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Author's Note

Just as the ashes of Faustus transformed Wagner’s fate, the idea for this story took shape almost unexpectedly. A few months ago, I vividly remember a discussion we had in class about the final scene of Doctor Faustus, and what might have followed after Faustus’s fall. That’s when Professor Ahmed Hameed — to whom I owe much of my personal and academic growth — posed a question that stayed with me: Could any of us write a continuation of Marlowe’s play, in our own voice?

That challenge was the spark that brought Ashes of the Damned to life.

What began as a classroom conversation grew into something far deeper — a reflection on legacy, sin, redemption, and the shadows we inherit. I wrote this novella not just to imagine what came after Faustus, but to explore how even those who watch from the sidelines are forever changed.

I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Read every line with care — for some of them may carry meanings buried just beneath the ash...



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​


Chapter One

[image: ]




​The Price of Knowledge
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I had long believed that devils, once their debts were claimed, would vanish into the void and trouble the world no more. But in the silence that followed Faustus’s death, I learned how deeply their bargains linger. They cast shadows longer than any mortal lifetime.

I remember that night with dreadful clarity—as if it happened but a moment ago. It returns each time I close my damned eyes, playing itself anew in the chamber of my dreams. The night when Faustus was taken.

I had been alone, seated in my chamber with Mors et Vita open in my lap, when a sound shattered the stillness—sobbing, wild and unrestrained, like grief loosed from the soul itself. My heart surged with fear, and I pressed the book closed with trembling fingers. I rose, uncertain whether I moved of my own will or was drawn by the sound itself.

As I stepped into the corridor, the weeping grew louder. The walls seemed to carry it like a funeral dirge. The very air had grown thick, heavy with sorrow.

My legs faltered beneath me. I stumbled, catching myself against the wall as a wave of dread swept through me. Yet I pressed forward, compelled by the voices I could now distinguish—scholars, men of learning, reduced to a chorus of mourning.

I nearly fell. My footing slipped on the polished stone floor, but I caught myself and forced my body onward. I reached the door and grasped the handle with hands that trembled like leaves in a storm.

When I opened it, the sight froze the breath in my lungs. The scholars were huddled on the floor, hands entwined, eyes red with anguish. Their voices cracked with prayers, with sobs, with horror.

And when they turned to me—when they saw me in the doorway—they recoiled in terror.

For a moment, they believed I was the one sent to claim them. And God help me, their fear was not unfounded.

“What is happening? Why do you appear so disturbed? Why do you weep as though you have looked death itself in the face?”

“That is precisely what we have witnessed through the eyes of Doctor Faustus—death,” came the heavy reply from the eldest among them, his voice weighted with sorrow.

Before the words could settle, another scholar, younger and more apprehensive, interrupted with a tremor in his voice:

“I wish we had never made the request, nor sought Faustus’s favor for such fleeting pleasure. This knowledge curses us all.”

A third, steadier in manner though visibly uneasy, added with a bitter edge,

“Foolishness to think we could summon wonders without consequence. Such pride will be our undoing.”

I raised my hand to silence them both. Let the elder speak without interruption.

“We approached Faustus and entreated him to reveal to us the likeness of Helen of Troy, in recognition of our loyalty and friendship,” resumed the elder, his gaze distant and grave. “It was then he disclosed the true nature of his power and how he had come to rival even Agrippa in renown.”

“And by what means?” I asked.

His voice dropped to a whisper, laden with dread.

“By bargaining his soul to Lucifer—twenty-four years of unrestrained magic in exchange.”

I protested firmly, though doubt flickered beneath my words.

“Cease this folly. He attained his standing through knowledge alone.”

The elder met my gaze with unwavering resolve.

“So did I wish to believe, but the truth is inexorable. At the stroke of midnight, his term expires, and he shall be consigned to hell.”

The younger one’s voice trembled anew.

“God help us all if such darkness is upon our friend.”

I shook my head in disbelief. “You speak madness. I cannot accept such a fate for him...”

Before I could finish, a mournful, piercing lament cut through the air—a sound dark and terrifying, as if the very abyss cried aloud. Silence fell upon us, heavy and suffocating. We stared at one another, unable to move or speak.

“What was that?” I whispered, voice barely audible.

“That is Faustus. Midnight has come,” the elder answered solemnly.

Though my body quailed with fear, a burning resolve compelled me forward.

“I must go to him. I must offer what aid I can.”

My hands trembled as I forced open the door to his chamber. The cold breath that escaped chilled me to the bone, and I immediately wished I had stayed away.

Whatever thoughts you may hold of Hell—cast them aside. What I beheld was something far more dreadful. No nightmare, no scripture, no vision born of imagination could have prepared me for the truth.

Before me opened a vast chasm—so deep it seemed to stretch the entire distance between the earth and the sun. It was not cloaked in darkness, as one might expect of such a place. No—far worse. The pit glowed a furious, blood-red hue, as if it were alive and throbbing with pain. Within it moved countless black shapes, twisted and monstrous. Some bore wings, others crawled or slithered; none resembled any creature of our world. Their motion was ceaseless, frantic, as though they were being torn apart and stitched together again, over and over, by forces unseen.

And yet, somehow—I could see it all. Every detail. Every shriek and writhe. My eyes, unblinking, betrayed me. I stood rooted, powerless to look away.

At the edge of the abyss, just outside its reach, I saw him. Faustus. Or rather, what remained of him.

Only his head and part of his upper body were still visible—the rest already seized by clawed hands and dragged downward into that infernal maw. His face... I shall never forget that face. It was not merely fear that contorted his features. It was recognition. Realization. The terrible certainty of a man who had finally understood the price of his bargain.

Then—he saw me.

His eyes, wide with regret, locked onto mine. His mouth moved—slowly, deliberately—forming words I could not hear. For the howling laughter of the devils rose at once, drowning all else, a sound so hideous it seemed to mock the soul itself.

I should have cried out. Should have asked him to repeat what he had tried to say. But I did nothing. My tongue lay frozen, my limbs numb. I stood there, as useful as a corpse—silent, paralyzed—watching my master disappear into Hell.

How long I remained in that state, I do not know. Minutes, hours, eternity—it all blurred into one.

At last, I managed to move. My legs, still trembling, carried me forward—not to the pit’s center, but to its edge, where the ground had split. I dared not go further, fearing the earth might tear open again and take me with it.

And yet, I could not turn away.

I dropped to my knees and struck the soil with my bare hands—again and again, as though sheer force might break through the veil that separated us. As though he might hear me, might reach back and climb free. But there was no answer. Only silence. And a coldness that began to settle deep within me.

It was a futile act, driven by grief and desperation. I had no spell, no prayer, no command to offer. Faustus had been more than my master—he had been my guide, my compass, the voice that told me what must be done. Without him, I was adrift. I did not know where to go, or what to do. I only knew that I was alone—and that Hell had claimed him.

“Where is he?” the youngest scholar cried as he stepped into the chamber, his face pale with dread. “Please—tell me that God, in His mercy, spared him.”

I did not turn to face them.

“There is no mercy for the soul that chooses not to seek forgiveness.”

The elder scholar stepped forward, eyes wide with disbelief. “What do you mean, Wagner? Did our prayers mean nothing? Did our cries not reach Heaven?”

“A doubtful heart cannot be redeemed,” I answered, my voice low and restrained. “It matters not how many voices plead for him, if his own soul remains unwilling.”

The braver of the three—sharp-eyed, always direct—took a step closer. “You speak as though he were a stranger. Have you forgotten he was your master—your friend?”

“You think I do not know that?” I turned to them at last. “What words would you have me say? What comfort can be found in any of this?”

My voice rose, the weight within it finally breaking through. “He did not confide in me. Not once. He chose to keep his damnation secret, to bear it alone—and yet he told you. What does that say of him? What does that make of me?”

The words struck the air like glass shattering. None of them replied.

Overcome with grief, shame, and something far more complex than either, I turned away and left them standing in silence. My footsteps echoed down the corridor as I returned to my chamber—carrying with me the unbearable knowledge that I had lost not only a master, but something of myself as well.

I returned to my chamber and locked the door behind me, hoping—perhaps foolishly—that solitude might bring me clarity. I longed for silence, for stillness, for something to quiet the storm in my mind. Yet the calm of the room only deepened the unrest within me. In that silence, memory returned with cruel precision.

I saw again the halls of the University of Wittenberg, the place where I had walked at Faustus’s side for so many years. I remembered his kindness—not distant or condescending, but sincere. He never treated me as a mere student. To him, I was something closer to a son. He gave me purpose when I had none, and direction when I was lost. And now that he is gone, I no longer know where to turn.

How could a man of such wisdom, so revered across Germany—perhaps even beyond—make such a choice? To sell his soul for power, for knowledge? I could understand, perhaps, the hunger to learn. Magic is knowledge of a different kind, and he always sought what others feared. But to offer himself wholly to darkness... that, I cannot comprehend. I do not know what to make of it.

I lay down, pressing my head against the pillow, hoping for sleep—but sleep would not come.

Then I heard it. A faint rustling beneath the pillow—soft, subtle, like parchment brushing fabric.

Cautiously, I raised the pillow. Beneath it lay a scroll, tightly bound with a dark crimson seal. The wax was still slightly warm to the touch, bearing Faustus’s sigil: an intertwined “F” and serpent, which shimmered faintly beneath the flickering candlelight, as though it moved when I did not.

The parchment was pristine—smooth, pale, edges sharp. This was no forgotten letter left behind in haste. It was new. Intentional. A final gesture, meant only for me.

My fingers hovered over the seal. The warmth of the wax lingered faintly on my skin, and for a moment, I could almost feel his presence in the room with me, silent and watching.

A cold weight settled in my chest. My breath came faster as I turned the scroll in my hands. The air seemed thicker now, heavier. The candlelight dimmed, or perhaps my vision blurred—I could not tell. Part of me wanted to cast it aside, to leave it unopened, to pretend it had never appeared. But I knew I could not. These were his last words. They were meant for me.

With a deep, unsteady breath, I pressed my thumb against the seal and broke it.

I knew it was from him the moment I saw the handwriting. Faustus’s script was unmistakable—elegant, fluid, and precise. I had seen it for years across books, notes, and letters. I could recognize it anywhere, even now, in the trembling candlelight and the silence of my grief.
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My dear and loyal friend, Wagner—

If these words have reached you, then my damnation is sealed. What follows is not a plea for pity, but a final offering of truth.

Do not follow where I have gone. I tasted the power that lies beneath, the fire that men call forbidden. It promised revelation and offered wonders, but in the end, it blinded me to the greater light—the path of God, the peace of heaven. My pride was my undoing.
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