JEAN ANOUILH

Antigone. 1 do know what I am talking about! Now
it is you who have stopped understanding. I am too far |
away from you now, talking to you from a kingdom you
can't get into, with your glIlCL tongue and your hollow |

heart. [Laughs.] 1 laugh, Creon, because I see you sud-

denly as you must have been at fifteen: the same look ;
of impotence in your face and the same inner conviction |

that there was nothing you couldn’t do. What has life
added to you, except those lines in your face, and that

fat on our stomach?
ntigone. y do you want me to be quiet? Because |

you know that I am right? Do you think I can’t see in
your face that what I am saying is true? You can’t admit
it, of course; you have to go on growling and defending

the bone ’ou call hamess
ntigone. 1 spit on your happiness! I spit on your idea

of life—that life that must go on, come what may. You
are all like dogs that lick everything they smell. You with

your promise of a humdrim happiness—provided a per- ;

son doesn’t ask too much of life. I want everything of
life, I do; and I want it now! I want it total, complete:
otherwise I reject it!
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very day; sure that everything will be as beautiful as when
I was a little girl. If not, I want to diel







