but crush
beneath their meandering heels.
And 
worm that I am
I have fed 
my life 
on dust!
Must I read in a thousand books
that everywhere men have tormented themselves, 
that here and there one has lived happily?
Why does the hollow skull grin so, 
save that his brain, 
once confused like my own, 
searched 
at the light of day 
but with the heavy dawn 
lost his way?

The Scriptures say,
as clear as confidence,
“In the beginning was the Word.”
How absurd.
I cannot grant a single syllable such pre-eminence. 
It must be rewritten...
“In the beginning was the Mind.”

FAUST (cont'd)

(more)
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Yet is it the mind that makes all things?
Makes up dreams, to be sure.
Still there must be something more....
“In the beginning there was Power,” 
for power makes the world go ‘round.
Or so would little minds expound.

“In the beginning was the Act.”
Yes! What Power the Mind may have to make Words 
would better serve Nature her summons 
with deeds!
Ha!
Take the step, 
willing and glad, 
though you may stand on the fiery brink of Nothing!
The time has come 
to prove with action 
that mortal man does not yield to God 
and need not tremble before that dark hole 
where fantasy condemns itself to agonies of its own devising!
Now. 
Come down to me, murky crystal.
Let me lift you from your dusty porch 
where last my father’s hand
set you to rest.
I have not touched you since.
It seems that in the smoke of my nightly lamp 
your ruddy cheeks have muddied.
What we inherit from our father’s past 
we must put to use in order truly to possess it.
What one does not use becomes a heavy burden.
Only the moment is useful.
And so I greet you, precious glass, 
and take you up with my devotion.
In you I honor human wit and art, 
making of past ends a present birth.
You distillation of slumbering juices, 
you essence of all deadly powers, 
you mouthful of my guilty sea, 
bear me on your last remaining wave.
Carry to the shore and save 
this man.

FAUST (cont'd)

(more)
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There I will stand,
and with my dignity 
in my hand.
If you won’t come to me,
God, Nature, Spirit, Powers,
I’ll pay visit unto thee
with this dead brew of flowers.
I toast you now with these, 
the last brown drops 
of my father’s and my deeds.
For if with words I cannot greet you, 
then with my action I come to meet you.
In one swift gesture 
now
I take this final drink, 
and with it toss away 
the last batch 
of all my burden!
With all my soul 
I vow to show
I say farewell 
to say hello!

FAUST drinks. The moon comes out. Nothing else. A dog barks in the 
distance, then growls. Silence.

SCENE FOUR 

MEPHISTOPHELES enters and stands next to FAUST. After a moment...

MEPHISTO
Why all the noise?  

FAUST looks at MEPHISTOPHELES.

FAUST
Are you a wayward scholar?

MEPHISTO
Hmp!

FAUST
What is your name?

FAUST (cont'd)
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MEPHISTO
That question seems small for one who despises words and other outward shows, craving 
only Nature’s silent depths. What is in a name, after all?

FAUST
Who are you?

MEPHISTO
A part of that power that always promises evil, and always makes good.

FAUST
A riddle!

MEPHISTO
I am the Spirit that negates. 

FAUST
Sssoo, you do as the Devil advocates?

MEPHISTOPHELES looks at FAUST.

MEPHISTO
And rightly so. All that rises up deserves to return below. It would be better if nothing 
would begin. So it is that all that you call sin, destruction, in short, evil – that is me. 

FAUST
You said you were “a part.” Yet here you stand in one piece whole.

MEPHISTO
What I’m telling you is true. While mankind, that tiny crowd of fools, likes to think itself 
whole, I am a part of that part that once was everything, a part of that darkness that gave 
birth to light – proud light that envies mother night her ancient rank. Yet, light only 
shines on the bodies of men, and, though it makes them beautiful, never passes through 
them. Inside mankind is dark, despite the light’s best efforts by which it merely stains the 
earth with shadows. I trust it won’t be long until light dies, clinging to its pretty bodies, 
and follows them back into the dark dust. This bright world, this Something, confronts as 
foe my Nothing.

FAUST
I get it. Unable to cause mass destruction you’ve come to pick on something small. 

MEPHISTO
Change one man, you change them all.

Jackson, Faust Pt1, v4.1 - Pg 13.



This catches FAUST’S attention, but MEPHISTOPHELES continues.

MEPHISTO (cont’d)
Not that any One would notice. So, yes, I’ll admit my accomplishments don’t amount to 
much. I try and try but cannot put my finger on it. That cursed brood, mankind, simply 
won’t be stifled. Think of the numbers I have buried in the ground and yet fresh blood 
always circles back around. And so it goes. I could rage and despair. Endless seeds will 
push their way up through earth, water, even air, in drought, flood, heat, or cold. Lucky I 
kept the fire for myself or now I’d have no hand to hold.

FAUST
So, poor son of Chaos, rather than clenching your empty fist in vain, why not turn your 
hand to something else?

MEPHISTOPHELES looks at FAUST.

MEPHISTO
It is my great hope that we will get along. For I have come to chase out your boredom, 
release you, free you that you may understand What Life Is.

FAUST
Oh, I wish you luck in your great quest. I am too old to merely play, too young to live 
without desire. What possibility can the world offer me? “Renounce! Renounce your 
wishes!” That is the never-ending chant that daily rants in every ear. I wake each morning 
with fear and clench bitter tears that I must face yet another day that cannot by nightfall 
grant one wish, not one! Even the mere thought of delight is crushed by the critical light 
of day. My heart’s eager inventions shatter between life’s leering teeth. And when 
darkness finally comes again I lay back on my bed in fear and wait for sleep to erupt in 
wild unfinished dreams. And so, to me, to merely be is a burden. Death is more desirable. 
Life is hateful.

MEPHISTO
And yet death is never entirely a welcome guest.

FAUST
Just before your entrance I swallowed a stagnant poison that for twenty years had filled 
this innocuous glass. I had hoped to toast my final day and find myself confronting God. 
But my churlish drink, it seemed, had died before me. Died while it slept.

FAUST places the glass back on its shelf.
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FAUST (cont’d)
That drink I hated, now how I envy it. Forgotten and dead. What bliss. I curse all of this, 
all things that would feign to entertain my soul with pretentious tricks and fictions. I 
curse wine that mocks our reason. I curse high minded thought, with which the mind 
deludes itself. I curse the spectacle of appearance that presses at our senses. I curse fine 
possessions that would reflect us in their sheen. I curse fame for its lies and vows. I curse 
hopes and dreams for their deceit! I curse love! I curse faith! And above all else I curse 
patience!

MEPHISTO
Stop – playing games with your woes. They feed on your life like vultures. The lowest of 
society would call you a man among men. That’s not to say that you should join that 
pack. I am not among the great myself; but, if you take Life’s steps with me, I shall be 
quite happily yours. And if you like the work I do, I’ll be your servant, and your slave, 
too.

FAUST
And what must I give you in return?

MEPHISTO
For that we have plenty of time.

FAUST
No, no! The Devil is an egoist, and does not for God’s sake so easily do things for others. 
State your conditions clearly: what do you want from me? 

MEPHISTO
I will bind myself to serve you, here and now, and will not rest if you but lift a finger. But 
if we meet again Beyond, then and there you will do the same for me.

FAUST
Hm. Of that Beyond I can only care very little. Once we finally bash this world to rubble, 
let the other rise. In the meantime, from this earth spring all my joys and in this sun burn 
all my sorrows. I do not care to hear whether Beyond man still loves and hates. I do not 
care whether there exists, as on earth, a top and a bottom. Of Heaven and Hell, I do not 
care, I do not care.

MEPHISTO
If that’s the spirit then take the dare. Commit yourself and you will see such art, such life, 
such beauty.
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FAUST
Ha! What do you know of earthly, real, human yearning? What, poor Devil, do you have 
to offer? Show me the wild orchard with fruit that falls before it’s plucked. Show me the 
trees that burst fresh green leaves to greet each morning. Show me Nature, pure and true.

MEPHISTO
That I can do. But: the time always comes, good friend, when we wish to lay back in 
peace and feast on something merely tasty.

FAUST
If ever I lay back in peace, you may slaughter me then and there on my bed of sloth. If 
ever you lure me to feed on your flatteries, or bedazzle me with pretty pleasures, let that 
day be my very last. 

MEPHISTO
Agreed.

FAUST
Let me then be locked up in chains. Drag me underground, my complaint will be but to 
smile. Toll the bell for me three times and go about your business, free. 
Let the clock stop, 
let it’s hands drop, 
let my hour come to its end – 
and I’ll not bend 
one finger to protest. 
All of this will be your prize,
if ever I have cause 
to look one moment in the eyes
and say, 
“Stay! You are so beautiful!” 
This is the wager I offer.

MEPHISTO
Consider this carefully. We will not forget it.

FAUST
No, nor should you, that’s your right. Trust me, I have not weighed this bargain 
haphazardly. As it stands I am a slave. So in the end, whether yours or whose, it makes 
no matter. 

MEPHISTO
Then, for life’s sake, or death’s, will you put your name to this in writing?
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FAUST
Ah, the pedant wants it black on white. It is not enough to speak my word. If you have no 
faith in my living breathing vow, how can you believe it once it has dried up on the page? 
A paper officially scribbled and stamped is the spectre of a promise. What would you like 
instead, evil spirit? Shall I give you my name with a chisel or axe, on metal, marble, 
granite, or wood? Take your pick. My word will be dead before it’s down.

MEPHISTO
Why do you heat your rhetoric until it’s overripe? I don’t need a word from you. A single 
drop of blood will do.

FAUST
That will satisfy you?

MEPHISTO
Blood is a very precious juice.

FAUST
You need not fear that I will break this pact. My thread of thought is shredded. All 
knowledge is repugnant to me. Let me fall into the depths of passion. Plunge me in time’s 
torrent and let me tumble in the senses. Let pain and joy, struggle and success, wash over 
me as they may. Such restless striving makes man man. 

MEPHISTO
Your rhetoric is flooding. Stop it with a finger prick.

FAUST
Yes, my speech is overblown. Really, I’m like you. I am not concerned with pleasures. I 
crave painful joy, loving hatred, and sharp despair. My heart has healed from learning’s 
wounds and beats for pain. I want to taste the grief of humankind, to savor true fate, to 
touch the highest and the lowest woe and feel its bliss deep in my breast, in this way to 
entwine my own self with mankind’s and, in the end, let myself like them be shattered.

MEPHISTO
Believe me – me, who for many thousand years has chewed life’s tough hide – this 
ancient pain you sing of is made for Gods that actors play. You must content yourself 
with night and day.

FAUST
I am determined.

MEPHISTO
I hear that.
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FAUST
What are we if we cannot reach with all our senses for the crown of humanity?

MEPHISTO
You are, in the end, what you are. You will remain, always, what you are.

FAUST
I feel it. I have in vain piled up all the treasures of human intellect, and I am not one step 
higher for it, not one inch closer to the Infinite!

MEPHISTO
You conceive of your dilemma in the dullest way! Stop dissecting your desires with blunt-
edged words! You bore yourself, your students, and me! Reach into Life! Leave this 
torture chamber and leap with me into the teeming ocean! We all swim its currents not 
knowing their course. Dive in, with courage, and without remorse!

FAUST
You are right. You know what I need. I’ll give you my hand. Take your pick of any 
finger. I’m willing to bleed, and ready to stand, though my regret may forever linger. 

MEPHISTOPHELES opens a blade. A knock. Then another.

FAUST (cont’d)
Someone is here.

MEPHISTO
No doubt that wayward scholar you mistook me for.

FAUST
No doubt, indeed. They always come at dawn. Oh! I cannot bear to see him.

MEPHISTO
Leave him to me. I’ll need only a moment.

FAUST
And then?

MEPHISTO
We proceed.

Exit FAUST.
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SCENE FIVE

A door opens, revealing light. Enter a STUDENT.

STUDENT
Pardon me. I only just arrived. I hope I’m not too early. If I am, take it as a sign of my 
devotion to one of whom everyone speaks with reverence.

MEPHISTO
You’re very courteous. But I am a man like any man. Surely you have applied to others 
already.

STUDENT
No, not one. I beg you to take me on. I’ve come with courage, fresh blood, and lots of 
money. My mother would have preferred I stay at home, but there is so much I wish to 
learn and know!

MEPHISTO
Once again, here we go.

STUDENT
Sir?

MEPHISTO
You’ve come to the right place if learning is what you’re after.

STUDENT
Oh! I hope so. Though I must admit, the halls here are rather gloomy.

MEPHISTO
All the better to help one study. Believe me, you’ll get more than used to it. The deeper 
you plunge yourself into these shelves the greater the feeling, until your lust is such that 
you find yourself clinging to these books like breasts, sucking with all your senses.

STUDENT
Oh. How do I do that?

MEPHISTO
That depends on your pursuit.

STUDENT
I would like to know everything, and follow your lead from Earth to Heaven and back 
again.
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MEPHISTO
Sounds like you’re on the right track. But your chosen subject is tremendous. Success 
will require vigilant resistance to any distraction.

STUDENT
I am devoted with my heart and soul. Though, of course, some free time for summer 
holidays would be welcomed.

MEPHISTO
Use your time well, son – it goes so fast. Let me give you some advice, to take as you see 
fit. Instead of encompassing Earth and Heaven, narrow your focus just a bit. Start with 
Logic. Study that. The web of thought appears complex, yet is as simple as a weaver’s 
masterpiece. Look at it whole and the threads are invisible. But step closer and you may 
follow their thoughts, under and over, in and around. By itself each thread has its color. 
But sew them together and they blend one with the other. The philosopher will try to 
prove a theory, that the first thread is this, the second that, the third and fourth he has 
down pat, and if the first and second weren’t there, the third and fourth would not come 
to bear. This is what philosophical students believe. And yet they never learn to weave. 
Those who know thought and write about what’s in it, are very quick to remove the spirit. 
The chemists call thought “the finger of nature,” and fail to see how they mock their own 
features. Ergo, be a logician. 

STUDENT
I didn’t quite follow you.

MEPHISTO
That will improve with study. You too will soon learn to reduce and classify.

STUDENT
I’m already feeling dizzy in the head.

MEPHISTO
Was it something that I said? 

STUDENT
You want me to choose only one course of study. Well! I wouldn’t know where to start! I 
don’t care much for Law, I suppose.

MEPHISTO
Oh, I hardly blame you. I’m well versed in Jurisprudence. It spreads itself like a pestilent 
nuisance from generation to generation, mutating according to the latest trend, yet set in 
stone that does not bend. Law amounts to the art of persuasion, while the rights we are 
born with don’t affect the equation.
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STUDENT
You are so right. I like the Law now even less. Maybe then Theology.

MEPHISTO
In that you would do well to follow what your masters tell you. Do precisely what they 
say is best, and you’ll be sure to pass the test.

STUDENT
But certainly there must be some room for thought.

MEPHISTO
Nope, hatching ideas is all for nought. But, where there is a lack of ideas, words thrive. 
One can win any argument with enough words on hand. And words can make any old 
System stand. 

STUDENT
So many choices of where to begin. Forgive me if I ask more questions. I have so many. 
And God, the field is so wide! What would you say, for example, to a career in medicine? 

MEPHISTO
This is getting old.

STUDENT
Pardon?

MEPHISTO
Medicine is bold. I say pursue it. 

STUDENT
Really?

MEPHISTO
Yes. You seem a fit young lad, confident, warm blooded – your curriculum is nearly 
done. A true doctor need hardly study. The best let Nature run its course. Trust yourself, 
and others will quickly follow. You’ll rack up clients by the hundreds, and have them in 
and out the door before they know it. But never rush your female patient, this I strongly 
advise. Her groans are only cured with the careful prodding of a single spot. Bear 
yourself honorably and you’ll have her in your hand. Then touch her tender places to 
understand her pulse. When it quickens, slip a hand around her waist, to see how tightly 
she is laced. 

STUDENT
That’s a doctor’s way of seeing? Not by books?
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MEPHISTO
No. By feeling. Medical theory is old and gray. It’s your young throbbing finger that 
points the way.

STUDENT
I see. You have helped me immensely. One more question before I go?

MEPHISTO
What is it?

STUDENT
I couldn’t possibly leave without asking you to sign this copy of your book.

MEPHISTOPHELES writes in the STUDENT’S book.

STUDENT (cont’d)
“Eritis sicut Deus, scientes bonum et malum.”

MEPHISTO
“You will be like God, knowing Good and Evil.”

STUDENT
I will be like God, knowing good and evil.

A door opens, revealing light. Exit the STUDENT into the light, reverently 
repeating what MEPHISTOPHELES has written.

SCENE SIX

Enter FAUST.

FAUST
You have got to take me away from this place!

MEPHISTO
Anywhere you like, but not in haste.

FAUST
You saw how easily that boy was persuaded! He never even made a single rhyme! He 
merely proves how youth is wasted! I understand the promise of a valley ablaze with 
tight buds about to unleash their beauty. That boy would crush them in the dirt! As I did, 
in my ignorant years. Now? I would gather them up in my eyes, not pluck a single petal, 
and listen as they whisper Nature’s secrets to the bees. Please! If you have power, as you 
claim, give me back my youth again. With all my years I will use it well, then gladly I 
will follow you straight to hell. 
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MEPHISTO
Think now, do you really need youth for any reason? One does need youth when 
charging into battle, or when young girls unleash their arms with force, or to feast and 
drink and dance into the night. But to understand the flower and the bee, you need no 
special gift from me. Age does not, as they say, make us children again. It rather finds 
that we always were.

FAUST
Enough. No more words. Let action speak. You know what I want. It’s not his age or his 
ignorant bliss, but his zeal to scale life’s precipice. I will give you my blood, but we 
mustn’t linger. Take my hand, here, and pick a finger, do it! Take it! Do it! Take it!

MEPHISTOPHELES opens his blade again and gives one of FAUST’S 
fingers a sharp nick, then exits with the empty glass, returning with it full 
of clear water. MEPHISTOPHELES stirs the water with FAUST’S bloody 
finger, then makes FAUST suck off the bloody fingertip before doing the 
same himself.

MEPHISTO
The best drinks refresh the world. My congratulations, Sir. To your rebirth. 

FAUST drinks the glass of bloody water. As the drink begins to make its 
way through FAUST’S body, MEPHISTOPHELES takes the glass and 
exits. FAUST begins to stumble with the effects of the drink. WAGNER 
enters and looks at him questioningly. As FAUST begins to move with 
increasingly drunken abandon and strength, the world opens up, 
WAGNER exits, and FAUST’S dance bounds across the open space. 
MEPHISTOPHELES watches from a distance. 

SCENE SEVEN

Church bells. Enter GRETCHEN. The sight of her startles FAUST, and 
this in turn catches GRETCHEN’S attention. THEY stare at one another 
for a moment.

FAUST
My beautiful young lady, may I offer you my arm and accompany you to home?

GRETCHEN
I’m neither a lady nor beautiful, nor yours, and can get home on my own.

Exit GRETCHEN.
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FAUST
My God. She’s great! Is it possible that a woman on earth could be so beautiful?

MEPHISTO
I think you’ll find with that drink in your belly there’s a Helen of Troy in just about every 
woman.

FAUST
I have never seen another like her, no, not even in my imagination. She’s so modest and 
virtuous. And spirited too. Even the way she was short with me was exquisite. The red in 
her lips, the light in her face, in all the days I have left on this earth I will not forget them. 
And that look in her eyes, so shy and smart. With that look alone she is buried in my 
heart. You must get that girl for me.

MEPHISTO
Which girl?

FAUST
The one who just went by.

MEPHISTO
That one? She just came from her Priest, who told her she was free of sin. I listened from 
behind her chair. She’s very innocent.

FAUST
And fair.

MEPHISTO
And, flawless as she is, went to her confession without reason. I have no power to 
persuade the likes of her.

FAUST
But she’s easily over twenty. By that age a girl knows plenty.

MEPHISTO
Listen to you. You talk like Don Juan, as if every lovely flower exists for you to pluck.

FAUST
I beg your pardon, Herr Righteousness, please spare me the laws of morality. I tell you, if 
that sweet young blood does not flow in my arms this very evening you and I will part by 
midnight.

MEPHISTO
Think about what is possible. I would need at least a week to discern an opportunity. 
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FAUST
If I had just an hour I wouldn’t need the Devil to seduce that sweet young creature.

MEPHISTO
Now you’re talking like a Frenchman. Have patience. You must not wildly rush with this 
beautiful child. She will not be gained by storm. We must content ourselves with careful 
planning. 

FAUST
Alright then, get me something from this angel’s chamber, a kerchief that has graced her 
breast, a garter that her leg has caressed. Better, take me directly to her chamber. No, now 
I have it: get me a present to give her tonight, something from me that will lean on her 
heart and persuade her pulse to my favor.

MEPHISTO
Why tonight? Why wait? If you’re really so hot, let’s just give it to her straight. I will 
leave your gift at her open heart’s gate.

FAUST
And shall I see her? Have her?

MEPHISTO
No. But meanwhile you can feast alone on hopes of future pleasures. 

FAUST
Go then. Deliver my gift.

Exit FAUST.

SCENE EIGHT

Enter GRETCHEN.

GRETCHEN
I’d give anything if I could know who that gentleman was today. He must be Somebody 
– that much was clear from his face alone – otherwise he could not have been so bold 
with me. Mother would advise me otherwise. But I felt a distant thunder in my heart 
when he struck my eye. What other reason could such a feeling have to storm so?

MEPHISTOPHELES moves near GRETCHEN.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
It’s so humid here. But the weather isn’t too warm. It makes me feel so – I’m not sure 
what. 
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A shudder moves through GRETCHEN like a passing quake, as 
MEPHISTOPHELES moves past her and off to the side.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
What kind of shudder, to run through my body so strangely? Now it feels cold. What 
does that mean? Oh! How ridiculous I am.

GRETCHEN puts a hand to her chest and feels something there, pulls a 
necklace that is around her neck out from under her collar and quickly 
removes it.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
My god in heaven! What is this? How did this necklace come around my neck? It’s such 
a beautiful thing. And strange. I would not forget such a gift. How could this flaming 
jewel lean against my heart without my knowing, and how long has it been smoldering 
there? Ah! The gentleman! He must have fastened it when he brushed my shoulder. But 
why give such a gift to me, and why give it with such shy dexterity? Only a fine lady 
would wear this. How could this sparkle so fairly on the likes of me? What good is 
beauty and young blood? Maybe they are good and well according to men, but they 
always leave us in the end. Their praises are half pity – they: beauty, youth and men. 
They all rush and cling to gold, and we stay poor, and grow old.

Enter MOTHER in a wheelchair. 

MOTHER
Gretchen, I need your help.

GRETCHEN
Yes mother. You’re awake.

MOTHER
I drank too tall a glass of milk before I fell asleep, and now I must you know what.

GRETCHEN
I’ll help you mother.

MOTHER
What are you hiding there? What’s in your hand? 

GRETCHEN
It’s nothing. Just something I found.

MOTHER
What did you find that’s worth hiding behind your back.
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GRETCHEN
It’s just a silly costume piece, I think. A necklace for a lady of the stage.

MOTHER
No true Lady is of the stage, my dear. And if she lost her necklace in the street, then no 
doubt the street is her stage where she plays to a godless audience of one per night. Let 
me see this strumpet-jewel. Ah, Gretchen! It’s beautiful. What fine gold. How pure these 
gems are. This cannot be a harlot’s prop. Where did you find this Lady’s treasure?

GRETCHEN
In the street.

MOTHER
Mm-hm! A noble lady is a careless tart, dropping fine gifts without a thought. A lady 
truly worthy of such a treat would never neglect it. And if she did then she must have 
plenty more. Yet what more did she do to deserve such a pleasure than sit on her bottom. 
My girl, unfair goods ensnare the soul and poison the blood. We’ll give this to our Virgin 
Mary, who will enrich us with God’s blessing. We’ll make of this lady’s clumsy gift a 
gift that’s pure and true. In the meantime, we mustn’t let it sit in the open. I’ll take it to a 
hiding place, then tomorrow to our Lady of Grace. And, before I go back to sleep, you 
will help me with you know what?

GRETCHEN
Yes mother. Go and I’ll follow you.

Exit MOTHER in her wheelchair. GRETCHEN puts her fingertips to her 
heart.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
It was a gift horse, after all. But that gentleman who brought it here so carefully could not 
have been a godless man.

GRETCHEN stands alone, lost in her thoughts.

SCENE NINE

Enter FAUST.

FAUST
And how did she like my gift?

MEPHISTO
She liked it well enough. Her mother liked it too.
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FAUST
Her mother?

MEPHISTO
Of whom good Gretchen takes good care.

FAUST
Then her name is Gretchen. When will I see my Gretchen again with my gift to her 
glistening on her breast.

MEPHISTO
Never. Her mother took the necklace for a harlot’s choker, then took it even farther: to a 
Priest. The Priest proclaimed, “You have done a proper good. Those who overcome 
avarice are richest in the end. But the church has a good stomach, my gracious woman, 
and can digest ill-gotten property without an ache. It has swallowed entire countries and 
never yet overeaten. I offer you Heaven’s blessing, and my thanks.” And so the Priest 
went home enriched, and the mother blessed.

FAUST
And Gretchen?

MEPHISTO
She stands without knowing what to do, thinks of the jewels day and night, but more of 
the gentleman who brought them.

FAUST
Mm! My darling’s grief saddens me. Go and fetch her another gift, a necklace, and this 
time earrings too. 

MEPHISTO
Easily said. To the gentleman, this is child’s play.

FAUST
No, better still, forget the jewels, and bring her me instead. Ah, here it is: go and give her 
first the present, and then her gentleman in her presence.

MEPHISTO
Yes, my gracious sir, and gladly.

FAUST steps off to the side. MEPHISTOPHELES moves near 
GRETCHEN and drops a small ebony box into her hands.
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SCENE TEN

GRETCHEN faints but catches herself immediately. 

GRETCHEN
I thought my knees would give me away when today I found a trove of jewels. They were 
wonderful, and richer than the first, and lay in an ebony case on my pillow. I hid them in 
my closet straight away. 

GRETCHEN conceals the box behind her back. MEPHISTOPHELES 
takes it and exits. FAUST quietly walks closer to her as she continues.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
This time I mustn’t tell mother. She’d give them promptly to the Priest, and ask me to 
confess why Luck has twice granted me its treasure. I can’t be seen in the streets or 
church with them, but must wear them only in secret. And when there is occasion, a 
festival or celebration, I’ll bring the jewels out bit by bit. A necklace first. And then a 
pearl. Worn slowly, nobody may notice.

A town clock strikes three.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
I should get back home, before mother questions where I’ve been.

GRETCHEN turns and runs into FAUST, and immediately backs away 
and glances down, then looks back up to him.

FAUST
Young Lady, do you remember me?

GRETCHEN
Didn’t you see? How I glanced down?

FAUST
Will you forgive me the liberty I took, the insolence I gave, when you came out from the 
church the other day?

GRETCHEN
I was appalled. Nothing like that had ever happened to me. Until then, no one could say 
ill of me. Has he seen something brazen or indecent in my face, I thought, that he showed 
no hesitation to take up the arm of a poor girl? I confess I didn’t know that I had been 
moved already to your advantage. And I was angry with myself, that I could not be 
angrier with you.
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FAUST
My sweet love.

GRETCHEN
I’m sure you’re only being kind, or cruel. A well-to-do traveler is used to taking what he 
can find. I know too well that my poor rank could never please a gentleman for long.

FAUST
One look from you, one word, gives me more pleasure than all the wisdom of this world. 

GRETCHEN
I’m sure that you know Ladies who are cleverer than I.

FAUST
Believe me, what the world calls clever is more often vain and rash.

GRETCHEN
How is that?

FAUST
Oh! If only innocence and simplicity appreciated their own worth. Humility is the highest 
gift of loving, bountiful Nature.

GRETCHEN
You mock me.

FAUST
No. I worship you, and can think of nothing else this moment.

GRETCHEN
You have this moment to think of me. I have plenty of time to think on you.

FAUST
Are you so often alone?

GRETCHEN
Yes. Our house is very small, but still it takes much looking after. We have no help, so I 
cook and sweep and knit, and sew and run early and late. And my mother busies herself 
in everything though she herself can do nothing. My brother is a soldier. My little sister 
died. She made my life trouble when she lived, but I’d gladly take on every burden twice 
over to have her back again, she was so dear to me.

FAUST
An angel, if she was like you.
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GRETCHEN
She was born after my father died. Mother was near death herself and we thought we’d 
lose her as well, but very slowly she got better. Still, she couldn’t even think of nursing 
the little mite herself, so I took care of her with milk and water and she became my own. 
And she adored me, too.

FAUST
You must have felt the purest happiness.

GRETCHEN
And many difficult hours, too. Her little cradle was beside my bed, and if she stirred even 
a bit I would awaken. She’d cry and I would lift her up and pace with her about the room, 
feed her, take her into my bed, then up again and pace again. I slept so little. I’d wash 
myself before sunrise, then off to the market, over the kitchen fire, and on and on, one 
day like the next. One doesn’t always feel like smiling, Sir. But then the food tastes good, 
and sleep is good.

FAUST
Mmm. ...How did she die?

GRETCHEN
The plague. Like my father. And almost my mother. My brother and I escaped – he to 
war, and me... here. Finally here.

FAUST moves to kiss GRETCHEN, who steps away and plucks a flower.

FAUST
What is that for?

GRETCHEN
A game. 

FAUST
What game?

GRETCHEN plucks the petals one by one.

GRETCHEN
He loves me. He loves me not. He loves me. Loves me not. Loves me. Loves not. Loves. 
Not. ...He loves me.
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FAUST
Yes. This sweet flower tells you the truth. He loves you. Do you understand what that 
means? He loves you.

GRETCHEN
I’m trembling now.

FAUST
Don’t move even that much. Let this look, let these hands clasped tell you what is 
inexpressible: to give oneself entirely and feel a rapture that must last forever. Forever! 
The end of it would be despair. There will be no end. There will be no end!

GRETCHEN covers FAUST’S mouth gently, then removes her hand as she 
steps closer and looks up at him openly.

GRETCHEN
Dearest man. I love you from my heart.

It seems THEY might kiss. Enter MEPHISTOPHELES. A shudder moves 
through GRETCHEN like a passing quake and she gently pulls away, her 
heart and mind mixed up together.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
The sky is getting dark. It will be late soon. I should go.

FAUST
May I see you home?

GRETCHEN
No, my mother. ...Goodbye.

FAUST
Must I let go?

GRETCHEN
Yes! No! Yes. ...Until we meet again.

Exit GRETCHEN. 

SCENE ELEVEN

FAUST
I have been given all that I asked. This summation of Nature. The time to enjoy and to 
feel her. 

(more)
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The chance to look into the depths of her breast as one would look into the heart of a dear 
friend. She works. She thinks. She feels. She struggles. She lives. She glows with the 
beauty of Helen and the simplicity of starlight. This is good. This is the breath of 
progress.

FAUST puts a hand to his heart, feeling something at first good, then 
disconcerting. FAUST shakes it off and breathes in deeply.

FAUST (cont’d)
And now before my eyes the pure moon rises to reveal the silver edge of an ancient age 
still living. Now I should like to compare my darling to that other Nature, where the 
storms roar and bang in the forests, and the towering pines topple and smash their 
neighbor’s branches, rattling the mountain with the thunder of their fall. In the safe heart 
of a cave I might listen to the shuddering of the earth, and the deep wonders of my own 
heart will open up. This would make me happy next.

MEPHISTOPHELES steps forward.

FAUST (cont’d)
But that man is granted nothing perfect I know too well. I cannot scale the peaks alone. 
Even for that happiness of sweet Gretchen, which brought me closer to the gods, I 
suffered this companion whom I cannot do without.

MEPHISTO
How much longer can this amuse you? 

FAUST
He stokes within my breast a wild fire that burns for every beautiful image. And so I 
stagger from desire to fulfillment, and in fulfillment hunger for desire.

MEPHISTO
Yes, a taste of one desire and before you stomach it already you turn your tongue to 
another. And somehow I am to blame.

FAUST
I wish you had more to do than plague me.

MEPHISTO
I will gladly leave you in peace. You needn’t ask in earnest. Such an unpleasant, mad, 
and spiteful fellow as yourself is very little to lose. What now pleases and now upsets you 
one can never know for sure.

FAUST (cont'd)
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FAUST
That’s a fine tone to moan. He wants thanks for boring me with his tedium. 

MEPHISTO
How would you, poor earthbound man, have found even this little happiness that you 
have done without me? I freed you from the confines of your dark and dim imagination. 
And were it not for me you would already have exited the globe and never met poor 
Gretchen. But now you stand here like a proud old cock and crow?

FAUST
Can you possibly understand what new strength of life I feel from living near the life of 
this real person, and what more it stirs in me? If you could comprehend this I would think 
you’d be devil enough to envy me my happiness.

MEPHISTO
Such happiness, yes! To kiss a young thing whose hands have aged from daily life. That 
done, to drop those hands and reach for the tip of a tree top where surely you will find 
god in yourself. And then no doubt to overflow with heated love for all things Nature, 
and, by girl or by tree, to finally ejaculate your greatest ambitions.

FAUST
Shame!

MEPHISTO
Oh, my language is too coarse for the dear Sir; he cries “Shame!” Heaven forbid one say 
to a chaste ear what all chaste hearts cannot wait to hear. I’ll put it to you short and sweet: 
I will begrudge you the pleasure of your self-delusion. But it cannot last much longer. 
You are already over driven, and before long you will crash again. First your furious 
passion overflowed like a brook that had swollen with melting snow. You poured 
yourself into Gretchen’s heart. And now that brook is dry again. You thirst instead for 
trees and mountain tops. Enough of that. I think, rather than play king of the forest, the 
great Sir might consider giving his poor young monkey a reward for her love. Your 
darling sits at home and waits, and everything there is oppressive and dreary to her. You 
are never out of her mind. She feels for you an overwhelming love. Time is unbearably 
long to her. She stands at the window and watches the clouds pass her by. “If only I were 
a bird,” she sings, all day long and half the night. The other half she sleeps beneath the 
unfulfilling dream of her dear gentleman. For one moment she is happy, then mostly sad. 
One moment her tears are streaming, then she is calm – it would seem. But always in 
love.

FAUST
You snake! Beast! Leave me alone, and never again mention that girl’s name. Do not 
drag the lust for her sweet limbs before my half fiendish senses again!
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MEPHISTO
What have I said? And what should I say? She waits and thinks you have flown away. 
It’s half true, you already have. 

FAUST
I will be with her always. Even if I flew ten thousand miles, I would never forget her. I 
would envy God each time her devoted lips touched his cross.

MEPHISTO
And how I envy you, my friend, when your devoted mind kisses her breasts.

FAUST
Oh fly away yourself, you pimp! You are and always will be a pervert and a liar!

MEPHISTO
Yes, so long as you aren’t one bit deeper. Did you not in all honor swear to poor 
Gretchen your deepest love?

FAUST
And with all my heart.

MEPHISTO
Very good. Then of eternal faithfulness and love, of a single overwhelming vow – will 
your good heart also swear to this? 

FAUST
Leave it! I say it will – I will! 

MEPHISTO
You rage, and I laugh. Go on! It’s not to your grave I’m sending you, but into your 
lover’s doting embrace.

FAUST
Where now is the heavenly joy in her arms? I feel her woe on my back. Am I not the 
aimless, restless brute, raging with passion toward the black hole with you as my guide. 
And there she is with her lovely, childlike senses, in a home on a little Alpine meadow. 
Everything she needed she had in her small world until I, whom the gods hate, ruined her 
peace and caged her freedom. Take this sacrifice, Hell. Do what must be done. Let my 
fate crash together with hers. Let me burn in her breast. Take me with her underground.

Jackson, Faust Pt1, v4.1 - Pg 35.



MEPHISTO
Oh, how you boil and burn. Where such a small mind sees no way out, he stands himself 
immediately at “the End.” You are usually so devilish and clever. I can think of nothing 
worse in the world than a devil who despairs. Go, and comfort her you fool.

Exit MEPHISTOPHELES. FAUST remains in thought.

SCENE TWELVE  

Enter GRETCHEN. She sings the following song in German (a literal 
English translation is in italics). 

GRETCHEN
Meine Ruh ist hin,  My peace is gone,
Mein Herz ist schwer,  My heart is sore;
Ich finde sie nimmer  I’ll find it never
Und nimmermehr.  And never more.

Wo ich ihn nicht hab,  Where I don’t have him
Ist mir das Grab,  Is to me the grave,
Die ganze Welt  The entire world
Ist mir vergällt.  Is to me turned to gall

Mein armer Kopf  My poor head
Ist mir verrückt,  Is to me gone mad. / has gone mad
Mein armer Sinn  My poor mind
Ist mir zerstückt.  Is to me divided in two / is in two

Meine Ruh ist hin,  My peace is gone,
Mein Herz ist schwer,  My heart is sore;
Ich finde sie nimmer  I’ll find it never
Und nimmermehr.  And never more.

Nach ihm nur schau ich  For him only I look
Zum Fenster hinaus,  Out the window,
Nach ihm nur geh ich  For him only I go
Aus dem Haus.  Out of the house.

Sein hoher Gang,  His noble walk,
Sein edle Gestalt,  His honourable figure,
Seines Mundes Lächeln,  His mouth’s smile,
Seiner Augen Gewalt  His eyes’ force

(more)
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Und seiner Rede  And his speech
Zauberfluß,  flows like magic / like a magic/charming river
Sein Händedruck,  His hand’s touch/clasp
Und, ach, sein Kuß!  And, oh, his kiss!

Meine Ruh ist hin,  My peace is gone,
Mein Herz ist schwer,  My heart is sore;
Ich finde sie nimmer  I’ll find it never
Und nimmermehr.  And never more.

Mein Busen drängt  My breast surges/urges
Sich nach ihm hin,  Itself to him,
Ach dürft ich fassen  Oh may I clasp/seize
Und halten ihn  And hold him

Und küssen ihn,  And kiss him,
So wie ich wollt,  like how I want to.
An seinen Küssen  On his kisses
Vergehen sollt!  I should die / float away / pass away!

Enter MOTHER in her wheelchair.

MOTHER
Gretchen, I need your help.

GRETCHEN
Yes mother.

MOTHER
What was it you were singing just now?

GRETCHEN
Just an old song.

MOTHER
Oh, Gretchen, have you heard about young Barbara?

GRETCHEN
Not a word.

GRETCHEN (cont'd)

Jackson, Faust Pt1, v4.1 - Pg 37.



MOTHER
Sybil from down the road told me today. She has finally made herself a fool. That’s what 
happens when a girl puts on airs.

GRETCHEN
What happened?

MOTHER
Well, it stinks. She’s feeding two when she eats and drinks.

GRETCHEN
Oh.

MOTHER
She got what she deserves. How long did she hang on that fellow? Strolling through the 
village, dancing, and always the first in line, if you understand my meaning. Him always 
giving her presents and wine, and her always parading her fine looks. She was so brazen 
and had no shame. They fondled and groped, and now her little flower has been plucked 
by his rope.

GRETCHEN
The poor thing.

MOTHER
Don’t feel sorry for her. When other girls were busy working or staying home at night 
with their mothers, she was with her sweet lover in a doorway or some dark alley. No 
amount of time was too long for them, I hear. Now maybe she’d like to kneel and do 
penance in a church.

GRETCHEN
But surely he will marry her.

MOTHER
He’d be a fool. Any sharp and nimble boy finds air elsewhere. He’s gone already.

GRETCHEN
That isn’t right.

MOTHER
Even if she does catch him it will be nasty. The local boys will tear her wedding bouquet 
from her hands and scatter the pieces at her door.

GRETCHEN
What was it you wanted help with, Mother?
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MOTHER
Oh! I’ve forgotten. I’m sure it will come to me.

MOTHER does not move. Neither does GRETCHEN.

GRETCHEN
You’ll call me when it does.

MOTHER
Oh, yes dear. I will.

Exit MOTHER in her wheelchair.

GRETCHEN
How I once would bravely chide when some poor girl would slip. My tongue could not 
find words enough to lash her name. If it were black, I blackened it more, and to me it 
would never be black enough. And I would bless myself and act so proud. And now I 
stand naked in shadow. Yet everything that drove me here – my God! – was so good! Ah! 
So loving and dear!

SCENE THIRTEEN

Enter FAUST. GRETCHEN looks at him and they curiously explore one 
another’s faces with their fingertips. Then GRETCHEN enfolds herself in 
FAUST’S arms.

GRETCHEN
Oh Heinrich. I feel so good in your arms, so free, so yielding and warm. ...There’s 
something makes me tremble from time to time. I don’t know what.

FAUST
You forboding angel, you.

GRETCHEN looks at FAUST:

GRETCHEN
I know it can’t be you.

GRETCHEN embraces FAUST again, then:

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
But I should go.
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FAUST
Ah! Will I never for one short hour of peace hang on your limbs, pressing breast onto 
breast and soul into soul?

GRETCHEN
Oh! If I only slept alone. I would gladly leave my door unlatched for you tonight. But my 
mother does not sleep deeply. If she found us there together, I would die on the spot.

FAUST
You angel. This is no difficulty. Take this little bottle. Just three small droplets in her cup 
will wrap her in a deep sleep.

GRETCHEN
It will not harm her?

FAUST
Would I prescribe it, sweet, if it would?

GRETCHEN
What would I not do that you would wish me do? When I look on you, dear man, I don’t 
know what drives me to your will. I have already imagined doing so much for you, that 
almost nothing remains undone.

GRETCHEN touches FAUST.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
Until soon.

Exit FAUST. 

SCENE FOURTEEN

MEPHISTOPHELES crosses and exits after FAUST. GRETCHEN 
shudders as he passes. 

GRETCHEN
That warm, sultry feeling runs through me. Is it my anticipation, or my foreboding? I 
must listen to my heart. Any girl whose name I once blackened, I did not knowing more 
of her than what mother and the others snickered. Poor Barbara may well have loved her 
boy, who shames their love for fear of shame. If they were brave they would kiss in the 
center of town, and marry then and there. But who can find their honest senses when all 
their neighbors chide over fences? Oh! Must I hate my mother to love my dear, sweet 
man? It can’t be. She must have compassion. I know this. But will she let me go with him 
if I have already let myself go? Oh! Why does honest duty tear a devoted soul in two? I 
must do what I must, that’s good and fair, to free my loving heart.
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Enter MOTHER in her wheelchair.

MOTHER
Gretchen, I need your help.

GRETCHEN
Yes Mother.

MOTHER
I don’t feel well.

GRETCHEN
What’s the matter Mother?

MOTHER
...Did you see that dog rummaging in our yard this afternoon?

GRETCHEN
No, I didn’t.

MOTHER
That’s right, you were out... Curious devil, poking about. ...Gretchen, I’m so depressed 
tonight.

GRETCHEN
What is it?

MOTHER
These walls. And these windows through which the world is small. This is all I ever see. 
How I would love to go outside.

GRETCHEN
But you do, Mother.

MOTHER
Yes, the yard. With the fence. And beyond the fence, old Sybil standing guard. I haven’t 
been outside that fence for ages. I hardly speak to anyone but Sybil, and the Priest when 
he comes to call. I feel trapped. Trapped, do you hear? In these walls. This yard. That 
fence. Sybil. The periodic priest. This is not a life.

GRETCHEN
Go to sleep, Mother. You’ll feel better.
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MOTHER
I can’t sleep, I told you, I don’t feel well. Oh Gretchen, how I would love to go into town. 
Just once. To stroll down the boulevard. Like when I was young. Like when I was free. 

GRETCHEN steps forward.

GRETCHEN
What if I take you there tomorrow?

MOTHER
What? What Gretchen?

GRETCHEN
What if I take you into town tomorrow?

MOTHER
Oh, Gretchen! Really? Don’t you have work? Well, it might be cold. I haven’t anything 
to wear. What could I wear?

GRETCHEN
You can wear your Sunday clothes.

MOTHER
Ah! Yes, my Sunday clothes. But they’re very old. Do you think they’ll look alright? Oh! 
Gretchen. You’re so good to me. What would I do without you? Your father and sister 
flew away, and then your brother too. But you have always been here. Always.

GRETCHEN
Go to sleep, Mother. You want to be well rested for tomorrow.

MOTHER
Oh but I can’t sleep. I’m too excited!

GRETCHEN
Have some milk.

MEPHISTOPHELES enters and holds out for GRETCHEN a glass of 
milk.

MOTHER
Yes, that will help. But not too much.

GRETCHEN pours three droplets from the little bottle into the milk.
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MOTHER (cont’d)
 Dear Gretchen. I have always been able to count on you. You will never leave me.

GRETCHEN pours the entire bottle into the milk. A dog barks angrily in 
the distance.

MOTHER (cont’d)
Oh! Gretchen! Do you hear that? It’s that dog again!

GRETCHEN
Drink your milk, Mother. And go to sleep.

MEPHISTOPHELES takes the milk to MOTHER and hands it to her. The 
dog growls as MOTHER drinks the milk. Then, the dog is silent.

MOTHER
Thank you, Gretchen. I will see you in the morning in my Sunday best.

Exit MOTHER in her wheelchair. Exit MEPHISTOPHELES after her.

SCENE FIFTEEN

Enter FAUST. GRETCHEN looks at him, then runs and throws her arms 
around him. 

FAUST
Does your mother sleep?

GRETCHEN
She does. No doubt she does.

FAUST
And do you weep?

GRETCHEN
To see you.

FAUST
It is a happy sight I hope.

GRETCHEN
More happy than I could hope. Heinrich, promise me.

FAUST
Whatever I can.
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GRETCHEN
How is it with you – and religion? You are a kind and good man, but I don’t believe you 
hold much faith in it.

FAUST
Let that be, love. You feel that I am good. And know this: that for those I love I abandon 
body and blood, and would rob no one of her feelings or faith.

GRETCHEN
But that is not yet right. One must believe.

FAUST
Must one?

GRETCHEN
Do you believe in God?

FAUST
Darling, who may say “I believe in God?” Ask priests and wise men and their answers 
only mock the asker. Do not mistake me, fair angel. But who may name Him, and who 
profess “I believe in Him?” And who would dare say, “I do not believe in Him?” Does 
the All Embracing, All Containing not embrace and contain you, me, itself? Does the sky 
not arch overhead? Does the earth not lie firmly underfoot? And do the friendly, ever-
blinking stars not rise to gaze upon us? Do my eyes not look deep into your eyes, and 
does not everything in you surge to your heart and head and weave in eternal mystery, 
invisible and visible around you? Let it fill your heart to bursting, and when you feel this 
bliss completely, then name it what you will. Happiness. Heart. Love. God. I have no 
name for it. Feeling is all. A name is sound and smoke clouding the heavens’ glow.  

GRETCHEN
Do you believe in God?

FAUST
Darling. Who may say “I believe in God?” Ask priests and wise men and their answers 
only mock the asker. Do not mistake me, fair angel. But who may name Him, and who 
profess “I believe in Him?” And who would dare say, “I do not believe in Him?” Does 
the All Embracing, All Containing not embrace and contain you, me, itself? Does the sky 
not arch overhead? Does the earth not lie firmly underfoot? And do the friendly, ever-
blinking stars not rise to gaze upon us? Do my eyes not look deep into your eyes, and 
does not everything in you surge to your heart and head and weave in eternal mystery, 
invisible and visible around you? Let it fill your heart to bursting, and when you feel this 
bliss completely, then name it what you will! Happiness! Heart! Love! God! I have no 
name for it! Feeling is all! A name is sound and smoke clouding the heavens’ glow!  
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GRETCHEN
Do you believe in God?

FAUST
Darling! Who may say “I believe in God?!” Ask priests and wise men and their answers 
only mock the asker! Do not mistake me, fair angel! But who may name Him, and who 
profess “I believe in Him?!” And who would dare say, “I do not believe in Him?!” Does 
the All Embracing, All Containing not embrace and contain you, me, itself?! Does the 
sky not arch overhead?! Does the earth not lie firmly underfoot?! And do the friendly, 
ever-blinking stars not rise to gaze upon us?! Do my eyes not look deep into your eyes, 
and does not everything in you surge to your heart and head and weave in eternal 
mystery, invisible and visible around you?! Let it fill your heart to bursting, and when 
you feel this bliss completely, then name it what you will!! Happiness!! Heart!! Love!! 
God!! I have no name for it!! Feeling is all!! A name is sound and smoke clouding the 
heavens’ glow!!!  

GRETCHEN
Do you believe in God?

FAUST
Darling!! Who may say “I believe in God?!” Hm?! Ask priests and wise men and their 
answers only mock the asker!! Do not mistake me, fair angel!! But who may name Him, 
and who profess “I believe in Him?!” And who would dare say, “I do not believe in 
Him?!” Does the All Embracing, All Containing not embrace and contain you, me, 
itself?! Does the sky not arch overhead?! Does the earth not lie firmly underfoot?! And 
do the friendly, ever-blinking stars not rise to gaze upon us?! Do my eyes not look deep 
into your eyes, and does not everything in you surge to your heart and head and weave in 
eternal mystery, invisible and visible around you?! Let it fill your heart to bursting, and 
when you feel this bliss completely, then name it what you will!!! Happiness!!! Heart!!! 
Love!!! God!!! I have no name for it!!! Feeling is all!!! A name is sound and smoke 
clouding the heavens’ glow!!!!  

GRETCHEN
Do you believe in God?!

FAUST
Darling!!! Who may say “I believe in God?!!” Ask priests and wise men and their 
answers only mock the asker!!! Do not mistake me, fair angel! But who may name Him, 
and who profess “I believe in Him?!!” And who would dare say, “I do not believe in 
Him?!!” Does the All Embracing, All Containing not embrace and contain you, me, 
itself?!! Does the sky not arch overhead?!! Does the earth not lie firmly underfoot?!! And 
do the friendly, ever-blinking stars not rise to gaze upon us?!! 

(more)
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Do my eyes not look deep into your eyes, and does not everything in you surge to your 
heart and head and weave in eternal mystery, invisible and visible around you?!! Let it 
fill your heart to bursting, and when you feel this bliss completely, then name it what you 
will!!!! Happiness!!!! Heart!!!! Love!!!! God!!!! I have no name for it!!!! Feeling is 
all!!!! A name is sound and smoke clouding the heavens’ glow!!!!!  

GRETCHEN
Do you believe in God?!!

FAUST does not move for a moment, then approaches GRETCHEN, 
almost calmly.

FAUST
...Darling?

That said, FAUST takes GRETCHEN in his arms and kisses her 
passionately on the mouth.

GRETCHEN
Then you do not believe!

In what follows, GRETCHEN is distracted between her doubts and desires 
as FAUST continues to embrace her passionately.

FAUST
I believe in you!

GRETCHEN
The priest says something like what you’ve said, only with slightly different words.

FAUST
It is said everywhere. All hearts under the heavenly day. Each in his own way. Why not I 
in mine?

GRETCHEN
When I hear you say it, it seems reasonable to say. But something is wrong. To have no 
Christian faith–

FAUST
Dearest child!

GRETCHEN
Heinrich!

FAUST (cont'd)
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GRETCHEN catches herself and pulls away, but FAUST holds her tight.

FAUST
Stay! You are so beautiful!

A beat, then GRETCHEN kisses FAUST passionately. GRETCHEN and 
FAUST exit kissing. Enter VALENTIN as they do so, catching sight of 
them as they go. Silence. MEPHISTOPHELES crosses, pushing an empty 
wheelchair.

SCENE SIXTEEN

VALENTIN alone.

VALENTIN
It used to be, when I would sit with drunkards in this town, and everyone started to brag 
and lift their glasses in proud toast to that week’s favorite women, and glass after glass 
was drained with boasting, elbows leaning on the tables, I would sit back quietly, 
listening to the swaggering rabble. Then I would smile and lift my own glass and say 
with satisfaction, “To each his own, but does anyone know a single one who can hold a 
candle to my good sister Gretchen.” Then clink and clank and all agreed, “He is right. 
The flower of all womankind.” And all the braggarts went silent. And now I return to this 
backwater burg to bury my mother who died in her bed, only to learn I must bury my 
pride – in my sister, who lied in her bed. With who? That man among men, I am told. 
That plague pedlar, wealthy, and far too old. Accepting his gifts, and taking his kisses as 
well. Giving him all of herself in return. And for what? A fine place in hell. And how the 
neighbors love to inform me of every scarlet detail, feigning their sympathy behind 
clenched glee. Who comes now? Who sneaks around the house? If one of them be 
Gretchen’s lover, I’ll take him by the neck. And if he leaves this place tonight he will be 
carried on his back.

VALENTIN hides. Enter FAUST and MEPHISTOPHELES.

FAUST
Even from here through the window of that distant sacristy I can see the flickering light 
of the eternal flame. It seems to lean sideways and grows slowly weaker as darkness 
presses in around us. I feel night falling in my heart.

MEPHISTO
I feel like a cat, prowling up the fire escape and quietly hugging the wall, ready to leap in 
the bountiful darkness and gather its treasures in my paw!
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FAUST
And my treasure, still glimmering over there, will I see her again tomorrow night?

MEPHISTO
As soon as you wish. You may enjoy that joy of opening your trove and breathing in the 
scented pleasure. I see in it a mound of treasure.

FAUST
And do you see some jewelry there, a ring perhaps, to bring my sweetheart.

MEPHISTO
I think I saw that sort of thing, a string of silvery pearls perhaps.

FAUST
Good. I would be remiss to go to her again without a present. 

MEPHISTO
You shouldn’t feel so badly to enjoy your treasure free of charge. Now that the heavens 
are filled with diamonds, which cost you nothing, you could sing her a song and she 
would be certain to harmonize with your arms.

FAUST
Yes, she would.

Enter VALENTIN.

VALENTIN
What would she, devil? I’ll smash your skull no matter what you answer.

MEPHISTO
What do you defend, my friend?

VALENTIN
Poor wretched Gretchen. My sister slain.

FAUST
She is not slain.

VALENTIN
Her honor lies dead beside her hopes and trust. And if she breathes still then it is not air, 
but the smoke of her own hell to which you have damned her.

FAUST
She loves me, sir.
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VALENTIN
Then she is deceived, for you repay her love with hatred.

FAUST
You are mistaken. I do feel love for her.

VALENTIN
Where, Doctor? Where your demons are buried? They rise and bury her!

MEPHISTO
Do not give way, Herr Doktor Professor. I’ll follow you closely, then you follow me.

VALENTIN attacks FAUST and they fight, but only briefly since 
MEPHISTOPHELES stays near and, in an opportune moment, places a 
knife in FAUST’S hand. FAUST and MEPHISTOPHELES exchange a 
glance and VALENTIN is stabbed.

VALENTIN
Ah!

MEPHISTO
Now the lout is tame. No need to gawk. We must leave this place. There will be an outcry 
soon enough.

Exit FAUST and MEPHISTOPHELES. Enter GRETCHEN.

VALENTIN
Ah!

GRETCHEN
Who’s there?

VALENTIN
Your mother’s son.

GRETCHEN
My God! My brother! Where have you come from?

VALENTIN
I’ve come from war to die. It is quickly said and sooner done. 

GRETCHEN
What has happened to you here?
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VALENTIN
Come close and I’ll tell you. 

GRETCHEN gets close to VALENTIN and he seizes her arm forcefully, 
gripping her and life both.

GRETCHEN
Ah!

VALENTIN
My Gretchen, see me. You are still young, still not yet wary, and make of your life a 
horrid mess. I tell you here before the neighbors do: now you are a whore, so be one, and 
be nothing else.

VALENTIN pushes GRETCHEN away.

GRETCHEN
My brother! God! What do you mean by this?

During the following, VALENTIN struggles to stand and then stumbles 
about railing at GRETCHEN.

VALENTIN
Leave the Lord God out of this game! What’s done is done. And how it will end, it will. 
You began secretly with one. That very One who deigned to step down from his palace 
and damn our family to his cures! That Same One who left me here for dead!

GRETCHEN
What?

VALENTIN
So now your gate is open. Soon more than One will come to you. And when you’ve had a 
dozen then you’ll have the entire town! When Disgrace is born she slips out in careful 
secrecy and draws the veil of night over her head. Yes, one would love to murder her, but 
she grows and makes herself bigger, walking naked in the daylight, and not more 
beautifully than before! Even should God at last forgive her, her life on earth is stained! 
The more hateful her condition the more she seeks the light, until she births her guilt and 
treason and bares it in plain sight! 

GRETCHEN
No! Order your own soul to God! Would you lay such blasphemies on yourself as you 
die?
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VALENTIN
I would lay my hands on your unholy body and smash it if I could! There I would hope to 
find forgiveness for all my life’s sins. 

GRETCHEN
My brother! What hell you wish upon me! It isn’t fair!

VALENTIN
I tell you, keep your tears in your head. When you bade your honor farewell, you gave 
me my sister’s broken heart. I stumble to God a soldier and brave.

Exit VALENTIN, smearing his blood in his wake.

SCENE SEVENTEEN

MEPHISTOPHELES enters behind GRETCHEN.

MEPHISTO
How different it was when you were still innocent and stepped before the altar, and from 
a well-worn little book you babbled prayers, half childish games, half God in your heart. 
Gretchen! What has happened to your head? What misdeeds in your heart? Whose blood 
is spilled on your doorstep? Do you pray for the soul of your mother that you sent 
through sleep to eternal pain? And beneath your heart, what now stirs and grows, 
frightened and frightening with its swelling presence? 

GRETCHEN
Oh God! The world grows narrow! Let me escape! Let me find air! Let me go! Let me 
go! Let me-! Let me-!

GRETCHEN goes insane and the world changes. GRETCHEN exits.

SCENE EIGHTEEN

Enter FAUST, catching sight of GRETCHEN as she exits.

FAUST
In misery! Despairing! Wretchedly lost on the earth and now imprisoned in the dungeon 
of her horrible torments! It’s come to that! To That! Treacherous, unworthy spirit! Stand 
there! Stand and roll your devil’s eyes in your head! Stand and defy me with your 
unbearable presence! Imprisoned in hopeless agony! This fair unblessed creature! 

MEPHISTO
She is not the first.
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FAUST
You dog! You monster! Not the first! Grief! Grief, that no human soul can grasp, that 
more than one creature has sunk to the depths of such misery! That the first one did not 
writhe enough in the eyes of Redemption for the guilt of all the others! The misery of this 
one woman surges through my blood and bones, while you grin contentedly over the fate 
of millions!

MEPHISTO
Now we are once again at the edge of our wits, where your mortal minds snap. Why do 
you make company with me when you cannot see it through? You would fly, but get 
dizzy. Did I push myself on you or you on me?

FAUST
Don’t bare your greedy teeth at me! It makes me sick! 

MEPHISTO
Are you finished?

FAUST
Save her! Or woe to you! The most terrible curse on you for millennia!

MEPHISTO
Save her! Who was it that sank her into ruin? Me or you?

FAUST looks around furiously.

MEPHISTO (cont’d)
Are you reaching for thunder? Fortunate that it wasn’t given to you mortals, to shatter 
those who innocently answer to you. That is the tyrant's way of easing his 
embarrassment.

FAUST
Take me to her. She will be set free.

MEPHISTO
And the danger you subject yourself to? The blood spread by your hand still streaks the 
town, and no doubt a crowd hovers over the slain man’s body awaiting the murderer.

FAUST
This again from you? Barking dog! Take me to her I tell you, and save her!
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MEPHISTO
Do I have all the power in Heaven, and on the earth? I will take you to her. That I can do. 
The rest good Sir I leave to you.

Exit MEPHISTOPHELES.

SCENE NINETEEN

MEPHISTOPHELES enters, leading GRETCHEN. FAUST watches as 
MEPHISTOPHELES puts makeup on GRETCHEN’S face and she sings.

GRETCHEN
My mother the whore
Who killed me
My father the rogue
Who ate me
My sweet little sister
Who gathered the bones
In a cold dry place;
Where I became a
Beautiful forest bird
Fly away. Fly away.

MEPHISTOPHELES finishes by smearing GRETCHEN’S red lipstick with 
his palm.

FAUST
Mankind’s entire grief grips me. 

GRETCHEN
Oh, that mankind is so unhappy. I will say Requiems for him.

MEPHISTO
You are a very kind and loving child. You ought to marry. 

GRETCHEN
Oh no, that would not do.

MEPHISTO
If not a husband, then a lover. It is one of the greatest gifts of Heaven to have such a dear 
thing in one’s arms.

GRETCHEN
That is not the custom here.

Jackson, Faust Pt1, v4.1 - Pg 53.



MEPHISTO
Custom or not, it is done, my dear. ...How is your heart?

GRETCHEN
What do you mean, Sir?

MEPHISTO
You good, innocent child. Farewell.

MEPHISTOPHELES prepares to snap GRETCHEN’s neck for mercy.

GRETCHEN
Farewell.

FAUST
Wait!

GRETCHEN
Oh! It comes! Bitter death!

FAUST
No, I come! I come, to set you free from this!

GRETCHEN
You come for me in the middle of the night! If you are human, pity my distress! What 
have I done to you? I am still so young, very young. I was beautiful, too, and that was my 
mistake. My friend was so close to me. Now he is far away. The flowers are scattered at 
the door. I am entirely in your hands. 

FAUST moves toward GRETCHEN, who reacts suddenly.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
Only first let me nurse my child! ...I held it through the night. They took it away to make 
me sick, and now they say, I killed it.

MEPHISTOPHELES embraces GRETCHEN from behind, wrings her dress 
over her stomach, and blood soaks out. FAUST looks away in horror.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
An ancient fairy tale ends that way. It was cruel of people to write it. 

FAUST
Will I survive this grief? Gretchen. Gretchen!
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GRETCHEN
That was my lover’s voice. Where is he? I heard him call: Gretchen!  Through the 
howling and banging of Hell I know that sweet, that loving sound!

FAUST
Gretchen, I am here!

GRETCHEN
Ah! It is you – come to save me. Oh, I am saved. Where is all my torment? Already the 
street is there again where I saw you for the first time, and the garden beneath my 
window where I waited every night.

FAUST
Gretchen come, come with me!

GRETCHEN
Stay! You are so beautiful. I am happy where you are. Kiss me. 

FAUST
No, Gretchen, come, follow me, / darling–!

GRETCHEN
Kiss me, Heinrich. Can you not kiss me? Are you my Heinrich and have forgotten how to 
kiss? Once from your words and from your eyes a whole Heaven overwhelmed me, and 
you would kiss me as if to smother me. Kiss me, Heinrich. Kiss me. Or I’ll kiss you. 

FAUST kisses GRETCHEN but she spits it away.

GRETCHEN (cont’d)
Your lips are cold! Dead! Where is your love in them?!

FAUST
No, Darling, I’ll love you with a thousand passions / only come with me!

GRETCHEN
And is it you?!

FAUST
What?!

GRETCHEN
Is it you?! / Is it really?!

FAUST
Yes! Yes, it is!
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GRETCHEN
How is it that you do not shrink from me, Heinrich?! Do you know, my friend, whom you 
would set free?! 

FAUST
Come come come, Gretchen, I beg / of you!

GRETCHEN
I killed my mother! A gift for you and me! I murdered my child! Your child, Heinrich! 
...Your hand, Heinrich. Wipe it off, I beg you. There is blood on it. 

FAUST
Leave the past in the past, God, or kill me too!

GRETCHEN
No, you must live! You must arrange the graves tomorrow. Give the best place to my 
mother. And next to her, my brother. Me, a little to the side, only not so wide a space. 
And put the little one on my right breast. Nobody else would lie beside me.

FAUST
Gretchen, hear me, hear me, come now, please come.

GRETCHEN
Where?

FAUST
With me.

GRETCHEN
You are leaving? Where?

FAUST
We are leaving, here! 

GRETCHEN
Oh, Heinrich. That I could go with you.

FAUST
You can! You can!

GRETCHEN
No, no, I may not go. There is no hope for me. What help is it to run away? 

FAUST
I can free you.
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GRETCHEN
I cannot be free. Where ever I might go with you, I could never leave this place.

And GRETCHEN taps his forehead lightly.

FAUST
Come! Then I will carry you away.

GRETCHEN
Leave me! I will not be forced! I have done everything else you asked!

FAUST
Dear love! The day is breaking! Sweet angel!

GRETCHEN
Day. It would be day. The last day – breaks. It was supposed to have been my wedding 
day. Tell nobody that you have already been with Gretchen. We will meet again. But we 
will not dance then. Oh Heinrich, I shudder for you. ...The world is quiet.

GRETCHEN walks upstage and stands alone to wait for something, 
patiently and ready.

FAUST
Oh had I never been born.

MEPHISTO
Up. Or you are lost.

FAUST
That pale, beautiful child, alone in her distant place. She stands with her feet chained 
together, and looks much as my good Gretchen did. Those are the eyes of one already 
dead, which no loving hand ever closed. That is the breast that Gretchen yielded to me. 
That is the sweet body that I enjoyed. Oh what agony! I cannot leave her. I will save her. 
She will live. Gretchen! You will live!

GRETCHEN turns.

GRETCHEN
Judgement of God. I give myself to you.

GRETCHEN slits her throat and dies.

FAUST
...That this sweet throat now bears this single red necklace. My final everlasting gift. 
How strange it looks. 

(more)
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And what strange beauty, that Life finds her way back into earth, seeping ever downward 
that Nature’s every precious flower may be revived by her blood. Perhaps Nature’s 
plagues are her revenge for the abuses we heap upon her endlessly.

MEPHISTO
Nature has no feeling for us. She is not burdened by sentiment. We will die, and Nature 
will continue on without a thought or word on our behalf. We can flay her skin, and we'll 
be left exposed. 

FAUST
Oh that this moment would last forever. Let the great world rush onward and let me stay 
here in the stillness of this peace. Now what shall become of me, what greater, what more 
beautiful, more real, now that I've had this?

MEPHISTO
There have been those who would commend thee to Heaven. 
And others still who would damn thee to Hell. 
But tonight, I think, 
neither you 
nor those who would be audience to your act 
will gain such relief. 
Tonight you will live
to stand adjacent to your deed 
that you might see and hear 
these times, 
perhaps.

FAUST
I did find Something. Something beautiful. She was pure. And now it is over.

MEPHISTO
Over? Why over? 
And pure? 
Over is purely nothing, and nothing is pure. 
But why go on about it eternally 
when in the end all comes to nothing. 
It is as if it had not been, 
as if nothing ever happened.
And yet 
something seems to circle round, 
circling 
perhaps
around nothing. 

FAUST (cont'd)

(more)
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“Now it is over.”
What meaning can one see? 
I should prefer: 
eternal emptiness.

The end.

MEPHISTO (cont'd)
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