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*** NO TICE ***

The am a teur and stock act ing rights to this work are con trolled ex clu -
sively by THE DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM PANY with out whose
per mis sion in writ ing no per for mance of it may be given. Roy alty must
be paid ev ery time a play is per formed whether or not it is pre sented for
profit and whether or not ad mis sion is charged. A play is per formed any
time it is acted be fore an au di ence. Cur rent roy alty rates, ap pli ca tions and 
re stric tions may be found at our Web site: www.dramaticpublishing.com,
or we may be con tacted by mail at: DRA MATIC PUB LISHING COM -
PANY, P.O. Box 129, Woodstock IL 60098.

COPY RIGHT LAW GIVES THE AU THOR OR THE AU THOR’S
AGENT THE EX CLU SIVE RIGHT TO MAKE COPIES. This law pro -
vides au thors with a fair re turn for their cre ative ef forts. Au thors earn
their liv ing from the roy al ties they re ceive from book sales and from the
per for mance of their work. Con sci en tious ob ser vance of copy right law is
not only eth i cal, it en cour ages au thors to con tinue their cre ative work.
This work is fully pro tected by copy right. No al ter ations, de le tions or
sub sti tu tions may be made in the work with out the prior writ ten con sent
of the pub lisher. No part of this work may be re pro duced or trans mit ted
in any form or by any means, elec tronic or me chan i cal, in clud ing pho to -
copy, re cord ing, vid eo tape, film, or any in for ma tion stor age and re trieval
sys tem, with out per mis sion in writ ing from the pub lisher. It may not be
per formed ei ther by pro fes sion als or am a teurs with out pay ment of roy -
alty. All rights, in clud ing, but not lim ited to, the pro fes sional, mo tion pic -
ture, ra dio, tele vi sion, vid eo tape, for eign lan guage, tab loid, rec i ta tion, lec -
tur ing, pub li ca tion and read ing, are re served.

For per for mance of any songs, mu sic and re cord ings men tioned in this 
play which are in copy right, the per mis sion of the copy right own ers
must be ob tained or other songs and re cord ings in the pub lic do main
sub sti tuted.

©MMVI by
EMILY MANN

Printed in the United States of Amer ica
All Rights Re served)

(ANTIGONE)

For in qui ries con cern ing all other rights, con tact:
The Gersh Agency, 41 Mad i son Ave., 33rd Floor,

New York NY 10010 - Phone: (212) 997-1818

ISBN: 1-58342-378-8

Ded i cated to and in spired by Rob ert Fagles

* * * *

“In the great trag e dies, pro tag o nist and an tag o nist are
both right and both wrong.”

(Rob ert Fagles by way of Hegel)

“If your only tool is a ham mer, you treat ev ery prob lem as
if it were a nail.”

(Yogic prac tice)
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IM POR TANT BILLING AND CREDIT RE QUIRE MENTS

All pro duc ers of the Play must give credit to the Au thor of the Play in all 
pro grams dis trib uted in con nec tion with per for mances of the Play and in
all in stances in which the ti tle of the play ap pears for pur poses of ad ver -
tis ing, pub li ciz ing or oth er wise ex ploit ing the Play and/or a pro duc tion.
The name of the Au thor must also ap pear on a sep a rate line, on which no 
other name ap pears, im me di ately fol low ing the ti tle, and must ap pear in
size of type not less than fifty per cent (50%) the size of the ti tle type.
Bio graph i cal in for ma tion on the Au thor, if in cluded in the playbook, may 
be used in all pro grams. In all pro grams this no tice must ap pear:

“Pro duced by spe cial ar range ment with THE DRA MATIC
PUB LISHING COM PANY of Woodstock, Il li nois”

ANTIGONE
A Play in One Act

For 3m., 3w., 2 ei ther, plus chorus

CHAR AC TERS

ANTIGONE / A MES SEN GER
CREON
HIS AIDE
ISMENE / CHO RUS
A GUARD / CHO RUS
TEIRIESIAS / CHO RUS
HAEMON / A MES SEN GER / CHO RUS
EURYDICE / A MESSSENGER / CHO RUS

In the Ten Thousand Things pro duc tion, there was a live
per cus sion ist.

5
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ANTIGONE was pre miered in No vem ber 2005 by Ten
Thou sand Things The ater Com pany of Min ne ap o lis in
Min ne sota. The pro duc tion in cluded the fol low ing:

Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . MICHELLE HENSLEY
Per cus sion . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . HEATHER BARRINGER
Sets. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . STEPHEN MOHRING
Cos tumes . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . VERA MARINER
As sis tant Di rec tor . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . JACK MATHE SON

CAST

Creon. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . BOB DA VIS*
Aide . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . LUVERNE SEIFERT
Antigone . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . KATE EIFRIG*
Ismene. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . SONJA PARKS*
Guard. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . DARIEN JOHN SON
Haemon, Creon’s son . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . RON MENZEL*
Teiriesias, the prophet . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . PATTI SHAW*
Eurydice, Creon’s wife. . . . . . . . . . . . . . CARLA NOACK
Cho rus . . . . . . . . . . . . . CARLA NOACK, PATTI SHAW,

RON MENZEL, DARIEN JOHN SON, SONJA PARKS

ANTIGONE re ceived a de vel op men tal work shop in Oc -
to ber 2004 di rected by Dan iel Fish at the McCarter Thea tre
Cen ter, Prince ton, N.J.

* Mem ber of Ac tors Eq uity As so ci a tion.

6

ANTIGONE

(A bare stage. Chairs. Banks of seats. All AC TORS are
on stage for the en tire per for mance. CREON, a vig or ous 
man in a suit, speaks to the pub lic as ANTIGONE and
ISMENE watch.)

CREON
My fel low cit i zens, God has de liv ered us from evil.
The Ship of State is safe.
Af ter tor ren tial storms and upheaval,
We are back on course.
The war is fi nally over,
And we are vic to ri ous.

Why have I de cided to speak with you to day?…
I want to ac knowl edge
Your un dy ing re spect for the state.
First with Laius, then with his son, Oedipus—
And even af ter Oedipus died—
You re mained loyal; you were stead fast.
You stood by his chil dren.
Now his two sons—
Who were to share power—
Are dead.
Fate has dealt my fam ily an other blow—

7
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Brother has slain brother—
And since I am near est in blood to the dead,
The pow ers of the throne now rest with me.
I am your King.

It is im pos si ble to know the char ac ter of a man…
It is im pos si ble to judge him as a leader
Un til he is tested by time,
Un til you wit ness how he leads,
How he makes and ex e cutes the law.
Who ever as sumes the ti tle, the awe some ti tle of King,
Vows to set the city’s course and must en act the sound est

pol i cies.

I fully re al ize that I must seek coun sel.
Is there any one more dan ger ous, my fel low cit i zens,
than a leader who will not yield to good ad vice?—
Fur ther—is there any thing more de struc tive to a just so ci -

ety,
Any thing more per ni cious—
Than a ruler who places friends or fam ily above the good

of his coun try?

As God is my wit ness, I vow to serve our na tion
With out prej u dice.
But make no mis take.
You are ei ther with us or against us, my fel low cit i zens.
No en emy of our coun try can ever be a friend.
And since our coun try’s se cu rity must be my prime con -

cern,
In the name of pa tri o tism,
I make my first de cree.

8 Antigone

Re gard ing the bod ies of the sons of Oedipus:
Eteocles, a hero, who fought for Thebes,
Who fell de fend ing our be loved na tion—
Eteocles will be given a hero’s burial—
We will lay wreaths, we will sing hymns in his honor.
But his brother, Polyneices,
Who re cruited foreign troops,
Who gath ered men from other coun tries to at tack our

home,
Who thirsted for his fam ily’s blood—
For Polyneices
I for bid the City to honor him with burial.
In fact, I for bid him to be mourned at all.
He is a trai tor; he is the en emy.
Let his corpse rot un der the swel ter ing sun,
Food for the birds and the dogs.
Let him be a les son to the peo ple.
This is how we deal with trai tors in Thebes:
Let him rot!
Fur ther, any one who at tempts to bury the en emy—
Ei ther Polyneices or any of the thou sand en emy sol diers
Who now lie out side our city’s walls—
Any one who dares bury them
Will be pub licly ex e cuted.
This is my edict.
Never! will a trai tor be hon ored in this city.
But a pa triot
A hero—
He will be hon ored al ways,
As much in death
As in life.

Antigone 9
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(CREON leaves his speaking po si tion and speaks to his
AIDE under his breath.)

CREON
Fol low my or ders and keep your eyes open. Re port what

you see.

AIDE
Yes, sir.

CREON
And watch what you do. Watch what you say.

AIDE
Only a fool courts his own death, sir.

(ANTIGONE speaks with ISMENE, apart.)

ANTIGONE
Oh, I see, I see…
The evil re served for the en emy is now re served for him

we love. 
He would let our brother rot?
As I still live and breathe, there is more pain to come.

ISMENE
More pain, Antigone?… What more can hap pen?
We have noth ing now.

10 Antigone

ANTIGONE
No, now we will see what you are made of, Ismene…
Are you a royal sis ter bred of kings, or a cow ard?
…Will you join me?

ISMENE
What do you mean?

ANTIGONE
Here are my hands. De cide. (She lifts her hands.)
Will you help me lift our brother and lower him into the

ground?

ISMENE
You heard Un cle. His burial is for bid den.

ANTIGONE
Creon can not “for bid” us from bury ing our own.
He can not con vict us of trea son.

ISMENE
He can. They’ll kill you.

ANTIGONE
Kill me, Ismene?
Polyneices is my brother. And lest you for get who you are,
He is your brother, too.

ISMENE
I do not for get who I am.

Antigone 11
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ANTIGONE
No?

ISMENE
Antigone, think!
Think how our fa ther died, in shame and pub lic dis grace.
When he saw his sin— (he him self brought it to light) —
He blinded him self for it.
His mother and his wife—the same woman—our mother
Twisted her own neck, took away her own life at the end

of a noose—
Be cause she had vi o lated hu man law as well as di vine law.
And our own broth ers bat tled each other for power.
Both of them right, both of them wrong,
They both lost.
Each mur dered the other.
They shed their own blood—they shed our blood!
And they left us be hind to sur vive alone.
We are com pletely alone…
Now think how we will die if we break the King’s law.
We are the daugh ters of Oedipus, women with out men,
Totally alone in a world ruled by men—
We can not flout the King’s au thor ity—
We can not put our own fam ily above the good of the en tire 

city.
I beg the dead to un der stand
And for give.
I must obey the law.

ANTIGONE
Whose law!? Un cle’s??!

12 Antigone

I can not force you to do it, Ismene,
But when you change your mind, (and I know you will) —
I will not let you help me—
I will do it alone.
And if I die in the act of bury ing him,
It will be a death filled with glory!
I will lie with my be loved.
His grave shall be my grave.
We will en ter Par a dise to gether.
The crime is holy;
The crim i nal is holy…
And think—I have more time to be at home with the dead

than the liv ing;
I have eter nity with the dead.
Do what you like. You dis honor the will of God.

ISMENE
I trust no one who says that she, and she alone,
Obeys the will of God.
I trust no one who says that she and she alone
Knows the will of God.

ANTIGONE
Make all the ex cuses you want, my sis ter,
But I am go ing now to bury my dead brother.

ISMENE
Antigone, don’t. At least speak to Un cle.

ANTIGONE
Why?

Antigone 13
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ISMENE
If you defy his de cree and peo ple find you out,
You leave him no re course.
He will have to have you ex e cuted,
Pub licly ex e cuted.
Help him change his mind.
Rea son with him.

ANTIGONE
How can faith bat tle rea son?
I could never change his mind.

ISMENE
Then at least keep this se cret.
Wait un til night fall.

ANTIGONE
No, I de spise si lence.
Tell the world what I have done.
Pro claim it through the streets!

ISMENE
No! How dare you put your self above the law?
You will de stroy us both.

ANTIGONE
Ah! You’re one of them.
You’ll watch the hor ror un fold with the rest of them.
Trans fixed,
And then, when it is too late,
And you hear the en emy at the gates

14 Antigone

You’ll cry and bleat like a lit tle lamb:
“How could this hap pen?”

ISMENE
What hor ror? 
What en emy at the gates?
The war is over! 

ANTIGONE
It is n’t over, Ismene.
Run along. I don’t want to hate you,
But if Polyneices could hear you now,
He’d hate you more than I do.

ISMENE
Stop it! Polyneices brought this on him self!
When Polyneices marched against Thebes,
He also marched against us.

ANTIGONE
Let me do what I have to do:
I’d rather die than live in shame.
I’d rather die than live as you will,
Haunted by the fury of the dead.
And re mem ber—if I die, my death is glory.
Glory!
I’m go ing now to bury my dead brother. (She exits.)

ISMENE
This is sui cide! You’re mad. (Mad, mad, mad…)

ANTIGONE 15
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CHO RUS #1
(The ac tors who sit in the au di ence or around the play -
ing space speak amongst them selves and to ISMENE, the 
words quick, ur gent, tum bling over each other. The M
and F iden tify the side one is on. It need not in di cate
gen der. They are peo ple of Thebes.)

M: (to ISMENE) Stop her! You’re right. She’s go ing to die 
for noth ing.

F: No, she’s do ing the right thing.
M: (to ISMENE) The war is over. Your brother’s dead.

Why can’t she leave it alone?
M2: We don’t want to see her ex e cu tion.
F: She has to bury her brother! It’s her duty.
M: She’s break ing the law.
F: Whose law?
M: She can’t win, and we’ll all pay. You watch.

(The GUARD en ters.)

CREON
What is it? Speak.

GUARD
Sir, I can’t claim I’m out of breath from run ning,
Or that I got here as fast I could—no sir—your Honor,
I stopped more than a few times along the way, see—
These thoughts kind of stopped me dead in my tracks

like…
I thought I could hear my own voice yell ing at me:

16 ANTIGONE

“Turn back, you id iot! What do you think you’re do ing?
Ha-ha.

Hey! Slow down, you jerk!
What’re you do ing? Racing to your own ex e cu tion?”
Ha-ha… Things like that. Ha-ha
But I kept mov ing!
And then I’d stop again and I’d hear my self talk ing again!

To my self again:
“What are you, a mo ron? If Creon gets the news be fore

you get there,
What’s to stop him from wring ing your neck when you ar -

rive?” Ha-ha…
But here I am! Ha-ha.
Now I’m here! Here I am! Ta-da!
And even though I don’t have a lot to say,
I’ll tell you ev ery thing any way! Ha-ha…
What will be will be—ha-ha

(sing)
Que—

CREON
Get to the point!

GUARD
First, let me just say—
I did n’t do this, and I don’t know who did.
Please! It would be un fair, sir,
Com pletely un fair to blame it all on me.

CREON
Blame you for what?

Antigone 17
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