CHORUS: In a tragedy, nothing is in doubt and everyone's
destiny is known. That makes for tranquility.
There is a sort of fellow-feeling among charac-
ters in a tragedy: he who kills is as innocent as he
who gets killed; it's all a matter of what part you
are playing. Tragedy is restful; and the reason is
that hope, that foul, deceitful thing, has no part in
it. There isn't any hope. You're trapped. The
whole sky has fallen on you, and all you can do
about it is to shout.

Don't mistake me: | said "shout"; | did not say
groan, whimper, complain. That you cannot do.
But you can shout aloud; you can get all those
things said that you never thought you'd be able
to say--or never even knew you had it in you to
say. And you don't say these things because it
will do any good to say them; you know better
than that. You say them for their own sake; you
say them because you learn a lot from them.

In melodrama you argue and struggle in the hope
of escape. That is vulgar; it's practical. But in
tragedy, where there is no temptation to try to

escape, argument is gratuitous: it's kingly.



CHORUS: Now for the play.

Oedipus, who was the father of the two girls,
Antigone and Ismene, had also two sons, Eteo-
cles and Polynices.3 After Oedipus died, it was
agreed that the two sons should share his throne,
each to reign over Thebes in alternate years.

, (Gradually, the lights on the stage have been dimmed.)
But when Eteocles, the elder son, had reigned a
full year, and time had come for him to step down,
he refused to yield up the throne to his

younger brother. There was civil war. Polynices
brought up allies-six foreign princes; and in the
course of the war he and his foreigners were
defeated, each in front of one of the seven gates
of the city. The two brothers fought, and they
killed one another in single combat just outside
the city walls. Now Creon is King.

Creon has issued a solemn edict that Eteocles,
with whom he had sided, is to be buried with
pomp and honors, and that Polynices is to be left
to rot. The vultures and the dogs are to bloat
themselves on his carcass. Nobody is to go into
mourning for him. No gravestone is to be set up
in his memory. And above all, any person who
attempts to give him religious burial will himself

be put to death.



