Creon. The pride of Oedipus! Oedipus and his head-:
strong pride all over again. I can see your father in you— '

and I believe you. Of course you thought that I should
have you killed! Proud as you are, it seemed to you a

natural climax in your existence. Your father was like that. |

For him as for you human happiness was meaningless;

and mere human misery was not enough to satisfy his !
passion for torment. [He sits on stool behind the table.]

You come of people for whom the human vestment is a
kind of straitjacket: it cracks at the seams. You spend
your lives wriggling to get out of it. Nothing less than a
cosy tea party with death and destiny will quench your
thirst. The happiest hour of your father’s life came when
he listened greedily to the story of how, unknown to him-
self, he had killed his own father and dishonored the bed

of his own mother. Drop by drop, word by word, he drank |
in the dark story that the gods had destined him first to |
live and then to hear. How avidly men and women drink |

the brew of such a tale when their names are Oedipus—
and Antigone! And it is so simple, afterwards, to do what

your father did, to put out one’s eyes and take ones |

daughter begging on the highways.
Let me tell you, Antigone: those days are over for
Thebes. Thebes has a right to a king without a past. My

name, thank God, is only Creon. I stand here with both |

feet firm on the ground; with both hands in my pockets;

and I have decided that so long as I am king—being less
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ambitious than your father was—I shall merely devote
myself to introducing a little order into this absurd king-
dom; if that is possible.







