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SCENE 2 {4265 16]

Found the bace corpse, and all her love's wock
wasted,

She wept, and cried on heaven to dama the
hands

That had done this thing.

And thea she brought moce dust

Aad sprinkled wine theee times for her beother's

ghost.

We rau aad took her at once. She was not
afraid,
Not even when we chacged her with what she
had done.
She deaied nothing.
Aad this was a comfort to we,
Aad sowme uneasiaess: for it is a good thing
To escape from death, buc it is no great pleasure
To bring death to a friend.
Yet [ always say
There is nothiag so comfortable as your own
- ~safgsKin! - e
ﬁsou (slowwly, dangerously): And you, Antigonc,
You with your head hanging, — do you coafess
this.thing2 ~ * = .
Anmicone: ['do: [ d
KreoN (to Sentry):

- ————

1

eny nothing.
© You may go.
- ' : AExtt Sentry.)
(To Antigone.) Tell ine, tell me brefly:
Had you heard iy proclai ation touching this
matter? Lo
ANTIGONE: [t was public: Gouls [‘help heating ic?
Kreon: Aad yet you daced defy the law.
ANTIGONE: ' " [ dared.
It was not God's proclamation. Thar final Justice
That rules the world below makes no such laws.

Youeredicti-king;-was strong,

But all your-streagth-is weakness-itself. agaiast
The immoctal .uarecarded. laws.of God. _
Theysace.nor.merely.nows. theywere;-and ‘shall-

Operasive.for. ever, bevond man uttedy. .
[Hemebrrust=dies venswithout your-decrees -

+tam-ontynroreal And if [ muse die
Now, before it is my time to dic,

Surely this is no hacdship:;¢aa-gnyone
‘ [liverwith-evi-att-abor i€,
'thﬂk“BeaﬁHCSS‘tfrm"a“fﬂend"’ This death of

_mine
Is of no importance; but if [ had left my brother
Lying in death unburied, I should have suffered.
Now I do not.
, You smile at me. Ah Kreon,
Think me a fool, if you like; but it may well be
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CGrorreostike-father-tike-da ughter—both——
otig; deat o rexso
She ha&»never'}ea'mcd'—’m“y“'rd‘di‘*

Kreown: She has much to learn./
st thegougl@st

Atieiaflexible-heactbeeaks
‘Gfaek?“ﬁrﬁﬁaﬂdwhecm{desﬁitorseybeaéfhe&s
necks
Ac-the-pull-of-the-smallese-cueh .
Thas gid is guilty of a double nsolence,
Breaking the gived liws and boasting of it.
Who s the man here,
She oc 1, if this crime goes uapuaished?
A&tﬁnésﬂﬂki,kucumge__thanesés{cr%fhﬂd,
' sesyetarncblood” — she and her sister
Wia bitter death foc this! .
(To Servants.) Go, sowe of you,
Arrest [smmene. [ accuse hec equally.
Bring hec: you will find hec saiffling in the house
thece. -
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 Nothing:

..~ Thea [ beg your: kill we."
s talkia a great weariaess: your words
Are distasteful to me, aad [ am suce that mine
Seem so to you. Aad yet they should not seem
$0: : -
[ should have praise and honoc for what [ have
dome. '
All these men here would praise me
Were their lips not frozen shut with fear of you.
(Butterly.) Ah the good fortune of kiags,
Licensed to say and do whatever they please!
KrEON: You are alone here in that opinion.
ANTIGONE: No; they ate with me. But they keep
their tongues in leash.

Kreon: Maybe. But you are guilty, and they ace
not.
ANTIGONE: Th

dead.
KreoN: But Eteocles — was he not your brother
too? o
ANTIGONE: My brother too.
Kreon: ~- “And you insult his memory?
ANTIGONE (softly): The dead man would not say
that [ insale ic.
. Kreon: He would: for you honor a traitor as much

100
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ere is 0o guilt in reverence for the

That a fool convicts me of. folly.

as him. {10
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Tor Lert: Keeon (F. Murray Abcaham) in a scene from
the 1982 New York Shakespeace Festival production
dicected by Joseph Chaikia. Botrom Leet: Aatigone (Lisa
Banes) steadfastly admitting hec guils. ABove: The Chorus
urges Kreon to change his decree before it is too late.

Anticone: His own brother, trattor ot not, and
equal tn blood.

Kreon: He made war on his country.. tteocles
defeaded it.

ANTIGONE: Nevertheless, there are honors due all
the dead.

Kreon: But not the same for the wicked as for the
just.

ANTIGONE: Ah Kreon, Kreon,

Which of us can say what the gods hold wicked?
KrEON: An enemy Is an enemy, cven dead.
ANTIGONE: It is my nature o join in love, not hate.
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Kreon (finally losing patience): Go join them theq;

if you must have your love,
_ Fipd winhelll 20
CHORAGOS: But see, Ismene comes: '

(Enter [smene, guarded.)

Those tears are sistely, the cloud

That shadows her eyes rains down gentle
SOCTOW.

KreoN: You too, Ismene,

Snake in my ocrdered house, sucking my blood 125

Stealthily — and all the time [ aever kaew

That these two sisters were aiing at @y theone!

Ismene,

Do you confess your share in this crime, or deny
1t?

Auswer me.



