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The Cell - about three metres square - seems to be of seamless bronze, and its walls are lined 

with books. FAUST reads dispiritedly, MEPHISTO sits and broods. Lights up as the music - 

Moussorgsky's 'Night on Bald Mountain' or something similar - ends. 

 

 

FAUST:  You know, I used to like music, once. 

 

MEPHISTO:  I know. That's the whole idea. 

 

FAUST:  But I suppose it serves a purpose, even here. At least I can count the days. 

 

MEPHISTO:   Ah, yes, but you're an educated man. 

 

FAUST:  I was, once. (MORE ALERT) What do you mean, that's the whole idea? 

 

MEPHISTO:  How many days have you counted? 

 

FAUST:  Two hundred and nineteen thousand, and ninety-seven... why do you ask? 

 

MEPHISTO:  That's the whole idea of Hell, Faustus. Nothing in Hell means anything until 

you have too much of it. How many books are in here? 

 

FAUST:  Don't depress me. I've deliberately refrained from counting them... well, not 

past the ten thousand mark. 

 

MEPHISTO:  One day you will. Then the pages, and then the words. Eternity, Faustus. It 

takes all the meaning out of days, and years, and centuries. Did you realise that 

in less than two months, you will have been here for six hundred years? I hope I 

haven't spoiled your evening. 

 

FAUST:  Not yet. 

 

MEPHISTO:  As I was saying, Hell is no more than too much... For the Enemy, of course, 

everything is too much. One bite of an apple was too much, one word of 

rebellion was too much... and for you, one drop of blood was too much. No 

difference; He's no sense of moderation. Take a spark of freedom that He didn't 

give you, and He'll give you a chain that even He could barely lift. Do you 

remember the flood? We had to stop the rain; He would've drowned your world 

forever. Sorry about the icecaps, but there was no other way to do it. 

 

FAUST:  Why did you do it? 
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MEPHISTO:  Well, there was a principle involved. Man had his uses, Faustus. We knew 

many of you would join the damned. It was a slap in His all-seeing face, if you 

like. Besides, you're amusing creatures. 

 

FAUST:  Thanks. I needed that. 

 

MEPHISTO:  Come, now. Surely they amused you, too? You were never above a little satire, 

Faustus, never above showing men to be fools - yourself included. 

 

FAUST:  I, a fool? 

 

MEPHISTO:  You're here, when you knew how to avoid it. Is that not foolish? 

 

FAUST:  Have you seen Heaven, Mephistopheles? 

 

MEPHISTO:  I was born there. 

 

FAUST:  What's it like? 

 

MEPHISTO:  Boring. Beautiful, too, but nothing ever changes. The people who're suited to 

Heaven spend a few decades speaking with old friends and historic figures, find 

perfect peace, and get used as caryatids. The few who sneaked in by actually 

doing something good usually leave after a few centuries, looking for 

something to do: they can't return to Earth, so they end up here. It's a wonderful 

place for those who enjoyed praying and generally ignoring the world, but I 

don't think he meant it for mortals. (PAUSE; CHUCKLES) Lucifer has a game 

called Celestial Chess: each side plays with one Lord and fifteen Bishops. 

 

FAUST:  Then what's the point? 

 

MEPHISTO:  Well, the enemy has no real sense of time, as you'd see it. He slept through the 

last millenium; that's how your world survived. The dinosaurs ran over 

schedule, too. And you were in Eden so long we had to drag you out, kicking, 

screaming, and learning. (GRINS) It was fun, too. 

 

FAUST:  There was an Eden? 

 

MEPHISTO:  Well, not geographically, any more than there was a tree. You evolved: all life 

evolved. Sure, He could've created everything in six days, but what would've 

been the point? 

 

FAUST:  Then there is a point? 

 








