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by Karen Hartman 

 

Antigone and Ismene watch the waves.  Good

-

looking women in their thirties.  They make soft 

wave

-

crashing sounds with their mouths.  

 

ISMENE

 

I ride that one.

 

ANTIGONE

 

I ride that one.

 

ISMENE

 

Watch it break.

 

ANTIGONE

 

How can you 

say break when my heart is breaking?

 

ISMENE

 

Breakers break.  It’s a term.

 

ANTIGONE

 

How long a term?

 

ISMENE

 

Creon is king for life.

 

ANTIGONE

 

So, not that long.

 

ISMENE

 

I’ll ride that one.

 

ANTIGONE

 

See the seal?

 

ISMENE

 

It’s a boy.

 

ANTIGONE

 

It’s a creature.
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A boy is a creature.  He’s standing.  He’s riding his board.

 

(The women watch the boy ride his board)

 

ANTIGONE

 

I can’t look.

 

ISMENE

 

Look.  Beauty heals. 

 

ANTIGONE

 

I can’t watch another boy fall.

 

ISMENE

 

It’s sport.

 

ANTIGONE

 

It’s sick.  He tries with 

all his might, he works his pecs in his mom’s garage, he pumps 

iron from a catalogue so he can hold up the board, paddle out, paddle paddle.  He goes to 

a beach where he knows no one: he kneels, he bites it, he kneels, he holds it, he stands, he 

bites it, 

he stands, he holds it, he stands, he stands, he stands.  He’s ready to come to his 

home beach and ride waves in front of us, in front of girls

-

 

ISMENE

 

We’re not his demographic.

 

ANTIGONE

 

-

 in front of babes 

-

 

ISMENE

 

We’re twice his age.

 

ANTIGONE

 

He gets h

ard little muscles down his skinny front, saves up for a springsuit, the neoprene 

binds his biceps and thighs, he powders his body so the little hairs won’t stick, so he can 

zip up a size too small, an armor of latex against the shrivelly cold sea.  He dre

ams of 

riding water.  
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ANTIGONE  (CONT.)

 

Now peak of summer, thirty

-

one shades of blue, suit peeled back to show fourteen karat skin, he 

hefts a waxed longboard into ocean from here to Hawaii.  Save for the braces on his teeth 

 

he is a buttfuckable Hellenic god.  He plunges

.  He paddles.  He rides.  But how will it 

 

end?  How does it end no matter how worthy, how pretty, how ready the boy?  Waves crash 

 

one way, into coast, into rock.  I can’t look.

 

(Antigone has been looking this whole time)

 

ISMENE

 

Antigone.  You’re an ass.

  The coast is soft.  Sand.  The kid can swim.  You know this.  

You’re an ass.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Did we have the same brother or not?

 

ISMENE

 

Brothers.

 

ANTIGONE

 

One day riding the wet, the next sucked under the ground.

 

ISMENE

 

That kid is somebody else.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Same

 youth rising into my hand.  

 

ISMENE

 

Keep it to yourself.  

 

ANTIGONE

 

Same stubble under my tongue.

 

ISMENE

 

Think of the family.

 

ANTIGONE

 

“Family?”  You mean you?

 

ISMENE

 

I guess so.
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It’s terrifying that we are blood.

 

ISMENE

 

Sure is.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Same brothers, same father.  Three brothers if you count our father.  Jocasta must have 

been so proud of her kids:  Antigone, Ismene, Polynices, Eteoclos, Oedipus.  

 

ISMENE

 

That’s the par

t you could leave out.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Incest is efficient.

 

ISMENE

 

That’s the kind of sentence you could write down and leave under a rock.  On a different 

beach.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Incest, invest: a philosphy.  Invest in what you already know.

 

ISMENE

 

There once was a girl

 named Ismene.  She had parents and siblings.  They were not the 

same people.  She was an exiled princess surviving a war.  Her brothers fought on 

different sides.  That’s okay.  Families split and that is okay.  That is how humans move 

on, the capacity to

 love new people.  The rules changed.  The ruler changed.  And 

everyone forgot about Princess Ismene’s rotten family.  Such that she got a really good 

job with full benefits and two

-

hour lunches in a seaside town and watched surfers all 

afternoon.  She hir

ed the surfers to do odd jobs for her, washing walks or clipping flora.  

They wear little pants called jams.  These jams expose the hipbones and unlace below the 

navel.  Ismene was a lucky lucky princess.

 

ANTIGONE

 

I’m burying our brother.

 

ISMENE

 

Make a shr

ine.  It’s portable.
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I want the body.

 

ISMENE

 

Show some respect for boundaries.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Boundaries are for cowards.

 

ISMENE

 

There’s the reason four of six of us are dead.

 

ANTIGONE

 

I’m crossing back for him.

 

ISMENE

 

No him anymore. It.  A body is an it. 

 

(Antigone looks 

out to sea)

 

ANTIGONE

 

Where did the boy go?

 

ISMENE

 

Swimming.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Sucked down.

 

ISMENE

 

Watch your language.

 

ANTIGONE

 

I meant the sea.

 

ISMENE

 

He was my brother too.

 

ANTIGONE

 

What color were that surfer boy’s jams?

 

ISMENE

 

I didn’t see.
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The wrong color?

 

ISMENE

 

I didn’t see.

 

ANTIGONE

 

He was right there.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Let’s go in. 

 

ISMENE

 

We’re under surveillance.

 

(Out to sea)

 

Look there.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Oh.

 

ISMENE

 

See?

 

ANTIGONE

 

Is that the same one?

 

ISMENE

 

Sure.
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I like that one.

 

ISMENE

 

See?  

 

ANTIGONE

 

I don’t think it’s the same.

 

ISMENE

 

But you like that one.

 

ANTIGONE

 

Yes.

 

ISMENE

 

Enjoy.

 

ANTIGONE

 

I need a fresh beverage.

 

ISMENE

 

Tough.

 

ANTIGONE

 

I’d like a little more freedom of motion.

 

ISMENE

 

We earn that. 

 When we’re really good.  We earn that.

 

ANTIGONE

 

I will earn freedom through death!

 

ISMENE

 

Here.

 

(She hands Antigone binoculars)

 

ANTIGONE

 

You were hoarding this whole time?

 

ISMENE

 

Saving.  You first.
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Thanks sis.

 

(Antigone watches the boy through binoculars.  She 

gasps in pleasure)

 

ISMENE

 

Good?

 

ANTIGONE

 

uh huh.

 

ISMENE

 

What can you see?

 

ANTIGONE

 

Every swell.  Every drop.  He sets his face against the waves.  He squints.  He likes the 

challenge. 

 He’s in Creon’s colors.

 

ISMENE

 

Good.

 

ANTIGONE

 

He’s got a sharktooth around his neck.

 

ISMENE

 

Cute.

 

ANTIGONE

 

The spike of it coated with blood.

 

(Antigone sets down the binoculars)

 

ISMENE

 

You don’t like that one?

 

ANTIGONE

 

I want my brother.

 

ISMENE

 

Boys sprin

g fresh from the waves every day.
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ANTIGONE

 

That kid tips over and another pops up.  You employ a surfer, he finds a real girlfriend, 

and a new boy comes to work.  I get married and if after seven years or fourteen or 

twenty

-

one the guy absconds keels over, I replace him.  An equivalent mo

del or a full 

shift 

–

 a teenager, a woman, whatever.  Birth a kid, kid drowns in the bath, birth another.  

Too late, get one from an economically deprived nation.  Gulp down a drink, there’s free 

refills.

 

To make a new brother I’d have to make a new me.  W

e would sit and go, I think dad 

locked us out of the house to watch porn.  Did that happen?  We would reflect and 

confirm. 

 

ISMENE

 

He became a traitor.  He fought against everything that keeps us safe.

 

ANTIGONE

 

“Safe?”

 

ISMENE

 

I loved him too.

 

ANTIGONE

 

You 

have no loyalty.

 

ISMENE

 

I am loyal to change.

 

ANTIGONE

 

You mean convenience?

 

ISMENE

 

Get married.

 

ANTIGONE

 

There is no one like a brother.
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A sister?

 

ANTIGONE

 

I don’t know, I never lost a sister.

 

ISMENE

 

(of Dad)

 

It was an incest flick.

 

ANTIGONE

 

How do you know?

 

ISMENE

 

I read the box.  I’m older.  I could read, I read the box.

 

ANTIGONE

 

We never talk about this stuff.

 

ISMENE

 

We could.

 

ANT

IGONE

 

Polynices and I talked all night about this stuff.

 

ISMENE

 

Keep it to yourself.

 

ANTIGONE

 

I always thought there could be anything between us, me and him.  But you and me?  I 

never considered that.

 

ISMENE

 

I exist.  I am right here and I have been right

 here this whole time.  I hate my fucking 

family.

 

ANTIGONE

 

“Family?”  You mean me?
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You crash through the barbed wire with a bucket of sea water to slosh over our brother, 

who’s left behind?  Me.  Are they going to freshen my drink?  You see free refills here?  

They’ll go, where’s your sister?  And I can say blood is nothing till I

 bleed through my 

sarong but they will hold me to you.

 

(Antigone prepares for the rites.  Ululates)

 

ISMENE (

Cont.)

 

I’m going to get married and get pregnant and name my kids names that start with O, P, 

and E.  I’m going to make a family tree.  It will be m

essy, the branches sort of branching 

into branches instead of dividing into leaves…  But that’s okay.  I’m not ashamed of my 

past.  Okay I’m ashamed but I think that when I have the kids and a little security 

-

 my 

home is nice but ever since we’ve been inv

aded and placed under house arrest it’s a lot 

less cozy 

-

 when I have security regarding this regime, when I line up my offspring with 

just the initials of those nasty people related to us, I’m going to feel soothed.  

 

(A SURFER enters.  He wears jams and 

a bloody 

sharks’ tooth necklace.  He is soaking wet)

 

SURFER

 

I love you Antigone.  I think you’re rad.  I have a plan for us Antigone. Creon is my dad.  

 

I am a prince and I love you.  Some qualities I like in a girl are:  the willingness to argue 

-

 

most gi

rls let me win because I’m the guy, and maybe the prince, but even just the guy 

–

 

 

most girls let most guys win, they’ll even switch sides, start arguing your side just 

 

because you were louder and maybe you scared them and maybe they fear violence, but 

 

i

t’s lame.  I hate girls who do that.  Who are insipid and weak.  I don’t think girls should 

bodybuild or anything but I believe in the goddess, an immortal courage that lies beneath 

 

the breast of many women, especially ones a little older than me, not too

 old, not 

 

mishapen or flatulent but a little crinkled at the eye.  That’s cool.  The chest above her 

 

bikini top a little rough, not leathery, just like:  “I’ve seen some sun.”  I like that.  I too have 

seen sun.  I am young but I have seen much sun.  I t

hink about us sometimes 

 

Antigone.  I think a woman as bold as you could be a lot of fun.  I think we could do 

 

things.  I’ll say more on this subject when we know each other better.  I think we could

 

 really really do things.

 



[image: image12.wmf]SURFER (CONT.)

 

I have a plan Antigone.  What I’m going to do is explain to my father the politics of 

opposition movements, the necessity of preventing martyrdom.  You are the ultimate 

martyr figure being a girl, or anyway female, and fighting for something

 people identify 

with.  Fighting for family, which is a very feminine thing to do.  You’re fierce but like, 

fierce in the spirit of domesticity which is insanely appealing not only to women but men.  

And if you hang…  I’ll guarantee him there will be sea b

irds flocking around your ten toes. 

An ice plant wreath on your head.  Little notes on sticks.  Not only your bro’s body but 

yours will be revered, people will cut threads from your tankini and frame them in their 

homes.  You will turn the tides against us

 if you die.  I’ll explain this to my dad.  And how 

if instead you love ME and I ALLOW you to do the deal with the corpse, if we make a 

 

bridge not a wall, you know, a bridge between regimes, Creon is your uncle, I am your 

cousin and I know in your family 

that should count for something, Hah hah.

 

Anyway.  That’s in the past.  To me you are not tainted whatsoever.

 

Anyway.  I think we’d be great.  I think we’d be unbeatable.  

 

Will you marry me Antigone?

 

Which one is Antigone? 

 

ISMENE

 

I am Antigone.  I’d love

 to. 

 

  (Blackout.  End of play)
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by Tanya Barfield

 

 

(November 1918, a rainy day.  

Antoinette, a black laundry worker, 

sits in the office of General Carlton.  

She is alone.  She holds two telegrams 

and a small satchel on her lap.  The 

sound of telephone operators and   

stenograp

hers can be heard.)

 

Telephone Operator:

 PRESIDENT WILSON ISSUES 

ADDRESS STOP ALLIES PUSH BACK THE GERMAN 

LINE STOP 

 

Stenographer:

 Dear Mr. and Mrs. 

--

 insert name,  I write to 

offer sincere condolences.  Your son, 

--

 insert, 

--

 was killed, 

fighting at 

--

in

sert...

 

 (General Carlton, a white officer, 

enters.  He is a well

-

educated, precise, 

angular man.  Carlton goes about his 

business: removes his overcoat, hangs 

up his umbrella, it drops.  He shakes 

off a wet newspaper as his briefcase 

slips out of his hand

s, etc.  He does not 

see Antoinette sitting quietly.)  
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 Read by General Pershing to the 

French military mission stationed with the American Army 

--

 Secret Information Concerning Black American Troops: 

It is important for French officers who have been called 

upon to exercise command over bla

ck American troops, to 

have an exact idea of the position occupied by Negroes in 

the United States...  

 

Stenographer:

 Dear Mr. and Mrs. 

–

 

 

Telephone Operator: 

 Although a citizen of the United 

States, the black man is regarded by the white American as 

an i

nferior being with whom relations of business or 

service only are possible

 

Stenographer:

 Dear Mr. and Mrs. I write to offer sincere 

condolences.

 

Telephone Operator: 

 We must not eat with blacks, must 

not shake hands or seek to talk or meet with them outsid

e 

the requirements of military service.  We must not 

commend too highly the black American troops, 

particularly in the presence of white Americans... 

 

 

(Carlton winds a phonograph.  Jazz music 

plays.  A sudden blast of horns as General 

Carlton turns and se

es Antoinette.  

Completely alarmed, he jumps back, 

gasping.)

 



[image: image15.wmf]ANTOINETTE

 

Give me my brother's body.

 

(Carlton quickly shuts off the radio.)

 

CARLTON

 

I beg your pardon.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

Give me my brother's body.

 

CARLTON

 

Remove yourself from my office.  

 

ANTOINETTE

 

The corpse.

 

CARLTON

 

Immediately.

 

(Antoinette does not move.)

 

CARLTON (CONT'D)

 

If you do not remove yourself from my office, I will have 

you forcefully removed.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

My brother served in New York's 369th National Guard. 

He played in the regimental band.  He died at Champagne

-

Marne.  Please, give me his body.

 

CA

RLTON

 

Mrs.

--

?

 

ANTOINETTE

 

Antoinette Thebes

--

 

CARLTON

 

Antoinette

--

 

ANTOINETTE 

 

General

--

 

CARLTON

 

Carlton.
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(she holds up the bag)

 

General Carlton.  This schoolboy's satchel that was my 

brother's is empty. This bag to carry his breath, his skin.  A 

bag for bones.  Would you like t'see the contents of the 

satchel?

 

CARLTON

 

The bag is empty.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

W

ould you like to see?

 

CARLTON

 

Antoinette, you are feeling heartache.   I know this feeling.  

I know the Negro man feels heartache as the white man 

does.  And the woman has the same capacity for 

compassion and understanding as does the man.  My beliefs 

may 

not be popular beliefs among my people.  But I believe 

they are just beliefs.  And when men of the future observe 

history, it will stand on the side of clemency and 

temperance and not of rigor and restraint.   And this is why 

I will give you brief audience

 and not have you forcefully 

removed from my office.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

My brother's body…

 

CARLTON

 

Was unrecovered?

 

ANTOINETTE

 

Colored boys got a way of disappearing.

 

CARLTON

 

Pity.  True.  It is a pity.

 

(beat)

 

But, we couldn't possibly identify 

--

 and the expendit

ure of

-

 

ANTOINETTE

 

Please.  Sir.  I want t'bury something of my brother.  

 

CARLTON 

 

An act of ritual.  Important, I understand.  Ritualistic acts 

are important even if they are
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based solely on imagination, or hopefulness 

--

 a belief 

system that grants peace of mind.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

His name Paul Edward Thebes.  He served  New York's 

369th National Guard Regiment, he died  Champagne

-

Marne.  

 

CARLTON

 

Quite a battle.

 

ANTO

INETTE

 

(holding up a telegram)

 

Telegram tells me he demonstrated exemplary courage.

 

WAS WOUNDED.  SAVED A COMPANY OF WHITE 

BOYS. FRENCH AWARD MEDAL OF HONOR. HAVE 

PRIDE.  

 

This one from my other brother.  PAUL KILLED (STOP)  

WILL SEND HOME HIS 

RIBBONS AND 

FRENCH 

MEDAL

 (STOP THIS)  PRAY FOR US.  It never came.

 

CARLTON

 

The post can be

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

It never came.

 

CARLTON

 

We are at war, I sympathize, but

--

 

ANTOINETTE 

 

I need something t'bury.

 

CARLTON

 

A photograph, perhaps?

 

ANTOINETTE

 

General Carlton, I don't co

me from a family of clerks and 

stenographers.  I come from a family of longshore and 

laundry workers.  We don’t  got no photographs.
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I'm sorry, I?

 

ANTOINETTE

 

Need a medal.

 

CARLTON

 

You've said yourself, the French medal was lost

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

From your government, from our government, this 

government, I need you to give me, you must give me, I 

need and you must give, General Carlt

on you will give me 

a medal of honor

--

 

CARLTON

 

A medal?

 

ANTOINETTE

 

For my brother.

 

CARLTON

 

Mrs. Thebes, the French may award Croix de Guerre to the 

Negroes, but we do not.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

paul wounded paul killed 

--

 

CARLTON

 

Stop

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

squattin’ in rotted

 rat

-

filled trenches, ears ripped by 

machine fire, burnt by shells, squalid smell of blood, 

 

knee deep in a wasted land of water

 

CARLTON

 

Stop it.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

Rats feedin’ off the flesh of fresh cadavers, 

 

eatin’ the eyes, stealin’ the sight
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Antoi

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

gassed for mother

-

land

 

CARLTON 

 

   An

—

 

ANTOINETTE 

 

lost hand in battle 

--

 

 

CARLTON

 

Antoinette!

 

ANTOINETTE

 

twisted and barbed by wire 

--

 continued to fight.  

 

CARLTON

 

I offer sincere condolences.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

You offer nothin.

 

CARL

TON 

 

Here you overstep yourself.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

You must give me a medal.

 

CARLTON

 

Here, Antoinette, you are entirely out of step.  I cannot

 

possibly issue a medal of honor.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

A purple

--

 

CARLTON

 

I cannot poss

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

A purp

--

 

CARLTON

 

I have spoken

 and I have said.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

A purple medal

--

 

CARLTON 

 

Stop

--

 

 



[image: image20.wmf]ANTOINETTE

 

My brother

--

 

CARLTON

 

Stop it!

 

ANTOINETTE

 

My broth

--

 

CARLTON

 

A purple heart is a medal.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

An organ.

 

CARLTON

 

A heart

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

An instrument

--

 

CARLTON

 

Is a precious medal.

 

ANTOINETTE

 

For music.

 

CARLTON

 

I cannot possibly

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

Is

sue

--

 

CARLTON

 

Any sort of medallion

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

Deliver

--

 

CARLTON

 

A body

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

My brother

--
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A colored boy

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

To me.

 

CARLTON

 

Silence!  I demand your silence now.  I have been kind.  I 

have been more than necessarily kind.  Some men of my 

kind would not be so kind.  And I demand your cessation in 

this matter.  I demand you recogni

ze your station 

 

and stay in step. 

 

ANTOINETTE

 

My broth

—

 

CARLTON

 

My father, a chaplain, died

—

 

ANTOINETTE

 

My

—

 

 

CARLTON

 

My youngest brother, a pilot died

—

 

 

ANTIONETTE

 

 My

--

 

 

CARLTON

 

I cannot deliver a heart.  Or a body.  Or a medal.  And you 

cannot come in t

o my office.  You cannot come 

--

 a Negro 

--

 

a black apparition

--

 

ANTOINETTE

 

I must bury

--

 

CARLTON

 

You must:

 

ANTOINETTE & CARLTON

 

STOP.

 

You/I must bury

--
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A symbol?

 

ANTOINETTE 

 

My brother's purple heart.

 

They stare at each other.  Carlton looks away first. He turns 

on the radio.  Music plays.

 

 

End of play.
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(after Sophocles’ 

Antigone]

 

 

by Caridad Svich

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

An archive is a public building, a place where records are kept.

 

Archival memory may consist of documents, maps, literary texts, letters, archaeological 

remains, recordings, videos, f

ilms, cds, and other ephemera of society.

 

 

NARRATION

 

In the blur of history

 

In the chaos of memory

 

Words are broken

 

Fragmented

 

Heard anew

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

Antigone buried the body of her brother. False to him she will never be found.
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Thebes (now Thivai), chief city of Boeotia of ancient Greece. Here is the site of the 

Theban acropolis, part of which still survives. Here lie the remains of a prehistoric city.

 

Right here. Within this caverned rock, within this vault. In a chamb

er secret as a grave, 

she was held prisoner.

 

 

NARRATION

 

The litany of the dead is borne here. Listen.

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

Punish me, brother.

 

Punish my love.

 

For I only loved, and my love costs me.

 

Your body rests, and my body is outside of me.

 

Your body 

rests, and I wrestle sleep.

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

In this exhibit you will find

 

An ivory jewel

-

box from a chamber tomb of Thebes.

 

A thin belt made of hemp

 

A simple dress made of silk

 

A leg torn from a body

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

Awaking the ever

-

new lament

 

In your death

 you have undone my life

 

The day

-

star’s sacred eye watches me.

 

Oh city of my fathers in the land of Thebes.
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ARCHIVIST

 

In this exhibit you will find 

 

A statue of a young woman of about human size from the Sanctuary on the mountain.

 

A mirror of undefined origin

 

 

It was here. It was right here where they held her. A caverned rock. A living tomb.

 

 

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGON

E

 

Antigone buried her brother. She carried his corpse for miles. She went against every 

law.

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

Die I must. I know that well. Even without edicts. But if I am to die before my time, I 

count that as a gain: for when any one lives as I do, 

surrounded by evil, can such one find 

anything but gain in death? These times in which we live, these times of hate, have been 

lived before. I welcome death if it free me from these times, and from this well of hate.

 

Accuse me of being Death’s bride, and I

 will accuse you for centuries of going against 

the laws of heaven, which are beyond time. Make me your martyr. Your power is of this 

earth, and I am already in heaven. 
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[ANTIGONE is led away by the guards.]

 

 

NARRATION

 

Out of earshot

 

Out of view

 

Her body quivers

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

In this exhibit you will find

 

A map of silence.

 

 

 

2. Suspension

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

She used a belt. A thin strap. She hung it from this point right here.

 You can see a mark 

where the rock juts out. She took the belt from around her waist and tied it around her 

neck, and suspended herself from this very point.  She knew what she was doing when 

she spoke out. She buried her brother. That’s not technically a 

crime, but the governor 

said it was forbidden. There are laws against treason and betrayal. She took his corpse, 

went out into the public field, buried him, and spoke over his grave, and sang a mournful 

song. She didn’t sing quiet. She wanted the world to 

hear. So, she got put in here, shoved 

in like an animal. Creon locked the vault and thought nothing of it. 

 

 

NARRATION

 

Antigone lets out a scream before she hangs.

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

You can’t hear anything in here except rain beating. Her uncle Creon put her in h

ere. I 

think it’s worst when it’s a family thing. Uncles and brothers and sisters all mixed up in
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ARCHIVIST (CONT.)

 

some political tangle…Yes. It was from this point she hung herself. …Why didn’t they 

take away the belt?… what’s a belt worth?…

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE & DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

And then I/she stopped screaming, and wept instead, and tasted my/her

 tears, and tried to 

move but I/she was tired of wriggling; my/her body was spent. So I/she pretended to be a 

statue, like those I/she saw at the doors of the sanctuary.  I/She was trying to forget how 

to move. I/She was trying to forget how to speak. I/Sh

e was trying to forget how to weep. 

I/She was trying to forget. 

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

In this exhibit you will find

 

A thin belt made of hemp

 

A simple dress made of silk

 

And a lock of hair

 

 

{Interlude: a private recording of Antigone

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

…What? Talk i

nto the machine? What do you mean? Closer? Okay. Is this close enough? 

…This feels funny. No, it’s all right. I’ll say things. I’ll speak into it. I just don’t want my 

voice to come out wrong. You know? It needs to sound like me. So that if someone were 

to

 pick it up and listen, they could say ‘hey, that’s Antigone. Hey, hey, that’s not Johnny,
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HISTORICAL ANTIGONE (CONT.)

 

no, that’s Antigone”…What? You’re recording me now? But I haven’t…I’m not ready. I 

was just… You need a story, right? Something rich and wonderful. Isn’t that what you 

want? Something about my father maybe? I lived with him in 

exile for years. I was his 

eyes. My father was a great man. He learned to forget his pride. That’s the greatest lesson 

one could learn in this life…What? Oh. You don’t want to hear about my father? …I can 

give you something else. What do you want? What do 

you want from me? 

}

 

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

There seems to have been a malfunction.

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE (from recording)

 

What do you 

-

?

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

There. There. It’s over.

 

I’m sorry about that.

 

Machines have lives of their own sometimes.

 

Now, where were we? Ah yes. T

he belt around her neck. Silence.

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

She was trying to forget how to move.  

 

She was trying to forget how to speak.

 

She was trying to forget.

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

“She must die, and therefore serve the dead eternally, if that is her will.”  That’s wha

t he 

said.  And he led her onto a lonely path, and hid her inside the rocky vault, with barely

 

enough food to last a few days.  He thought it the right thing to do.  If she was hid, he

 

would avoid public scandal.  No one need know where Antigone was sent.
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NARRATION

 

Antigone seeks her tomb.

 

She wishes to be buried in her rightful place.

 

“Where is my bridal chamber? Where is my gown?” she cries.

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

I try to sleep but the siren sounds won’t stop. Tighten the noose. Belly up close to 

thoughts c

oming in slow motion, suspended:
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NARRATION

 

Creon watches her from his study. He has the inside view.

 

She is his conscience. Best that she is locked up.

 

No one need hear her words of disobedience in this civilized state.

 

 

In the vault she hangs 

 

held inside a frame between marriage and de

ath.

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

First second

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

Second second

 

 

NARRATION

 

Third…

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

First second

 

 

NARRATION & ARCHIVIST

 

Second second

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

Third…

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

The belt cuts into the neck

 

Slow torque

 

Feet kick once

 

Against rock

 

The eyes 

look up
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HISTORICAL ANTIGONE (CONT.)

 

The flow of oxygen throughout the body stops

 

 

SCROLL

 

[Exit ANTIGONE on the spectators’ left.]

 

 

3. Altar

 

 

SCROLL

 

[From the central doors of the palace.]

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

An altar is placed for all to see.

 

Antigone is mourned. Objects 

are left in her name upon the altar.

 

In this exhibit you will find

 

A pitcher of wine

 

A wooden amulet

 

The petal of dried rose

 

 

From this earth you will see

 

A lacerated neck

 

Bruised arms

 

Marks on the tongue

 

The stuff of legend.

 

 

NARRATION

 

The litany of the d

ead is borne here. Listen.

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

Swung down

 

She fell upon the earth  
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HISTORICAL  ANTIGONE

 

Seven hours later they find me.

 

I am cut down, and laid out on the plain.

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

No more prison

-

locked is she (they cry)

 

 

 

NARRATION

 

Beam of the sun

 

Eye of golden day

 

Remember this: our country is the ship that bears us sa

fe, and that only if she thrives 

in her voyage can we make honest friends.

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

In this exhibit you will find 

 

A wedding dress from the Hellenistic period

 

An abject copy of a death decree

 

A mirror

 

And a statue of a young woman of about human size

 

 

HI

STORICAL ANTIGONE

 

Here on warm earth stained with blood I walk

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

Under open sky breaking from the heat

 

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

One step, and another
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One girl, and another

 

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

Each breath 

 

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

Grants a little more…

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

 

And as I look out

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

 

Beyond the plain, across the open fields

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

 

I hear the cries of

 the living

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE & DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

 

And I touch the skirt of the river with my own bare hands.

 

 

4. Statue

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

While I rise

 

And when I rise

 

The voices of the dead call to me

 

And I listen

 

In exile

 

 

My body is transferred fro

m Thebes to another city

 

I watch it as it moves

 

As one city and another tries to make a place for it.

 

My body travels by ship,

 



[image: image34.wmf]HISTORICAL ANTIGONE (CONT.)

 

And is frozen in time.

 

Someone wants a finger. Someone else wants an eye.

 

Someone steals an eyelash in the night.

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

The tragedy of Antigone is played out on the stage.

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

In this exhibit you will find

 

Fro

m this earth you will witness:

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

A young woman about the size of a statue

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

Held up for your scrutiny.

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

Feel her pulse as she wraps the belt around her neck.

 

Count the minutes it takes for the oxygen t

o leave her body,
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First second

 

Third second

 

Slow torque… 

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

What’s your story, Antigone?

 

 

 NARRATION

 

In the blur of history

 

In the chaos of memory

 

Words are broken

 

Fragmented

 

Heard anew

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

Admit daylight

 

Admit error

 

Ad

mit

 

Confess

 

Do not stand by ceremony

 

 

HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

And I crawl along the river lit by the moon.

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE

 

And I crawl along the river lit by the moon.

 

 

NARRATION

 

Where is her bridal chamber? Where is her wedding gown?
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And I drink from the river.

 

 

NARRATION

 

This is recalled

 

From another time

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE & HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

I drink…

 

 

NARRATION

 

Not long past

 

 

DIGITAL ANTIGONE & HISTORICAL ANTIGONE

 

While I rise

 

And when I rise

 

My statue breaks

 

 

ARCHIVIST

 

Antigone’s body has been preserved forever. Her entire body including her brain has 

been preserved. Some recordings have also been found recently, and while the quality is 

not good, you can hear Antigone’s voice in a special roo

m next to the gift shop as you 

leave. You can also visit the archaeological museum, and delight in a prehistoric 

collection, a sculpture collection, a vase collection and a bronze collection from various 

sites and ancient cemeteries. The taking of photogra

phs is strictly prohibited. A new 

extension to the museum is being planned, pending financial support. We welcome your 

contribution.

 

 

SCROLL

 

[The doors of the palace are opened. The corpse of ANTIGONE is disclosed.]
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By    Lynn Nottage

 

 

Scene 1

 

The Execution:

 

 

A woman is buried up to her head in dirt.  Her face is 

covered with a white shroud.

 

 

 

Antigone’s Voice (O.S. amplified) 

 

I like you.

 

 

 

Man’s Voice (O.S. amplified)

 

I like you, too.

 

 

The woman  ga

sps at the remembrance. 

 

 

 

Black out.

 

 



[image: image38.wmf]Scene 3

 

 

 

The Perp walk:

 

 

An orgy of white hot flash bulbs.   Antigone walks 

incredibly slowly across the stage as she’s barraged by a 

cacophony of voices.  She’s wearing a colorful flowing 

Bubu.  

 

 

The Antigone’s agony is apparent in her heavy labored 

ste

ps. She protectively pulls a veil around her mouth and 

nose as if a frightened child cowering from a group of 

bullies.

 

 

 

A chorus of reporters voices (O.S. amplified)

 

Did you? 

 

      Were you?

 

           Are you aware of the law?

 

                 What woul

d God say?

 

            Did you?

 

                Were you?

 

You are unmarried.

 

                     

 

She lifts her arms to protect herself and silence the 

reporters.

 

 

A chorus of reporters voices (continued)

 

Do you respect the code of the law?
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The law?

 

      What about the law?

 

Heathen!

 

Antigone

 

Stop.

 

 

 

Black Out.
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Scene 2

 

 

The Trial:

 

 

A large video screen descends.

 

 

We see a young woman nursing a child.  It is Antigone, and 

she sits erect on the witness stand.  Nervous, tentative and 

resigned.

 

 

 

Judge (O.S. Amplified)

 

How do you respond to the accusations leveled a

gainst you?

 

  

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes, I did it.  I won’t deny it.  And, I’m not ashamed.  I will accept this punishment 

alone, if no one else will stand beside me.  

 

An orgy of white hot flash bulbs.

 

 

Black Out.  
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The Confession:

 

 

Daylight.

 

 

Ismene and Antigone pound grain.  The rhythm of daily 

life.

 

 

Antigone stops.  She places her hand to her mouth and 

gasps.

 

 

Ismene

 

What?

 

 

 

 

Antigone decides against speaking and returns to pounding 

grain.

 

 

 

She stops ag

ain.

 

 

Antigone

 

Issie, no blood.  

 

 

Ismene

 

What?

 

 

Antigone

 

(louder) One moon.  No blood.

 

 

 

The women return to pounding grain.
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Do you know what that means?

 

 

Horrified, Ismene stops.

 

 

Ismene

 

It’ll come tomorrow.   

 

 

Antigone

 

And if not tomorrow?

 

 

 

 

 

Ismene returns to pounding..

 

 

 

Antigone

 

Say something.

 

 

 

Ismene continues to pound.

 

 

Antigone

 

If not tomorrow?

 

 

`

 

Ism

ene  stops pounding.

 

 

 

 

 

Ismene

 

Then when will it be plain?
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Soon.  No, sooner.

 

 

 

 

Ismene gasps, and struggles to hold back tears.

 

 

 

Antigone

 

Please, don’t

--

 

 

Ismene

 

You know

--

 

 

Antigone

 

Of course, I know.  I have no husband.  

 

 

Ismene

 

God is merciful, but the law is not.

 

 

Antigone

 

The law is vile and unfor

giving, and I don’t respect it.  

 

 

Ismene

 

But it’s there. And we women are subject to the foolishness of men. 

 

 

 

Antigone

 

What can I do?

 

 

Ismene

 

We’ll say nothing.  We’ll do nothing.  We’ll finish what we’re doing.  We’ll  make fufu 

for dinner, we’ll watch

 the sun set and we’ll forget this.
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Yes.  We’ll forget.  Good.

 

 

They return to pounding grain.

 

 

Ismene

 

Does he know?

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes. 

 

 

Ismene

 

And what did he say?

 

 

Antigone

 

There was no witness to our love.  He will carry no burden. 

 

Ismene

 

And you’ll let him go unpunished?

 

 

Antigone

 

I have no defense. 

 

 

Ismene

 

Feel this.   

 

 

 

                     Ismene balls up her fist.

 

 

Feel it.
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Why?

 

 

Ismene

 

Feel it! This is the size, dirty stones pulled from a garden, they’ll be large enough to hurt, 

but not kill immediately.   A hundred of them will slowly beat the life from you. Do you 

understand?

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes, yes, yes…but I did noth

ing wrong. Nothing, do 

you

 understand? It wasn’t wrong 

and you will tell my child this. Won’t you?

 

 

Ismene

 

No.  No.  Listen, I’ll sell my sewing machine and mother’s jewelry.  My husband knows 

people who can be persuaded.  We will persuade them to be forgi

ving. 

 

 

Antigone

 

It won’t be enough! They’re old men.  And so they speak as if God. And there’s no 

arguing.  You know that.

 

 

Ismene

 

Well, I won’t let you will die for a man who could offer you no dowrie.

 

 

Antigone

 

Issie, he carried my basket home from the 

cross road.

 

This man saw me struggling and 

 

carried a mule’s load of groundnuts without knowing my name.

 

Asked for nothing, other than I walk by his side.

 

He’d seen me in the marketplace, and remembered what I wore on every Friday.
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Even the pattern of that purple gelee cut from mother’s wedding shawl.

 

He bought nuts from only me, though you know I overcharge.  

 

But he liked the way I roasted them.  The salt nice, he say.  And he meant it. 

 

He’s from the village on th

e river side of the fork.

 

And you know, I’ve never been beyond the rotting Bantung tree, I told him this.  

 

And he described every inch of the road leading to his home. It that different and that 

similar to ours. 

 

He said I’d see his village as a bride.  

 

I’ll be carried to his mother’s door in a four door taxi. A taxi with cool air and a radio.  

 

I scolded him for making promises to a stranger. 

 

Then he propped my basket on his right shoulder without flinching.

 

“Let me carry it,” he said.  “You, miss, will

 enjoy the walk home.”

 

Issie, I walk that road everyday, but then walked it for the first time.

 

 

Ismene

 

I told you not to

-

 

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes, I know I shouldn’t have let him carry the basket, 

 

But, how many times have I walked that road alone.

 

 

Black out.
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The Crime:

 

 

A Man drops a basket of peanuts at Antigone’s feet.  Antigone stoops 

down and scoops out a handful of nuts.  The Man takes a peanut from her 

fingers, cracks and pops the nut into his mouth.

 

 

Antigone lets the remaining peanuts fall int

o the basket.  

 

 

Antigone

 

Are you tired?

 

 

Man

 

Do I look so?

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes, a little.

 

 

 

Man

 

It’s a long walk, no?  

 

 

Antigone

 

I hadn’t noticed. 

 

 

Man

 

You make this walk everyday, then?
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Yes.

 

 

Man

 

I think you must be stronger than you look.

 

 

Antigone

 

I am.  

 

 

 

A moment.

 

 

Man

 

What’s your name? 

 

 

Antigone

 

You wait until now to ask.

 

 

Man

 

I wait until you’re ready to tell me.

 

 

Antigone

 

I’m not ready, but thank you mister for carrying 

my basket. 

 

 

Man

 

I’ll know your name before the evening’s out.

 

 

 

The sound of the night encroaching.
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Well, the sky is turning over.  And if you don’t hurry, you won’t make it home before 

dark.

 

 

Man

 

You don’t think so?

 

 

Antigone

 

No.

 

 

They both gaze upward, then at each other.  

 

 

Man

 

I should go then.  

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes.

 

 

 

He does not move.  They stan

d facing each other.  They both take a step 

forward, bringing them closer together.

 

 

Antigone

 

Are you thirsty?

 

 

Man

 

Your husband won’t mind if you bring me a glass of water?

 

 

 

Antigone

 

My husband is dead.  
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Man

 

Yes, I am thirsty. 

 

 

Antigone

 

Then I’ll fetch you some water.

 

 

Man

 

Wait.

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes.

 

 

Man

 

I want to look at you before the light is gone.

 

 

 

The man studies Antigone.  She stands self

-

consciously.

 

 

 

Antigone

 

Please.  Stop. You’re making 

me feel silly.

 

 

Man

 

I don’t mean to.  But I may look?

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes.

 

 

Man

 

I’ve been meaning to speak to you since 

--
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I know.  The windy day.

 

 

Man

 

Yes, how…yes.

 

 

 

The Man tenderly takes Antigone’s hand.  They stand holding hands.   

Antigone, at first ill at ease, finally allows herself a smile.

 

 

Man

 

(soothing)A sweet smile.  

 

 

Antigone

 

Don’t say that.

 

 

Man

 

It’s t

rue.   

 

 

Antigone pulls away her hand.

 

 

Antigone

 

Please, go.

 

 

Man

 

I’m still thirsty. And you said you’d fetch me some water.

 

 

Antigone

 

Understand, my father’s demands are large.  I am a widow.
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Well, I have nothing.  

 

 

Antigone

 

Then why carry my basket five miles?

 

 

Man

 

To know you, maybe. 

 

 

Antigone

 

And what will be said?

 

 

 

Man

 

Let it be said!  

 

 

Antigone

 

No.  

 

 

The Man gently strokes Antigone’s face.   Alarmed, 

Antigone draws back. Her eyes 

dart from side to side, 

checking to see if anyone is looking.

 

 

Man

 

We are alone.

 

 

Antigone

 

We’re not alone.  I live in this compound with my family, so I must remain nameless.  

And us standing here is forbid

—
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Shhh.

 

 

 

The Man touches Antigone’s lips.  

 

 

We’ve done nothing that’ll bring God’s wrath.

 

 

Antigone

 

It is not God that worries me. 

 

 

The Man moves in as to kiss Antigone, but she pulls away.

 

 

Antigone

 

Why won’t you go?

 

 

Man

 

Because if I go.  I’ll see y

ou at the market, and you won’t know me.  You will look 

through me to the next customer. Am I right?  

 

 

Antigone

 

I can’t know you.  

 

 

A moment.

 

 

I’m not the sort of woman that you think.

 

 

Man

 

I carried your basket five miles and you think me that sort of m

an?
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…No, but

--

  

 

 

 

Man

 

Miss, I don’t know why I’m still standing here.  But I am. 

 

I’m a simple man, a poor man from a village with nothing to recommend it. 

 

I’m a good farmer with arid land, that is me today.  

 

But it may rain tomorrow and everything

 will be different… 

 

Or it may not rain for a year and I’ll continue to sift dust for a family.

 

I’ll have to walk past you at the marketplace and shut my eyes.

 

Miss, it may take me a year, I think so, to properly woo you away from your family.  

 

To earn th

e right to stand here by law.  One long year.  

 

I’m telling you this, because I stand here disgracefully and hopefully wanting desperately 

to know your name.

 

And I’ll walk away now and work a year for your dowrie, if that is what you want. 

 

But it is too l

ong to wait for one kiss.

 

 

A moment.

 

 

So if you tell me again to go, I will, because I will.  

 

 

Another moment.  Antigone wrestles with her uncertainty.  
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him.

 

 

Antigone

 

I’m going to say this, and I know it will have consequences. 

 

My name is Antigone. 

 

 

Man

 

Antigone.

 

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes.

 

 

Man

 

Why did you tell me?

 

 

Antigone

 

Because…I like you.

 

 

Man

 

I like 

you, too.

 

 

They kiss. It is a release.  It is passionate. As lights slowly 

fade a chorus of reporters voices rises. White hot flash 

bulbs.

 

 

A chorus of reporters voices (O.S. amplified)

 

Did you? 

 

      Were you?
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Are you aware of the law?

 

                 What would God say?

 

            Did you?

 

                Were you?

 

Do you respect the code of the law?

 

        The law?      What about the law?

 

 

END OF PLAY
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by

 

Chiori Miyagawa

 

 

Antigone and Harold find themselves 

 

in beautiful blue lights.  There are 

 

 

piles of books around and nothing 

 

 

else.  A portion of downstage 

 

 

remains dark.

 

 

 

Antigone

 

(Disoriented) Harold.  Where are we?

 

 

Harold

 

The underwor

ld, I assume.

 

 

Antigone

 

The underworld.  Then you followed me here.

 

 

Harold

 

It was my destiny.

 

 

Antigone

 

We didn’t say good bye, did we?

 

 

Harold

 

I wouldn’t  have expected anything so sentimental from you, Antigone.

 

 

Antigone

 

You could have lived.

 

 

Harold

 

I

 didn’t.

 

 

Antigone

 

I’m sorry.

 

 

Harold

 

For what?

 

 

Antigone

 

For bringing tragedy into your life.  

 

 

Harold

 

I don’t mind tragedy.
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I had to do what I did. Something colossal went wrong and it was changing the 

composition of human decency.  

 

 

Harold

 

I know.

 

 

Antionge

 

The rich grew greedier and greedier with suspicion and destruction and the poor stood 

mute.  The earth was muti

lated, animals tortured and discarded, rivers poisoned.    People 

began to disappear.  I had to bury my brother’s body.  I couldn’t just let him disappear. 

He was my last brother.

 

 

Harold

 

Antigone.  I don’t mind tragedy.  You did the right thing. 

 

 

Antigon

e

 

It was the right thing to do.  I had to be courageous.

 

 

Harold

 

You were courageous.  

 

 

Antigone

 

The end was dark and cold.  A long time passed, or no time at all.  Time stopped.  I was 

afraid of death.

 

 

Harold

 

Didn’t you know that I would follow you?

 

 

An

tigone

 

I was afraid to die.

 

 

Harold

 

Now I’m here with you.

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes.  I’m no longer afraid.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pause.

 

 

 

Antigone

 

I did not expect the underworld to be so serene.  I thought I would see my doomed 

family.
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This may be Bardo.  A transition place.

 

 

Antigone

 

It’s rather beautiful.

 

 

Harold

 

It reminds me of the ocean.  The air smells salty too.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pause.

 

 

Antigone

 

What would you have preferred to this?

 

 

Harold

 

Nothing.  I prefer you to everything.  B

ut if you weren’t so enraged all the time about the 

injustices of the world, I would’ve been happy just meditating. 

 

 

Antigone

 

You can’t change the world by meditating.

 

 

Harold

 

You’re wrong.

 

 

Antigone

 

How?

 

 

Harold

 

It’s too complex to explain right now.

 

 

An

tigone

 

I think we have a lot of time.

 

 

Harold

 

The point is, I knew the fire in you was irreconcilable.  You were born with that fire.  I 

didn’t try to change you.

 

 

Antigone

 

I tried to change you, didn’t I?  But I couldn’t find a revolution that I could sig

n us both 

up for.  

 

 

Harold

 

So you left me.
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Because the society had gone intolerably wrong and you were still meditating.  Not 

burying my brother, the un

-

patriot, would have meant that I consented to surrendering my 

rights to perform rituals and honor my ancestors.  What would we have lost 

next?  

Freedom of speech and thought?  The right not to reproduce?  The right to eat meat or not 

to eat meat?  Freedom to go roller skating? 

 

 

Harold

 

Antigone, you did the right thing.  

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes, I did.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pause.

 

 

Harold

 

After you were executed

,

 

 

Antigone

 

I wasn’t.  I hanged myself.

 

 

Harold

 

After you hanged yourself...I tried to kill the King.  I failed.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pause.

 

 

Antigone

 

Thank you for following me.  I was desperately lonely.

 

 

Harold

 

We were engaged.  I’m keeping my promise.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

P

ause.

 

 

 

Antigone

 

What now?

 

 

Harold

 

We wait.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

From the dark side of the stage, a blood 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

curdling scream is heard.   A stark light 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

comes up on Irene, facing the audience.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Irene is in the world of the living.  Harold 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

and Antigo

ne freeze.
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I’m reporting a double suicide.  My sister Antigone hanged herself, and her boyfriend 

Harold found her body and then stabbed himself.  My name is Irene. I live in Manhattan.  

Please hurry.  We are being evacuated. All people of Japanese descent recei

ved notice to 

relocate in forty

-

eight hours.  I’m packing my life into two suitcases that I can carry.  I 

can’t carry two dead bodies.  I can’t carry my sister.  I can’t carry her.  I have to carry 

linen and silver and our family curse.  Antigone is dead. 

Forever.  I can’t carry any more. 

I’m being sent far far away from home.  Somewhere called Treblinka.  Do you know 

where it is?  I think it’s in Bosnia.  Or Cambodia.  Please. I need help.  I’m reporting a 

broken heart, broken bodies, broken humanity.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Irene freezes.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In the blue light, Antigone shivers.

 

 

 

Harold

 

Are you cold?

 

 

Antigone

 

What are we waiting for?

 

 

Harold

 

An opportunity for reincarnation.  .

 

 

Antigone

 

I don’t want to go back.  Leaving was an immense effort.  Leaving my little sister

 was as 

excruciating as the thought of continuing to live without dignity.  After Polynices’ death, 

I could not reconcile the two planes of my existence 

–

 my critical stance of the kingdom 

and my love for you and Irene.  I didn’t think personal love was en

ough when I no longer 

trusted humanity.  

 

 

Harold

 

It was enough for me.  The world didn’t have to be larger than the people I loved.  Until 

you were taken away from me.  Then the world became painfully enormous.  

 

 

 

Antigone

 

Why do you want to go back?  

 

 

Harold

 

We didn’t get to finish our story.

 

 

Antigone

 

Will you touch my face?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He does.
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I like it when you touch my face.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Antigone and Harold freeze.

 

 

 

Irene

 

Yes, you might have called my brother dark

-

skinned; though not really dark, but 

definitely not creamy white. That did not make him a terrorist.  He didn’t have any 

weapo

ns.  All he had was a wallet which transformed into the shape of a gun in the 

presence of police officers.  But I’m not calling about Polynices.  Children are being 

murdered everywhere by fictitious weapons of mass destruction and economic sanctions 

and po

st war deprivations and words like “axis of evil.”  Please help.  I’m calling on 

August 5

th, 

8:15 a.m.. The mushroom cloud from Hiroshima is choking Manhattan.  It’s 

April 22, and the mustard gas released at the eastern front of France is choking 

Manhattan

. It’s September 11

th

, 8:46 a.m. I’m reporting a broken city. Antigone and 

Harold are both dead.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Irene freezes again.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Antigone reads one of the books 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

from the pile.

 

 

 

Antigone

 

Harold, look at this book.  I know the woman i

n the story.  I went to school with her.  She  

married a doctor and had a life of suburban luxury, but one day, she woke up screaming.  

She walked right out the door of her big white house screaming, through the garden full 

of roses and geraniums, and beca

me an artist.  It’s all in here.

 

 

 

Harold

 

What was her name?

 

 

Antigone

 

Kate.

 

 

Harold

 

You’ve never talked about her before.

 

 

Antigone

 

I lost touch with her after school.  I often wondered what became of her.

 

 

 

Harold

 

What does the book say?
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Antigone flips the book to the end.

 

 

Antigone

 

The book is not finished.  There are blank pages at the end.  Kate lives in Germany.  She 

hears about my death in the news and remembers me.  Remembers that I was not so wild 

with rage back then.  She is

 sad for me.

 

 

 

Harold

 

Look Antigone.  Here is your book.

 

 

Antigone

 

Mine?

 

 

Harold

 

Here are some things you said to the King that got you in trouble.

 

 

“I do not think your edict has such force that you, one man, can override the great, 

written, unshakable tr

aditions.”

 

 

“Your moralizing repels me; every word you say is a greedy lie.  The public’s lips are 

locked in fear of the ruthless power that can randomly accuse anyone of being a traitor 

for any reason.”

 

 

 

Antigone

 

I spoke the truth.

 

 

Harold

 

You sure did. 

 I was proud of you.  But the truth doesn’t always equal victory.            

Here is the fight you and Irene had.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

As Harold continues to read, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

we see the past reenacted by 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Antigone and Irene, breaking 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the invisible wall 

between 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

them.

 

 

Antigone

 

How can you bare to leave our brother disgraced?

 

 

Irene

 

They are watching us every minute.  Our phone is tapped, our e

-

mails are scrutinized, our 

activities are photographed. 
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You didn’t answer my question.

 

 

Irene

 

Have we not had enough tragedy in our family?   Have we not been persecuted enough?  

Please, let’s hold onto what is left of us.

 

 

Antigone

 

You will always know your own compromise.  You will have to live with 

that knowledge 

for the rest of your life.

 

 

Irene

 

Yes.  I’ll live to regret it.  But you won’t, because you’ll be dead.

 

 

Antigone

 

I won’t submit to an unreasonable authority.  There are certain things that are true about 

being human, no matter who rules us.

  We have the right to bury our own brother.

 

 

Irene

 

We have the right to live.  Some things are bigger than you.  There is a time to wait and a 

time to act.  You must be patient.

 

 

Antigone

 

Waiting and keeping silent only degrades one’s soul.  You are a cow

ard.

 

 

Irene

 

Lack of survival instinct is insanity.  You are a madwoman.

 

 

Antigone

 

I will bury him myself.

 

 

Irene

 

No, Antigone.  Live.  Live with me.

 

 

Antigone

 

You are no longer my blood.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

End of memory.  Harold stops 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

reading.

 

 

Harold

 

You ar

e severe.
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Poor Irene.  She is left alone with everyone’s grief.   Let’s not excavate tragedy anymore.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Harold hands Antigone her book and 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

picks up his own and opens it.

 

 

Harold

 

Here are things I said about you: Softness, intelligence, poetry,

 stubbornness.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Antigone looks in her book.  

 

 

Antigone

 

Here are things I said about you: Light, humor, beauty, talks too much. 

 

 

Harold

 

I stopped talking so much since I met you because you talk constantly.

 

 

Antigone

 

Here are some other things:  

Tendency toward behavior commonly considered manly.

 

 

Harold

 

Chivalrous.

 

 

Antigone

 

Tendency to claim that you know everything.

 

 

Harold

 

I know more than you do.  Tendency toward occasional hysteria.

 

 

Antigone

 

Tendency toward occasional political incorrectnes

s.  Like telling a woman she has 

hysteria.

 

 

Harold

 

Tendency to point out everything that is ever so slightly wrong.

 

 

Antigone

 

Will you touch my face?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He does.

 

 

Antigone

 

I like it when you touch my face.
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Irene

 

Yes, I’ve called a few times before.  My family was dysfunctional.  Yes, Oedipus, who 

gouged his own eyes out for his crimes of unnatural sex and patricide, was my father.  

Jocasta, who hanged herself, was both his wife 

and his mother. And my mother.  My two 

brothers Eteocles and Polynices, born of incest, died at each other’s hand.  Yes, I called 

the ambulance service each time.  I’m still entitled to police assistance.  I’m an American 

citizen.  

 

 

Antigone and Harold ea

ch left a note.  What do you mean that you know the contents 

already?  I have them here.  The notes are addressed to me.  These were the last private 

and intimate words of the last two people who cared about me.  How did you get them?  

They weren’t even ma

iled.  They were left on my bedside table.

 

 

You are not sending any help, are you?  I’m on my own with two corpses.  You are busy 

because it’s nearly dawn on April 30

th

, and the last Marines in Saigon are lifting off. It’s 

January 17

th

  2:38am, and the air

 strike over Baghdad has begun…

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Irene breaks from addressing the 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

audience.  

 

 

Irene 

 

(Distraught) Antigone, Antigone, my sister, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Antigone hears Irene for the first 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

time.

 

 

Antigone

 

Irene?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Irene does not hear Antigone.

 

 

 

Irene

 

You shouldn’t have chosen death.  There are things to live for.  There is always 

something to live for.  Even here in Rwanda during the civil war, no, I mean during 

Ethnic Cleansing.  No, that’s not right either.  Afghanistan?  No. Even here in occ

upied 

Manchuria. What?  What do I have to live for?  Oh, Antigone, I am so alone.  So 

completely alone.  So unnaturally alone.

 

 

 

Antigone

 

Irene, Irene.  Can you hear me?  I want to tell you about the books I found in the 

underworld.  Each person has a book

, and as one lives life, her story gets recorded in the 

book.  I looked in your book.  You have many blank pages still.  Your story continues.
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You were right.  The damage done to human decency, democracy, and rational thinking 

is too great.  There is no turning back.  We live in lies and racial profiling and threats 

disguised as freedom speeches, and no one will help me bury your paleness a

nd Harold’s 

bloody red.  The city is under high security alert, the color Red.  Red City.  Red in my 

house.  Red human history.

 

 

Antigone

 

No, Irene.  These books.  I found the books of human effort.  There are more books here.  

Completely blank ones for ne

w lives.   

 

 

Irene

 

They read yours and Harold’s notes.  So now I have nothing.  Nothing is mine.  They 

own my memories.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

During Antigone’s next speech, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

lights fade on Irene.

 

 

 

Antigone

 

I know right now it feels like all violent acts and atro

cities in human history are 

converging and happening in one instant.  I know it feels like that instant is a loop and it 

plays and plays and never stops.  Red, again and again.  But there is white in these books.  

Irene, please hear me.

 

 

Harold

 

Antigone, I

rene will survive.  You always thought you were the stronger one, but in the 

end, the strongest lives.  She lives.

 

 

Antigone

 

I wrote in my note to her that I had no choice but to leave her; I had to be brave.

 

 

Harold

 

I wrote to her that I was following you

 because otherwise you’d be afraid.

 

 

Antigone

 

Tendency to divulge unnecessary information.

 

 

Harold

 

Tendency toward bravado.  Gets us killed every time.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Pause
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I found two blank books.  One cover says “former Harold” and the other says “former 

Antigone.”  We are going back.

 

 

Antigone

 

Going back to Red again.  

 

 

Harold

 

We have work to do.

 

 

Antigone

 

Will we find each other?

 

 

Harold

 

It’s our destiny.

 

 

Antigon

e

 

You should look for me fighting in a revolution.

 

 

Harold

 

Look for me meditating in a monastery.

 

 

Antigone

 

Did you really try to kill the King?

 

 

Harold

 

It was a pathetic attempt.  But I spat at him at least.

 

 

Antigone

 

We won’t remember each other, will we

?

 

 

Harold

 

Not initially.  But before the end of our story, we will love each other again.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Antigone

 

Yes, I’m no longer afraid.
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I follow you.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

They look into each other’s eyes.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And then look to the audience.

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Blue lights fade.

 

 

 

End of Play
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ARCHIVIST


Thebes (now Thivai), chief city of Boeotia of ancient Greece. Here is the site of the Theban acropolis, part of which still survives. Here lie the remains of a prehistoric city.


Right here. Within this caverned rock, within this vault. In a chamber secret as a grave, she was held prisoner.


NARRATION


The litany of the dead is borne here. Listen.


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


Punish me, brother.


Punish my love.


For I only loved, and my love costs me.


Your body rests, and my body is outside of me.


Your body rests, and I wrestle sleep.


ARCHIVIST


In this exhibit you will find


An ivory jewel-box from a chamber tomb of Thebes.


A thin belt made of hemp


A simple dress made of silk


A leg torn from a body


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


Awaking the ever-new lament


In your death you have undone my life


The day-star’s sacred eye watches me.


Oh city of my fathers in the land of Thebes.
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A moment.




Man


Yes, I am thirsty. 


Antigone


Then I’ll fetch you some water.


Man


Wait.


Antigone


Yes.


Man


I want to look at you before the light is gone.



The man studies Antigone.  She stands self-consciously.


Antigone


Please.  Stop. You’re making me feel silly.


Man


I don’t mean to.  But I may look?


Antigone


Yes.


Man


I’ve been meaning to speak to you since --  
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Harold


This may be Bardo.  A transition place.


Antigone


It’s rather beautiful.


Harold


It reminds me of the ocean.  The air smells salty too.










Pause.


Antigone


What would you have preferred to this?


Harold


Nothing.  I prefer you to everything.  But if you weren’t so enraged all the time about the injustices of the world, I would’ve been happy just meditating. 


Antigone


You can’t change the world by meditating.


Harold


You’re wrong.


Antigone


How?


Harold


It’s too complex to explain right now.


Antigone


I think we have a lot of time.


Harold


The point is, I knew the fire in you was irreconcilable.  You were born with that fire.  I didn’t try to change you.


Antigone


I tried to change you, didn’t I?  But I couldn’t find a revolution that I could sign us both up for.  


Harold


So you left me.
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HISTORICAL ANTIGONE (CONT.)


no, that’s Antigone”…What? You’re recording me now? But I haven’t…I’m not ready. I was just… You need a story, right? Something rich and wonderful. Isn’t that what you want? Something about my father maybe? I lived with him in exile for years. I was his eyes. My father was a great man. He learned to forget his pride. That’s the greatest lesson one could learn in this life…What? Oh. You don’t want to hear about my father? …I can give you something else. What do you want? What do you want from me? }


ARCHIVIST


There seems to have been a malfunction.


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE (from recording)


What do you -?


ARCHIVIST


There. There. It’s over.


I’m sorry about that.


Machines have lives of their own sometimes.


Now, where were we? Ah yes. The belt around her neck. Silence.


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


She was trying to forget how to move.  


She was trying to forget how to speak.


She was trying to forget.


ARCHIVIST


“She must die, and therefore serve the dead eternally, if that is her will.”  That’s what he said.  And he led her onto a lonely path, and hid her inside the rocky vault, with barely


enough food to last a few days.  He thought it the right thing to do.  If she was hid, he


would avoid public scandal.  No one need know where Antigone was sent.
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NARRATION


Creon watches her from his study. He has the inside view.


She is his conscience. Best that she is locked up.


No one need hear her words of disobedience in this civilized state. 


In the vault she hangs 


held inside a frame between marriage and death.

ARCHIVIST


First second


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


Second second


NARRATION


Third…


ARCHIVIST


First second


NARRATION & ARCHIVIST


Second second


ARCHIVIST


Third…


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


The belt cuts into the neck


Slow torque


Feet kick once


Against rock


The eyes look up
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HISTORICAL ANTIGONE (CONT.)


The flow of oxygen throughout the body stops


SCROLL


[Exit ANTIGONE on the spectators’ left.]


3. Altar


SCROLL


[From the central doors of the palace.]


ARCHIVIST


An altar is placed for all to see.


Antigone is mourned. Objects are left in her name upon the altar.


In this exhibit you will find


A pitcher of wine


A wooden amulet


The petal of dried rose


From this earth you will see


A lacerated neck


Bruised arms


Marks on the tongue


The stuff of legend.


NARRATION


The litany of the dead is borne here. Listen.


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


Swung down


She fell upon the earth  
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Antigone


Yes.  We’ll forget.  Good.


They return to pounding grain.


Ismene


Does he know?


Antigone


Yes. 


Ismene


And what did he say?


Antigone


There was no witness to our love.  He will carry no burden. 


Ismene


And you’ll let him go unpunished?


Antigone


I have no defense. 


Ismene


Feel this.   


                     Ismene balls up her fist.


Feel it.
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SCROLL


[ANTIGONE is led away by the guards.]


NARRATION


Out of earshot


Out of view


Her body quivers


ARCHIVIST


In this exhibit you will find


A map of silence.


2. Suspension


ARCHIVIST


She used a belt. A thin strap. She hung it from this point right here. You can see a mark where the rock juts out. She took the belt from around her waist and tied it around her neck, and suspended herself from this very point.  She knew what she was doing when she spoke out. She buried her brother. That’s not technically a crime, but the governor said it was forbidden. There are laws against treason and betrayal. She took his corpse, went out into the public field, buried him, and spoke over his grave, and sang a mournful song. She didn’t sing quiet. She wanted the world to hear. So, she got put in here, shoved in like an animal. Creon locked the vault and thought nothing of it. 


NARRATION


Antigone lets out a scream before she hangs.

ARCHIVIST


You can’t hear anything in here except rain beating. Her uncle Creon put her in here. I think it’s worst when it’s a family thing. Uncles and brothers and sisters all mixed up in
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HISTORICAL  ANTIGONE


Seven hours later they find me.


I am cut down, and laid out on the plain.


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


No more prison-locked is she (they cry)


NARRATION


Beam of the sun


Eye of golden day


Remember this: our country is the ship that bears us safe, and that only if she thrives in her voyage can we make honest friends.

ARCHIVIST


In this exhibit you will find 


A wedding dress from the Hellenistic period


An abject copy of a death decree


A mirror


And a statue of a young woman of about human size


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


Here on warm earth stained with blood I walk


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


Under open sky breaking from the heat


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


One step, and another
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Antigone


Poor Irene.  She is left alone with everyone’s grief.   Let’s not excavate tragedy anymore.









Harold hands Antigone her book and 






picks up his own and opens it.


Harold


Here are things I said about you: Softness, intelligence, poetry, stubbornness.  









Antigone looks in her book.  


Antigone


Here are things I said about you: Light, humor, beauty, talks too much. 


Harold


I stopped talking so much since I met you because you talk constantly.


Antigone


Here are some other things:  Tendency toward behavior commonly considered manly.


Harold


Chivalrous.


Antigone


Tendency to claim that you know everything.


Harold


I know more than you do.  Tendency toward occasional hysteria.


Antigone


Tendency toward occasional political incorrectness.  Like telling a woman she has hysteria.


Harold


Tendency to point out everything that is ever so slightly wrong.


Antigone


Will you touch my face?









He does.


Antigone


I like it when you touch my face.
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CARLTON 


Antoi--


ANTOINETTE


gassed for mother-land


CARLTON 


   An—


ANTOINETTE 


lost hand in battle -- 


CARLTON


Antoinette!


ANTOINETTE


twisted and barbed by wire -- continued to fight.  


CARLTON


I offer sincere condolences.


ANTOINETTE


You offer nothin.


CARLTON 


Here you overstep yourself.


ANTOINETTE


You must give me a medal.


CARLTON


Here, Antoinette, you are entirely out of step.  I cannot


possibly issue a medal of honor.


ANTOINETTE


A purple--


CARLTON


I cannot poss--


ANTOINETTE


A purp--


CARLTON


I have spoken and I have said.


ANTOINETTE


A purple medal--


CARLTON 


Stop-- 
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ANTIGONE ARKHE


(after Sophocles’ Antigone]


by Caridad Svich


ARCHIVIST


An archive is a public building, a place where records are kept.


Archival memory may consist of documents, maps, literary texts, letters, archaeological remains, recordings, videos, films, cds, and other ephemera of society.


NARRATION


In the blur of history


In the chaos of memory


Words are broken


Fragmented


Heard anew


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


Antigone buried the body of her brother. False to him she will never be found.
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Harold


I found two blank books.  One cover says “former Harold” and the other says “former Antigone.”  We are going back.


Antigone


Going back to Red again.  


Harold


We have work to do.


Antigone


Will we find each other?


Harold


It’s our destiny.


Antigone


You should look for me fighting in a revolution.


Harold


Look for me meditating in a monastery.


Antigone


Did you really try to kill the King?


Harold


It was a pathetic attempt.  But I spat at him at least.


Antigone


We won’t remember each other, will we?


Harold


Not initially.  But before the end of our story, we will love each other again.   


Antigone


Yes, I’m no longer afraid.
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Irene


You were right.  The damage done to human decency, democracy, and rational thinking is too great.  There is no turning back.  We live in lies and racial profiling and threats disguised as freedom speeches, and no one will help me bury your paleness and Harold’s bloody red.  The city is under high security alert, the color Red.  Red City.  Red in my house.  Red human history.


Antigone


No, Irene.  These books.  I found the books of human effort.  There are more books here.  Completely blank ones for new lives.   


Irene


They read yours and Harold’s notes.  So now I have nothing.  Nothing is mine.  They own my memories.









During Antigone’s next speech, 







lights fade on Irene.


Antigone


I know right now it feels like all violent acts and atrocities in human history are converging and happening in one instant.  I know it feels like that instant is a loop and it plays and plays and never stops.  Red, again and again.  But there is white in these books.  Irene, please hear me.


Harold


Antigone, Irene will survive.  You always thought you were the stronger one, but in the end, the strongest lives.  She lives.


Antigone


I wrote in my note to her that I had no choice but to leave her; I had to be brave.


Harold


I wrote to her that I was following you because otherwise you’d be afraid.


Antigone


Tendency to divulge unnecessary information.


Harold


Tendency toward bravado.  Gets us killed every time.










Pause
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Antigone and Harold freeze.


Irene


Yes, I’ve called a few times before.  My family was dysfunctional.  Yes, Oedipus, who gouged his own eyes out for his crimes of unnatural sex and patricide, was my father.  Jocasta, who hanged herself, was both his wife and his mother. And my mother.  My two brothers Eteocles and Polynices, born of incest, died at each other’s hand.  Yes, I called the ambulance service each time.  I’m still entitled to police assistance.  I’m an American citizen.  


Antigone and Harold each left a note.  What do you mean that you know the contents already?  I have them here.  The notes are addressed to me.  These were the last private and intimate words of the last two people who cared about me.  How did you get them?  They weren’t even mailed.  They were left on my bedside table.


You are not sending any help, are you?  I’m on my own with two corpses.  You are busy because it’s nearly dawn on April 30th, and the last Marines in Saigon are lifting off. It’s January 17th  2:38am, and the air strike over Baghdad has begun…









Irene breaks from addressing the 







audience.  


Irene 


(Distraught) Antigone, Antigone, my sister, 









Antigone hears Irene for the first 







time.


Antigone


Irene?









Irene does not hear Antigone.


Irene


You shouldn’t have chosen death.  There are things to live for.  There is always something to live for.  Even here in Rwanda during the civil war, no, I mean during Ethnic Cleansing.  No, that’s not right either.  Afghanistan?  No. Even here in occupied Manchuria. What?  What do I have to live for?  Oh, Antigone, I am so alone.  So completely alone.  So unnaturally alone.


Antigone


Irene, Irene.  Can you hear me?  I want to tell you about the books I found in the underworld.  Each person has a book, and as one lives life, her story gets recorded in the book.  I looked in your book.  You have many blank pages still.  Your story continues.
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Harold


I follow you.









They look into each other’s eyes.









And then look to the audience.









Blue lights fade.


End of Play
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Antigone flips the book to the end.


Antigone


The book is not finished.  There are blank pages at the end.  Kate lives in Germany.  She hears about my death in the news and remembers me.  Remembers that I was not so wild with rage back then.  She is sad for me.


Harold


Look Antigone.  Here is your book.


Antigone


Mine?


Harold


Here are some things you said to the King that got you in trouble.


“I do not think your edict has such force that you, one man, can override the great, written, unshakable traditions.”


“Your moralizing repels me; every word you say is a greedy lie.  The public’s lips are locked in fear of the ruthless power that can randomly accuse anyone of being a traitor for any reason.”


Antigone


I spoke the truth.


Harold


You sure did.  I was proud of you.  But the truth doesn’t always equal victory.            Here is the fight you and Irene had.










As Harold continues to read, 








we see the past reenacted by 








Antigone and Irene, breaking 








the invisible wall between 








them.


Antigone


How can you bare to leave our brother disgraced?


Irene


They are watching us every minute.  Our phone is tapped, our e-mails are scrutinized, our activities are photographed. 
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Antigone


You didn’t answer my question.


Irene


Have we not had enough tragedy in our family?   Have we not been persecuted enough?  Please, let’s hold onto what is left of us.


Antigone


You will always know your own compromise.  You will have to live with that knowledge for the rest of your life.


Irene


Yes.  I’ll live to regret it.  But you won’t, because you’ll be dead.


Antigone


I won’t submit to an unreasonable authority.  There are certain things that are true about being human, no matter who rules us.  We have the right to bury our own brother.


Irene


We have the right to live.  Some things are bigger than you.  There is a time to wait and a time to act.  You must be patient.


Antigone


Waiting and keeping silent only degrades one’s soul.  You are a coward.


Irene


Lack of survival instinct is insanity.  You are a madwoman.


Antigone


I will bury him myself.


Irene


No, Antigone.  Live.  Live with me.


Antigone


You are no longer my blood.









End of memory.  Harold stops 







reading.


Harold


You are severe.
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Antigone


I had to do what I did. Something colossal went wrong and it was changing the composition of human decency.  


Harold


I know.


Antionge


The rich grew greedier and greedier with suspicion and destruction and the poor stood mute.  The earth was mutilated, animals tortured and discarded, rivers poisoned.    People began to disappear.  I had to bury my brother’s body.  I couldn’t just let him disappear. He was my last brother.


Harold


Antigone.  I don’t mind tragedy.  You did the right thing. 


Antigone


It was the right thing to do.  I had to be courageous.


Harold


You were courageous.  


Antigone


The end was dark and cold.  A long time passed, or no time at all.  Time stopped.  I was afraid of death.


Harold


Didn’t you know that I would follow you?


Antigone


I was afraid to die.


Harold


Now I’m here with you.


Antigone


Yes.  I’m no longer afraid.  










Pause.


Antigone


I did not expect the underworld to be so serene.  I thought I would see my doomed family.
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Man


Well, I have nothing.  


Antigone


Then why carry my basket five miles?


Man


To know you, maybe. 


Antigone


And what will be said?


Man


Let it be said!  


Antigone


No.  


The Man gently strokes Antigone’s face.   Alarmed, Antigone draws back. Her eyes dart from side to side, checking to see if anyone is looking.


Man


We are alone.


Antigone


We’re not alone.  I live in this compound with my family, so I must remain nameless.  And us standing here is forbid—
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Red Again

by


Chiori Miyagawa


Antigone and Harold find themselves 
in beautiful blue lights.  There are 

piles of books around and nothing 

else.  A portion of downstage 

remains dark.


Antigone


(Disoriented) Harold.  Where are we?


Harold


The underworld, I assume.


Antigone


The underworld.  Then you followed me here.


Harold


It was my destiny.


Antigone


We didn’t say good bye, did we?


Harold


I wouldn’t  have expected anything so sentimental from you, Antigone.


Antigone


You could have lived.


Harold


I didn’t.


Antigone


I’m sorry.


Harold


For what?


Antigone


For bringing tragedy into your life.  


Harold


I don’t mind tragedy.
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Irene


I’m reporting a double suicide.  My sister Antigone hanged herself, and her boyfriend Harold found her body and then stabbed himself.  My name is Irene. I live in Manhattan.  Please hurry.  We are being evacuated. All people of Japanese descent received notice to relocate in forty-eight hours.  I’m packing my life into two suitcases that I can carry.  I can’t carry two dead bodies.  I can’t carry my sister.  I can’t carry her.  I have to carry linen and silver and our family curse.  Antigone is dead. Forever.  I can’t carry any more. I’m being sent far far away from home.  Somewhere called Treblinka.  Do you know where it is?  I think it’s in Bosnia.  Or Cambodia.  Please. I need help.  I’m reporting a broken heart, broken bodies, broken humanity.








Irene freezes.








In the blue light, Antigone shivers.


Harold


Are you cold?


Antigone


What are we waiting for?


Harold


An opportunity for reincarnation.  .


Antigone


I don’t want to go back.  Leaving was an immense effort.  Leaving my little sister was as excruciating as the thought of continuing to live without dignity.  After Polynices’ death, I could not reconcile the two planes of my existence – my critical stance of the kingdom and my love for you and Irene.  I didn’t think personal love was enough when I no longer trusted humanity.  


Harold


It was enough for me.  The world didn’t have to be larger than the people I loved.  Until you were taken away from me.  Then the world became painfully enormous.  


Antigone


Why do you want to go back?  


Harold


We didn’t get to finish our story.


Antigone


Will you touch my face?










He does.


PAGE  
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Antigone


Because the society had gone intolerably wrong and you were still meditating.  Not burying my brother, the un-patriot, would have meant that I consented to surrendering my rights to perform rituals and honor my ancestors.  What would we have lost next?  Freedom of speech and thought?  The right not to reproduce?  The right to eat meat or not to eat meat?  Freedom to go roller skating? 


Harold


Antigone, you did the right thing.  


Antigone


Yes, I did.










Pause.


Harold


After you were executed,


Antigone


I wasn’t.  I hanged myself.


Harold


After you hanged yourself...I tried to kill the King.  I failed.  










Pause.


Antigone


Thank you for following me.  I was desperately lonely.


Harold


We were engaged.  I’m keeping my promise.










Pause.


Antigone


What now?


Harold


We wait.








From the dark side of the stage, a blood 






curdling scream is heard.   A stark light 






comes up on Irene, facing the audience.








Irene is in the world of the living.  Harold 






and Antigone freeze.
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Antigone


I like it when you touch my face.










Antigone and Harold freeze.


Irene


Yes, you might have called my brother dark-skinned; though not really dark, but definitely not creamy white. That did not make him a terrorist.  He didn’t have any weapons.  All he had was a wallet which transformed into the shape of a gun in the presence of police officers.  But I’m not calling about Polynices.  Children are being murdered everywhere by fictitious weapons of mass destruction and economic sanctions and post war deprivations and words like “axis of evil.”  Please help.  I’m calling on August 5th, 8:15 a.m.. The mushroom cloud from Hiroshima is choking Manhattan.  It’s April 22, and the mustard gas released at the eastern front of France is choking Manhattan. It’s September 11th, 8:46 a.m. I’m reporting a broken city. Antigone and Harold are both dead.  









Irene freezes again.









Antigone reads one of the books 







from the pile.


Antigone


Harold, look at this book.  I know the woman in the story.  I went to school with her.  She  married a doctor and had a life of suburban luxury, but one day, she woke up screaming.  She walked right out the door of her big white house screaming, through the garden full of roses and geraniums, and became an artist.  It’s all in here.


Harold


What was her name?


Antigone


Kate.


Harold


You’ve never talked about her before.


Antigone


I lost touch with her after school.  I often wondered what became of her.


Harold


What does the book say?
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Antigone


I know.  The windy day.


Man


Yes, how…yes.



The Man tenderly takes Antigone’s hand.  They stand holding hands.   Antigone, at first ill at ease, finally allows herself a smile.


Man


(soothing)A sweet smile.  


Antigone


Don’t say that.


Man


It’s true.   


Antigone pulls away her hand.


Antigone


Please, go.


Man


I’m still thirsty. And you said you’d fetch me some water.


Antigone


Understand, my father’s demands are large.  I am a widow.
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Antigone


…No, but--  


Man


Miss, I don’t know why I’m still standing here.  But I am. 


I’m a simple man, a poor man from a village with nothing to recommend it. 


I’m a good farmer with arid land, that is me today.  


But it may rain tomorrow and everything will be different… 


Or it may not rain for a year and I’ll continue to sift dust for a family.


I’ll have to walk past you at the marketplace and shut my eyes.


Miss, it may take me a year, I think so, to properly woo you away from your family.  


To earn the right to stand here by law.  One long year.  


I’m telling you this, because I stand here disgracefully and hopefully wanting desperately to know your name.


And I’ll walk away now and work a year for your dowrie, if that is what you want. 


But it is too long to wait for one kiss.


A moment.


So if you tell me again to go, I will, because I will.  


Another moment.  Antigone wrestles with her uncertainty.  
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Man


Shhh.


The Man touches Antigone’s lips.  


We’ve done nothing that’ll bring God’s wrath.


Antigone


It is not God that worries me. 


The Man moves in as to kiss Antigone, but she pulls away.


Antigone


Why won’t you go?


Man


Because if I go.  I’ll see you at the market, and you won’t know me.  You will look through me to the next customer. Am I right?  


Antigone


I can’t know you.  


A moment.


I’m not the sort of woman that you think.


Man


I carried your basket five miles and you think me that sort of man?
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The Man takes a step toward her.  She takes a step toward him.


Antigone


I’m going to say this, and I know it will have consequences. 


My name is Antigone. 


Man


Antigone.


Antigone


Yes.


Man


Why did you tell me?


Antigone


Because…I like you.


Man


I like you, too.


They kiss. It is a release.  It is passionate. As lights slowly fade a chorus of reporters voices rises. White hot flash bulbs.


A chorus of reporters voices (O.S. amplified)


Did you? 


      Were you?
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A chorus of reporters voices (O.S. amplified)  (CONT.)


Are you aware of the law?


                 What would God say?


            Did you?


                Were you?


Do you respect the code of the law?


        The law?      What about the law?


END OF PLAY
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   A chorus of reporters voices (CONT.)


The law?


      What about the law?


Heathen!


Antigone


Stop.


Black Out.
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Antigone (CONT.)


Even the pattern of that purple gelee cut from mother’s wedding shawl.


He bought nuts from only me, though you know I overcharge.  


But he liked the way I roasted them.  The salt nice, he say.  And he meant it. 


He’s from the village on the river side of the fork.


And you know, I’ve never been beyond the rotting Bantung tree, I told him this.  


And he described every inch of the road leading to his home. It that different and that similar to ours. 


He said I’d see his village as a bride.  


I’ll be carried to his mother’s door in a four door taxi. A taxi with cool air and a radio.  


I scolded him for making promises to a stranger. 


Then he propped my basket on his right shoulder without flinching.


“Let me carry it,” he said.  “You, miss, will enjoy the walk home.”


Issie, I walk that road everyday, but then walked it for the first time.


Ismene


I told you not to- 


Antigone


Yes, I know I shouldn’t have let him carry the basket, 


But, how many times have I walked that road alone.


Black out.
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Antigone


Yes.


Man


I think you must be stronger than you look.


Antigone


I am.  



A moment.


Man


What’s your name? 


Antigone


You wait until now to ask.


Man


I wait until you’re ready to tell me.


Antigone


I’m not ready, but thank you mister for carrying my basket. 


Man


I’ll know your name before the evening’s out.


The sound of the night encroaching.
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Antigone


Well, the sky is turning over.  And if you don’t hurry, you won’t make it home before dark.


Man


You don’t think so?


Antigone


No.


They both gaze upward, then at each other.  


Man


I should go then.  


Antigone


Yes.



He does not move.  They stand facing each other.  They both take a step forward, bringing them closer together.


Antigone


Are you thirsty?


Man


Your husband won’t mind if you bring me a glass of water?


Antigone


My husband is dead.  



- 48 -





_1159785496.doc
Antigone Project

10/18/04




Scene 6


The Crime:


A Man drops a basket of peanuts at Antigone’s feet.  Antigone stoops down and scoops out a handful of nuts.  The Man takes a peanut from her fingers, cracks and pops the nut into his mouth.


Antigone lets the remaining peanuts fall into the basket.  


Antigone


Are you tired?


Man


Do I look so?


Antigone


Yes, a little.


Man


It’s a long walk, no?  


Antigone


I hadn’t noticed. 


Man


You make this walk everyday, then?
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Antigone (CONT.)


Do you know what that means?


Horrified, Ismene stops.


Ismene


It’ll come tomorrow.   


Antigone


And if not tomorrow?



Ismene returns to pounding..


Antigone


Say something.



Ismene continues to pound.


Antigone


If not tomorrow?


`
Ismene  stops pounding.




Ismene


Then when will it be plain?
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Scene 4


The Confession:


Daylight.


Ismene and Antigone pound grain.  The rhythm of daily life.


Antigone stops.  She places her hand to her mouth and gasps.


Ismene


What?



Antigone decides against speaking and returns to pounding grain.



She stops again.


Antigone


Issie, no blood.  


Ismene


What?


Antigone


(louder) One moon.  No blood.



The women return to pounding grain.
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Antigone


Why?


Ismene


Feel it! This is the size, dirty stones pulled from a garden, they’ll be large enough to hurt, but not kill immediately.   A hundred of them will slowly beat the life from you. Do you understand?


Antigone


Yes, yes, yes…but I did nothing wrong. Nothing, do you understand? It wasn’t wrong and you will tell my child this. Won’t you?


Ismene


No.  No.  Listen, I’ll sell my sewing machine and mother’s jewelry.  My husband knows people who can be persuaded.  We will persuade them to be forgiving. 


Antigone


It won’t be enough! They’re old men.  And so they speak as if God. And there’s no arguing.  You know that.


Ismene


Well, I won’t let you will die for a man who could offer you no dowrie.


Antigone


Issie, he carried my basket home from the cross road.


This man saw me struggling and 


carried a mule’s load of groundnuts without knowing my name.


Asked for nothing, other than I walk by his side.


He’d seen me in the marketplace, and remembered what I wore on every Friday.
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Antigone


Soon.  No, sooner.




Ismene gasps, and struggles to hold back tears.


Antigone


Please, don’t--


Ismene


You know--


Antigone


Of course, I know.  I have no husband.  


Ismene


God is merciful, but the law is not.


Antigone


The law is vile and unforgiving, and I don’t respect it.  


Ismene


But it’s there. And we women are subject to the foolishness of men. 


Antigone


What can I do?


Ismene


We’ll say nothing.  We’ll do nothing.  We’ll finish what we’re doing.  We’ll  make fufu for dinner, we’ll watch the sun set and we’ll forget this.
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Scene 2


The Trial:



A large video screen descends.


We see a young woman nursing a child.  It is Antigone, and she sits erect on the witness stand.  Nervous, tentative and resigned.


Judge (O.S. Amplified)


How do you respond to the accusations leveled against you?


Antigone


Yes, I did it.  I won’t deny it.  And, I’m not ashamed.  I will accept this punishment alone, if no one else will stand beside me.  


An orgy of white hot flash bulbs.


Black Out.  
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HISTORICAL ANTIGONE (CONT.)


And is frozen in time.


Someone wants a finger. Someone else wants an eye.


Someone steals an eyelash in the night.


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


The tragedy of Antigone is played out on the stage.


ARCHIVIST


In this exhibit you will find


From this earth you will witness:


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


A young woman about the size of a statue


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


Held up for your scrutiny.


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


Feel her pulse as she wraps the belt around her neck.


Count the minutes it takes for the oxygen to leave her body,
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A STONE’S THROW


By    Lynn Nottage


Scene 1


The Execution:

A woman is buried up to her head in dirt.  Her face is covered with a white shroud.


Antigone’s Voice (O.S. amplified) 


I like you.


Man’s Voice (O.S. amplified)


I like you, too.


The woman  gasps at the remembrance. 



Black out.
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Scene 3


The Perp walk:


An orgy of white hot flash bulbs.   Antigone walks incredibly slowly across the stage as she’s barraged by a cacophony of voices.  She’s wearing a colorful flowing Bubu.  


The Antigone’s agony is apparent in her heavy labored steps. She protectively pulls a veil around her mouth and nose as if a frightened child cowering from a group of bullies.


A chorus of reporters voices (O.S. amplified)


Did you? 


      Were you?


           Are you aware of the law?


                 What would God say?


            Did you?


                Were you?


You are unmarried.


She lifts her arms to protect herself and silence the reporters.


A chorus of reporters voices (continued)


Do you respect the code of the law?
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DIGITAL ANTIGONE


One girl, and another


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


Each breath 


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


Grants a little more…


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


And as I look out


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


Beyond the plain, across the open fields


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


I hear the cries of the living


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE & DIGITAL ANTIGONE


And I touch the skirt of the river with my own bare hands.


4. Statue


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


While I rise


And when I rise


The voices of the dead call to me


And I listen


In exile


My body is transferred from Thebes to another city


I watch it as it moves


As one city and another tries to make a place for it.


My body travels by ship,
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ARCHIVIST (CONT.)


some political tangle…Yes. It was from this point she hung herself. …Why didn’t they take away the belt?… what’s a belt worth?…


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE & DIGITAL ANTIGONE


And then I/she stopped screaming, and wept instead, and tasted my/her tears, and tried to move but I/she was tired of wriggling; my/her body was spent. So I/she pretended to be a statue, like those I/she saw at the doors of the sanctuary.  I/She was trying to forget how to move. I/She was trying to forget how to speak. I/She was trying to forget how to weep. I/She was trying to forget. 


ARCHIVIST


In this exhibit you will find


A thin belt made of hemp


A simple dress made of silk


And a lock of hair


{Interlude: a private recording of Antigone


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


…What? Talk into the machine? What do you mean? Closer? Okay. Is this close enough? …This feels funny. No, it’s all right. I’ll say things. I’ll speak into it. I just don’t want my voice to come out wrong. You know? It needs to sound like me. So that if someone were to pick it up and listen, they could say ‘hey, that’s Antigone. Hey, hey, that’s not Johnny,
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DIGITAL ANTIGONE & HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


And I drink from the river.


NARRATION


This is recalled


From another time

DIGITAL ANTIGONE & HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


I drink…


NARRATION


Not long past


DIGITAL ANTIGONE & HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


While I rise


And when I rise


My statue breaks


ARCHIVIST


Antigone’s body has been preserved forever. Her entire body including her brain has been preserved. Some recordings have also been found recently, and while the quality is not good, you can hear Antigone’s voice in a special room next to the gift shop as you leave. You can also visit the archaeological museum, and delight in a prehistoric collection, a sculpture collection, a vase collection and a bronze collection from various sites and ancient cemeteries. The taking of photographs is strictly prohibited. A new extension to the museum is being planned, pending financial support. We welcome your contribution.


SCROLL


[The doors of the palace are opened. The corpse of ANTIGONE is disclosed.]
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HISTORICAL ANTIGONE & DIGITAL ANTIGONE


First second


Third second


Slow torque… 


ARCHIVIST


What’s your story, Antigone?


 NARRATION


In the blur of history


In the chaos of memory


Words are broken


Fragmented


Heard anew

ARCHIVIST


Admit daylight


Admit error


Admit


Confess


Do not stand by ceremony


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


And I crawl along the river lit by the moon.


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


And I crawl along the river lit by the moon.


NARRATION


Where is her bridal chamber? Where is her wedding gown?
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NARRATION


Antigone seeks her tomb. She wishes to be buried in her rightful place.

“Where is my bridal chamber? Where is my gown?” she cries.


DIGITAL ANTIGONE


I try to sleep but the siren sounds won’t stop. Tighten the noose. Belly up close to thoughts coming in slow motion, suspended:
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ARCHIVIST


In this exhibit you will find 


A statue of a young woman of about human size from the Sanctuary on the mountain.


A mirror of undefined origin


It was here. It was right here where they held her. A caverned rock. A living tomb.


 DIGITAL ANTIGONE


Antigone buried her brother. She carried his corpse for miles. She went against every law.


HISTORICAL ANTIGONE


Die I must. I know that well. Even without edicts. But if I am to die before my time, I count that as a gain: for when any one lives as I do, surrounded by evil, can such one find anything but gain in death? These times in which we live, these times of hate, have been lived before. I welcome death if it free me from these times, and from this well of hate.


Accuse me of being Death’s bride, and I will accuse you for centuries of going against the laws of heaven, which are beyond time. Make me your martyr. Your power is of this earth, and I am already in heaven. 
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Antigone


It’s terrifying that we are blood.


Ismene


Sure is.


Antigone


Same brothers, same father.  Three brothers if you count our father.  Jocasta must have been so proud of her kids:  Antigone, Ismene, Polynices, Eteoclos, Oedipus.  


Ismene


That’s the part you could leave out.


Antigone


Incest is efficient.


Ismene


That’s the kind of sentence you could write down and leave under a rock.  On a different beach.


Antigone


Incest, invest: a philosphy.  Invest in what you already know.


Ismene


There once was a girl named Ismene.  She had parents and siblings.  They were not the same people.  She was an exiled princess surviving a war.  Her brothers fought on different sides.  That’s okay.  Families split and that is okay.  That is how humans move on, the capacity to love new people.  The rules changed.  The ruler changed.  And everyone forgot about Princess Ismene’s rotten family.  Such that she got a really good job with full benefits and two-hour lunches in a seaside town and watched surfers all afternoon.  She hired the surfers to do odd jobs for her, washing walks or clipping flora.  They wear little pants called jams.  These jams expose the hipbones and unlace below the navel.  Ismene was a lucky lucky princess.


Antigone


I’m burying our brother.


Ismene


Make a shrine.  It’s portable.
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Ismene


You crash through the barbed wire with a bucket of sea water to slosh over our brother, who’s left behind?  Me.  Are they going to freshen my drink?  You see free refills here?  They’ll go, where’s your sister?  And I can say blood is nothing till I bleed through my sarong but they will hold me to you.


(Antigone prepares for the rites.  Ululates)


Ismene (Cont.)


I’m going to get married and get pregnant and name my kids names that start with O, P, and E.  I’m going to make a family tree.  It will be messy, the branches sort of branching into branches instead of dividing into leaves…  But that’s okay.  I’m not ashamed of my past.  Okay I’m ashamed but I think that when I have the kids and a little security - my home is nice but ever since we’ve been invaded and placed under house arrest it’s a lot less cozy - when I have security regarding this regime, when I line up my offspring with just the initials of those nasty people related to us, I’m going to feel soothed.  


(A SURFER enters.  He wears jams and a bloody sharks’ tooth necklace.  He is soaking wet)


SURFER


I love you Antigone.  I think you’re rad.  I have a plan for us Antigone. Creon is my dad.  


I am a prince and I love you.  Some qualities I like in a girl are:  the willingness to argue - most girls let me win because I’m the guy, and maybe the prince, but even just the guy – 


most girls let most guys win, they’ll even switch sides, start arguing your side just 


because you were louder and maybe you scared them and maybe they fear violence, but 


it’s lame.  I hate girls who do that.  Who are insipid and weak.  I don’t think girls should bodybuild or anything but I believe in the goddess, an immortal courage that lies beneath 


the breast of many women, especially ones a little older than me, not too old, not 


mishapen or flatulent but a little crinkled at the eye.  That’s cool.  The chest above her 


bikini top a little rough, not leathery, just like:  “I’ve seen some sun.”  I like that.  I too have seen sun.  I am young but I have seen much sun.  I think about us sometimes 


Antigone.  I think a woman as bold as you could be a lot of fun.  I think we could do 


things.  I’ll say more on this subject when we know each other better.  I think we could


 really really do things.
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Ismene


A sister?


Antigone


I don’t know, I never lost a sister.


Ismene


(of Dad)


It was an incest flick.


Antigone


How do you know?


Ismene


I read the box.  I’m older.  I could read, I read the box.


Antigone


We never talk about this stuff.


Ismene


We could.


Antigone


Polynices and I talked all night about this stuff.


Ismene


Keep it to yourself.


Antigone


I always thought there could be anything between us, me and him.  But you and me?  I never considered that.


Ismene


I exist.  I am right here and I have been right here this whole time.  I hate my fucking family.


Antigone


“Family?”  You mean me?
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MEDALLION 
by Tanya Barfield



(November 1918, a rainy day.  Antoinette, a black laundry worker, sits in the office of General Carlton.  She is alone.  She holds two telegrams and a small satchel on her lap.  The sound of telephone operators and   stenographers can be heard.)


Telephone Operator: PRESIDENT WILSON ISSUES ADDRESS STOP ALLIES PUSH BACK THE GERMAN LINE STOP 

Stenographer: Dear Mr. and Mrs. -- insert name,  I write to offer sincere condolences.  Your son, -- insert, -- was killed, fighting at --insert...


 (General Carlton, a white officer, enters.  He is a well-educated, precise, angular man.  Carlton goes about his business: removes his overcoat, hangs up his umbrella, it drops.  He shakes off a wet newspaper as his briefcase slips out of his hands, etc.  He does not see Antoinette sitting quietly.)  
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SURFER (CONT.)


I have a plan Antigone.  What I’m going to do is explain to my father the politics of opposition movements, the necessity of preventing martyrdom.  You are the ultimate martyr figure being a girl, or anyway female, and fighting for something people identify with.  Fighting for family, which is a very feminine thing to do.  You’re fierce but like, fierce in the spirit of domesticity which is insanely appealing not only to women but men.  And if you hang…  I’ll guarantee him there will be sea birds flocking around your ten toes. An ice plant wreath on your head.  Little notes on sticks.  Not only your bro’s body but yours will be revered, people will cut threads from your tankini and frame them in their homes.  You will turn the tides against us if you die.  I’ll explain this to my dad.  And how if instead you love ME and I ALLOW you to do the deal with the corpse, if we make a 


bridge not a wall, you know, a bridge between regimes, Creon is your uncle, I am your cousin and I know in your family that should count for something, Hah hah.


Anyway.  That’s in the past.  To me you are not tainted whatsoever.


Anyway.  I think we’d be great.  I think we’d be unbeatable.  


Will you marry me Antigone?


Which one is Antigone? 


Ismene


I am Antigone.  I’d love to. 


  (Blackout.  End of play)
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Antigone


The wrong color?


Ismene


I didn’t see.


Antigone


He was right there.


Antigone


Let’s go in. 


Ismene


We’re under surveillance.


(Out to sea)


Look there.


Antigone


Oh.


Ismene


See?


Antigone


Is that the same one?


Ismene


Sure.
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Antigone


I want the body.


Ismene


Show some respect for boundaries.


Antigone


Boundaries are for cowards.


Ismene


There’s the reason four of six of us are dead.


Antigone


I’m crossing back for him.


Ismene


No him anymore. It.  A body is an it. 


(Antigone looks out to sea)


Antigone


Where did the boy go?


Ismene


Swimming.


Antigone


Sucked down.


Ismene


Watch your language.


Antigone


I meant the sea.


Ismene


He was my brother too.


Antigone


What color were that surfer boy’s jams?


Ismene


I didn’t see.
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Antigone


Thanks sis.


(Antigone watches the boy through binoculars.  She gasps in pleasure)


Ismene


Good?


Antigone


uh huh.


Ismene


What can you see?


Antigone


Every swell.  Every drop.  He sets his face against the waves.  He squints.  He likes the challenge.  He’s in Creon’s colors.


Ismene


Good.


Antigone


He’s got a sharktooth around his neck.


Ismene


Cute.


Antigone


The spike of it coated with blood.


(Antigone sets down the binoculars)


Ismene


You don’t like that one?


Antigone


I want my brother.


Ismene


Boys spring fresh from the waves every day.
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Antigone


I like that one.


Ismene


See?  


Antigone


I don’t think it’s the same.


Ismene


But you like that one.


Antigone


Yes.


Ismene


Enjoy.


Antigone


I need a fresh beverage.


Ismene


Tough.


Antigone


I’d like a little more freedom of motion.


Ismene


We earn that.  When we’re really good.  We earn that.


Antigone


I will earn freedom through death!


Ismene


Here.


(She hands Antigone binoculars)


Antigone


You were hoarding this whole time?


Ismene


Saving.  You first.
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Antigone


That kid tips over and another pops up.  You employ a surfer, he finds a real girlfriend, and a new boy comes to work.  I get married and if after seven years or fourteen or twenty-one the guy absconds keels over, I replace him.  An equivalent model or a full shift – a teenager, a woman, whatever.  Birth a kid, kid drowns in the bath, birth another.  Too late, get one from an economically deprived nation.  Gulp down a drink, there’s free refills.


To make a new brother I’d have to make a new me.  We would sit and go, I think dad locked us out of the house to watch porn.  Did that happen?  We would reflect and confirm. 


Ismene


He became a traitor.  He fought against everything that keeps us safe.


Antigone


“Safe?”


Ismene


I loved him too.


Antigone


You have no loyalty.


Ismene


I am loyal to change.


Antigone


You mean convenience?


Ismene


Get married.


Antigone


There is no one like a brother.
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ANTOINETTE


(she holds up the bag)


General Carlton.  This schoolboy's satchel that was my brother's is empty. This bag to carry his breath, his skin.  A bag for bones.  Would you like t'see the contents of the satchel?


CARLTON


The bag is empty.


ANTOINETTE


Would you like to see?


CARLTON


Antoinette, you are feeling heartache.   I know this feeling.  I know the Negro man feels heartache as the white man does.  And the woman has the same capacity for compassion and understanding as does the man.  My beliefs may not be popular beliefs among my people.  But I believe they are just beliefs.  And when men of the future observe history, it will stand on the side of clemency and temperance and not of rigor and restraint.   And this is why I will give you brief audience and not have you forcefully removed from my office.


ANTOINETTE


My brother's body…


CARLTON


Was unrecovered?


ANTOINETTE


Colored boys got a way of disappearing.


CARLTON


Pity.  True.  It is a pity.


(beat)


But, we couldn't possibly identify -- and the expenditure of-


ANTOINETTE


Please.  Sir.  I want t'bury something of my brother.  


CARLTON 


An act of ritual.  Important, I understand.  Ritualistic acts are important even if they are 
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Ismene


A boy is a creature.  He’s standing.  He’s riding his board.


(The women watch the boy ride his board)


Antigone


I can’t look.


Ismene


Look.  Beauty heals. 


Antigone


I can’t watch another boy fall.


Ismene


It’s sport.


Antigone


It’s sick.  He tries with all his might, he works his pecs in his mom’s garage, he pumps iron from a catalogue so he can hold up the board, paddle out, paddle paddle.  He goes to a beach where he knows no one: he kneels, he bites it, he kneels, he holds it, he stands, he bites it, he stands, he holds it, he stands, he stands, he stands.  He’s ready to come to his home beach and ride waves in front of us, in front of girls-


Ismene


We’re not his demographic.


Antigone


- in front of babes -


Ismene


We’re twice his age.


Antigone


He gets hard little muscles down his skinny front, saves up for a springsuit, the neoprene binds his biceps and thighs, he powders his body so the little hairs won’t stick, so he can zip up a size too small, an armor of latex against the shrivelly cold sea.  He dreams of riding water.  
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Antigone and Ismene watch the waves.  Good-looking women in their thirties.  They make soft wave-crashing sounds with their mouths.  


Ismene


I ride that one.


Antigone


I ride that one.


Ismene


Watch it break.


Antigone


How can you say break when my heart is breaking?


Ismene


Breakers break.  It’s a term.


Antigone


How long a term?


Ismene


Creon is king for life.


Antigone


So, not that long.


Ismene


I’ll ride that one.


Antigone


See the seal?


Ismene


It’s a boy.


Antigone


It’s a creature.
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ANTIGONE  (CONT.)


Now peak of summer, thirty-one shades of blue, suit peeled back to show fourteen karat skin, he hefts a waxed longboard into ocean from here to Hawaii.  Save for the braces on his teeth 


he is a buttfuckable Hellenic god.  He plunges.  He paddles.  He rides.  But how will it 


end?  How does it end no matter how worthy, how pretty, how ready the boy?  Waves crash 


one way, into coast, into rock.  I can’t look.


(Antigone has been looking this whole time)


Ismene


Antigone.  You’re an ass.  The coast is soft.  Sand.  The kid can swim.  You know this.  You’re an ass.


Antigone


Did we have the same brother or not?


Ismene


Brothers.


Antigone


One day riding the wet, the next sucked under the ground.


Ismene


That kid is somebody else.


Antigone


Same youth rising into my hand.  


Ismene


Keep it to yourself.  


Antigone


Same stubble under my tongue.


Ismene


Think of the family.


Antigone


“Family?”  You mean you?


Ismene


I guess so.
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Telephone Operator:  Read by General Pershing to the French military mission stationed with the American Army -- Secret Information Concerning Black American Troops: It is important for French officers who have been called upon to exercise command over black American troops, to have an exact idea of the position occupied by Negroes in the United States...  


Stenographer: Dear Mr. and Mrs. – 


Telephone Operator:  Although a citizen of the United States, the black man is regarded by the white American as an inferior being with whom relations of business or service only are possible


Stenographer: Dear Mr. and Mrs. I write to offer sincere condolences.


Telephone Operator:  We must not eat with blacks, must not shake hands or seek to talk or meet with them outside the requirements of military service.  We must not commend too highly the black American troops, particularly in the presence of white Americans... 


(Carlton winds a phonograph.  Jazz music plays.  A sudden blast of horns as General Carlton turns and sees Antoinette.  Completely alarmed, he jumps back, gasping.)
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CARLTON (CONT.)


based solely on imagination, or hopefulness -- a belief system that grants peace of mind.


ANTOINETTE


His name Paul Edward Thebes.  He served  New York's 369th National Guard Regiment, he died  Champagne-Marne.  


CARLTON


Quite a battle.


ANTOINETTE


(holding up a telegram)


Telegram tells me he demonstrated exemplary courage.


WAS WOUNDED.  SAVED A COMPANY OF WHITE BOYS. FRENCH AWARD MEDAL OF HONOR. HAVE PRIDE.  


This one from my other brother.  PAUL KILLED (STOP)  WILL SEND HOME HIS ribbons and FRENCH MEDAL (STOP THIS)  PRAY FOR US.  It never came.


CARLTON


The post can be--


ANTOINETTE


It never came.


CARLTON


We are at war, I sympathize, but--


ANTOINETTE 


I need something t'bury.


CARLTON


A photograph, perhaps?


ANTOINETTE


General Carlton, I don't come from a family of clerks and stenographers.  I come from a family of longshore and laundry workers.  We don’t  got no photographs.
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CARLTON


A symbol?


ANTOINETTE 


My brother's purple heart.

They stare at each other.  Carlton looks away first. He turns on the radio.  Music plays.


End of play.
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CARLTON


A colored boy--


ANTOINETTE


To me.


CARLTON


Silence!  I demand your silence now.  I have been kind.  I have been more than necessarily kind.  Some men of my kind would not be so kind.  And I demand your cessation in this matter.  I demand you recognize your station 


and stay in step. 


ANTOINETTE


My broth—


CARLTON


My father, a chaplain, died—


ANTOINETTE


My—


CARLTON


My youngest brother, a pilot died—


ANTIONETTE


 My--


CARLTON


I cannot deliver a heart.  Or a body.  Or a medal.  And you cannot come in to my office.  You cannot come -- a Negro -- a black apparition--


ANTOINETTE


I must bury--


CARLTON


You must:


ANTOINETTE & Carlton


STOP.


You/I must bury--



- 21 -





_1156208849.doc
Antigone Project

REVISED 9/15/04




ANTOINETTE


My brother--


CARLTON


Stop it!


ANTOINETTE


My broth--


CARLTON


A purple heart is a medal.


ANTOINETTE


An organ.


CARLTON


A heart--


ANTOINETTE


An instrument--


CARLTON


Is a precious medal.


ANTOINETTE


For music.


CARLTON


I cannot possibly--


ANTOINETTE


Issue--


CARLTON


Any sort of medallion--


ANTOINETTE


Deliver--


CARLTON


A body--


ANTOINETTE


My brother--
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CARLTON


I'm sorry, I?


ANTOINETTE


Need a medal.


CARLTON


You've said yourself, the French medal was lost--


ANTOINETTE


From your government, from our government, this government, I need you to give me, you must give me, I need and you must give, General Carlton you will give me a medal of honor--


CARLTON


A medal?


ANTOINETTE


For my brother.


CARLTON


Mrs. Thebes, the French may award Croix de Guerre to the Negroes, but we do not.


ANTOINETTE


paul wounded paul killed --


CARLTON


Stop--


ANTOINETTE


squattin’ in rotted rat-filled trenches, ears ripped by machine fire, burnt by shells, squalid smell of blood, 


knee deep in a wasted land of water


CARLTON


Stop it.


ANTOINETTE


Rats feedin’ off the flesh of fresh cadavers, 


eatin’ the eyes, stealin’ the sight
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Antoinette


Give me my brother's body.


(Carlton quickly shuts off the radio.)


Carlton


I beg your pardon.


ANTOINETTE


Give me my brother's body.


CARLTON


Remove yourself from my office.  


ANTOINETTE


The corpse.


CARLTON


Immediately.


(Antoinette does not move.)


CARLTON (CONT'D)


If you do not remove yourself from my office, I will have you forcefully removed.


ANTOINETTE


My brother served in New York's 369th National Guard. He played in the regimental band.  He died at Champagne-Marne.  Please, give me his body.


CARLTON


Mrs.--?


ANTOINETTE


Antoinette Thebes--


CARLTON


Antoinette--


ANTOINETTE 


General--


CARLTON


Carlton.
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