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INTRODUCTION

:ﬂwm Theban Plays” by Sophocles

Hmm series of plays, Oedipus the King, Oedipus at Colonus, and

- Antigone, was written over a wide interval of years. The dating is

only approximate, for reliable evidence is lacking; but the Antigone
was produced in 441 B.C. when Sophocles was probably fifty-four,
and Oedipus the King some fourteen or fifteen years later. Oedipus at
Colonus was apparently produced the year after its author’s death at
the age of ninety in 405 B.c. Thus, although the three plays are con-
cerned with the same legend, they were not conceived and executed
at the same time and with a single purpose, as is the case with
Aeschylus’ Oresteia. We can here see how a story teased the imagina-
tion of Sophocles until it found its final expression. We can see the
degrees of variation in treatment he gave the myth each time he
handled it. And perhaps we can come to some notion of what the
myths meant to Sophocles as raw material for the theater.

The internal dramatic dates of the three plays do not agree with
the order of their composition. As far as the legend is concerned, the
story runs in sequence: Oedipus the King, Oedipus at Colonus, Antig-
one. But Sophocles wrote them in the order: Antigone, Oedipus the
King, Oedipus at Colonus. In view of this and the long interval be-
tween the composition of the individual plays, we would expect some
inconsistencies between the three versions. And there are fairly serious
inconsistencies—in facts, for instance. At the conclusion of Oedipus
the King, Creon is in undisputed authority after the removal of
Oedipus. Though he appeals to him to look after his daughters,
Oedipus refrains from asking Creon to do anything for his sons,
who, he says, will be all right on their own (OK 1460). It is Creon
whio will succeed Oedipus in Thebes, and there is no question of any
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legitimate claim of Oedipus’ descendants (OK 1418). But in \Hanw.-
one, Creon tells the chorus that he has favorably observed their

loyalty first to Oedipus and then to his sons, and so has hope of

their devotion to himself. In Oedipus at Colonus—the last of the
three plays he wrote—Sophocles makes one of his very few clumsy
efforts to patch the discrepancies together. In Oedipus .&.O&%E (1.
367 f£.), Ismene says that at first the two sons were willing to leave
the throne to Creon in view of their fatal family heritage, but after
a while they decided to take over the monarchy and the mc&..n& was
only between themselves as to who should succeed. At this point
Creon has vanished out of the picture altogether! Again, the re-
sponsibility for the decision to expel Oedipus from Thebes and keep
him out rests, in Oedipus the King, entirely with Creon, who an-
nounces that he will consult Apollo in the matter. In Oedipus at
Colonus his sons’ guilt in condemning their father to exile is one of
the bitterest counts in Oedipus’ indictment of them (OC 1360 fF.).
These are important differences. We do not know anything nnm:.%
certain about the manner of publication of the plays after their
production. We know even less about Sophocles’ treatment of his
own scripts. Maybe he simply did not bother to keep them w@nm T.m
saw them as far as the stage, though that seems unlikely. Or it is

possible and likelier that Sophocles, as he wrote the last play in ex-

treme old age and in what seems to be the characteristic self-
absorption of the last years of his life, cared little mvosn 9.&0&2
Qedipus at Colonus exactly tallied, in its presentation, gﬁ.w the
stories he had written thirty-seven and twenty-two years earlier.
Let us for the moment disregard the details of the story and con-
centrate on what would seem to be the central theme of the first two
plays in order of composition. And here we find something very
curious. Most critics have felt the significance of the Antigone to lie
in the opposition of Creon and Antigone and all &wn ﬁw.wm opposition
represents. It is thus a play about something quite m.pmxmmnz” mwow..b
Oedipus the King. And yet what a remarkable similarity there is in
the dilemma of Creon in Antigone and Oedipus himself in &m mnmﬂ
Oedipus play. In both of them a king has taken a decision Srﬁs. is
disobeyed or questioned by his subjects. In both, the ruler mis-
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construes the role of the rebel and his own as a sovereign. In both,
he has a crucial encounter with the priest Teiresias, who warns him
that the forces of religion are against him. In both, he charges that
the priest has been suborned. There the resemblance ends; for, after
abusing the old prophet, Creon is overcome with fear of his author-
ity and, too late, tries to undo his mistake. In Oedipus the King
the king defies all assaults upon his decision untl the deadly self-
knewledge which starts to work in him has accomplished its course
and he is convicted out of his own mouth.

Usually, as we know, the Antigone is interpreted entirely as the
conflict between Creon and Antigone. It has often been regarded
as the classical statement of the struggle between the law of the
individual conscience and the central power of the state. Unques-
tionably, these issues are inherent in the play. Unquestionably, even,
Sophocles would understand the modern way of seeing his play, for
the issue of the opposition of the individual and the state was suf-
ficiently present to his mind to make this significant for him. But can
the parallelism between the position of Oedipus in the one play and
Creon in the other be quite irrelevant to the interpretation of the
two? And is it not very striking that such a large share of the Antigone
should be devoted to the conclusion of the conflict, as far as Creon is
concerned, and to the destruction of his human happiness?

What I would suggest is this: that Sophocles had at the time of
writing the first play (in 442 5.¢.) a theme in mind which centered
in the Theban trilogy. One might express it by saying that it is the
story of a ruler who makes a mistaken decision, though in good
faith, and who then finds himself opposed in a fashion which he
misunderstands and which induces him to persist in his mistake. This
story is later on going to be that of a man who breaks divine law
without realizing that he is doing so, and whose destruction is then
brought about by the voice of the divine law in society. Between
the Antigone and Oedipus the King, the theme has developed further,
for in the latter play Sophocles is showing how the ruler who breaks
the divine law may, for all he can see and understand, be entirely
innocent, but nonetheless his guilt is an objective fact. In the third
play, Oedipus at Colonus, this issue reaches its final statement. The
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old Oedipus is admittedly a kind of monster. dﬁuon.gn_.. he comes,
people shrink from him. Yet his guilt carries with it some sort of
innocence on which God will set his seal. For the old man is both
cursed and blessed. The god gives him an extraordinary end, and the
last place of his mortal habitation is blessed mogﬁwn..

What this interpretation would mean, if correct, is that mwm&o&mm
started to write about the Theban legend, the story of Oedipus and
his children, without having fully understood what he wanted to
say about it. He may have been, and probably was, drawn, un-
known to himself, to the dramatization of this .ﬂmnSnc.Fn Hnmmbm.vw..
cause in it lay the material of the greatest mpngn. o.m his later artistic
life. But first he tried his hand at it in the opposition of Creon and
Antigone. However, even while he did this, the character of Oww.on
and his role in the play were shaping what was to be the decisive
turn in the story he was going to write—the Oedipus saga.

Thus there is a certain elasticity in the entire treatment o.m myth.
The author will accent a certain character at one time to suita play
and change the accent to suit another. Or he may even discover the
same theme in a different myth. This is suggested by a m.woﬂn com-
parison of the Philoctetes and Oedipus at Colonus, vo.nw written in the
last few years of Sophocles’ life. The figure of MWLO.QQ@& .&ocmw
occurring in a totally different legend from On&wmm_ isa twin ch
with Oedipus in Sophocles’ dramatic wﬂmmEmaom..Hm both these
plays, the Philoctetes and Oedipus at Colonus, nﬂn hero is a man whose
value is inextricably coupled with his offensive quality. Philoctetes
is the archer whose bow will overcome Troy. He is &.mo the creature
whose stinking infested wound moves everyone to disgust who has
to do with him. Oedipus is accursed in the sight of all men; he had
-committed the two crimes, parricide and incest, which rendered
him an outcast in any human society. But he is also the one to whom,

at his end, God will give the marks of his favor, wE.m the Ewon d.iuann
he is last seen on earth will be lucky and blessed. This combination of
the evil and the good is too marked, in these two plays, to be
accidental. It is surely the idea which inspired the old Sophocles for
his two last plays. There is, however, an important ?n&.@n mnﬁwow”
ment of the theme in the Oedipus at Colonus. For there in Oedipus
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mind the rational innocence—the fact that he had committed the
offenses cnwuoﬁwnm?!.? for him at least, important in God’s final
Justification of him. Sophocles is declaring that the sin of Oedipus is
real; that the consequences in the form of the loneliness, neglect, and
suffering of the years of wandering are inevitable; but that the will
and the consciousness are also some measure of man’s sin—and when
the sinner sinned necessarily and unwittingly, his suffering can be
compensation enough for his guilt. He may at the end be blessed
and a blessing. This is not the same doctrine as that of Aeschylus,
when he asserts that through suffering comes wisdom. Nor is it the
Christian doctrine of a man purified by suffering as by fire. Oedipus
in his contact with Creon, in his interview with Polyneices shows
himself as bitter, sudden in anger, and implacable as ever. He is in-
deed a monstrous old man. But at the last, he is, in a measure,
vindicated. Yet in Philoctetes the theme of the union of the offensive
and the beneficial, which in Oedipus at Colonus becomes the curse and
the blessing, is seen without the addition of conscious innocence and
unconscious guilt. Can we say that Sophocles finally felt that the
consciousness of innocence in Oedipus is the balancing factor in the
story? That in this sense Oedipus at Colonus is the further step beyond
Philoctetes in the clarification of the dramatic subject which occupied
the very old author? Or that the consciousness of innocence when
linked with objective guil is only the human shield against the
cruelty of the irrational—that Oedipus is meaningful in his com-
bination of guilt and innocence as a manifestation of God and of
destiny and that his explanation of his conscious innocence is only
the poor human inadequate explanation? Everyone will answer this
according to his own choice. But, clearly, the theme of Philoctetes
and the theme of the old Oedipus are connected.

If an analysis such as this has importance, it is to show the relation
of Sophocles to the raw material of his plays—the myth. It is to
show the maturing of a theme in Sophocles” mind and his successive
treatments of it in the same and different legends. In the Oedipus
story it is a certain fundamental situation which becomes significant
for Sophocles, and the characters are altered to suit the story. Creon
in the first, Oedipus in the second, are examples of the same sort of
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dilemma, even though the dilemma of Creon in the Antigone is
incidental to the main emphasis of the play, which is on Antigone.
But the dilemma was to be much more fruitful for Sophocles as a
writer and thinker than the plain issue between Antigone and Creon.
The dilemma resolves itself in the last play at the end of Sophocles’
life into the dramatic statement of a principle, of the union of the
blessed and the cursed, of the just and the unjust, and sometimes (not
always) of the consciously innocent and the unconsciously guilty.
The fact that Sophocles could in two successive treatments of the
play fifteen years apart switch the parts of Creon and Oedipus indi-
cates that neither the moral color of the characters nor even their
identity was absolutely fixed in his mind. The same conclusion is
borne out by the great similarity between the Philoctetes and the
Oedipus at Colonus. Sophocles in his last days was incessantly think-
ing of the man who is blessed and cursed. For the theater he became
once the lame castaway Philoctetes, who yet, in virtue of his archery,
is to be the conqueror of Troy; in the next play he is Oedipus, who
sinned against the order of human society but is still to be the
blessing of Athens and the patron saint of Colonus. It is the theme
and not the man that matters. Consequently, it is the kernel of the
legend, as he saw it for the moment, that is sacred for Sophocles, not
the identification of all the characters in a certain relation to one
another. True, he has treated the Oedipus story three times in his
life, which means that the Oedipus story had a certain fascination
for him—that somehow hidden in it he knew there was what he
wanted to say. But he did not have to think of the whole story and
the interdependence of its characters when he made his changes each
time. One stage of the theme borne by the hero is given to a char-
acter in a totally different myth. The sequence is Creon, Oedipus,
Philoctetes, Oedipus. It may seem absurd to link Creon, the obvious
form of tyrant (as conceived by the Athenians), and Philoctetes. But
it is the progression we should notice. The tyrant who with true and
good intentions orders what is wrong, morally and religiously, is
crudely represented in Creon; he is much more subtly represented in
Oedipus himself in the next play. But the similarity of the situation
and the nature of the opposition to him proves how generically the
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character is conceived. You can switch the labels, and Creon be-
comes Oedipus. But if the character is generic, the siruation is
deepening. We are beginning to understand why a certain sort of
tyrant may be a tyrant and in a shadowy way how conscious and
unconscious guilt are related. In the Philoctetes and Oedipus at Colo-
nus the situation is being seen in its last stages. We are no longer con-
cerned with how Philoctetes came to sin or how Oedipus is the au-
thor of his own ruin. But only how does it feel to be an object both
of disgust and of fear to your fellows, while you yourself are simul-
taneously aware of the injustice of your treatment and at last, in
Oedipus at Colonus, of the objective proofs of God’s favor.

For Sophocles the myth was the treatment of the generic aspect
of human dilemmas. What he made of the myth in his plays was
neither history nor the kind of dramatic creation represented by
Hamlet or Macheth. Not history, for in no sense is the uniqueness
of the event or the uniqueness of the character important; not drama
in the Shakespearean sense, because Sophocles’ figures do not have,
as Shakespeare’s do, the timeless and complete reality in themselves.
Behind the figure of Oedipus or Creon stands the tyrant of the
legend; and behind the tyrant of the legend, the meaning of all
despotic authority. Behind the old Oedipus is the beggar and
wanderer of the legend, and behind him the mysterious human
combination of opposites—opposites in meaning and in fact. And
so the character may fluctuate or the names may vary. It is the theme,
the generic side of tragedy, which is important; it is there that the
emphasis of the play rests.

Davip Grens
Unrverstry oF CHICAGO



CHARACTERS

Antigone
Ismene
Chorus of Theban Elders
Creon
A Guard
Haemon

Teiresias

A Messenger

Eurydice

ANTIGONE

SCeNE: Thebes, before the royal palace. Antig
its great central door.

Antigone .

one and Ismene emerge from

My sister, 'my Ismene, do you know
of any suffering from our father sprung
that Zeus does not achieve for us survivors?
There’s nothing grievous, nothing free from doom,
not shameful, not dishonored, I've not seen.
Your sufferings and mine,
And now, what of this edict which they say
the commander has proclaimed to the whole people?
Have you heard anything? Or don’t you know
that the foes’ trouble comes upon our friends?

I0
Ismene

I've heard no word, Antigone, of our friends.
Not sweet nor bitter, since that single moment
when we two lost two brothers

who died on one day by a double blow.

And since the Argive army went away

this very night, I have no further news

of fortune or disaster for myself.

Antigone

I knew it well, and brought you from the house
for just this reason, that you alone may hear.

Ismene

What is it? Clearly some news has clouded you.

20
Antigone

It has indeed. Creon will give the one
of our two brothers honor in the tomb;

the other none.
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Eteocles, with just entreatment treated,
as law provides he has hidden under earth
 to have full honor with the dead below.
But Polyneices’ corpse who died in pain,
they say he has proclaimed to the whole town
that none may bury him and none bewail, .
but leave him unwept, untombed, a rich sweet sight
for the hungry birds’ beholding. .
Such orders they say the worthy Creon gives
to you and me—yes, yes, I say to me—
and that he’s coming to proclaim it clear
to those who know it not.
Further: he has the matter so at heart
that anyone who dares attempt the act
will die by public stoning in the town.
So there you have it and you soon will show
if you are noble, or fallen from your descent.

30

Ismene
If things have reached this stage, what can 1 do,

poor sister, that will help to make or mend? 40

Antigone
Think will you share my labor and my act.

Ismene .
What will you risk? And where is your intent?

Antigone .
‘Wil you take up that corpse along with me?

Ismene ‘
To bury him you mean, when it's forbidden?

Antigone .
My brother, and yours, though you may wish he were not.

I never shall be found to be his traitor.

Ismene o
O hard of mind! When Creon spoke against it!
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Antigone
1t’s not for him to keep me from my own.

Ismene
Alas. Remember, sister, how our father
perished abhorred, ill-famed. 50
Himself with his own hand, through his own curse
destroyed both eyes.
Remember next his mother and his wife
finishing life in the shame of the twisted strings.
And third two brothers on a single day,
poor creatures, murdering, 2 common doom
each with his arm accomplished on the other.
And now look at the two of us alone.
We'll perish terribly if we force law
and try to cross the royal vote and power. _ 60
We must remember that we two are women
so not to fight with men.
And that since we are subject to strong power
we must hear these orders, or any that may be worse.
So I shall ask of them beneath the earth
forgiveness, for in these things I am forced,
and shall obey the men in power. I know
that wild and futile action makes no sense.

Antigone
I wouldn’t urge it. And if now you wished
to act, you wouldn’t please me as a partner. 70
Be what you want to; but that man shall I
bury. For me, the doer, death is best.
Friend shall I lie with him, yes friend with friend,
when I have dared the crime of piety.
Longer the time in which to please the dead
than that for those up here.
There shall I lie forever. You may see fit
to keep from honor what the gods have honored.
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Ismene
1 shall do no dishonor. But to act
against the citizens. I cannot.

Antigone . .
That’s your protection. Now I go, to pile
the burial-mound for him, my dearest brother.

Ismene
Oh my poor sister. How I fear for you!

Antigone
For me, don’t borrow trouble. Clear your fate.

Ismene .
At least give no one warning of this act;
you keep it hidden, and I'll do the same.

Antigone
Dear God! Denounce me. I shall hate you more

if silent, not proclaiming this to all.

Ismene . .
You have a hot mind over chilly things.

Antigone :
I know I please those whom I most should please.

Ismene . )
If but you can. You crave what can't be done. 9

Antigone .
And so, when strength runs out, I shall give over.

Ismene .
Wrong from the start, to chase what cannot be.

Antigone
If that's your saying, I shall hate you first,
and next the dead will hate you in all justice.
But let me and my own ill-counselling
suffer this terror. I shall suffer nothing
as great as dying with a lack of grace.
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Go, since you want to. But know this: you go
senseless indeed, but loved by those who love you.

(Ismene returns to the palace; Antigone leaves by one of the side

entrances. The Chorus now enters from the other side.)
Chorus

Sun’s own radiance, fairest light ever shone on the gates of
Thebes,

then did you shine, O golden day’s

eye, coming over Dirce’s stream,

on the Man who had come from Argos with all his armor
running now in headlong fear as you shook his bridle free.

He was stirred by the dubious quarrel of Polyneices.
So, screaming shrill,

like an eagle over the land he flew,

covered with white-snow wing,

with many weapons,

with horse-hair crested helms.

He who had stood above our halls, gaping about our seven gates,
with that circle of thirsting spears.

Gone, without our blood in his jaws,

before the torch took hold on our tower-crown.

Rattle of war at his back; hard the fight for the dragon’s foe.

The boasts of a proud tongue are for Zeus to hate.
So seeing them streaming on

in insolent clangor of gold,

he struck with hurling fire him who rushed

for the high wall’s top,

to cry conquest abroad.

Swinging, striking the earth he fell
fire in hand, who in mad attack,

had raged against us with blasts of hate.
He failed. He failed of his aim.

« 163 »

100

110

120

130



« SOPHOCLES »

For the rest great Ares dealt his blows about,

first in the war-team. 140

The captains stationed at seven gates
fought with seven and left behind

their brazen arms as an offering

to Zeus who is turner of battle.”

All but those wretches, sons of one man,
one mother’s sons, who sent their spears
each against each and found the share

of a common death together.

Great-named Victory comes to us

answering Thebe’s warrior-joy.

Let us forget the wars just done

and visit the shrines of the gods.

AlL, with night-long dance which Bacchus will lead,
who shakes Thebe’s acres. .
(Creon enters from the palace.)

Now here he comes, the king of the land,

Creon, Menoeceus’ son,

newly named by the gods’ new fate.

What plan that beats about his mind

has made him call this council-session, 160
sending his summons to all?

Creon
My friends, the very gods who shook the state

with mighty surge have set it straight again.

So now I sent for you, chosen from all,

first that I knew you constant in respect

to Laius’ royal power; and again

when Oedipus had set the state to rights,

and when he perished, you were faithful still

in mind to the descendants of the dead.

When they two perished by a double fate, 170
on one day struck and striking and defiled

each by his own hand, now it comes that I
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hold all the power and the royal throne

through close connection with the perished men.
You cannot learn of any man the soul,

the mind, and the intent until he shows

his practise of the government and law.

For I believe that who controls the state

and does not hold to the best plans of all,

but locks his tongue up through some kind of fear, 180
that he is worst of all who are or were.

And he who counts another greater friend

than his own fatherland, I put him nowhere.

So I—may Zeus all-seeing always know it—
could not keep silent as disaster crept

upon the town, destroying hope of safety.

Nor could I count the enemy of the land

friend to myself, not I who know so well

that she it is who saves us, sailing straight,

and only so can we have friends at all. 190
With such good rules shall T enlarge our state.
And now I have proclimed their brother-edict.
In the matter of the sons of Oedipus,

citizens, know: Eteocles who died,

defending this our town with champion spear,
is to be covered in the grave and granted

all holy rites we give the noble dead.

But his brother Polyneices whom I name

the exile who came back and sought to burn 200
his fatherland, the gods who were his kin,

who tried to gorge on blood he shared, and lead
the rest of us as slaves—

it is announced that no one in this town

may give him burial or mourn for him.

Leave him unburied, leave his corpse disgraced,
a dinner for the birds and for the dogs.

Such is my mind. Never shall I, myself,

honor the wicked and reject the just.
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The man who is well-minded to the state
from me in death and life shall have his honor. " 210

Chorus
This resolution, Creon, is your own,
in the matter of the traitor and the true.
For you can make such rulings as you will
about the living and about the dead.

Creon
Now you be sentinels of the decree.

Chorus
Order some younger man to take this on.

Creon
Already there are watchers of the corpse.

Chorus
What other order would you give us, then?

Creon
Not to take sides with any who disobey.

Chorus
No fool is fool as far as loving death. 220

Creon
Death is the price. But often we have known
men to be ruined by the hope of profit.
(Enter, from the side, a guard.)
Guard
Lord, I can’t claim that I am out of breath
from rushing here with light and hasty step,
for I had many haltings in my thought
making me double back upon my road.
My mind kept saying many things to me:
“Why go where you will surely pay the price?”
“Fool, are you halting? And if Creon learns

from someone else, how shall you not be hurt?” 230
Turning this over, on I dilly-dallied.
« I66 »
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And 5o a short trip turns itself to long.
Finally, though, my coming here won out.
If what I say is nothing, still I'll say it.

For I come clutching to one single hope
that I can’t suffer what is not my fate.

Creon
What is it that brings on this gloom of yours?
Guard
I want to tell you first about myself.
I didn’t do it, didn’t see who did it.
It isn't right for me to get in trouble. 240

Creon
Your aim is good. You fence the fact around.
It's clear you have some shocking news to tell.

Guard
Terrible tidings make for long delays.

Creon
Speak out the story, and then get away.

Guard
I'll tell you. Someone left the corpse just now,
burial all accomplished, thirsty dust
strewn on the flesh, the ritual complete.
Creon
What are you saying? What man has dared to do it?

Guard
I wouldn’t know. There were no marks of picks,
no grubbed-out earth. The ground was dry and hard, 250
no trace of wheels. The doer left no sign.
When the first fellow on the day-shift showed us,
we all were sick with wonder.
For he was hidden, not inside a tomb,
light dust upon him, enough to turn the curse,
no wild beast’s track, nor track of any hound
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having been near, nor was the body torn.

We roared bad words about, guard against guard, . 260
and came to blows. No one was there to stop us.

Fach man had done it, nobody had done it

50 as to prove it on him—we couldn’t tell.

We were prepared tc hold to red-hot iron,

to walk through fire, to swear before the gods

we hadn’t done it, hadn’t shared the plan,

when it was plotted or when it was done.

And last, when all our sleuthing came out nowhere,

one fellow spoke, who made our heads to droop

low toward the ground. We couldn’t disagree. 270
We couldn’t see a chance of getting off.

" He said we had to tell you all about it.

We couldn’t hide the fact.

So he won out. The lot chose poor old me

to win the prize. So here I am unwilling,

quite sure you people hardly want to see me.

Nobody likes the bringer of bad news.

Chorus

Lord, while he spoke, my mind kept on debating.
Isn't this action possibly a god’s?

Creon

Stop now, before you fill me up with rage, 280
or you'll prove yourself insane as well as old.

Unbearable, your saying that the gods

take any kindly forethought for this corpse.

Would it be they had hidden him away,

honoring his good service, his who came

to burn their men& temples and their wealth,

even their land, and break apart their laws?

Or have you seen them honor wicked men?

It isn't so.

No, from the first there were some men in town 290
who took the edict hard, and growled against me,
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who hid the fact that they were rearing back,

not rightly in the yoke, no way my friends.

These are the people—oh it’s clear to me—

who have bribed these men and brought about the deed.
No current custom among men as bad

as silver currency. This destroys the state;

this drives men from their homes; this wicked teacher
drives solid citizens to acts of shame.

It shows men how to practise infamy 300
and know the deeds of all unholiness.

Every least hireling who helped in this

brought about then the sentence he shall have.

But further, as I still revere great Zeus,

understand this, I tell you under oath,

if you don’t find the very man whose hands

buried the corpse, bring him for me to see,

not death alone shall be enough for you

till living, hanging, you make clear the crime.

For any future grabbings you'll have learned 310
where to get pay, and that it doesn’t pay

to squeeze a profit out of every source.

For you'll have felt that more men come to doom

through dirty profits than are kept by them.

Guard

May I say something? Or just turn and go?

Creon

’ .
Aren’t you aware your speech is most unwelcome?

Guard

Does it annoy your hearing or your mind?

Creon

Why are you out to allocate my pain?

Guard

The doer hurts your mind. I hurt your ears.

kHQU!



« SOPHOCLES »

, 320
Q«mw”ﬁ are a quibbling rascal through and through.

Guard .
But anyhow I never did the deed.

OwMM& you the man who sold your mind for money!

Guard
Oh!

ies!
How terrible to guess, and guess at lies!

Creon .
»Oo pretty up your guesswork. If you don’t

show me the doers you will rmwn to say
that wicked payments work their own revenge.

Guard
Indeed, I pray he’s found, but yes or no,

le it
taken or not as luck Bw%. sett o
you won’t see me returning to this place. ) i
Saved when I neither hoped nor thought to be,
I owe the gods a mighty debt of thanks.

(Creon enters the palace. The Guard leaves by the way he came.)

horus . |
© M\Mwn% the wonders but nothing walks stranger than man

This thing crosses the sea in the ﬁwwwnnmm storm,

making his path through the roaring waves.

And she, the greatest of gods, the nwn&tw )

ageless she is, and unwearied—he wears her minwn -
as the ploughs go up and mo&B from year to y

and his mules turn up the soil.

ations of birds he snares and leads,
MMM Mmmn tribes and the salty vnoom.&. the sea,
with the twisted mesh of his nets, this clever ﬂwn.
He controls with craft the beasts o.m the open air, .
walkers on hills. The horse with his shaggy mane
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he holds and harnesses, yoked about the neck,
and the strong bull of the mountain,

Language, and thought like the vwind

and the feelings that make the town,

he has taught himself, and shelter against the cold,
refuge from rain. He can always help himself,

He faces no future helpless. There’s only death

that he cannot find an escape from. He has contrived
refuge from illnesses once beyond all cure,

Clever beyond all dreams

the inventive craft that he has

which may drive him one time or another to well or ill.
When he honors the laws of the land and the
high indeed is his city; but stateless the man 370
who dares to dwell with dishonor. Not by my fire,

Dever to share my thoughts, who does these things.

360

gods’ sworn right

(The Guard enters wish Antigone.)

My mind is split at this awful sight.
I know her. I cannot deny
Antigone is here.
Alas, the curmwm% girl,
her unhappy father’s child.
Oh what is the meaning of this?
It cannot be you that they bring
for breaking the royal law,
caught in open shame.

Guard

This is the woman who has done the deed.
We caught her at the burying. Where’s the king?

380

(Creon enters. )
Chorus

Back from the house again just when he’s needed.
Creon

What must I measure up to? What has happened?
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Guard ‘ .
Lord, one should never swear off anything.

Afterthought makes the first resolve a liar.
I could have vowed I wouldn't come back here
after your threats, after the storm I faced.
But joy that comes beyond the wildest hope
is bigger than all other pleasure known. .
I'm here, though I swore not to be, and bring
“this girl. We caught her burying the dead.
This time we didn’t need to shake the lots;
mine was the luck, all mine.
So now, lord, take her, you, and question her
and prove her as you will. But I am free.
And I deserve full clearance on this charge.

390

400

Creon
Explain the circumstance of the arrest.

Guard .
She was burying the man. You have it all.

Creon . .
Is this the truth? And do you grasp its meaning?

Guard
I saw her burying the very corpse
you had forbidden. Is this adequate?

Creon .
How was she caught and taken in the act?

Guard
It was like this: when we got back again
struck with those dreadful threatenings of yours,
we swept away the dust that hid the corpse.
We stripped it back to slimy nakedness.
And then we sat to windward on the hill
50 as to dodge the smell.
We poked each other up with growling threats
if anyone was careless of his work.

410
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For some time this went on, till it was noon.
The sun was high and hot. Then from the earth
up rose a dusty whirlwind to the sky,
filling the plain, smearing the forest-leaves,
clogging the upper air. We shut our eyes, 420
sat and endured the plague the gods had sent.
So the storm left us after a long time.
We saw the girl. She cried the sharp and shrill
cry of a bitter bird which sees the nest
bare where the young birds lay.
So this same girl, seeing the body stripped,
cried with great groanings, cried a dreadful curse
upon the people who had done the deed.
Soon in her hands she brought the thirsty dust,
and holding high a pitcher of wrought bronze 430
she poured the three libations for the dead.
We saw this and surged down. We trapped her fast;
and she was calm. We taxed her with the deeds
both past and present. Nothing was denied.
And I was glad, and yet I took it hard.
One’s own escape from trouble makes one glad;
but bringing friends to trouble is hard grief,
Still, I care less for all these second thoughts
than for the fact that I myself am safe. 440
Creon
You there, whose head is drooping to the ground,
do you admit this, or deny you did it?
Antigone
I'say Idid it and I don’t deny it.
Creon (to the guard) _
Take yourself off wherever you wish to go
free of a heavy charge.

Creon (to Antigone)
You—tell me not at length but in a word.
. You knew the order not to do this thing?
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Antigone L
1 knew, of course I knew. The word was plain.

Creon .
And still you dared to overstep these laws?

Antigone )
For me it was not Zeus who made that order. 45

Nor did that Justice who lives with the mw&m below
" mark out such laws to hold among mankind.

Nor did I think your orders were so strong

that you, a mortal man, nosE .040795

the gods’ unwritten and unfailing laws. .

Not now, nor yesterday's, they always live,

and no one knows their origin in time. N

So not through fear of any man’s proud spirit
would I be likely to neglect these Fﬁm,

draw on myself the gods’ sure punishment. .
I knew that I must die; how could I not? . 4
even without your warning. If I die

before my time, I say it is 2 gain. .

Who lives in sorrows many as are mine

how shall he not be glad to gain his death?

And so, for me to meet this fate, no grief.

But if I left that corpse, my mother’s son,

dead and unburied I'd have cause to grieve

as now I grieve not. .

And if you think my acts are foolishness

the foolithness may be in a fool’s eye. 47

Chorus o
The girl is bitter. She’s her father’s child.

She cannot yield to trouble; nor could he.

(]

Creon
These rigid spirits are the first to fall.

The strongest iron, hardened in the fire,
most often ends in scraps and shatterings.
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Small curbs bring raging horses back to terms.
Slave to his neighbor, who can think of pride?
This girl was expert in her insolence

when she broke bounds beyond established law.
Once she had done it, insolence the second,

to boast her doing, and to laugh in it.

I'am no man and she the man instead

if she can have this conquest without pain.

She is my sister’s child, but were she child

of closer kin than any at my hearth,

she and her sister should not so escape

their death and doom. I charge Ismene too.
She shared the planning of this burial.

Call her outside. I saw her in the house,
maddened, no longer mistress of herself,

The sly intent betrays itself sometimes

before the secret plotters work their wrong.
I hate it too when someone caught in crime
then ‘wants to make it seem a lovely thing.

480

490

Antigone
Do you want more than my arrest and death?

Creon
No more than that. For that is all I need.

Antigone
Why are you waiting? Nothing that you say
fits with my thought. I pray it never will. 500
Nor will you ever like to hear my words.
And yet what greater glory could I find
than giving my own brother funeral?
All these would say that they approved my act
did fear not mute them.
(A king is fortunate in many ways,
and most, that he can act and speak at will.)

Creon

None of these others see the case this way.
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