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Dramatis Personae

OEDIPUS: King of Thebes
EVANGELIST

SENIOR ADVISOR

REPORTER

CREON: Oedipus’ brother-in-law
TEIRESIAS: an old blind prophetess
JOCASTA: wife of Oedipus, sister of Creon

MESSENGER: an old woman
SERVANT: an old shepherd
ANTIGONE: child of Oedipus and Jocasta

ISMENE: child of Oedipus and Jocasta
ETOCLES: child of Oedipus and Jocasta
POLYNEICES: child of Oedipus and Jocasta
EURYDICE: wife of Creon

HAEMON: son of Creon and Euridice, engaged to Antigone.

GUARD: a soldier serving Creon.
SECRET SERVICE 

ADVISORS

CITIZENS

SERVANTS 

MEDIA PERSONNEL

ATTENDANTS 

The stage fades to black, music begins to pulsate as we see a cloaked figure approach center stage.  The figure freezes and begins a series of ritual movements and sounds followed by a removal of a disc.  Once the disc is removed a powerful shaft of light emits from the hole and dances all over the space—this is the place of the oracle—the figure, CREON, begins to ceremoniously dance about.  After a time the oracle creates a powerful vacuum which “sucks” all of the sound and light back into the hole.  The hole now just pulsates with light, as CREON gingerly places the disc over the opening.  We immediately segue into . . . 

REPORTER:

Ladies and gentlemen, this is TNC XXXXX reporting to you live outside the royal compound.  It has been reported that King Oedius, ruler of Thebes, has sent General Creon to the oracle.  It is our understanding that both King Odeipus and General Creon will address the country shortly in a press conference where the oracale findings will be outlined. King Oedipus triumphantly took control of our country several years ago after defeating the Sphyinx by solving her riddle, thus restoring peace.  In recent months, however,  King Oedipus, as fallen out of public favor.  His current administration is dealing with the lowest public opinion polls ever recorded, which is due in part with his administration’s environmental, economic and foreign policies.  In short, King Oedipus is banking on a positive report from the oracle to restore his place in political history and in the hearts of his countryman. King Oedipus, First Lady Jocasta, members of his cabinet and General Creon are making their way to the press area.

[We see KING OEDIPUS, JOCASTA, his wife, GENERAL CREON, members of the media—television reporters and cameramen—ADVISORS, BODY GUARDS and ENSEMBLE MEMBERS.  It is raining and dreary.  Thunder and lightening are intermittent.  They are all awaiting a press conference which now begins.]

OEDIPUS: [to the television cameras and crew]

My poor children, I well know that you are ill, and yet, sick as you are, there is not one of you whose illness equals mine. Your agony comes to each one of you as his alone, a special pain for him and no one else. But the soul inside me sorrows for myself, and for the city, and for you—all together. You are not rousing me from a deep sleep. You must know I’ve been shedding many tears and, in my wandering thoughts, exploring many pathways. I recall the day when I first arrived in Thebes and fought for you against the insurmountable effects of the Sphyinx.  I searched into the depths of my being for you then, and I do so now again.  After a careful search I followed up the one thing I could find and acted on it. So I sent away my brother-in-law, General Creon, to the oracle, to learn what I might do or say to save Thebes. 

CREON: 

Thank you loyal King Oedipus.  

The oracle clearly orders us to drive away the polluting stain this land has harbored—which will not be healed if we keep nursing it.

REPORTER: 

What sort of cleansing? 

REPORTER #2:

And this disaster—how did it happen?

CREON:                                       

By murder.  As you know before King Oedipus came to steer our ship of state, Laius ruled this land.  Laius was killed. And now the oracle is clear: those murderers must be punished.

REPORTER #3:                       

And where are they?

REPORTER #4:

Where are we to find a trace of this ancient crime?

CREON: 

The murderers of Laius are here in Thebes, so said the oracle. What is sought is found, but what is overlooked escapes.  I must now confer with King Oedipus.

May God bless and protect our country.

[OEDIPUS and CREON converse, with a small group of ADVISORS present]

OEDIPUS:

This is good news indeed.

CREON:

Yes, sir.                               

OEDIPUS: 

When Laius fell in bloody death, where was he—at home, or in his fields, or in another land?

CREON: 

He was abroad, on his way to Delphi—that’s what he told us. He began the trip, but did not return.

OEDIPUS:                                    

And was there no one, no witness, no companion, to tell what happened? 

CREON: 

They were all killed—except for one who ran away, and there was          only one thing he could remember with confidence.                           

OEDIPUS:                                              

What was that? One thing may be the key if we resolve to use it.

CREON: 

He told us it was robbers who attacked them—not just a single man, a gang of them.

OEDIPUS: 

How would a thief have dared to do this, unless he had financial help from Thebes?                                

CREON: 

That’s what we guessed. But once Laius was dead our thoughts went elsewhere, so no one sought revenge.

OEDIPUS: 

What do you mean?

CREON:                                                 

It was the Sphinx—she held Thebes in her power and the memory of Laius’ murder faded.                

OEDIPUS: 

Then I will start afresh, and once again shed light on darkness. This polluting stain I will remove, not for some distant friend, but for myself. For whoever killed this Laius may soon enough desire to turn his hand in the same way against me, too, and kill me. Thus, in avenging Laius, I serve myself.                                    

[OEDIPUS, CREON & ADVISORS confer in silence]

[An EVANGELIST steps forward from the crowd]

EVAGELIST:      

Oh sweet speaking voice of God, you have come to glorious Thebes, but what is your intent? My fearful heart twists on the rack and shakes with fear. O child of golden Hope speak to me!

Our city dies—we’ve lost count of all the dead. Her sons lie in the dirt unpitied, unlamented.  Corpses spread the pestilence, while youthful wives and grey-haired mothers wail everywhere and cry in supplication.

O God send your support and strength, your lovely countenance!

[OEDIPUS crosses to the podium]

OEDIPUS: [to the television cameras and crew]

Ladies and Gentlemen, my wife Jocasta, and General Creon. 

I now proclaim whoever among you knows the man who                              murdered Laius, I order him to reveal it all to me.

But if he remains quiet, if anyone, through fear, hides himself or a friend of his against my orders, your fate is sealed.  For I decree

that no one in this land, in which I rule as your own king, shall give that killer shelter or talk to him, whoever he may be.  Ban him from your homes, every one of you, for he is our pollution, as the oracle has revealed.

And I pray, whoever the man is who did this crime, one unknown person acting on his own or with companions, the worst of agonies will wear out his wretched life. But now I possess the ruling power which Laius held in earlier days. I have his bed and wife—So now I will fight on Lauis’ behalf, as if this matter concerned my father, and I will strive to do everything I can to find him, the man who spilled his blood.

May God’s justice be our ally.

[EXUENT except for OEDIPUS and ADVISORS]

SENIOR ADVISOR: 

May I then suggest what seems to me the next best course of action?

OEDIPUS:                                           

Of course, and if there is a third course, too, don’t hesitate

to let me know.

SENIOR ADVISOR:                         

Our lord, Teiresias, I know, can see into things. From her, my king, a man investigating this might well find out the details of the crime.

OEDIPUS: 

I’ve taken care of that—it’s not something I could overlook. At Creon’s urging, I have sent for her.

ADVISOR #2:                         

Apart from that, there are rumors—but inconclusive ones                                          

from a long time ago.

OEDIPUS:                                           

What kind of rumours?

ADVISOR #3:                         

It was said that Laius was killed by certain travellers.

OEDIPUS: 

Yes, I heard as much. But no one has seen the one who did it.

ADVISOR #4:                   

Well, if the killer has any fears, once he hears your curses on him,

he will not hold back, for they are serious.

OEDIPUS: 

When a man has no fear of doing the act, he’s not afraid of words.

SENIOR ADVISOR:                   

No, not in the case where no one stands there to convict him.

[Enter TEIRESIAS]

OEDIPUS:                                                       

Teiresias, you who understand all things—what can be taught

and what cannot be spoken of, what goes on in heaven and here on the earth—you know, although you cannot see, how sick our state is, we find in you alone, our great seer, our shield and saviour. 

TEIRESIAS: 

Ah. . . How dreadful it can be to have wisdom when it brings no benefit to the person possessing it. 

OEDIPUS: 

What’s wrong? You’ve come, but seem so sad.

TEIRESIAS: 

Let me go home. You must bear yours to the very end, and I will carry mine.

OEDIPUS:                               

What you are saying . . . you cannot deny us your prophetic voice.

TEIRESIAS: 

I see your words are also out of place. I do not speak for fear of doing the same.

OEDIPUS: 

If you know something, then, by heaven, do not turn away.

TEIRESIAS: 

You are all ignorant. I will not reveal the troubling things inside me, which I can call your grief as well.

OEDIPUS:                               

What are you saying?

TEIRESIAS: 

I will cause neither me, nor you distress.  Why do you vainly question me like this?  You will not learn a thing from me.

OEDIPUS: 

You are most disgraceful. Will you not speak out? Will your stubbornness never have an end?

TEIRESIAS:                               

You blame my temper, but do not see the one which lives within you. Instead, you are finding fault with me.

OEDIPUS: 

What man who listened to these words of yours would not be enraged—you insult the city!

TEIRESIAS: 

Yet events will still unfold, for all my silence.

OEDIPUS: 

Since they will come, you must inform me.

TEIRESIAS: 

I will say nothing more. Fume on about it, if you wish, as fiercely as you can.                          

OEDIPUS: 

I will. 

TEIRESIAS: 

Is that so? Then I would ask you to stand by the very words which you yourself proclaimed, and from now on not speak to me or these men. For the accursed polluter of this land is you.

OEDIPUS: 

You dare to utter shameful words like this? Do you think you can get away with it?

TEIRESIAS: 

I am getting away with it. The truth within me makes me strong.

OEDIPUS:                               

What?

TEIRESIAS:                         

I say that you yourself are the very man you’re looking for.

OEDIPUS: 

That’s twice you’ve stated that disgraceful lie—something you’ll regret.

TEIRESIAS:                         

Shall I tell you more, so you can grow even more enraged?

I say that with your dearest family, unknown to you, you are living in disgrace.  You have no idea how bad things are.

OEDIPUS: 

Do you really think you can just speak out, say things like this, and still remain unpunished?

TEIRESIAS: 

Yes, I can, if the truth has any strength.

OEDIPUS: 

It does, but not for you. Truth is not in you--for your ears, your mind, your eyes are blind!

TEIRESIAS: 

You are a wretched fool to use harsh words, which all men soon enough will use to curse you.

OEDIPUS: 

Is this something Creon has devised, or is it your invention?

TEIRESIAS:                         

Creon is no threat. You have made this trouble on your own.

OEDIPUS: 

Creon, my old trusted family friend, has secretly conspired to overthrow me. But I think you and your conspirator in this will regret trying to usurp the state. If you did not look so old, you’d find the punishment your arrogance deserves.

SENIOR ADVISOR: 

This is not what we need.  We should be investigating the oracle’s decree.

TEIRESIAS: 

You may be king, but I do not have to answer you—and I control that right, for I am not your slave. I serve the oracle and thus will never stand with Creon.

So I say this to you, since you have chosen to insult my blindness—

you have your eyesight, and you do not see how miserable you are, or where you live, or who it is who shares your household. So go on— keep insulting Creon and my prophecies, for among all living mortals no one will be destroyed more wretchedly than you.

OEDIPUS: 

Must I tolerate this insolence from her?

TEIRESIAS: 

I would not have come, but you summoned me.

OEDIPUS: 

I did not know you would speak so stupidly.

TEIRESIAS:                               

I was born like this. You think I am a fool, but to your parents, the ones who made you, I was wise enough.

OEDIPUS: 

My parents? 

TEIRESIAS: 

This day will reveal much and destroy you.

OEDIPUS: 

Everything you speak is all so cryptic--like a riddle.

TEIRESIAS:                  

 Well, in solving riddles, are you not the best there is?

OEDIPUS:    

Get out!                                 

TEIRESIAS:

I will go, but first I shall tell you why I came.                                          

I do not fear the face of your displeasure—there is no way you can destroy me. I tell you, the man you have been seeking all this time,

while proclaiming threats and issuing orders about the one who murdered Laius—that man is here. According to reports, it is a stranger who lives here in Thebes. But he will prove to be a native Theban. From that change he will derive no pleasure. He will be blind, although he now can see.             

He will be poor, although he now is rich. He will set off for a foreign country, groping the ground before him with a stick. And he will turn out to be the brother of the children in his house—their father, too, both at once, and the husband and the son of the very woman who gave birth to them. He sowed the same womb as his father and murdered him. Go--think on this.  If you discover I have spoken falsely, you can say I lack all skill in prophecy.

[Exit TEIRESIAS. OEDIPUS turns and Exits]

SENIOR ADVISOR: 

I have never heard of any quarrelling between these two before.

ADVISOR #3:

But who is the man, the one who with Laius’ blood on his hands? 

ADVISOR #2:

Teiresias stirs up my fears.  I cannot approve of what she said and yet, I cannot deny it.

ADVISOR #4:

But until I see the words confirmed, I will not approve of any person

who censures Oedipus. 

[Enter CREON]

CREON: 

I have just discovered that Oedipus has leveled charges against me, disturbing allegations.

SENIOR ADVISOR:                         

Perhaps he charged you, spurred on by the rash power of his rage,

rather than his mind’s true judgment.

CREON: 

Was it publicized that my opinions convinced Teiresias to utter lies?                                               

ADVISOR #4: 

That’s what was said. I have no idea just what that meant.

CREON:                                     

Did he accuse me in a normal state of mind?

SENIOR ADVISOR:                         

I do not know

[Enter OEDIPUS]

OEDIPUS:                               

You! How did you get here? Has your face grown so bold you now come to my own home—you who are obviously the murderer of the man whose house it was, a thief who clearly wants to steal my throne?

CREON: 

At least first listen to what I have to say.

OEDIPUS: 

Ah—you have betrayed me.

CREON: 

How?

OEDIPUS: 

Did you or did you not persuade me to send for Teiresias?

CREON: 

Yes. And I’d still give you the same advice.

OEDIPUS: 

How long is it since Laius . . . [pauses]

CREON:                                                             

Did what?  What’s Laius got to do with anything?

OEDIPUS:

 . . . since Laius was carried off and disappeared, since he was killed so brutally?                                               

CREON:                                          

That was long ago.

OEDIPUS:                                           

At that time, was Teiresias skilled in prophecy?

CREON: 

Then, as now. 

OEDIPUS: 

And back then did she ever mention me?              

CREON: 

No, never—not while I was with her.

OEDIPUS: 

Did you not investigate the killing?

CREON: 

Yes, of course we did. But we found nothing.

OEDIPUS: 

So you say.

CREON: 

What? If I really do know something I will not deny it.

OEDIPUS:                                                        

If Teiresias were not working with you, she would not name me               as the one who murdered Laius.

CREON:                                                 

If she says this, well, you’re the one who knows. But let me ask you a few questions.

OEDIPUS: 

Ask all you want. You’ll not prove that I’m the murderer.

CREON:                                     

Then tell me this—are you not married to my sister?

OEDIPUS: 

I don’t deny that.

CREON: 

And you two rule this land as equals?

OEDIPUS: 

Whatever she desires, she gets from me.

CREON: 

And am I not third, equal to you both?

OEDIPUS: 

That’s what makes your friendship so deceitful.

CREON: 

No, not if you think this through, as I do. First, consider this. In your view, would anyone prefer to rule and have to cope with fear

rather than live in peace, carefree and safe, if his powers were the same? I, for one, have no natural desire to be king. How can being a king be sweeter to me than royal power without anxiety? 

If you want proof of this, then go to the oracle.  Ask the oracle if I brought back to you exactly what was said. At that point, if you discover I have planned something, that I’ve conspired with Teiresias, arrest me and have me put to death, not just on your own authority, but on mine as well, a double judgment. Do not condemn me on an unproved charge. It's not fair to judge these things by guesswork, to assume bad men are good or good men bad.                                   

Give it some time. Then you’ll see clearly, since only time can fully validate a man who’s true. A bad man is exposed in just one day.

SENIOR ADVISOR: 

For a man concerned about being killed, my lord, he has spoken eloquently. 

OEDIPUS: 

If some conspirator moves against me, in secret and with speed, I must be quick to make my counter plans. If I just rest and wait for him to act, then he’ll succeed in what he wants to do, and I’ll be finished.

CREON: 

What do you want—to exile?

OEDIPUS: 

No. I want you to die.

CREON: 

You are determined not to change your mind or listen to me?

OEDIPUS:                               

You’ll not convince me, for there’s no way that I can trust you.

CREON: 

I can see that you’ve become unbalanced.

OEDIPUS: 

I’m sane enough to defend my interests.                

CREON: 

You should be protecting mine as well.

OEDIPUS: 

But you’re a treacherous man. It’s your nature.

CREON: 

What if you are wrong?

OEDIPUS:                                     

I still have to govern.

CREON: 

Not if you do it badly.

SENIOR ADVISOR:                         

Gentlemen, an end to this. The First Lady is coming.

[Enter JOCASTA]

JOCASTA: 

You foolish men, why are you arguing? With our land so sick, are you not ashamed to start a private fight? You, Oedipus, go in the house, and you, Creon, return to yours. Why blow up a trivial matter into something huge?

CREON: 

Your husband Oedipus intends to punish me in one of two dreadful ways—to banish me from my fathers’ country arrest me and then have me killed.

OEDIPUS:                                                 

That’s right.  I caught him committing treason, conspiring against my authority.

CREON: 

Let me not prosper but die a man accursed, if I have done what you accuse me of.

JOCASTA:                                                       

Oedipus, trust him in this. Respect that oath he made before all heaven—do it for my sake and for those around you.

ADVISOR #2: 

I beg you, my lord, consent to this—agree with her.                                                                                     

OEDIPUS:                                     

What is it then you’re asking me to do?

SENIOR ADVISOR:             

Pay Creon due respect. He has not been foolish in the past, and now                            that oath he’s sworn has power.

OEDIPUS:                                     

Are you aware just what you’re asking?

SENIOR ADVISOR:                         

Yes. I understand.

OEDIPUS: 

Then tell me exactly what you’re saying.

SENIOR ADVISOR: 

Do not accuse a friend based on a story, which may not be true.

OEDIPUS: 

By this point you should clearly understand when you request this, what you are doing--seeking to exile me from Thebes or kill me.

SENIOR ADVISOR: 

No, no.  We cannot have the two of you add new problems to the existing ones. 

OEDIPUS: 

Let him go, then, even though it’s clear I must be killed or sent from here in exile, forced out in disgrace. I have been moved                                       to act compassionately by what you said, not by Creon’s words. 

CREON:                               

You are obstinate—obviously unhappy to concede, and when you lose your temper, you go too far. But men like that find it most difficult to tolerate themselves. In that there’s justice.

OEDIPUS: 

Why not go—just leave me alone?

CREON:                                                       

I’ll leave—since I see you do not understand me. But your advisors here know I’m a reasonable man.

[Exit CREON, leaving OEDIPUS and JOCASTA and the ADVISORS on stage]

ADVISOR #3: 

Lady, will you escort our king inside?

JOCASTA: 

Yes, once I have learned what happened here.

SENIOR ADVISOR:                                           

They talked—their words gave rise to uninformed suspicions, an all-consuming lack of proper justice.

JOCASTA: 

From both of them?

ADVISOR #2:                   

Yes.

JOCASTA:                                           

Oedipus, what caused this fight?

OEDIPUS: [ignoring JOCASTA; to SENIOR ADVISOR]                                  

Now do you see the point you’ve reached, thanks to your noble wish to dissolve and dull my firmer purpose?

SENIOR ADVISOR: 

Sir, I have said it before, you must know it would have been quite mad if I abandoned you.  Why when this country was in great trouble it was you who set it right again and who, in these hard times should prove a trusty guide.

JOCASTA: 

What brings you to this place of unremitting rage? 

OEDIPUS: 

It’s Creon’s fault. He conspired against me.

JOCASTA: 

How so?

OEDIPUS: 

Creon claims that I’m the murderer—that I killed Laius.

JOCASTA:                   

Does he know this first hand, or has he picked it up from someone else?

OEDIPUS: 

No. He set up that treasonous prophet. What he says himself sounds innocent.

JOCASTA: 

All right, forget about those things you’ve said. You must understand no human being has skill in prophecy. Listen, King Laius once received a prophecy. It said Laius was fated to be killed by a child conceived by him and me.

Now, at least according to the story, one day Laius was killed by foreigners, by robbers, at a place where three roads meet. Besides, before our child was three days old, Laius fused his ankles tight together and ordered other men to throw him out on a mountain rock where no one ever goes.

And so the prophetic plan that our son would become the one who killed his father didn’t work, and Laius never suffered what he feared, that his own son would be his murderer, although that’s what the oracle had claimed.                             

So don’t concern yourself with prophecies. 

OEDIPUS: 

As I listen to these words of yours, my soul is shaken, my mind confused . . .

JOCASTA: 

Why do you say that? What’s worrying you?

OEDIPUS: 

I thought I heard you say that Laius was murdered at a place where three roads meet.                              

JOCASTA: 

That’s what was said and people still believe.

OEDIPUS: 

Where is this place? Where did it happen?                  

JOCASTA: 

In Phocis. Two roads lead there—one from Delphi and one from Daulia.

OEDIPUS: 

How long is it since these events took place?

JOCASTA: 

The story was reported in the city just before you took over royal power here in Thebes.

OEDIPUS:                   

Oh . . .

JOCASTA:                                                 

What is it, Oedipus? Why is your spirit so troubled?

OEDIPUS:                                           

Not yet, no questions yet. Tell me this—Laius, how tall was he? How old a man?                                        

JOCASTA: 

He was big—his hair was turning white. In shape he was not all that unlike you.

OEDIPUS: 

I may have just set myself under a dreadful curse without my knowledge!

JOCASTA: 

What do you mean? As I look at you, my king, I start to tremble.

OEDIPUS:                               

I am afraid, full of terrible fears the prophet sees. But you can reveal this better if you now will tell me one thing more.

JOCASTA:                                     

Of course I will answer you.

OEDIPUS: 

Did Laius have a small escort with him or a troop of soldiers, like a royal king?

JOCASTA: 

Five men, including a herald, went with him. A carriage carried Laius. 

OEDIPUS:                                                   

It’s all too clear! Lady, who told you this?

JOCASTA: 

A servant—the only one who got away, he came back here.

OEDIPUS:                         

Is there any chance he’s in our household now?

JOCASTA:                                                    

No. Once he returned and understood that you had now assumed the power of slaughtered Laius, he begged me to send him off to where our animals graze out in the fields, and so I sent him.

OEDIPUS: 

I’d like him to return back here to us, and quickly, too.

[JOCASTA speaks with one of the aides.  Aide exits.]

JOCASTA:                               

It is being arranged—but why is this so important?

OEDIPUS: 

Lady, I’m afraid I may have said too much.  That’s why I want to see him here in front of me.

JOCASTA: 

Then he will be here. But now, my lord, I deserve to know why you are so distressed.                       

OEDIPUS:

I will not keep them from you, for who is there I should confide in rather than in you.

[Lights slowly transition and become fixated just on OEDIPUS]

My father was Polybus of Corinth, my mother Merope, a Dorian. There I was regarded as the finest man in all the city, until, as chance would have it,something really astonishing took place, though it was not worth what it caused me to do.

At a dinner there a man who was quite drunk who began to shout at me, claiming I was not my father’s real son.  This troubled me, for a day at least  I said nothing, though it was difficult.  The next day I went to my parents and asked them about the accusation.  Although my parents denied the claim, I still felt uneasy.  And so I set off in secret to the oracle.

I didn’t tell my mother or my father.  The oracle did not answer my question about my birthright, rather she uttered monstrous things,                                

strange terrors and horrific miseries--it was my fate to defile my mother’s bed, to bring forth to men a human family that people could not bear to look upon, to murder the father who engendered me.

[Lights begin to become dream-like, and the narration becomes acted out in a nightmarish pantomime]

When I heard that, I ran away from Corinth. I went to other lands, so I would never see that prophecy fulfilled, the abomination of my evil fate.

In my traveling I came across that place in which you say your king was murdered. And now, lady, I will tell you the truth.                                               

As I was on the move, I passed close by a spot where three roads meet, and in that place I met a herald and a man like you described.

The guide there tried to force me off the road—and the old man, too, got personally involved. In my rage, I lashed out at the driver, who was shoving me aside. The old man struck me on my head with his double whip.

Well, I retaliated in good measure—I hit him a quick blow with the staff I held.  He lay there on his back. Then I killed them all. I killed them all! 

[Lights transition back to normalcy]

If that stranger was somehow linked to Laius, who is now more unfortunate than me?

SENIOR ADVISOR: 

Sir, you must sustain your hope until you hear the servant who was present at the time.

OEDIPUS:

I do have some hope left, at least enough to wait for the man we’ve summoned from the fields.

JOCASTA: 

Once he comes, what do you hope to hear?

OEDIPUS: 

I’ll tell you. If we discover what he says matches what you say, then I’ll escape disaster.

JOCASTA:

What was so remarkable in what I said?

OEDIPUS: 

You said that in his story the man claimed Laius was murdered by a band of thieves. If he still says that there were several men, then I was not the killer. But if he says it was a single man, then I’m the one responsible for this.

JOCASTA: 

Well, that’s certainly what he reported then. But even if he changes that old news, he cannot ever demonstrate, my lord, that Laius’ murder fits the prophecy. For the oracle clearly said the man would die at the hands of an infant born from me. Now, how did that unhappy son of ours kill Laius, when he’d perished long before?

OEDIPUS: 

You’re right in what you say. But nonetheless, send for that peasant. Don’t fail to do that.

JOCASTA: 

He has already been sent for, my love.  Go inside and rest.

[OEDIPUS exits.]

JOCASTA: 

I can do nothing more for him with my advice, and so, God, I come to you, a suppliant, with prayers for you to find some way of cleansing what corrupts us.

[Enter A MESSENGER enters, an older woman]

MESSENGER: 

Strangers, can you tell me where I find the house of Oedipus, your king? Better yet, if you know, can you tell me where he is?

JOCASTA:

I am the wife of Oedipus, and the mother of his children.  You have found your way to our home. But tell us now why you have come. Do you seek information, or do you wish to give us some report?

MESSENGER: 

Lady, I have good news for your whole house—and for your husband, too.

JOCASTA:                                     

What news is that? Where have you come from?

MESSENGER:                         

I’ve come from Corinth.  I’ll give you my report at once, and then you will, no doubt, be glad, although perhaps you will be sad, as well.

JOCASTA:                                     

What is your news? How can it have two such effects at once?

MESSENGER: 

The people who live there, will make Oedipus their king.  They have announced it.                                                                

JOCASTA:                                     

What are you saying?  Is Polybus no longer king?

MESSENGER: 

No. He’s dead and in his grave.

JOCASTA:                                      

What?  Oedipus’ father has died?

MESSENGER:                              

Yes.

JOCASTA: [to a secret service man]                  

Call for your master.

[AIDE speaks into earpiece/hand set]

Oh, Oedipus has for so long been afraid that he would murder him. He ran away. Now Polybus has died, killed by fate and not by Oedipus.

[Enter OEDIPUS]

OEDIPUS:                                           

Jocasta why have you summoned me?

JOCASTA: 

You must hear this woman, and as you listen, decide for yourself what these prophecies, these solemn proclamations from the oracle amount to.

OEDIPUS:                         

Who is this woman? What report does she have for me?

JOCASTA:

Shh!!!

MESSENGER: 

Sir, Polybus, your father, has passed away.

OEDIPUS:                                     

By treachery, or was it the result of some disease?                                         

MESSENGER: 

From old age, sir.

OEDIPUS: 

Alas! Indeed, lady, why should any man pay due reverence to the oracle? For I was told that I was going to murder my own father. But now he’s dead and lies beneath the earth, and I am here. I never touched my spear.                                 

JOCASTA:                               

Was I not the one who predicted this some time ago?

OEDIPUS:                                     

You did, but then I was misguided by my fears.

JOCASTA: 

You must not keep on filling up your heart with all these things.

OEDIPUS:                               

But my mother’s bed--I am afraid of that. And surely I should be?                              

JOCASTA:                                                       

But still, your father’s death is a great comfort to us.

OEDIPUS: 

Yes, it is good, I know. But I do fear that lady—she is still alive.

MESSENGER:                         

This one you fear, what kind of woman is she?

OEDIPUS:                                     

Old woman, her name is Merope, wife to Polybus.                                                  

MESSENGER: 

And what in her makes you so fearful?

OEDIPUS                                               

Stranger, a dreadful prophecy sent from God.

MESSENGER: 

Is it well known? Or something private, which another person has no right to know?

OEDIPUS: 

No, no. It’s public knowledge. It was once said that I would marry my own mother and shed my father’s blood with my own hands. That’s why, many years ago, I left my home in Corinth. 

MESSENGER: 

And because you were afraid of her you stayed away from Corinth?

OEDIPUS:                                           

And because I did not want to be my father’s killer.

MESSENGER: 

My lord, since I came to make you happy, why don’t I relieve you of this fear?

OEDIPUS: 

You would receive from me a worthy thanks.

MESSENGER: 

That’s really why I came—so your return might prove a benefit to me back home.

OEDIPUS: 

But I will never go back to my parents.

MESSENGER: 

Are you aware these fears of yours are groundless?

OEDIPUS: 

And why is that? If I was born their child . . .

MESSENGER: 

Because you and Polybus were not related.

OEDIPUS: 

What do you mean? Was not Polybus my father?

MESSENGER: 

He was as much your father as this man here, no more, no less.

OEDIPUS:                         

But how can any man who means nothing to me be the same as my own father?

MESSENGER:                               

But Polybus was not your father, no more than I am.                                             

OEDIPUS: 

Then why did he call me his son?

MESSENGER:                                     

If you must know, he received you many years ago as a gift. I gave you to him.

OEDIPUS:                         

He really loved me. How could he if I came from someone else?

MESSENGER: 

Well, before you came, he had no children—that made him love you.

OEDIPUS:                   

When you gave me to him, had you bought me or found me by accident?

MESSENGER: 

I found you in the forest valleys.

OEDIPUS: 

What were you doing wandering up there?

MESSENGER: 

I was looking after flocks of sheep.

OEDIPUS: 

You were a shepherdess, just a hired servant roaming here and there?

MESSENGER:                         

Yes, my son, I was. But at that time I was the one who saved you.                                    

OEDIPUS: 

When you picked me up and took me off, what sort of suffering was I going through?

MESSENGER: 

The ankles on your feet could tell you that.

OEDIPUS: 

Ah, my old misfortune. Why mention that?

MESSENGER: 

Your ankles had been pierced and tied together. I set them free.

OEDIPUS:                               

My dreadful mark of shame—I’ve had that scar there since I was a child.

MESSENGER: 

That’s why fortune gave you your very name, the one which you still carry.

OEDIPUS:                                                 

Tell me, in the name of heaven, why did my parents, my father or my mother, do this to me?

MESSENGER: 

I don’t know. The man who gave you to me knows more of that than I do.

OEDIPUS:                               

You mean to say you got me from someone else? It wasn’t you who stumbled on me?

MESSENGER:                               

No, it wasn’t me. A shepherd gave you to me.                                                      

OEDIPUS:                                                 

Who? Who was he? Do you know? Can you tell me any details, ones you know for certain?

MESSENGER: 

Well, I think he was one of Laius’ servants—that’s what people said.

OEDIPUS:                                     

You mean king Laius, the one who ruled this country years ago?

MESSENGER: 

That’s right. He was one of the king’s shepherds.

OEDIPUS: 

Is he still alive? Can I still see him?             

MESSENGER: 

You people live here. You’d best answer that.

OEDIPUS: [turning to the ADVISORS]  

Do any of you here now know the man, this shepherd she describes? 

SENIOR ADVISOR:                   

The man she mentioned is, I think, the very peasant from the fields you wanted to see earlier. But of this Jocasta could tell more than anyone.

OEDIPUS: 

Lady, do you know the man we sent for—just minutes ago—the one we summoned here? Is he the one this messenger refers to?

JOCASTA: 

Why ask me what he means? Forget all that. There’s no point in trying to sort out what he said.

OEDIPUS: 

With all these indications of the truth here in my grasp, I cannot end this now. I must reveal the details of my birth.

JOCASTA: 

No! If you have some concern for your own life, then stop! Do not keep investigating this. I will suffer—that will be enough.

OEDIPUS: 

Be brave. Even if I should turn out to be born from a shameful mother, whose family for three generations have been slaves, you will still have your noble lineage.

JOCASTA: 

Listen to me, I beg you. Do not do this.

OEDIPUS: 

I will not be convinced I should not learn the whole truth of what these facts amount to.

JOCASTA: 

But I care about your own well being—what I tell you is for your benefit.                                             

OEDIPUS: 

What you’re telling me for my own good just brings me more distress.

JOCASTA:                               

Oh, you unhappy man! May you never find out who you really are!

OEDIPUS: [to ADVISORS] 

Go, one of you, and bring that shepherd here. Leave the lady to enjoy her noble family.                                          

JOCASTA: 

Alas, you poor miserable man! There’s nothing more that I can say to you. And now I’ll never speak again.

[JOCASTA exits]

ADVISOR #2: 

Why has the queen rushed off, Oedipus?

OEDIPUS:    

Perhaps my queen is now ashamed of me and of my insignificant origin—she likes to play the noble lady.

[Enter SERVANT, an old shepherd]

OEDIPUS: 

Stranger from Corinth, let me first ask you--is this the man you mentioned?

MESSENGER:                                                 

Yes, he is—he’s the man you see in front of you.                                                  

OEDIPUS: 

You, old man, over here. Look at me. Now answer what I ask. Some time ago did you work for Laius?

SERVANT:                                           

Yes, as a slave. But I was not bought. I grew up in his house.

OEDIPUS: 

How did you live? What was the work you did?

SERVANT: 

Most of my life I’ve spent looking after sheep.

OEDIPUS: 

Where? In what particular areas?

SERVANT: 

Around the forest valleys and the neighboring lands.                   

OEDIPUS: 

Do you know if you came across this woman anywhere up there?

SERVANT:                                     

Doing what?  What man do you mean?

OEDIPUS:                         

The woman over here—this one. Have you ever run into her?                                                 

SERVANT: 

Right now I can’t say I remember her.

MESSENGER: 

My lord, that’s surely not surprising. Let me refresh his failing memory.  I think he will remember all too well the time we spent around the forest valleys. I was with him there for six months at a stretch.

SERVANT: 

You speak the truth. But it was long ago.

MESSENGER: 

All right, then. Now, tell me if you recall how you gave me a child, an infant boy, for me to raise as my own foster son.

SERVANT: 

What? Why ask about that?

MESSENGER:                   

This man here, my friend, was that young child back then.

SERVANT:                                     

Damn you! Can’t you keep quiet about it!

OEDIPUS:                               

Don’t criticize her. What you have said is more objectionable than her account.

SERVANT: 

My noble master, what have I done wrong?

OEDIPUS: 

You did not tell us of that infant boy, the one she asked about.

SERVANT:                               

That’s what she says, but she knows nothing—a useless busybody.

OEDIPUS: 

If you won’t tell us of your own free will, once you are in custody, you will talk.                                   

SERVANT: 

You would torture an old man!

OEDIPUS: 

Seize this man.

SERVANT: 

Why are you doing this? It’s too much for me!  What is it you want to know?

OEDIPUS:                               

That child she mentioned—did you give it to him?

SERVANT:                                     

I did. How I wish I’d died that day!

OEDIPUS:                   

Well, you’re going to die if you don’t speak the truth.

SERVANT:                                           

And if I do, there’s an even greater chance that I’ll be killed.

OEDIPUS: 

It seems to me the man is trying to stall.                               

SERVANT: 

No, no, I’m not. I’ve already told you—I did give her the child.

OEDIPUS:                               

Where did you get it? Did it come from your home or somewhere else?

SERVANT: 

It was not mine—I got it from someone.

OEDIPUS: 

Which of our citizens? Whose home was it?

SERVANT: 

In the name of all that’s good, my lord, don’t ask! Please, no more questions!

OEDIPUS:                         

If I have to ask again, then you will die.

SERVANT:                   

The child was born in Laius’ house.

OEDIPUS: 

From a slave or from some relative of his?

SERVANT: 

Alas, what I’m about to say now . . . it’s horrible.

OEDIPUS:                  

And I’m about to hear it.  But nonetheless I have to know this.

SERVANT: 

If you must know, they said the child was his. But your wife inside the palace is the one who could best tell you what was going on.

OEDIPUS: 

You mean my wife gave the child to you?

[We hear JOCASTA weeping]

SERVANT:                                                 

Yes, my lord.

OEDIPUS: 

Why did she do that?

SERVANT:                                     

So I would kill it.

OEDIPUS: 

Oh heartless mother!

[More JOCASTA weeping]

SERVANT:                                                             

Yes. She was afraid of dreadful prophecies.

OEDIPUS: 

What sort of prophecies?

SERVANT:                                           

The story went that he would kill his father.

[A horrible cry from JOCASTA]

OEDIPUS:                                     

If that was true, why did you give the child to this old woman?

SERVANT: 

I pitied the boy, master, and I thought she’d take the child off to a foreign land where she was from. But she rescued him, only to save him for the greatest grief of all. For if you’re the one this woman says you are you know your birth carried an awful fate.

[OEDIPUS stunned, emits a pean and exits]

REPORTER:

This is TNC reporter XXXX once again reporting live from outside the royal compound where it has now been confirmed that Lady Jocasta has committed suicide.  I repeat, Lady Jocasta has committed suicide.  Sources say that the first lady was found in her private bedroom suite, where she allegedly hung herself.  This tragic event culminates after a series of allegations, which has rocked the royal family and the country to its core.  Fundamental concerns regarding the lineage of the current ruling family is in question.  These revelations have reeked havoc in the country’s financial district and has sent the global economy into a tailspin.  Sources say that King Oedipus will abdicate his royal throne in a news conference in just a few minutes.  It is also rumored that King Oedipus has inflicted upon himself some form of self-mutilation, however, these reports are yet to be substantiated.  

[OEDIPUS Enters]

REPORTER: 

This is indeed an awful fate for human eyes to witness, an appalling sight—one of the worst I’ve ever seen.  One can only imagine the madness which overtook this charismatic King.

REPORTER #2: 

In your distress it’s not astonishing you bear a double load of suffering, a double load of pain.

OEDIPUS:                              

 Ah, my friends, so you still care for me, as always, and with patience nurse me now I’m blind. Alas! Alas! You are not hidden from me—I recognize you all too clearly. Though I am blind, I know all of your voices so well.

REPORTER #3: 

You have carried out many dreadful things—did you do this deed yourself?                        

OEDIPUS:                         

The hand which stabbed out my eyes was mine alone. In my wretched life, why should I have eyes when nothing I could see would bring me joy?

I would not have come to kill my father, and men would not see in me the husband of the woman who gave birth to me. Now I am abandoned by the gods, the son of a corrupted mother, conceiving children with the woman who gave me my own miserable life. If there is some suffering more serious than all the rest, then it too belongs in the fate of Oedipus.

May God bless you and our country.

SENIOR ADVISOR:                   

I do not believe what you did to yourself is for the best. Better to be dead than alive and blind.

OEDIPUS: 

Don’t tell me what I’ve done is not the best. And from now on spare me your advice.  

REPORTER: 

I have just been told that General Creon is going to make an announcement. With King Oedipus gone he’s the only one who’s left to act as guardian of Thebes.

[Enter Creon]

CREON: 

Oedipus, I have not come here to mock or blame you for disasters in the past. 

OEDIPUS: 

You are acting now so differently from what I would expect and have come here to treat me graciously, the very worst of men, do what I ask.  I will speak for your own benefit, not mine.

CREON: 

What are you so keen to get from me?

OEDIPUS: 

Cast me out as quickly as you can, away from Thebes, to a place where no one, no living human being, will cross my path.

CREON:

That is something I could do, of course, but first I wish to know what the oracle says about what I should do. For even you must now trust in the oracle.           

OEDIPUS: Yes, I do. 

[Enter some SERVANTS who bring on the children of Oedipus]

What’s this? By God in heaven I hear something—is it my children crying . . . ? Has Creon taken pity on me and sent out the children, my dear treasures? Is that what’s happening?

CREON:                                     

Yes. I sent for them. I know the joy they’ve always given you—the joy which you feel now.

OEDIPUS:                                     

I wish you well. And for this act, may the god watch over you and treat you better than he treated me. Ah, my children, where are you? Come here, come into my arms—you are my brothers and sisters now. 

Promise me, Creon, you will extend your hand to them. Now send me away to live outside of Thebes.

CREON: 

Only the oracle can give you what you ask.

OEDIPUS: 

But I’ve become abhorrent to the gods.

CREON: 

Then you should quickly get what you desire. However, do not try to be in charge of everything. Your life has lost the power you once had.

[CREON, OEDIPUS, ANTIGONE, ISMENE, ETOCLES, POLYNEICES and ATTENDANTS all EXIT]

REPORTER: 

Residents of Thebes, our native land, look on this man, this Oedipus, the one who understood that celebrated riddle. He was the most powerful of men. All citizens who witnessed this man’s wealth were envious. Now what a surging tide of terrible disaster sweeps around him. So while we wait to see that final day, we cannot call a mortal being happy before he’s passed beyond life free from pain.  

What the future will bring, only time can tell.     

As the REPORTER begins the last speech, we see a cloaked individual (TEIRESIAS) cross to center stage.  On the word “time” of “only TIME will tell” the disc is taken off the oracle and light shoots out of the ground.  

A MOVEMENT PIECE ensues with the following images:

Oedipus leaving Thebes

The children of Oedipus growing up

The sons, Etocles and Polynieces – they begin a simple struggle with supporters for each; this exercise grows in number and intensity until it literally explodes into an all out war 

REPORTER:

Residents of Thebes.  The sons of Oedipus, in a feud over the ruling power of the country, have waged war with one another.  May God protect our country and our people.

The war continues until both men, Etocles and Polynieces, die at the hand of the other.

At the moment the double death is realized, the disc is slammed back onto the oracle by TEIRESIAS and the stage immediately goes black with a sound of deafening madness.

REPORTER:

The curse of Oedipus continues to rear its ugly head, as both sons of Oedipus, Etocles and Polynieces are now believed to be dead.  The intricate play for power erupted in a fraternal war.  It pitted them one against the other--Man for man, blow for blow—in this upheaval the country is seemingly without a ruling entity, however, sources say that Creon, brother-in-law to Oedipus and uncle to the slain brothers will be making a statement in a few minutes.  At this time we have yet to hear from either Lady Antigone or Lady Ismene, the other two children of the late King Oedipus.  General Creon is now approaching the press area where he will be making his prepared statement.

[Enter CREON, EURYDICE, ADVISORS, and multiple REPORTERS and MEDIA PERSONNEL]

CREON: [directly to the cameras]

Ladies and gentlemen, my wife Eurydice, and revered counsel, after much tossing of our ship of state,  God has safely set things right again. I speak to you all because I know how well you showed respect for the eternal power of the throne, first with Laius and again with Oedipus. When he died, you stood by his children, firm in loyalty.  Now his sons have perished in a single double blow.

And so I have the throne, all royal power, for I’m the one most closely linked by blood to those who have been killed.  It’s impossible really know a man, to know his soul, his mind and will, before one witnesses his skill in governing and making laws.

For me, a man who rules the entire state and does not take the best advice there is, but through fear keeps his mouth forever shut, such a man is the very worst of men—and always will be. And a man who thinks more highly of a friend than of his country, well, he means nothing to me. Let God know, I would not stay silent if I saw disaster moving here against the citizens, a threat to their security. For anyone who acts against the state, its enemy, I’d never make my friend. 

That’s why I’m announcing to all citizens my orders for the sons of Oedipus—                                        

Eteocles, who perished in the fight to save our city, the best and bravest of our spearmen, will have the state’s highest burial.  As for his brother—that Polyneices, who returned from exile, eager to wipe out his ancestral city—for him, the proclamation in the state declares he’ll have no burial mound, no funeral rites, and no lament. He’ll be left unburied, his body there for the birds and dogs to eat.  

That’s my decision. For I’ll never act to respect an evil man with honors in preference to a man who’s acted well. Anyone who’s well disposed towards our state, alive or dead, that man I will respect.                                                    

May God protect us from further terror.

[Exit REPORTERS and MEDIA PERSONNEL]

CREON: [to a secret service man]

See to it then, and act as guardians of what’s been proclaimed.

Assign men to oversee the corpse.

SENIOR ADVISOR:

Then what remains that you would have us do?                            

CREON:

Do not yield to those who contravene my orders.  Eurydice.

[Exit CREON and entourage]

REPORTER:

General Creon has ascended the throne through a self-proclamation.  According to the General, rather King Creon, he expects “to protect the state at all costs.” 

[Enter ANTIGONE and ISMENE.  Exit REPORTER]

ANTIGONE:

Ismene, my own blood sister, do you have any sense of all the troubles that mount the two of us, as long as we’re alive? All that misery which stems from Oedipus? There’s no suffering, no shame, no ruin—not one dishonour—which you and I have not gone through. What’s this they’re saying now, something our general, and now king, has had proclaimed throughout the city? Do you know of it? Have you heard? Dishonours which better fit our enemies are now being piled up on the ones we love.                                    

ISMENE:

What are you talking about? 

ANTIGONE:

Look—what’s Creon doing with our two brothers?  He’s honoring one with a full funeral and treating the other one disgracefully! Eteocles, they say, has had his burial according to our customary rites. But as for Polyneices, he’s to have no funeral or lament, but to be left unburied and unwept. Anyone who acts against the order will be put to death before the city.

ISMENE:

If that’s what’s happening, what can I say that would be any help

to ease the situation or resolve it?

ANTIGONE:

Think whether you will work with me in this and act together.

ISMENE:

In what kind of work?  What do you mean?

ANTIGONE:

Will you help these hands take up Polyneices’ corpse and bury it?

ISMENE:

What? You’re going to bury Polyneices, when that’s been made a crime?

ANTIGONE:

Yes. I’ll do my duty to my brother.

ISMENE:

O dear. Think, Antigone. Consider our father, his wife, our brothers – cannot the hated and disgraced deaths end here and now? The two of us are left here quite alone. Think how we’ll die far worse than all the rest, if we defy the law. We must remember we’re women, and, as such, we shouldn’t fight as men.

ANTIGONE:

I wouldn’t urge you to. No. Not even if you were keen to act. Doing this with you would bring me no joy. So be what you want. I’ll still bury him. It would be fine to die while doing that. 

As for you, well, if you wish, you can show contempt for the law which God holds in honour.

ISMENE:

I’m not disrespecting them. But I can’t act against the state. 

ANTIGONE:

Let that be your excuse. I’m going now to make a burial mound for my dear brother.

ISMENE:

Oh, Antigone, I’m so afraid for you.

ANTIGONE:

Don’t fear for me. Set your own fate in order.

ISMENE:

Make sure you don’t reveal to anyone what you intend. Keep it closely hidden.

ANTIGONE:

No, no. Announce the fact—if you don’t let everybody know,

I’ll despise your silence even more.

ISMENE:

Your heart is hot to do cold deeds.

ANTIGONE:

But I know I’ll please the ones I’m duty bound to please.

ISMENE:

Yes, if you can. But you’re after something which you’re incapable of carrying out.

ANTIGONE:

Well, when my strength is gone, then I’ll give up.

ISMENE:

A vain attempt should not be made at all.

ANTIGONE:

I’ll hate you if you’re going to talk that way. And you’ll rightly earn the loathing of the dead.

ISMENE:

All right then, go, if that’s what you think right. But remember this—even though your mission makes no sense, your friends do truly love you.

[Exit ANTIGONE and ISMENE]

[Enter REPORTER]

REPORTER:

From outside the royal compound I report as newly appointed King Creon continues in his stalwart protection of the state.  His earlier message of martial law has reached new levels with more laws aimed at those who disagree with his mission and purpose.  

[Exit REPORTER]

[Enter CREON and AIDES]

CREON:

All is still in order as I proclaimed?

SECRET SERVICE MAN:

Yes, sir.

CREON:

We cannot yield to those who contravene my orders.

SECRET SERVICE MAN #2: 

No one is such a fool that he loves death.                     

CREON:

Yes, that will be his full reward, indeed. And yet men have often been destroyed because they hoped to profit in some way.

[Enter MILITARY GUARD]

GUARD:

My lord, I can’t say I’ve come out of breath by running here, making my feet move fast. Many times I stopped to think things over—and then I’d turn around, retrace my steps. My mind was saying many things to me,"You fool, why go to where you know for sure your punishment awaits?"—"And now, poor man, why are you hesitating yet again? If Creon finds this out from someone else, how will you escape being hurt?" Such matters kept my mind preoccupied. And so I went, slowly and reluctantly, and thus made a short road turn into a lengthy one.

CREON:

What’s happening that’s made you so upset?

GUARD:

I want to tell you first about myself.  I did not do it. And I didn’t see the one who did. So it would be unjust if I should come to grief. 

CREON:

You hedge so much. Clearly you have news of something ominous.

GUARD:

Yes. Strange things that make me pause a lot. 

CREON:

Why not say it and then go—just leave.

GUARD:

All right, I’ll tell you. It’s about the corpse. Someone has buried it and disappeared, after spreading thirsty dust onto the flesh and undertaking all appropriate rites.

CREON:

What? 

GUARD:

The ground was dry and hard and very smooth, without a wheel track.  Whoever did it left no trace. When the first man on day watch

revealed it to us, we were all amazed. The corpse was hidden, but not in a tomb. It was lightly covered up with dirt.  We all searched, sir. And when at last our searching had proved useless, one man spoke up, and his words forced us all to drop our faces to the ground in fear. We couldn’t see things working out for us, whether we agreed or disagreed with him. He said we must report this act to you—we must not hide it. And his view prevailed. I was the unlucky man who won the prize, the luck of the draw. That’s why I’m now here, not of my own free will or by your choice. I know that—for no one likes a messenger who comes bearing unwelcome news with him.

CREON:

Why must you continue to go on and on?

GUARD:

Do I have your permission to speak now, or do I just turn around and go away?

CREON:

But I find your voice so irritating—don’t you realize that?

GUARD:

Where does it hurt? Is it in your ears or in your mind?

CREON:

Why try to question where I feel my pain?

GUARD:

The man who did it—he upsets your mind.  I offend your ears.

CREON:

My, my, it’s clear to see it's natural for you to chatter on.                                                          

GUARD:

Perhaps. But I never did this.

CREON:

This and more—you sold your life for silver.

GUARD:

How strange and sad when the one who sorts this out gets it all wrong.

CREON: 

Well, enjoy your sophisticated views.  But if you don’t reveal to me who did this,you’ll just confirm how much your treasonous gains have made you suffer.

[CREON moves to speak with ADVISORS]

GUARD:

Well, I hope the culprit is found. That would be best. 

SENIOR ADVISOR:

My lord, I’ve been wondering for some time now—could this not be an act of God?

CREON:

Stop now—before what you’re about to say enrages me completely and reveals that you’re not only old but stupid, too. No one can tolerate what you’ve just said, when you claim God might care about this corpse.

No, no. For quite a while some people in the town have secretly been muttering against me. They don’t agree with what I have decreed.

[Enter TWO MILITARY GUARDS, who bring ANTIGONE to the other GUARD onstage. She is not resisting]

SENIOR ADVISOR: 

What’s this? I can’t deny what I see here so clearly—that young girl there—it’s Antigone.

ADVISOR #2:

Oh, the poor girl, daughter of Oedipus, child of a such a father, so unfortunate, what’s going on? 

ADVISOR #3:

Surely they’ve not brought you here because you’ve disobeyed the royal laws

GUARD:

This here’s the one who carried out the act.  We caught her as she was burying the corpse.

CREON:

What?

GUARD #2:

We bring this girl, captured while she was honoring the grave.

CREON:

This girl here—how did you catch her? And where?

GUARD #2:

She was burying that man. Now you know all there is to know.

CREON:

Do you understand just what you’re saying? Are your words the truth?

GUARD #2:

We saw this girl giving that dead man’s corpse full burial rites—an act you’d made illegal. Is what I say simple and clear enough?

CREON:

How did you see her, catch her in the act?

GUARD #3:

It happened this way, sir. There was an awful storm.  Whipping clouds, dancing dust and after a long time passed, the storm came to an end. That’s when we saw the girl. She was shrieking—a distressing painful cry. That’s how she was when she saw the naked corpse. She screamed out a lament, and then she swore, calling evil curses down upon the ones who’d done this. Then right away her hands threw on the thirsty dust. She lifted up a finely made bronze jug and then three times poured out her tributes to the dead. When we saw that, we rushed up right away and grabbed her. She was not afraid at all.

CREON:

You there—you with your face bent down towards the ground, what do you say? Do you deny you did this or admit it?

ANTIGONE:

I admit I did it. I won’t deny that.                                                      

CREON: [to the Guard]

You’re dismissed—go where you want. You’re free—no serious charges made against you.

[Exit GUARDS.  To ANTIGONE]

Were you aware there was a proclamation forbidding what you did?

ANTIGONE:

I’d heard of it.  How could I not? It was public knowledge.

CREON:

And yet you dared to break those very laws?

ANTIGONE:

Yes. God did not announce those laws to me. It makes no difference                                    

what you decree. And if I have to die before my time, well, I count that a gain. When someone has to live the way I do, surrounded by so many evil things, how can she fail to find a benefit in death? And so for me meeting this fate won’t bring any pain. But if I’d allowed my own mother’s dead son to just lie there, an unburied corpse, then I’d feel distress. What’s going on here does not hurt me at all. If you think what I’m doing now is stupid, perhaps I’m being charged with foolishness by someone who’s a fool.

SENIOR ADVISOR:

It’s clear enough the spirit in this girl is passionate—her father was the same. She has no sense of compromise in times of trouble.

CREON: [to the ADVISOR]

But you should know the most obdurate wills are those most prone to break. She may be my sister’s child, but she’ll not escape my harshest punishment—her sister, too, whom I accuse as well. Go summon her here.

[Exit a secret service man]

ANTIGONE:

Take me and kill me—what more do you want?

CREON:

Me? Nothing. With that I have everything.

ANTIGONE:

Then why delay? There’s nothing in your words that I enjoy—may that always be the case!  And what I say displeases you as much. But where could I gain greater glory than setting my own brother in his grave?

All those here would confirm this pleases them if their lips weren’t sealed by fear—being king, which offers all sorts of various benefits, means you can talk and act just as you wish.

CREON:

In all of Thebes, you’re the only one who looks at things that way.

ANTIGONE:

They share my views, but they keep their mouths shut just for you.

CREON:

These views of yours—so different from the rest—don’t they bring you any sense of shame?                       

ANTIGONE:

No—there’s nothing shameful in honoring my mother’s children.

CREON:

You had a brother killed fighting for the other side.

ANTIGONE:

Yes—from the same mother and father, too.

CREON:

Why then give tributes which insult his name?

ANTIGONE:

But his dead corpse won’t back up what you say.

CREON:

Yes, he will, if you give equal honors to a wicked man.

ANTIGONE:

But the one who died was not some slave—it was his own brother.

CREON:

Who was destroying this country—the other one went to his death defending it.

[Enter secret service man bringing in ISMENE]

SENIOR ADVISOR:

Ismene’s here. 

CREON:

You there—you snake lurking in my house, sucking out my life’s blood so secretly. I’d no idea I was nurturing two pests, who aimed to rise against my throne. Come here.                    

Tell me this—do you admit you played your part in this burial, or will you swear an oath you had no knowledge of it?

ISMENE:

I did it—I admit it, and she’ll back me up. So I bear the guilt as well.

ANTIGONE:

No, no—justice will not allow you to say that.

ISMENE:

You’re my sister. Don’t dishonour me. Let me respect the dead and die with you.

ANTIGONE:

Don’t try to share my death or make a claim to actions which you did not do. I’ll die—and that will be enough.

ISMENE:

But if you’re gone, what is there in life for me to love?

ANTIGONE:

Ask Creon. He’s the one you care about.

ISMENE:

Why hurt me like this? 

ANTIGONE:

If I am mocking you, it pains me, too. 

ISMENE:

Even now is there some way I can help?

ANTIGONE:

Save yourself. I won’t envy your escape.

ISMENE:

I feel so wretched leaving you to die.

ANTIGONE:

But you chose life—it was my choice to die.

ISMENE:

But not before I’d said those words just now.

ANTIGONE:

Some people may approve of how you think—others will believe my judgment’s good.

ISMENE:

But the mistake’s the same for both of us.

ANTIGONE:

Be brave. You’re alive. But my spirit died some time ago so I might help the dead.

CREON:

I’d say one of these girls has just revealed how mad she is—the other’s been that way since she was born.

ISMENE:

My lord, whatever good sense people have by birth no longer stays with them once their lives go wrong—it abandons them.

CREON:

In your case, that’s true, once you made your choice to act in evil ways with wicked people.

ISMENE:

How could I live alone, without her here?

CREON:

Don’t speak of her being here. Her life is over.

ISMENE:

You’re going to kill your own son’s bride? 

CREON:

Why not? There are other fields for him to plough.

ISMENE:

No one will make him a more loving wife than she will.

CREON:

I have no desire my son should have an evil wife.

ANTIGONE:

Dearest Haemon, how your father wrongs you.

CREON:

I’ve had enough of this—you and your marriage.

ISMENE:

You really want that? You’re going to take her from him?

CREON:

No, not me. God is the one who’ll stop the marriage.

SENIOR ADVISOR:

So she must die—that seems decided on.

CREON:

Yes—for you and me the matter’s closed.                                    

[Creon turns to address his secret service men]

No more delay. Take them inside.

[Several secret service men take ANTIGONE and ISMENE and EXIT]

SENIOR ADVISOR:

Sir, your son Haemon will be here momentarily.  How will he react?

CREON:

We’ll soon find out—more accurately than any prophet here could indicate.

[Enter HAEMON]

My son, have you heard the sentence that’s been passed upon your bride? And have you now come here angry at your father? Or are you loyal to me, on my side no matter what I do?

HAEMON:

Father, I’m yours. For me your judgments and the ways you act on them are good—I shall follow them. 

CREON: 

[During the preceding speech CREON is preparing to give an “address to the nation.”]

Indeed, my son, that’s how your heart should always be resolved,

to stand behind your father’s judgment on every issue. That’s what men pray for—obedient children growing up at home who will pay back their father’s enemies, evil to them for evil done to him, while honoring his friends as much as he does.

So spit this girl out—she’s your enemy. Let her marry someone else in Hell. Since I caught her clearly disobeying, the only culprit in the entire city, I won’t perjure myself before the state. No—I’ll kill her. And so let her appeal.

When men succeed, what keeps their lives secure in almost every case is their obedience.  That’s why they must support those in control, and never let some woman beat us down. 

If we must fall from power, let that come at some man’s hand—at least, we won’t be called inferior to any woman.

[The following speech is delivered directly to the camera]

The man who acts well with his household will be found a just man in the city.   I’d trust such a man to govern wisely or to be content with someone ruling him. And in the thick of battle at his post                                                      he’ll stand firm beside his fellow soldier, a loyal, brave man. But anyone who’s proud and violates our laws or thinks he’ll tell our leaders what to do, a man like that wins no praise from me. 

No. We must obey whatever man the city puts in charge, no matter what the issue—great or small, just or unjust. For there’s no greater evil than a lack of leadership. That destroys whole cities, turns households into ruins, and in war makes soldiers break and run away.

SENIOR ADVISOR:

Well spoken, sir.

HAEMON:

Father, God instills good sense in men—the greatest of all the things which we possess. I could not find your words somehow not right—I hope that’s something I never learn to do. But other words might be good, as well.

Because of who you are, you can't perceive all the things men say or do—or their complaints. Your gaze makes citizens afraid—they can’t say anything you would not like to hear. But in the darkness I can hear them talk—the city is upset about Antigone. They say of all women here she’s least deserves the worst of deaths for her most glorious act. When in the slaughter her own brother died, she did not just leave him there unburied, to be ripped apart by carrion dogs or birds. Surely she deserves some golden honor?  That’s the dark secret rumor people speak.             

For me, father, nothing is more valuable than your well-being. For any children, what could be a greater honor to them than their father’s thriving reputation? A father feels the same about his sons. So don’t let your mind dwell on just one thought, that what you say is right and nothing else.                                  

A man who thinks that only he is wise, that he can speak and think like no one else, when such men are exposed, then all can see their emptiness inside. 

For any man, even if he’s wise, there’s nothing shameful in learning many things, staying flexible. You notice how in winter floods the trees which bend before the storm preserve their twigs.The ones who stand against it are destroyed, root and branch.

So end your anger. Permit yourself to change. For if I, as a younger man, may state my views, I’d say it would be for the best if men by nature understood all things—if not, and that is usually the case, when men speak well, it is good to learn from them.

SENIOR ADVISOR:

My lord, if what he’s said is relevant, it seems appropriate to learn from him, and you too, Haemon, listen to the king. The things which you both said were excellent.

CREON:

And men my age—are we then going to school to learn what’s wise from men as young as him?

HAEMON:

There’s nothing wrong in that. And if I’m young, don’t think about my age—look at what I do.

CREON:

And what you do—does that include this, honoring those who act against our laws?

HAEMON:

I would not encourage anyone to show respect to evil men.

CREON:

And her—is she not suffering from the same disease?

HAEMON:

The people here in Thebes all say the same—they deny she is.

CREON:

So the city now will instruct me how I am to govern?

HAEMON:

Now you’re talking like someone far too young. Don’t you see that?

CREON:

Am I to rule this land at someone else’s whim or by myself?

HAEMON:

A city which belongs to just one man is no true city.

CREON:

According to our laws, does not the ruler own the city?

HAEMON:

By yourself you’d make an excellent king, but in a desert.

CREON:

It seems as if this boy is fighting on the woman’s side.

HAEMON:

That’s true—if you’re the woman. I’m concerned for you.

CREON:

You’re the worst there is—you set your judgment up against your father.

HAEMON:

No, not when I see you making a mistake and being unjust.

CREON:

Is it a mistake to honor my own rule?

HAEMON:

You’re not honoring that by trampling on the prerogative of a higher power.

CREON:

You foul creature—you’re worse than any woman.

HAEMON:

You’ll not catch me giving way to some disgrace.

CREON:

But your words all speak on her behalf. You are a woman’s slave—

don’t try to win me over.

HAEMON:

What do you want—to speak and never hear someone reply?

CREON:

You’ll never marry her while she’s alive. 

HAEMON:

Then she’ll die—and in her death kill someone else.

CREON:

Are you so insolent you threaten me?                                          

HAEMON:

Where’s the threat in challenging a bad decree?

CREON:

You’ll regret parading what you think like this—you—a person with an empty brain!

HAEMON:

If you were not my father, I might say you were not thinking straight.

CREON:

Would you, indeed? Well, then, by God, I’ll have you know you’ll be sorry for demeaning me with all these insults.

[CREON turns to his secret service men]

Go bring her out--that hateful creature, so she can die right here,

with him present, before her bridegroom’s eyes.                          

HAEMON:

No. Don’t ever hope for that. She’ll not die with me just standing there. And as for you—your eyes will never see my face again. So let your rage charge on among your friends who want to stand by you in this.

[Exit HAEMON]

SENIOR ADVISOR:

My lord, Haemon left in such a hurry. He’s angry—in a young man at his age the mind turns bitter when he’s feeling hurt.

CREON:

Let him dream up or carry out great deeds beyond the power of man, he’ll not save these girls—their fate is sealed.

ADVISOR #2:

Are you going to kill them both?                                

CREON:

No—not the one whose hands are clean. You’re right.

ADVISOR #4:

How do you plan to kill Antigone?

CREON:

I’ll take her on a path no people use, and hide her in a cavern in the rocks, while still alive. I’ll set out provisions, as much as piety requires, to make sure the city is not totally cursed.

[ANTIGONE enters followed by REPORTERS]

REPORTERS:

Over here.   Lady Antigone, any last thoughts?  Do you have anything to say?  Over here.

ANTIGONE:

Look at me, my native citizens, as I go on my final journey, as I gaze upon the sunlight one last time.

REPORTER:

Surely you carry fame with you and praise. Yes. You were in charge of your own fate.

ANTIGONE:

God brings me to my final resting place. 

REPORTER #2:

You pushed your daring to the limit, my child, and tripped against Justice’s high altar—perhaps your agonies are paying back some compensation for your father, Oedipus.

ANTIGONE:

Now there you touch on my most painful thought—my father’s destiny—always on my mind, along with that whole fate which sticks to us, the splendid house of Labdakos—the curse arising from a mother’s marriage bed, when she had sex with her own son, my father.                         

From what kind of parents was I born, their wretched daughter? I go to them, unmarried and accursed, an outcast. Alas, too, for my brother Polyneices, who made a fatal marriage and then died—and with that death killed me while still alive.

REPORTER:

To be piously devout shows reverence, but powerful men, who in their persons incorporate authority, cannot bear anyone to break their rules. Hence, you die because of your own selfish will.

ANTIGONE:

Without lament, without a friend, and with no marriage song, I’m being led in this miserable state, along my final road. So wretched that I no longer have the right to look upon the sun, that sacred eye. But my fate prompts no tears, and no friend mourns.

CREON:

Take her and shut her up, as I have ordered, in her tomb’s embrace. And get it done as quickly as you can. Then leave her there alone, all by herself—she can sort out whether she wants suicide or remains alive, buried in a place like that. 

ANTIGONE:

O city of my fathers in this land of Thebes, I am being led away. No more delaying for me. Look on me, Thebes, the last survivor of your royal house, see what I have to undergo, the kind of men who do this to me, for paying reverence to true piety.

[ANTIGONE Exits]

SENIOR ADVISOR:

Sir, Teiresisas is here and wishes to meet with you.

CREON:

Yes, yes, send her . . .  bring her forth.

REPORTER:

Lady Antigone has been escorted to her final resting place, as stated by the proclamation of King Creon.  The country is sharply divided over this series of events, and we will continue to follow this story to its completion.

[REPORTER Exits]

[Enter TEIRESIAS]

TEIRESIAS:

Lords of Thebes, we two have walked a common path, one person’s vision serving both of us. The blind require a guide to find their way.

CREON:

What news do you have, old Teiresias?

TEIRESIAS:

I’ll tell you—and you obey the prophet.

CREON:

I’ve not rejected your advice before.

TEIRESIAS:

That’s the reason why you’ve steered the city on its proper course.

CREON:

From my experience I can confirm the help you give.

TEIRESIAS:

Then know this—your luck is once more on fate’s razor edge.

CREON:

What? What you’ve just said makes me nervous.

TEIRESIAS:

You’ll know—once you hear the tokens of my art. 

As I was sitting in my ancient place receiving omens from the flights of birds who all come there where I can hear them, I was afraid. The rites had failed—there was no prophecy revealed in them.

I learned that our state is sick—your policies have done this. In the city our altars and our hearths have been defiled, all of them, with rotting flesh brought there by birds and dogs from Oedipus’ son, who lies there miserably dead. God is no longer happy. 

Consider this, my son.  All men make mistakes—that’s not uncommon. But when they do, they’re no longer foolish or subject to bad luck if they try to fix the evil into which they’ve fallen, once they give up their intransigence. Men who put their stubbornness on show invite accusations of stupidity. Make concessions to the dead—don’t ever stab a man who’s just been killed. What’s the glory in killing a dead person one more time?                                                  

I’ve been concerned for you. It’s good advice. Learning can be pleasant when a man speaks well, especially when he seeks your benefit.

CREON:

Old woman, you’re all like archers shooting at me—For you all I’ve now become your target—even prophets have been aiming at me.

I’ve long been bought and sold as merchandise among that tribe. Well, go make your profits.

But, old Teiresias, among human beings the wisest suffer a disgraceful fall when, to promote themselves, they use fine words to spread around abusive insults.                                                 

TEIRESIAS:

Alas, does any man know or think about . . .

CREON: [interrupting] 

Think what? What sort of pithy common thought  are you about to utter?

TEIRESIAS: [ignoring the interruption]           

. . . how good advice is valuable—worth more than all possessions.                                       

CREON:

You know you’re speaking of the man who rules you.

TEIRESIAS:

I know—thanks to me you saved the city and now are in control.

CREON:

You’re a wise prophet, but you love doing wrong.

TEIRESIAS:

You’ll force me to speak of secrets locked inside my heart.                                             

CREON:

Do it—just don’t speak to benefit yourself.

TEIRESIAS:

I don’t think that I’ll be doing that—not as far as you’re concerned.

CREON:

You can be sure you won’t change my mind to make yourself more rich.

TEIRESIAS:

Then understand this well—you will not see the sun race through its cycle many times before you lose a child of your own loins, a corpse in payment for these corpses. You’ve thrown down to those below someone from up above—in your arrogance you’ve moved a living soul into a grave, leaving here a body unburied, dispossessed, unsanctified.                                          

Now see if I speak as someone who’s been bribed. It won’t be long before in your own house the men and women all cry out in sorrow, and cities rise in hate against you. Like an archer, I shoot these arrows now into your heart because you have provoked me. I’m angry—so my aim is good. You’ll not escape their pain.

[Exit TEIRESIAS]

SENIOR ADVISOR:

My lord, my lord, such dreadful prophecies—I know here in the city she’s never uttered a false prophecy.

CREON:

I know that, too—and it disturbs my mind. It’s dreadful to give way, but to resist and let destruction hammer down my spirit—that’s a fearful option, too.

ADVISOR #3:

You need to listen to some good advice.

CREON:

Tell me what to do. Speak up. I’ll do it.

SENIOR ADVISOR:

Go and release the girl from her rock tomb. Then prepare a grave for that unburied corpse.

CREON:

This is your advice? You think I should concede?

ADVISOR #4:

Yes, my lord, as fast as possible.

CREON:

Alas—it’s difficult. But I’ll give up. I’ll not do what I’d set my heart upon. It’s not right to fight against necessity.

SENIOR ADVISOR:

Go now and get this done. Don’t give the work to other men to do.

CREON:

I’ll go just as I am. Come, each and every one of you. Come on. Bring axes with you. Go there quickly—up to the higher ground. I’ve changed my mind.

Since I’m the one who tied her up, I’ll go and set her free myself. Now I’m afraid. Until one dies the best thing well may be to follow our established laws.

[CREON and his attendants hurry off stage]

DRAMAZITATION OF MESSENGER’S MONOLOGUE:
A company of SOLDIERS and ADVISORS enter and over take the stage.  They carry various tools and torches, along with weapons.

Polyneices’ corpse, still unlamented, was lying there, the greatest distance off, torn apart by dogs.

MAN #1:

There is the body of Polyneices.  [into his headset] Your majesty, we have found the body of Polyneices.  Yes, sir.  [to the other men] Prepare it for burial.

MAN #2:

Yes, sir.

We gave the corpse a ritual wash, and burned what was left of it on fresh-cut branches. We piled up a high tomb of his native earth.

From far away one man heard a voice coming from the chamber where we’d put her without a funeral—a piercing cry.

MAN #3:

Sir, over here.

Enter CREON and the reminder of the search party.

Another piercing cry is heard.

CREON:

That’s the voice of my own son. Go! Remove the stones piled in the entrance way.

Another piercing cry is heard.

CREON:

What have I done?

All exit into the tomb.

Following what our desperate master asked, we looked. In the furthest corner of the tomb we saw Antigone hanging by the neck,held up in a noose—fine woven linen.  Haemon had his arms around her waist—he was embracing her and crying out in sorrow for the loss of his own bride.

CREON: [to HAEMON]

Come out, my child—I’m begging you—please come.

But the boy just stared at him with savage eyes, spat in his face and, without saying a word, drew his two-edged sword. Creon moved away, so the boy’s blow failed to strike his father. Angry at himself, the ill-fated lad right then and there leaned into his own sword, driving half the blade between his ribs. While still conscious he embraced the girl in his weak arms, and, as he breathed his last,he coughed up streams of blood on her fair cheek. Now he lies there, corpse on corpse, his marriage has been fulfilled in chambers of the dead.

CREON:

Aaiii—mistakes made by a foolish mind, cruel mistakes that bring on death. Oh the profanity of what I planned.     

Leave me!  Leave me!  

[ALL exit except EURYDICE]                                       

Alas, my son, you died so young—a death before your time. Aaiii . . . aaiii . . . you’re dead . . . gone—not your own foolishness but mine.

EURYDICE:

Alas, it seems you’ve learned to see what’s right—but far too late.   

EURYDICE slowly finds the sword in which HAEMON has killed himself.  SHE commits suicide.   

She had cried out in sorrow for the glorious fate of Megareos, who died some time ago, and then again for Haemon, and then, with her last breath,she called out evil things against you, the killer of your sons.                                                                              

CREON:

Aaiiii . . . I’ve learned it in my pain. So sad . . . so sad . . . the wretched agony of human life.

EURYDICE emits a cry and dies.

CREON:

No!  No!

[ENTER all of CREON’S men and advisors]

CREON:

Eurydice,my wife.  What’s fate still got in store?  I’ve just held my own son in my arms, and now I see right here in front of me another corpse.  Alas for this suffering mother.

Hurry and lead me off, get me away from here, for now what I am in life is nothing.

SENIOR ADVISOR:

What you advise is good—if good can come with all these evils. When we face such things the less we say the better.

CREON:

Then take this foolish man away from here. I killed you, my son, without intending to, and you, as well, my wife. How useless I am now. I don’t know where to look or find support. Everything I touch goes wrong, and on my head fate climbs up with its overwhelming load.

[The attendants help CREON exit; the rest of the company attend to the dead – out of the depths of the shadows creeps a hooded creature; we discover it is TEIRESIAS]

TEIRESIAS:

Wisdom.

OEDIPUS:

Wisdom.

JOCASTA:

Wisdom.

ANTIGONE, ISMENE, ETOCLES, POLYNEICES:

Wisdom.

EURYDICE:

Wisdom.

HAEMON:

Wisdom.

CREON:

Wisdom.

FULL COMPANY:

Wisdom.

The most important part of true success in wisdom, is to not act impiously.  Wisdom is not war.  Wisdom is not arrogance.  May all rulers have wisdom.

[TEIRESIAS opens the oracle and an explosion of sound and light fills the theatre momentarily and then a quick black out.]

