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The Life and Death of

Dr. FAUSTUS.

ACT I. SCENE L

Dr. Fauttus feated in bis Chair, and reéa’iﬂg‘
in his Study.

Good and bad Angel ré‘w{;.
Fauft, gEttlc thy Study, F;*mjha, and begin

To found the Depth of that thou wilt profefs ;
Thefe Mctaphyficks of Magicians, ,
And Negromantick Books, are heav’nly
Lines, Circles, Letters, Charatters,
Ay, theftare thofe that Fasffus moft defires ;
A'found Magician is a Demi-God :
Here tie my Brains to get 4 Deity.
Mephoftopholis under the Stage. A good and. bad
Angel fly down. : ..
Good Ang. O Fanffus! lay that damn’d Book afide ;
And gaze not on it, left it tempt thy heart to blafphemy.
Bad Ang. Go forward, Fauflus, in that famous Art
Wherein all Natures, Treafure is contain’d :
Be thou on Earth as Jove is in the Sky,
Lord and Commander of thefc Elements.

Spirits afcend.
Fauft. How am I glutted with conceit of this?
Shall I make Spirits tetch me what I pleafe .- . v
DIl have’em fly to Fidia for Goldy " "0y o s

Ranfack the Ocean for Ori¢nt Pearl. )~ .. ,
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T'll have’em Wall all Germany with Brafs:
Tll-levy-Soldiers with the Coin they bring,
And chafe the Prince of Parma from our Land. [R4fes.
“Fis-now the Dead high Noon of Night,
And Lucifer his Spirits freedom gives ;
Pllery if in tlfis Circle I can Raife
A Demon to inform me what I long for.
S',‘”If mihi ‘13;‘:‘ I’Mrblméromk \propitii, Orientis
Jrénceps, Beelzebub, German, Demogorgon.  ['Thunders.
“Mephoftopholis, Mephoftopholis, ﬁlrg«thpi- [ Thanders
retis,
Mcphoftopholis fpeaks under Ground, [Th 's.
Meph,  Faufivs, 1 a}cmndftfhy Will. [Hhunders
g‘;u/ll. _ g/hcre art thou ? ’
epss. Here. - ;s
Sca[r?. within. Oy oh, oh. (o Ffsof Light
JTauff. What Noile is that? Haft thou any Companions
with thee ? -~ Meph. No.
Fauft, Tt comes this way -
Sear. Oh, ohy Oeee
. Fanft,  What ail’ft thou ? Sear, O 0’ 0’
Fauft. Speak, Fellow, what’s the Matter ?
Scar. O poor Scaramonche !
Fauft. Speak, I conjure thee ; or deberontis Dii Demo-
gorgon, —————

Scar. ©.1 beleech you Conjure no more, for I am frigh--

ted into a Diabetesalready..
Fauft, Prighted at-what?
Sear. 1have feen, Oh, oh——  Fauff. What ?
Scar. The Devil.. Fanft. Art fure it'was the Devil 2

Scar: 'The Devil,. or the Devil’s Companion: He had a-

Head like a Bulls, with Horns on ; and twg Eyes that glow’d

like the Balls.of a dark Lantern: His Hair Tfood a Tiptoe
like. your new-fafhion’d Topknots ; with a Mouth as lar %4
as.ao.l,(lpg’s BeefEater : His' Nails was as fharp as a Welfh-
man’s in Paffion ; and he look’d as frightful as a Sergeant. to
an Alfatian, S T N

Fauft, But why-afrthou afraid of ‘the Deyil ?- t

Scar, Wh{_ U never faid' my Prayers'in all'my Life, but
opce; and that was when iy ddmn'd Wife was fick, chat

[Enter Scaramouche..

fhe .

of Doftor Fauflus.

fhe.might dyc: My Ears arc as deaf to.good Council, as,
French Dragoons are to Mercy.  And my Confcience wants
as much fweeping as a Cook’s Chimny. And I have as
many-Sins to anfwer for as a Church-warden, or an Overfeer
of the Poor. _

Fauft. Why, the Devil loves Siriners at his Heart.

Secar. Docs he {o? S

Fanft. He hates none, but the Vertuots, and the Godly.
Such as Faft, and go to Church, and give Alms-deeds.

Scar. I never faw a Church inmy Life, thank God, (1
mean the Devil ;) and for Fafting, it wasalways my Abo-
mination ; and for Alms, I pever gave any Thing in' my
Life, but the Itch once to a Pawn-broker. ‘Therefore I hope
he may Love me. ‘

Fauft. And he fhall Love thee ; I'll bring the acqyainted
with him. . ’

Sear, Acquainted with the Devil?”

Fauft, Ay ; Tanto mesvipomis Acherontis.

Scar. Oh, oh, oh, _

Fanft. Fear nothing Mephoftopholis, be vifible, '

[Scaramouche finks behind the Dottor,and peeps his Head
out behind-thé Slip of bis Gown, A Devilrifes in Thun-
dey and Lightning. L

I charge thee to be gon, and change thy Shape; thou art
too ugly to attend on me. I find there’s Virtue in my Charmn;
Coume, rife up, Fool, the Devil’s gon. ;

o [ The Devil fiuks.

Scar. The Devil o with hi_x_r:l,.-‘ IR T

Fanft. Fear nothing, Tcommand the Devil. If chou wilt
leave thy Chimny-fweeping Trade, and live with me, thou
fhalt have Meat and Diiik'in Plenty ; and 40 Grownsa Ycar
thall' be thy Wages ; I'll make,thee Leayned in the black Art,

Scar, Tama Student in tl)_a_tf;il;qu‘dy + But let mo.confider, |
Good ngt pgld‘,ll,)yj,nk, and 40 Crowps'a Year. Then Il
change'my black Ait for yonts.

Fuauft: There’s Earneft, thou art now my Servant; dif- :
pole of thy Brooms and Poles, they’ll be ufclefs tpthee here;
take this Key, go irifo ‘my Study, and clean; .take:all the
Books you find %éatter‘d- about, ;and fange "espiorderly. upon
the Shelves. o ‘ o

B 2 Scar,
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~Scar. Happy Scaramoushe, now may’ft thou Swear
Steal, Drink and Whore; for thy Ma&c}:' is the Devil’s l\;la%}}::ﬁ’
and thou in time may’ft mafter ’em both, ’
Exit Scaram.
P Enter Mephoftopholis. (B
Meph. Now, Fauftue, what wouldit thou have with me ?
Fauft. T charge thec wait upon me whilft I live,
And do what-ever Fanffus fhall command.
M;[/z. Ay Fauftus, {o I will, if chou wilt purchafe me of
Lucifer,
Fanft, What fays Lucifer, thy Lord ?
Meph. That I {hall wait’on-lf‘a):]:/lm'whil’ﬁ he Lives,
So thou wilt buy my Service with thy Blood.
Fauft. Alrcady Fanftus has hazarded that for thee,
Meph. Ay, but thou muft bequeath it folemnly,
And write a Deed of Gift with it
For that Sccurity craves Lucifer.
If thou deny it, I muft back to Hell. -
, Bad Ang. But Fauffus, if I fhall have thy Soul,
T’ll be thy Slave, and worfhip thy Commands,
And.give thee more than thou hait Will of.
_ Fauft. If he will fpare me Four and twenty Years,
Letting me Live it all Voluptuoufnefs,
To have thee ever to attepd.an.me;,
To give me whatfoever I fhall ask,
And tell me whatfoever Idemand ;,
On ﬂ{t{he}ffc %nditions I refign it to him..
eph, ‘Then, Fauffus, ftab thy Arm cousagiou(ly,
And bind thy Soul, that at f'om‘g certain Da)(g b
Great Etl:’t{or may claimit as his own; ~ ~
And then be thou as Great as Lucifer.
Fauft, La, Mephoftopholis, for Love. of}théc,_Faqgm has cut:

. His Arm, and with his proper Blood:

Affures his Soul to bé great Lucifers, .
Meph. Buty Fayftus, write it in manner of a Deed, and Gift,
Fauft. Ay, {01do; bus, Mephoffopholis, my Blood ,con-.

geals, and I'can write nomore. . :

5 '.,‘.Wh’at mlght the ftaying of m Blood poriend,
i Mm"i"g I fhould writcythg' Bill.? tood porteid, ..

Meph, Tl ferch thee Fireto diffolve it ftreight. [Exit. .

Gond .

of Doflor Fauflus, 5

Good and bad Angel defcend.
Good An. Yet, Fauftus, think upon thy precious Soul.
Bad An. No, Fauftus, think of Honour, and of Wealth.
Fauff. Of Wealth, Why all the Indies, Ganges, fhall be
mine,
Good An. No, Fauftus, everlafting Tortures fhall be thine.
Bad An. No, Fasftus,everlafting Glory thalt be thine.
"T'he World fhall raifc a Statuc of thy Name,.
And on it write, This, this is he that could commandithe
World. [Good Angel afcends, bad Angel defcends..
Fauft, Command the World; Ay, Fayfus; think on that.
Why fircams notthen my Blood that I may write >
Fauftus gives to thee his Soul ; Oh ! there jt.ftops. Why
fhouldft thou not? Is nok thy Soul thy own?
Enter Mephoftopholis with a Chafer of Fire.
Meph. See, Fanftus, here is Five, fet it on.
Fauff. Sonow the Blood begins to clear again.
Meph. W hatis’t Twould not do to obtain his Soul?
Fanft, Confummatum et ; the Bill is ended.
But what is this Inftription on my. Arm #
Homo fu{e : Whether {hall I fly ?
My Senfes are deceiv’d, here’s nothing: writ ;.
O yes, Tee it-plain, even here is writ.
Homo fuge ; yet fhall not Fanftus {ly, .
Il call up fomething to delight his Mind,
[ Song. - Mephoftopholis waves his Wand. Enter feveral’
- Devils, who prefent Crowns to Yauftus, and after:.
, . &-Dancevanifli. .- . :
Fauff: What means this then ? - )
Meph.. *Tis to delight thy Mind, and let theefee
What Magick can perform.
Fanff. And may I raife fuch Spirics when I pleafe.
Meph, Ay, Fn%lim, and do greater ‘I'hings than thefe.:
Fauft. Then, Mepboftopholss, reccive this Deed of Gift;
But yet Conditionally, that thou perfarm all-
Covenants and Articles herein fubfcribed.
Mephi. I fwear by Hell, and Lucifer, to effetall
Pramifes between us both. ,
Fauff. Then takeir. -
Meph. Do you deliver it as your Deed, and Gifi ?- .
' Fauft.

,
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Fanft. Ay, and the Devil do you good on’t,
Meph. 8o, now, Fauftus, 'ask what-thou wilt.’
Fauft. "Then let me havea Wife,
Faultus waves his Wandy, and a Woman Devil rifes ;
Fire-works about whirles round, and finks,
Fauff. What fight is, this?
Meph. Now, F?u/lw, wilt thou havea Wife?
Fauff. Here’s a hot Wlore indeed, T'll have no Wife
 Meph. Marriage is but a Ceremonial Toy; .
n cull.thccv oug, the faireft Curtezans,
{\nd bring "¢m; every Morning: to thy Bed :
bhc‘whom thy Eye fhall like, thy Hearc fhall have,,
Fauft. 'Then, Mephoftopholis, let me: behold the Famous
Hellen, whowas the Occafion of great Trops Deftruion.
JIV‘Ieﬁfl;. i‘)ﬂl}_{}]ﬂi,l t})}ou}ﬂ;alg. , [(Waves his Wand, enter s
“auft. ephoftopholis ! what wounld I give to gai ifs
from olf}' tllofé_lgvclnyips. d‘I‘glzvc "o gein a Kifs
Meph, Fauftusythoumaytt, . -+ - He ki
Fanft. My Soul is fled ; come He/lm,comc,giv[e‘mtf i{{;‘sﬁl
-again ; fhe’s gon. [z goes to kifs her again, and fhe finks,
Meph. Women are fhy you know at the firft Sight ; but
come, Fauftus,command me {omewhat clfs, e
Fauft. "Then tell me,is Hell o, terrible. as Churchimcn'
WriEe it " ' o ‘

Meph. No, Tanitus, ’tis Glorious as the upper Woorld ;. but ‘

that we have Nighe and Day, as you have here :
there’s no Nigl;r._f’.: R y;, _y..,\l..m‘vﬁ'l.“-'lcﬁ.ﬁ'Abovc
. {lzuﬁ Why fighs my Mephostopholjsy I thinkHell’s a meer
Hable. - BT IR LT AL

Lo

Meph. Ay, think fo fell,
* Fauft. "T'ell me who made the World ? .
«Meph, Twillnot. .- Fauft. Swoot Mephofe 1+
: LI

MeP//;-. Mlove me nofurther, o7
Fauft. Villain, have [ not b011nd.thc:e'to-tcllmp=a-r1"';"1‘1i“ ‘
Meph, "That's ot againit our Kingdom, this-is i %hbl}g%;;
Lo[}; think thou of Hell: B TTAR L
Fauft. "Think, Fauftus, upon him that.madeithe Worlds;, -

DRI

Meph. Remember this, Coe A Sinkss

Fanft. Ay, go accurfed Spirit to ugl;} HL]I, Cedh ey
O Pisthou haft damn’d diftrefled Fassées Sonls - - . '

Twil

o of Doltor Faurftus. Vi
1 will Repent's Ha ! B . . [Goes to his Books.
T'his Bibl¢’s faft, but here’s another : '
[They both fly out of's Handy and a flaming Thing
. appears written, &c.
Is't not too late? © " [Ring. Good and bad defcend.
“Bad An. Too late. o o
Good An. Never top late, if Fauftus will repent.
'Bad A»n. Fauftus, behold, behold thy Deed 5 if thou ropent
Devils will tear thee in Pieces.
Good 4. Repent, and they fhall never raze thy Skin,
' 0 [Scené fliuts, Ang. afcends.
Scene changes to the Strect. Enter Flarlequin. R
Harl, This muit be Mr. Do&ot’s Floufe; I’Il make bold
to knock : My Heart fails me already. ‘
[Harlequin opexs the Door, peeps about, and fhatsit. .
I begin to tremble at the Thoughts of fieing the Devil.
[Knoiks again. .
Herc’s a great Refort of Devils, the very Doors {mcll of-
Brimftonc: I'll ¢’en back No : I'll be'a Man of Refolu-
tion : But if Mr. Do&or fhould fend a Familiar to open the
Door,in what Language fhould I fpeak to the Devil? [Knocks. .
_ Enter Scaramouche. :
~ Scar. peeping, This is fonie malicious Spirit, that will not
let me. alone at my Study ; but Ill goin, and conn my
Book. Exit, .
Harl. 1believe Mr. Do&or is very Bufy ; but Il rap this
time with Authority. o o
[Harlequin raps at.she Door, Scaramouche peep’s our, Ear-
lequin fvikes himy and jumps back, runs frighted off.
Scene changes to.a Rooms in the bottor's Houfe.
. Enter Scaramoughe, with 4 Book in the Doctor’s Gowns:
' Sear. -1 have left the Door open to five the Devil the la-
bout of Knocking, if he higs‘a'mind to come in : For I.
am refolved not to {tr from my Book; I-found it in the -
Dottor’s Clofat, and know it muft contain fomething of the .

Black Avte . . . o ‘
A Harléguin, ~ .~~~

* "Har{. QW heres’ Mr‘.;DQ&Qr?IﬁmIélf ; ic's. reading fome -
coujuting Book.” " de fain jecit. R :

Sear. .
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Sear, This muft be a conjuring Book by the hard Wiords.
4B, EB, IB,OB,UB. BA, BO, BU, BI. .
Haurl. Tt's a Child’s Primér. — [Harlequin Jooks over him,
Scar, ‘The Devil,rhe Deyil ; be gon,avoid Satan. [Runs off.
Harl, O the Devil ! Now wih Ilye asif I were Dead,
and let the Devil go hunt for my Soul. | [Lyes down.
.- Enser Scaramouche. C
Sear, T have lcarn’d to raif¢ ehe Devil, but how the De-
vil fhall I do tolay him. Ha! what’s here, a dead Body ?
"The Devil affum’d this Body, and when I began to mutter
my Prayers, he was infuch hafte he lefe his Carcafs behind
him.  Hal it ftirs ; no, ’twas but my Fancy,

[Scaram./ifts up all his Limbs, and lets em fall, whil’ft Harl,
hits him on the Breech, lifts his Head, which falls gently.

All’s dead but’s Head. [ Sets him nprighs.
The Devil, the Devil b Be gon ; what art thou ?

Harl, A poor unfortunate. Devil. '

Scar, TheDevil ;5 Avant then Hogon magon Stragon,

Harl. O good Mr. Dottor, conjure up no more Devils and
I'll be gon, or any thing.— I came only to ask your Black
Artfhip a Queftion. :

Sear. No, this is not the Devil. Who art thou? Whence
comeft thou?* What's thy Bufinefs, Quick, or Hogon ffrogon?

Harl, Hold, hold, hoi,d, Tam poor Harlequin i By the
Learned T am called Xane, by the Vulgar Fack Pudding. 1

“was 'late Pool to a Mountebank 5 and laft Night, in the mi-
ftakipg the Pipkin, T eat up a Pot of Bolas inftead of Hafty
Pudding and devour’d Theee Yards of Diacalars Plaifter
inftead of Pancake, for whicli my Mafter has turn’d me out

cf Doors .inltead .of Wiges : <I'herefore, to be reveng'd, I

-come to hire a Dgvil or two of you, Mr. Dottor, of a ftron
-Cotltitution,that may fwillow up.hisTurpentine Pills as fa
a$ he makes”em, that hemay hever c¢ure poor Whore 'more
of a Clap; and then he’ll ‘be'uindone, for they are his chicf
Patients, , ‘

Scar. What Pra&icehias he? ;

Harl, Why his Bufinc6s is tq patch up rotten Whores 2
Jainft the Term for Coliiitry Lawyers,and Attorg,e?'s._cl\crks;

Y, Syand ALtor) :
“and againft Cﬁryfm;z}, Eaftér'and W, b)tfjt/n'liolld;iy  » foi City
o 7 Appreas

Apprc(gijﬁés s and if hisPills be deftroy’d, “twill ruin him
in one¢ ‘Term. ' o o
m g::l:r. E‘ome in; and for.a Crown a Weck Il lett thee
out a Devil, as they do Hoifés at Livery, fhall {wallow him

. a Peck of Pills a day, though cvery onc wereas big as a Pump-

kin; and make nothing of a Bous for a Breakfaft.
Harl, Obrave Mr. Do&or! O dainty Mr, Devil!
Scar. Scigniora.  [Here they Complement who fhall go firft

The End of the Firft AL

ACT II.
Fauftus in bis Study.

Good and Bad Angel defiend.

Good An. Y ~Austus, Repent; yet Heav’n will pity thee.
4 " Bad An. 'Thou art a Spirit, Heav'n cannot

ity thee. . .
: i,"au. Who buzzes in my Ear, I am a Spirit ; l?c I a Devil
yet Heaven can pity me: Yea, Heaven will pity me, if I
repent.

Bad An. Ay, but Fauftus never fhall repent.

Good An. Sweet Fanftus think of Heav'n, and lxca\jcnly
Things. ) [Afcend:.

Fan. My Heart is hard’ned, I cannot repent.
Scarce can I name Salvation, Faith, or Hcav n,
But I am pinclyd, and prick’d, in thoufand Places.
O help diftrefled Fanftus ! S

Lucifer, Beelzebub, and Mephoftopholis rifes.

Luc. None can afford- thee help ; for only I have Intereft
in thee, Faaftus, . )
. Fau. Oh !/}What art thou, that looks foterrible 2

Luc. I am Lacifer, and this is my Companion Prince 1n
Hell. - .o .
" Beél. ‘We are cometo téll thee *giqu doft injure ys. .
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o
‘Lue. Thou cal’f¥ on Heav'n contrary to thy Profift
. Beel. "Thou fhould’ft not think oanav’n. d e
Fau. Nor will T henceforth pardon him for this
And Fauftus Vows never to look to Heav’n. ’

Beel. So thalt thou fhew thy felfa faithfil Servant, *

And we.will highly. gratify thee forig,
Fau. Thofe Words delight my Soul. * ~~ -~ - -

. Lue. Fauftus, we ar¢ come in Perfon to fhew thee Paf-
time ; fit down, and thou fhalt behold the Seven Deadly
Sm} in t'li‘till‘ ogvnI proper Shapes and Likencfs.

an, That Sight will be as pleafant to my Bye, as Paradife
to: Adsm the ficlt Day of his Cpreation. yEY i Ivala(h{h,
l?’}ee/} '[I"alk l:JOt of ]Paradif'e, but mind the Show, Go, Me-
hoftopholis, and fetch’emiin ; and, Fax ion ¢ ir
[& am‘:;s. , nin; I’ridel. #ftus,queltion ’em thei
Fan, What art thou.?;
Prid. Tam Pride; I was begot by Dildain and Affectation.
T always took the Wall of my Betters ; had ever the firlt Cut
or elfe would not eat : I {corn’d all Advice, never thoughé
any onc handfom but my felf; had the beft Pue in the Church
though a Tradefinan’s Wife ; and at laft dyed of the Spleen’
for ;v.auz(ti ofa (lI?ach Snd Sli'x Horfes, Why is not thy Room
perfum’d, aud fpread with Cloth of T#/fue ? ' /
fit, and I ftand ?[ Rif¢ up Brute, of e Wh/at mult you
Fau, Go, thou art a proud Slut indeed. [Exit.
Enter Covetoufnefs, '
New what art thou the Second. : '

_ Cov. Tam Coveroufneff 5 T was begot by a cloft Fift, and
a griping Heart, in a Ufier’s Chelt.  I'.never eat, to fave.
%W%es :dl;lus ?oat has cover’d me for Four{core Winters :

iis Beard has feen as many more. I'neyerflept i ife,
but always watch’d my Gold, thver feprin my Life
Fau. What-wort thoy,.on:Rarth ?-

- Cov, ¥ wap firft an Excifeman, and cheated the King and
Covatry.; then T was a Baker, and from eveiy Neighbor’s
Lioaf I ftole Two Pound, and f{wore ’twas. fhrunk' in-the
Oven,. I was.a Vintner, and by bribing. of Queft:men had
leave to fell in Pine Bottles for Quarts : At laft I'wasa Horfe-
courfér, made Smiskfie/ditoo hot:to hold me, and rid Poft to
the:Devil 7 Give me fome Gold, Fathei ? Y [Exir,

Epter

' .Enter Bavy.
Fan. What art thou the Third ? »
Env. I am Envy ; begot by a Chimnys{weeper upon an

Oyfter-wench, 1 cannotread, aud wifh all Books burat. [

o ?lways curlt the Govermment that I was not prefer'd ; and

.as 2 Male-content in ‘T'hrec Kings Reigns. I am Lean with

fecing others Hat ; and I wifh the Devil would make a

Sponge of thy Heart, to wipe out the Score of my Sins.
Enter Wrath. '

Fau. Out Envious Wretch, What art thou the Fourth ?

Wra. 1am Wrath ; 1had neither Father nor Mother, but
leap’d out of a Lion's Mouth when I was fcarce an Hour
old. Talways abhor’d the Art of Patience, and curft all
Fifher-men. 1 beat my Wife for my ‘Pleafure ; curft Heav’n
in my Paffion, *cauft it gave me no Fortune, and was hang’d
for a' Rape on a Scotch Pedlar. _ [Ewxit.

Enter Gluttony.

Fan. What art thou the Fifth ? /

Glut. T am Glattony ; begot by a Plow-man on a Wafher-
woman, who devour'd a Chedder Cheefe in two Hours. T
am of a Royal Pedigrec: My Grand-father was a Sur-loin of
Beef, and my Mather a Gammon of Bacon : My Sifters were
Sows, which fupply’d me with Pork : My Brothers were
Calves, which afforded rue Veal: My God-fathers ‘were
Peter Pickled-Herring, and Michael Milk-Porredg : My God-
mothers were Safan Salt-butter, and Margery Sous’d-Hog's-
Face. Now,- Fanftus, thou haft heard my Pedigree, wilt
thou invite me to Supper ? "

Fan. Not 1.

Glue. ‘Then the Devil choak thee.

' Enter Sloth. .

Fan. What art thou the Sixth? o

Slo. Hey ho! Lam Slorh ;1 was -begotten at Church by
a fleepy Judg on a: Coftermonger’s Wite, in.the middle of a
long Scrmon. Tam as Lazy as a Fifhmonger in the Dog-
days, or a Parfonin Lens : 1'would not fpeak another Word
for a King’s Ranfom. , . o

Lo e .Enter Leachery.: . . -
Fan. Aod-what are you, Mr..Minks, the Seventhand laft?
Leach. 1 am one that love an Inéh of Raw Mutton belt]tcr
2 than
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than an Ell of Fry’d Stock-filh, and the firft Let ' ‘

Name begins with Leachery, s e o[fE.::X

+ Fau. This Sight delights my Soul. o
-Luc. Fanftus, in Hell are aﬁ manner of Delights,

© Fan. O might I fee Hell once, and return fafe, ¢

. Luc. Fauftus, thou fhalt ; give me thy hand.
‘Hence let’s deftend, and we will Fauffus fhow . -
I:'he« mighty Pleafures in the World-below. - - [Panifbes.

SCENE. Cbanges,l

Enter I‘Inrl'cquin;ma?‘Scalramou(:hc in the Doctor’s Gown
a Wand, and a Circle.

Scar. So, now am Lin my Pontificalibus : Now car
-my Black Art ; for I have found tﬁat heavenly Boo!: wa‘}l?c‘;:
glucﬂl:: ufed to raife the Dead in: Come, ftand within this
Har. “Fis time to Conijure, for T am al iy’
hag_c 'faﬁlcill like Pricfts fd,ra.l,\/liraclc. moft famiflvd. We
Scar. Tll make thee amends prefently ; Tl j
Spirit, ask what thou wilt thog {halt h);x,rc-'it. COMAE up
§i¢r. Il;et mg¢ alone for asking.
¢car. Be very earneft'with him, and int ighti
é’-ﬁr. I’Sl!lint%'lcat Eameﬁl}/. > and xntregt mighily
car. Silence, 8int mini Dii Achevantis 1771 5.
Dicestus, Maphofbopholin, e, Acheransis ProPttlt.Nobu,
Mephoftopholls rifes.
Meph, How am X tortur’d by thefe Villains Charms.?
Yrom Conftantinople have they brought menow,,
Only for Meafure of thefe idle Slaves? Whar,
ould you with Mepl;?ﬂoplwli:.? o
Sear. "Wee'd know how Dr. Fauffus does. :
. Meph, Well. . .. " Sears When comes he homg 2
Meph., Within. Fwo Days. ‘ L
Sear. What was he doing when you lefthim 2
Meph, He wasat Supper, cating good.Chear. . . .. .-
~ Har. Goud Mr. Devil] tell him .we are_almoft ftarv’d ;
‘and defire. himto fénd us fome of his good.Chedr,;. - &
Meph, Ts thatalle- o L oo f

A

Far.
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" Har. Some Wine too? Meph. What clfe.

. ‘Msr. Whatelfe: Why if Fornication becn’t againit your .

Commandments, we would have fomelive Fleth 3 a hand-
fom Wench. : - : :

@ Scar. Only fora third Pexfon, and pleah: your Damnation...

Maph. You fhall have your Defires. - .

Har. We defire your Mephoftopholifhip too, not to let us
{tay the Roafting and Boiling of any thing : For we are as
Eager as the Wine in Smithfield, and want no whetting, - '
. Meph. You fhall. ‘

Scaramouche and Harlequin pull off their Caps.
Now if your mighty Darknefs would pleafe to Retire.
Meph.” Farewell. [Vanifb.
Scaramouche feps out of the Cirole, and fbruts about.

Scar. Now how do you like my Art ? ‘

Har. O rare Art! O divine Mr. Dotor Searamonche ! It
the Devil be as good as his Word, Tl owe him a good Turn
as long as I live : But I wifh our third Perfon would come..’

A Giant rifes. v

Fla! What's here? 3

Gi. Lam.fent by Pluto to bear you Company.

Har. s this his third Perfon 2 Or is it "Threc Gegerations
in One ? Come you from Guild-hall, Sit ?

Gi. No, Mortal, from the Seygian Lake. Iam the Giant

which St. Gearge deftroy’d 5 and in the Earth have been de--

caying ever fince, but now am comce to Eat with you.

Scar.. Lo pick up your Crums,.Sir s You'r heartily Wel=-

come.
Scaramouche gers upor Harlequin, and falutes him.

Gi. T have lain now within the Stygian Lake 2000 Years..

~ Scar. Your Honour is not much flrunk in the Wetting.
Gi. But we loofe Time, and Dinncr cools.. '
Har. Wherols it? _
Gi. 1Inthe next Rpoom.. :
Sear. Will it pleafe your Luftinefs ta lead the Way >
Har. Will it plcafe you then to make.way fot him ?
Gi. Tcangivide.my.felf to ferve my Friends ?

’ i . [Giant leaps in two.
Breeches be you my Page, and follow mc. .

Harled: avd. Scaram. complemens the Breeches. [E;x'ﬂmt.;

SCENE.
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SCENE draws, and difcovers a Table furnifbed with
Bottles of Wine, and a Venifon Pafly, a Por of wild
Fowl, &c. |

Enter Scaramouche, Giant, azd Harlequin.

Har. O hcavcnly Apparition !
Scar. Come, let’s fit down.

L]

The upper part of the Giant flies up, and the under finks,

and difcovers a Woman in the Room.

H:lrkquiﬂ and Scaramouche flart
Scar., Ha'! What’s here, a Woman? St

Har. O happy Change ! Madam, with your good Leave.

Sear. Never too late in good Breeding. [ K7, [K!/]”
Wench ! And as Lufcious ﬂSﬁ’igJilUCC. B [Rffes] Karo

Hir, Heav’n be prais’d for all,

. [(Woman finks, a Flafb of Lightni

. . Coman finks, a ghtning.
o ;:]cl;tlr;ct‘Yom unfeafonable T'hankfulnefs has rob’d us of our

Har. No matter, no matter ; we {hall me i

] ‘ { , bt et l r
Cloifters afcer the Fair.  Come let’s fall too. ¢ her in the
Ha [ T'hey put their Caps before their Faces,

}?iar; ;%llc 'l‘{;ble runs away from us. '
. Har. We'll beftow the Pains to follow it again ; this I fec
is 3 rwaning Banaer ow it again ; this I fee
: [They put their Caps on again, the Table remov.
Sear. Thave found theSecret : We mut : ace at
ey, Liavelo ceret Wc, muft not fay Grace at
Har. Come then let’s £ *s Cer ; Wi
be Corves ¢ then let’s fall too, Sex’s Ceremony ; Will you .
Scar, Bvery one for himlelf, I fay.
Har. Ay, cvery onc forhimfelf, and God for usall.
o o o [Table flies up into the Air,
Scar. A Plague o’your Proverb; it hasfi. Wf)rd in’x;/ml:;t
not be named. T B
“Har. \Al, M, "Doéor, :do but intreat Mr, Mephofopholis
- , to
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to let the Table down to us, or fend us tothat, and I’ll be his
Servantas long as I live. [ They are hoiffed up vothe Table.
" Scar. and Har. Oh, oh, oh.

Scar. Now havea care of another Proverb :
Wec go without our Supper. :
Har. Nay, now I kuow the Devil’s Humour, I'll hit him
toa Hair: Pray, Mr. Do&or, cut up that Palty.
Sear. T can’t ger my Knife into it, s over-bak’d.

Har. Ay, 'tis often o : God fends Meat, and the Devil-
fends Cooks. [Lable flies down.
Sear.Thou Varlet,doft thou fee what thy Proverb has done?:
Har. Now could I curfe my Grand-mother, for fhe taught

em me @ Well, if fweet Mephoftopholis will be fo kind as but

to let us and the Table come together again, I’ll promife ne- -
ver to fay Grace, or {peak Proverb morc, as long as I live.
[ They are let down to.the Table.

Scar. Your Prayers are heard, now be carcful 5 for if L:
lole my Supper by thy Negligence ll cut thy Throat,

Har. Do, and eat me when you have doue: 1 am dam-
nably hungry; Il cut open this Patty, while you open that.
Pot of wild Fowl. ~

[Harlequin zakes off the Lid of the Pafty, and a Stag's Head®
peeps ont 5 and out of the Pot of Fowl flies Birds. Har-.
lequin and Scaramouche ftart back , fall over theiy .
Chairs, and get up.

Hyr. Here's the Nelt but the Birds are flown : Here's Wine
though, .and now.1ll conjure for aSupper. Ihavea Sallad .
within of my own Gathering in the Fields.to Day. )

Sear. Fetch it in 3 Bread, Winc, and aSallad, may ferve
for a Collation. :

Enter Harlequin with « Tray of Sallad.
Har. Come, no Ceremany among Friends, Bon. fro.
Scar. Sallad mal adjuffe; here’s ncicher Fat nor Lean.
Har. O Mr. Do&or, neither Fat nor Lean ina Sallad.
Scar. Neither Oyl, nor Vincgar.
Har. Oh! 11l fetch you that prefently. .
[Harlequin fesches a Chamber-pot of Piff, and a Lamp
- of Oyl and pours on the Sallad. .
Soar, O thy, Sallad is‘norhin%but Thiftles and Netles ;and .

‘thy Oyl ftinks worfe than Arfefetito,
' Har..
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Har. Bread and Wine be our Fare. Ha! the Bread’s

alive, [ Bread fiirs.
Scar. Or the Devil's'in’t, Hey ! again. Bread finks.

Har. My Belly’s as empty as a Beggar’s Purfe.
Sear. And minc as full of Wind asa Trumpeter’s Checks.
[ Table finks, and Flafb of Lightning.
But fince we can’t Eat, let’s Drink : Come, here’s Dr. Fax-
Sius’s Health. )
Har. Ay, come ; God blefs Dr. Fauffus, »
{ Boteles fly up, and the Table finks.
Scar. What all gone : Here’s a Banquet ftole away like

a City Feaft. [ Maufick,

Har. Ha! here’s Mufick to delighe us.
[Lwo Chairs rifes. Harlequin asd Scaramouche firs
down, and are caught faft.
Sear. Ha! the Devil. Weare lockd in.
Har. As falt as a Counter Rar.

Eater feveral Devils, who black Harlequin and Scaramouche’s
Faces, and then [quire Milk upon them. Afier the Dance
they both fink.

Scar. and Har. 00,0

The End of the Second At

ACT IIL
SCENE 4 Wood.

Mephoftopholis and Dr. Fauftus.

Lanft OW have I been delighted by thy Art; and in
Twelve Years have feen the utmoft Limits of
the {pacious World ; feafted my felf with all Varietics ; plea-
fur'd my Fancy with my Magick Art, and liv’d fole Lord
o'crevery Thing I wifl'd for.

Meph.” Ay, Fauftus, is it not a fplendid Life?
Lanfi, Io'is my Spirit ; but prithee now retire, while Ire-
pofe

g

PO

pofe my felf within this Shade, and whei T wale attend du-
me again. - : L R
- Meph. Fauft, Twill. ) e D LERIG
Fauft. What art thou, Fanflus, but a Man condemn’d.
Thy Leafe of Years expire apace; and, Fasflu, then thou
mult be Lucifers : Here relt my Soul, and in my Sleep my
future State be buried, . - R
: Good and bad Angel defeends. . -7 .
Good An. Fanfbus, fwect Fanfins, yet remember Heav'n.
Oh! think upon the everlafting Pain thoumaft cudure,
For all thy fhort Space of Pleature. - . ‘
Bad An. Tufions, Fancics, Fanffas; think of Earth. -
T'he Kings thou fhalt command :” T'he Pleafuies Rule.
Be, Fauftus, nota whining, pious ool [ Afeend.
’ " Enter Hor{C-courfer. o
Horf. Oh! what a couz’ning Dottor was this: [ riding
my Horfe into ¢he Water, thinking:fomc hidden Myflery
had been in “em, found my. felf on'a Bundle of Straw, and
was drag’d by Something in the Water, like a:Bailiff through
a Horfe-pond. Ha! he’s a Sleep: So ho, Mr. Dottor, {0 ho.
Why Do&or, you couz’ning, wheedling, hypocritical, chea-
ting, choufing, Son of a Whore 5 awake, tifé, :aind give me
my Mony again, for your Horfc is turn’d inta m.l}ortlc of
Hay. Why Sitrah, Dottor ; stoot I think he's dead, Why
Doctor Scab ; you mangy Dog. L pulls him by the Leg.]
"Zounds I'm undone, 1 bave pull’d his Leg off.
Fauf. O help! the Villain has undone me ; Murder. .
. Horf. Murder, or not Murder, now he has but onc Teg
'l out-iun him, . L [ Exit.
Fauft. Stop, ftop him; ha, ha, ha, Fanffm has his Leg
again, and the Horfe-courfer a Bundle of Hav for his Forty
Dollars.  Come, Mephaftopholis, let’s now attengd the Lm-
peror. - ' - {[Exit Baylk,nd-Meph.,
" Enter Horfe-courfer, and Cavter,with Pots.of Ale.,
Cart. Heres to thee ; and now-I'll tell thee what T vame
hither for: You have heard of a Conjurer they call Dotlor
Fauftos, - : n ;
.« Horf. Heard of him, aPlague take him,.Lhave Caufeto
know'him 3 has he play’d any.Pranks;with yew? .. .
- Care Pl tell thee, as I was going to the Matket a.while
- D 4 80,
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ago, with a Load of Hay, he met me, and askt me, What
he fhould give me for as much Hay as his Hor{e would Bat ;-
Now, Sir, I thinking thata little would ferve his Turn, bad
him take as much as he would for Three Farthings.

Horf. So. - .

Cart. So he prefently gave me Mony, and fell to Eating :
And as 'm a curfen Man, he never left Yeating and Yeat-
ing, ’till he had eaten up my whole Load of Hay.

_Horf. Now you fhall hear how he ferv’d me: T went to
- him Yefterday to buy a Horfe of him, whichIdid ; and he
bad me be fure not to ride him into the Water.

Cart. Good, ' '

Hor[. Ad’s Wounds ’twas Bad, as you fhall hear : For'l :

thinking the Horfe had fome rare Quality, that he would not
hngc n;q kr;ow, wh?}t do llhc I but rides him in the Water ;
and when I came juft in the midftof the River,

{elf a Straddle on ,a Bottle of Hay. Rivery L found my

€art, O rare Dottor ! '

_ Horf. But you {hall hear how I ferv’d him bravely for
it; for finding him a Slecp juft now ina By-Field, I whoop’d
and hollow’d in his Ears, but could not wake him ; {6 I took
hold of his Leg, and.never left pulling till I had pull'd it
quite off I+ " - ; : :

Cart. Aud has the Dotor but one Leg then ? Thats Rare.
But come, this is his Houle, let’s-in and fée for our Mony ;
look you, we'll pay as we come back. ’

Horf. Done, donc; and when we have got our Mony

fet’s laugh ac his onc Leg : Ha, ha,ha,  [Exvant Laughing.

Enter Hoftels.

Hhf. What have the Rogucs left my Pots, and runaway
without paying their Reck’ning ? I'll after ’em, cheatiné
-Vl}lmm_s, Rogucs, Cutspurfes ; rob a poor Woman, cheat the
Spittle, -and rob the King of his Excife; a parcel of Ruftick,.
Clownifh, Pedantical, High- fhoo’d, Plow-jobbing, Cart-dri-
ving, Pinchi-back’d, Paralytick, Fumbling, Grumbling, Bcl--
lowing, Yellowing, Peas-picking, Stinking, Mangy, Runa-
gate, Ill-begotten, Hi-contriv’d, Wry-mouth’d, Spatrifying
Dunghill-raking; Goftive, Snorting, Sweaty, Farting, W aw..
drover Dogs, 1 - 11 : T [Exir.

Enter

cifer.

- Legs when you werea Sleep?

of Doctor. Fauttus.
Enter Fauftus.

Fagff. My Time draws ncar, and 20 Years are paft : I
have but Four poor Twelve Months for my Life, and then I
am damn’d for cver.

Enter an Old Man.

014 M. O gentle Fauftus, leave this damn’d Art ; this Ma-
vick, that will charm’ thy Soul to Hell, and quite beceave
thee of Salvation : Though thou haft now oftended like a
Man, do not, oh! do not perfift in’c likea Devil. It may
be this my Exhortation feems harfh, and all unpleafant ; let
it not, for, gentle Son, I fpeak in tender Love and Pity of
thy future Mi(érf/ : and fo have hope that this my kind Re-
buke, checking thy Body, may preferve thy Soul. :

Fauft. Where art thou, Fauftus ! Wretch, what haft thou
done ? O Fricnd, I feel thy Words to comfort my diftrelled
Soul ; retire, and let me ponder on my Sins, -

0/d M. Fauffus, 1 leave thee, but with gricfof Heart,
Fearing thy Enemy will ncar depart. [Exir.

Enser Mephoftopholis. o

Meph. Thou Traytor, I arreft thee for Difobedience to
diyﬂSovcreign Lord ; revols, or I'll in picce-meal tear thy
Flefh. ‘

Fauft. Tdo repent 1 cer offended him ; torment, {iveet
Friend, that old Man that durft diffwade me from thy Ls-

9

Meph. His Faith is great, I cannot touch his Soul ; but
what I can afliét his Body with I will,
Enter Horfe-courfer and Carter.
Horf. We are come to drink a Health to. your wpoden

Leg. . :

%‘mg[l. My wooden Leg ; what doft thou _lncanm,Fric\yd?

Hirf. Ha, ba! he has torgot his Leg. L

Cart. Piha, ’tis not a Leg he ftands upon. Pray, let me
ask you onc Queftion ; Are both your Legs Bed-fellows ?

Fauff. Why doft thou ask ? ' ‘

Cars. Becaufe I believe you have a good Companion of
one.

Hor[. Why, don’t you remember I pull’d off one o’ your
Fauf, But I have it again now Iamawake,

D2 " Cart.
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Cart. Ad’s Wounds, had the Doltor three Legs ! e -
You, Sir, don’t you remember you gave a Peny for as much
Hay as your Horle would eat, and then cat up my whole
Load. Co
- Horf. Logk you, Mr.Do&or, you mult not carry it off
{o; I.come to have the Mony again I gave for the Ho-o0:0-

i _ [Fauftus waves his Wand.

Cars. And I come to be paid for my Load of Ha-a-a.

Lnter Hoftefs,

Hyft. QO Mr, Doflor.! do you harbour Rogues that bilk
poor Folks, and wont pay. their Reck’nings? Who muft pay
we for my A-a-a-a ' ' [Waves again.

i Enter Scaramouche. ‘
w;&m;/.[e j\/;r; Doftor, I can’t be quict for My;our Devil
: o . : . aTes a .
- [Exeant Fauftus and Mcphoftopholis. 'Igzey all ﬂz‘g‘{::t
one-another, and fo go off, crying 0,0,0,0- to the

Emperor’s Pallace, . ’

Enter Emperor, Fauftus, Gent, Guards, Benoolioabove.
Emp. Wonder of Men, thrice Learned Fanffus, R [
' .ce cnowned
Magician, welcome to our Court 5 and as/?lllo’u late didl(}
_vprpllmlfn.: us, legpldlbchold the Famous Alexander fighting
with his great Rival Darins, in their true Shapes, and :
I\’Iaicﬁic:ﬁ. ‘ ws, in thewr true Shapes, and Statu
Faiff. Your Majefty fhall fec ’em, prefently. '
Ben. It thou brity’lt . Mlexandey, ov Darius here, Pl be
content to be Attiegn, aid‘turn my {clf to a Stag,, '
{bnlgla;jl. And I'll play Diana, and fend you the Eorns pre-
Euter Darius isd Alcxandcr s:they Tight & Dayius: ;
Alexander 5:¢hey Tight 1, Dagius falls,
., Alexander tdkes h‘:‘.C’;‘o;wz,, Wil plits it on 'i/p'I I-Iu;l;\
NN vt A ey
g [ Exit. Davitis fiuks,
N Fauff. Away,be gon ; {cc, my Gracious Lord, what{icalt
is '[l«ljm t(])lzlt thruits his Head out of yon® Window.
mp. O wondrous Sight ! {te twoHorns on young Benoolio’s
,I*Icelkgl 5 call him,‘Lprds%, , youe /.H‘)Oilias
Lord, "What, hio ! Bedoolio; "< * ERE R
Ben. A Plague upon you, fl'ét"rhe Sleep, - W e d
.., Lord. Look up, Bénoolie, *tis the Emperor calls..
Ben.

A
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" .Bew:The Bmperor ; O-my Head,, - ., o -0

Fanft. Andithy Horns J;‘olc{ ’tis’no matter for. thy' Head.

Ben. Do&tor, this is your Villany,

Fanft. O fay not {o, Sir; the Dotor has no Skill, if he
bring Alexander or Dayins here yowll pe Aéf<on, and turn to
a Stag : ‘Thercfore, if it plealg’ your Majetty, Tl bring a
Kennol of Hounds to,hunt him. Ho'\ Helmor, digiroir,
Afteror. : .

Ben. Hold, he'll raife a Kennel of Devils. Good,my Loxd,
intreat. WP e e

Emp. Prithee remaove his Horns ,: he has dotic Penance
enough. ‘ o ‘

Fauff. Away ;. and remember liereafter you {peak well of
Scholars. ’ .

Ben. If Scholars be fuch Cuckolds to put Horns upon ho-:
neft Mens Heads, Pll ne’er n;uﬁvSm,ooth-fhce and Small-band.
more : But if T been’t reveng'd, may I be turn’d to a Gaping,
Oyfter, and drink nothing but Salt-water.

Emp. Come, Fauftus, 10 recompence of this high Defert,.
Thou thalt command the State of Germany, and live belov’d
of mighty Carolus. . oo [ Exeant omites..

SCENE s Gardin.

Lord. Nay, {wegt, Beagolio, lct us fyvay thy Theughts from:
¢his Attempt againt ghe, Conjurer, . :
"¢ Ben, My Head is-Jightey, than t was by theHorns :
And yet my Heart’s more pond’fous thin my Head;.
And pants, until I {ee the Conjurer,dead. .
2 Lord. Coxlﬁ(léjziln‘_.z,v,,‘\,:}_;y, .\,:’,."'(:” "y '
5.0 Bedwolywiay. 3. dif wagdg ng ot, he comds: '+ [Draws..
o 4 .~.X.Emns&19, 4%,}2;,'} qife Head, * - -
- Now Sidrd Jeike homers, -+ 0t T
For Horns he gave,; I’ll have his Hég(’l anoyf. :

BRI BT uﬁrq/y,s-‘lﬂ';lq_(}gs‘.thkoag'ﬁ,,,‘“lgfﬁz’/j._ ‘ N
s i Bafhes dOD5 Oty it = oo B e oty
-5 BebmiGhassd youy M{i‘g‘lagﬁqgi Jiow. far hisHeh! oo
Seadi o andir v 0L 10 el alt fane m(}?}‘f?ﬁ Flead: off.
o Lovd, Seruck wigh a willing I‘iq;}'&, ToEdnp e u B’i

s . c RN,
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Ben. Firlt, on this Scull, in quittance of my Wrongs, T'll
nail hiugse forked Horns within the Window where he yoak’d
me firft, that all the World may fee my juft Revenge; and
thus having feteled his Head —— .

Fanft. What fhall the Body do, Gentlemen. ..

Ben. The Devil’s alive again? .

Lord. Give the Devil his Head again. -~ :

Fauft, Nay, keepit; Fauftus will have Heads and Hands :
1 call your Hearts to recompence this Deed.
Ho; Afteroth, Belinooth, Mephoftopholss.

Enter Devils, ank Hoife *ein upon others,

Go Horfe thefé Traytors on your fiery Backs.

Drag’em through Dire and Mud}through Thorns and Bricrs.

Lord, Pity us, gentle Fauftas, fave our Lives,

Fauft, Away.

Len. He muit needs go-whom the Devil drives.
 [Sptrits fly away. Exit Faultus.

SCENE « Hall,

Enter Harlequin in a Beggar’s Habit.

Harl. 1 find this Scaramonche is a Villain; he has left the
Dc&or, and is come-to be Steward to a rich Widdow,
whofc Husband dyed Yefterday, and here he is coming te
give the Poor their Doles, of which I'll ha’ my Sharc,

Scaramouclie , 4n#d poor 'Pﬁk, with & Backet of
. . Bread and Monsy.

Scar. Come hither, poor Devils; ftand in Order, and be
Damn’d. I come to diftribute what your deceafed good
Mafter hath bequeath’d. ' [They all fare tScar.

Haurl. God blefs {ou, Mr, Steward.! - - S

Scar. Lt me tell you; ‘Genelemeiny he was as'gooda:Man
as ever pifit, orcry'd Stand ontheé Highsway. -

_[Scaramouche sakes out 4" Loaf and & Shiking, kolds

it out, and Harlequin rakes it.
He fpent a good Effate; s tfue ; but he was no Body's
Foe but:his pwn, - I never left him whilg he wasiwdrth a
Groat, [Again.] 'He would notlaikl: shient Gurfeinshls Paf-

‘fion, and givea Soul to the Deyil, or fo; yet, what of that?

fio Man ¢an fay he'owes

.He always paid his Club, and (
this.

of Doélor Fauftus: 23’
this. [Aémi».] He had 2 Cole’s Tooth, and ‘over-laid one of
his Maids; yet, what of that? All Elefh is frail. (Again.]
*Tis thought that her Body worke him off on his Legs; why, .
what of that ? his Legs were his-own, and his Acle never
hung in your Light. [Again.] Sometimes,you 1l fay,he wou’d.
rap out an Oath ; what then,, Words are but Wind, and he
meant no more harm. than a fucking Pig does by fqucak--
ing. (. Again.) Now let’s confider his good Deeds ; he brew’d
a Firkin of ftrong Drink for the poor every. Year, and kill’d:
an old Ram: every Eaffer - The Meat that was ftale, and his
Drink that was fowre, was always yours.. (4gain.] He al--
low’d youin Harveft to Glean after his Rake.. (Again, And:
now, at his Death, has given youall his. [Again.

Scar. 8o, fetting the Hare’s Head againft the Goofe Giﬁlets,,
he was a good Hofpitable Man ; and much.good may do you,
with what youwhad.. . :

Poor. T have had nOt,h_‘ig};., R

2 Poor. Nov I+ 3 Po. Nor L. 4 Po. Nor. L.

Sear.. Nothing, '

Al Nothipg,. nothing..

Scar. Nothing, nothing ; you lying Rogucs, then there’s:
{omething for you. . ‘ [ Beats em-all off......

""" Enter Harlequin iz 4 Cloak, laughing, ‘ .

Hay. So now Lam Victuald, 1 may hold out Siege again{t
Hunger.. - [ A Noife within 5 this way, thisway..
Ha! they are hunting.afier me, and will kill me, Leg me fee,
I will:take this Gibbet for my Preferver, and with this long
Cloak. make as.if; L were hang’d. Now, when they find a
Man hang’d, not knowing me.in this DiIgui('c, they’ll look
no farther after me, but think the ‘ThicPs hang'd, — I
hear. om coming.. [T hrows himfelf off vhe Ladder.

.7 Enter Scaramouche.
~ Sear, Ha'l what's here, aﬂ\'lan.hang’,d? But what Paper
isthis.io hisHand 2~
[ Wbil'fF- Scaramouche reads, Harlequin puts.
- the Rope over him. :
{.have cheated the Poor of their Mony,. and tock the Bread:
.que of their Mouths, for which I was much troubled in Cop--

fcience,. fell into Difpair, and, asyou fec, hang’d my felf.

[Pulls him up, and runs out.
: Othe
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O the Devil ! Mugder, murder! o0 -
Ce . EaeerPoor,
Poor, O Ncighbours, here hangs the Roguc.
Sear. Help medown?
Poor, No, youarevery \\'g:?ll asyou are.
‘Sear. Dot yopkpow me? o
}?ca:)r;«.‘ Ay,;fgr. aRague ; c'en figifh your quk,{ "‘“‘l,.ff‘“’.?
the Hang-man a Labour. ~ Yet, now Ithink on’ f,’ félf’:u‘}ur-
deris a tgrying Sin, and may damn‘his Soul. (.SJm_c, Neigh-
bours, we'll take him down, and have him hang’d according
10 La;v. va o (Whep he's down he £rips up rlzet,r,ﬁ{c’d{, and
L s quty thepaft .
Al Stop Thich, fop Thick,, |~ ", A
Thunder and’ Lightning Lucifer, Beelzebub, - -
oo and- Mephoftopholis,: T
Luc. Thus from the infernal iz do we z}:fgcjxtl,“_llf]'l‘ngfljrg
with us the Degdly the Time is}‘_'t;omgwhitgfh makes it forfeir.
Enter Yaultus; asi old Man, and & Sehalar.
0/d M. Yet, Fanftus, call on Heav’n, .
Fauft, Ok ,‘?cis t/(l)o,’l_atc; behold, they lock my V_Ha.n.(v‘ls.
0l 8, Who, Faaftis? ' Sl
Fauft. Lucifer and: Mephoflopholis 5. T gave eim my Soul for
Four and gweney Years,” 7 V0 T
0ld M. Heav'n forbid.
Faa. Ay, Heav’n forbad it indeed, but ! v i
Jor the¢, vain Pleature of Four and twenty Years, .I'dfl{}lgli ‘has
loft cternal Joy and Ticlicity '+ T it ’ein ﬂ}‘B!Ill. w_u;h:'l ny gwn
Blood, the Date is cxpired'; this ggjﬂ\fc‘l gxﬂc,:fgl;}ld: thtylllt.
come to fetcchme, . A R
LOIB[LM(‘)’I. Why would not Fanffas téll me of that before ? -

{oaeve 1t
{ v

IR S

“aufius has dm,le it;

Fanft. 1 oft intended it, ‘but the Devil-tlifedt'n€d to:tear

me in Picces.. O Friengd, teelé, and'fave your {cIf.
m‘col}:m}. Fll'iuto thi:'n‘scg‘(t"Ro'olil, and' t,hc‘ir:_pga, fqr‘tljéc,_
Fauft. Ay, pray for me; and what Noif¢'foéVer'you hear
1tir not, for nothing can‘r‘cicll]]c rlm. A -
M. Pray thou, and Ill'ptay, ~Adicu. o
oW Mbré‘ing Il vifit you'; if rot," ¥dufus

anfh IE T Jive eilf . rot, " ¥t
s ;f;l’;/oncll. : ) VP Exbunt old Ma# and Schobar,

Meph. Ay, Ew](izlr,jhé\i/ thoti haft no hopes on ‘Hea -

Fauft,

of-Doflor Fauftus. 2%
- Fauft. O thou bewitching Fiend ; twas thou, and thy
Temprations, hath rob’d me of cternal Happinefs.
Meph.. I do confefs it, Fanftus, anid rejoyce.
What weep’ft thou, ’cis too late'; hark to thy Knell :
Fools ¢hat will Laugh on Earth, muft Weep in Hell,

N Good and bad Angel defeend.

Good An. O Fanfbus, if thou hadft given Bar to me,
Innumerable Joys had followed thee:
But thou didit love the Wiorld., = -

Bad An. Gave Ear to me; and now muft tafte Hells Paing
perpetual, oo ‘

Fat.

Thréwe of Heaven appears.
Good An. Had’ft thou affécted fiveet Divinity,
Helly ior the Devil, had no Power on thee,
Had’tt thou kept on that way, Fauftus, behold in what re-
{plendid Glory thou had’ft fat 5 that halt thou Lott.
And now, poor Soul, muft-thy good Angel leave:
"The Jawsof Hell are ready to receive thee, [ Afcend:-.
Hell i difeovered,
Bad An. Now, Fanflus, let thy Byes with Horror ftare
Into that Vaft perpetual torturing Houfc.,
Fauft, O I have feen cnough to torture me.
Bad An. Nay thoumuft feel’em, *tafte the Smart of all,
He that loves Pleafure muft for Pleafure fall ;
And {o I leaye thee, Fauffus, till anon. .
Thow’lt tumble into Confulion. [ Defecsids,
The Clock flrikes Eleven.
Fauft, Now, Fauftus, haft thou but one bear Hourto Live
And then thou muft be Dama’d perpetually
Stand {till you ever-moving Spheres of Heav'n,
‘Fhat Time may ceaft, and Mid-night never come,
Or lev this Hour be buta Year,”a Morieh, a Week, a natiral
Day; that Fauftus may repent, and fave his Soul., Mouutains
and Hills come, come, and fall on me, and hicle me from the
heavy Wrath of Heav’n.  Gape Liarth; Oh no, it will not
harbour me. [The Ciuck firikes,
Oh! half the Hour is paft; cwill all be palt anou. Oh! it
my Soul muft fuffer for my Sin, impofe e end 1o my in-
L cellant

>
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ceffant Pain. ‘Let Fauftus live in Hell a Thoufand Years, an
Hundred thoufand, and at laft be fav’d. [Strikes Twelve.
No End is limitted todamn’d Souls: It ftrikes, it ftrikes.’
Now, Body, turn to Air, to Earth, o Water. Oh!avoid the
Firc: ‘They come. Oh! mercy, Heaven; ugly Hell gape
* not.  Comenot Lusifer ; O Mephoftopholis.

[Sink with Devils. Thunder.

Enter old Man and Scholar.

0ld M. Come, Friend, let’s vifit Fauftus : For fuch a

dreadful Night was never feen. :
Scene difeovers Fauftus’s Limbs.

Schol. O help us, Heav'n; fee here are Fauffus's Limbs,
All torn afunder by the Hand of Hell.

0!d M. May this a fair Examplebe toall,
Toavoid fuch Ways which brought poor Fauftus’s Fall. .
And whatfoever Pleafure does invite,
Scll not your Souls to purchafe vain Delight.

[ Exeant.

Scene changes to Hel.

Fauftus Limbs come togesher. A Dance, and Song.

FINIS




