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Go into business, make money, SPECPI“W )
In India gold or that synthetic gold from Sardis,

Get rich otherwise than by my consent to bury him.

Teiresias, it is a sorry thing when a wise man

Sells his wisdom, lets out his words for hire!
Teiresias. Ah Creon! Is there no man left in the world—
55 Creon. To do what? Come, let’s have the aphorism!
Teiresias. No man who knows that wisdom outweighs any wealth?

No man can defile the gods.

Do what you will;

Creon. As surely as bribes are baser than any baseness.
Teiresias. You are sick, Creon! You are deathly sick!

Creon. As you say: it is not my place to challenge a prophet.

Teiresias. Yet you have said my prophecy is for sale.

Creon. The generation of prophets has always loved gold.
Teiresias. The generation of kings has always loved brass.
Creon. You forget yourself! You are speaking to your king.
Teiresias. | know it. You are a king because of me.

Creon. You have a certain skill; but you have sold out.

Teiresias. King, you will drive me to words that—

Creon.

Say them, say them!

Only remember: I will not pay you for them.
Teiresias. No, you will find them too costly.

Creon.

No doubt. Speak:

Whatever you say, you will not change my will.
-0 Teiresias. Then take this, and take it to heart!
The time is not far off when you shall pay back

Corpse for corpse, flesh of your own flesh.
You have thrust the child of this world into living night;

You have kept from the gods below the child that is theirs:
The one in a grave before her death, the other,

Dead, denied the grave. This is your crime:

And the Furies and the dark gods of hell

Are swift with terrible punishment for you.

Do you want to buy me now, Creon?

Not many days,

And your house will be full of men and women weeping,
And curses will be hurled at you from far
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defile (d7-fil') v to make foul, dirty, unclean, or impure
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Choragus. God of many names
Chorus O lacchus
orus. 5
of Cadmean Semele '
O born of the thunder!
guardian of the West
regent
of Eleusis’ plain
O prince of maenad Thebes

: . 4~5 These line
& : - el . nenus: S Name o
5 and the Dragon Field by rippling Isme near Athens ang Thehe(:(qm"’j
maenads (mé'nédz.} Wefe
Choragus. God of many names

priestessas of Dionys

s,
Chorus.

the flame of torches
flares on our hills

the nymphs of lacchus
| : . : ;
dance at the spring of Castalia: 8-9 The spring of Castay s,
sacred mountain Parnassys ;.
- vines and ivy were symbols o
come ah come in ivy: Dionysus.
Evohé evohé! sings through the streets of Thebes

from the vine-close mountain

10

10 evohé: halleujah.

Choragus. God of many names

| Chorus. lacchus of Thebes
: heavenly child

The shadow of plague is upon us:

‘i of Semele bride of the Thunderer!
|

E come

|

| with clement feet

| oh come from Parnassus
1 15 down the long slopes
L!

across the lamenting water

Choragus. Io Fire! Chorister of the throbbing stars!
O purest among the voices of the night! |
Thou son of God, blaze f

or us!
| Chorus. Come with chor:
i OTIC rapture of circlj
20 Who cry fo Igccher g Macnads

God of many names!
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Dearest lady,

that I have seen.
hat is the use,

Messenger. ‘ |
[ will tell you plainly a n
I shall not try to comfort you:

. ® w
55 Since comfort could lie only 10
The truth is always best:

hat is not true?

[ went with Creon

To the outer plain where Polyneices w;sdl_\[f:\rflgd.ogs

No friend to pity him, his body shredde ik :

We made our prayers in that place to Heutj ooy
w0 And Pluto, that they would be merciful. And we b

The corpse with holy water, and we broughg I’

Fresh-broken branches to burn what was left of 1it,

And upon the urn we heaped up a towering barrow

Of the earth of his own land.
When we were done, we ran

ss  To the vault where Antigone lay on her couch ot stone.
One of the servants had gone ahead,
And while he was yet far off he heard a voice
Grieving within the chamber, and he came back
And told Creon. And as the king went closer,
s The air was full of wailing, the words lost,
And he begged us to make all haste. “Am I a prophet?™
He said, weeping. “And must I walk this road,
1 The saddest of all that I have gone before?
* My son’s voice calls me on. Oh quickly, quickly!
ss Look through the crevice there, and tell me
If it is Haemon, or some deception of the god
~ We obeyed; and in the cavern’s farthest co
We saw her lying: PR, —
* l ‘ She had made a noose of her fine linen veil r":"-:: A

! 60 And hanged herself. Haemon |

4 His arms about her waist,

l His love lost undergroun
That his father had stolen
When Creon saw him, the

s And he called to him: “Wha
What are you thinking tha

fl O my son, my son, I come

| But Haemon spat in hi;

Staring—

}

1 and suddenly
' 70 And lunged. Creon shrg
Desperate against hi
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Hades, the godg ®
e“ 1
underworld. WN:\-..

43-44 Note the con

the barrow, or burial my.
erected by Creon ang “imd
of dirt used by A“‘We.; %
her brother. a.
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I8 it teue, Boy? Can it be true? i

Is my wife dead? Has death bred death? e
I [

Messenger, You can sce for yourse e
(The doors are opened, and the body of Burydice is disc bsed wzz

Creon, Oh pity! | s
All true, all true, and mote than I can bear! ¥ .

O my wife, my son! ‘
Massenger. She stood before the altar, and her heart .

Welcomed the knife her own hand guided, |

And a great cry burst from her lips for Megareus dead,

And for Haemon dead, her sons; and her las;‘ breath

Was a curse for their father, the murderer of her sons.

And she fell, and che dark flowed in through her closing eyes,

creon. O God, 1 am sick with fear. .
Are there no swords here? Has no one a blow for me?
Messenger, Her curse is upon you for the deaths of both. i
Creon. It is right that it should be. | alone am guilty. Wil o
I know it, and I say it. Lead me in, .

Quickly, friends. : o
I have neither life nor substance. Lead me in. - i

Choragus. You are right, if there can be right in so much wrong.
The briefest way is best in a world of sorrow. i -
Creon. Let it come;
Let death come quickly and be kind to me.
I would not ever see the sun again.
Choragus. All that will come when it will; but we, meanwhile,
Have much to do. Leave the future to itself. i e T

e ARTR

Lk I<'||
1

creon. All my heart was in that prayer! i e

Choragus. Then do not pray any more: the sky is deaf.
creon. Lead me away. I have been rash and foolish. BERE-
I have killed my son and my wife. l R
1 look for comfort; my comfort lies here dead. ]
Whatever my hands have touched has comet

(As Creon is being led into the house, the Choragu

speaks directly to the andience.) R

Choragus. There is no happiness where there is m@
No wisdom but in submission to the g ere is no
Big words are always punished,
And proud men in old age learn to

. L
I LN



