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Answer all the questions.

1 As a director, describe and justify your vision for directing this extract to show its significance
within the play as a whole, and annotate how you would bring this out. [30]
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What are you going to do
now?

(getting up, like a
sleepwalker): Go to my room.

Don’t stay on your own.
Go and see Haemon. Get
married as soon as you can.

(intake of breath): Yes.

You’ve got your whole life
before you. All this talk’s
beside the point. You still
have a future.

Yes.

Nothing else matters. And
you were going to waste that
treasure! | can understand —
I’'d have done the same when
| was twenty. That’'s why |
listened to you so closely. |
could hear the distant echo
of a young Creon as thin and
pale as you, dreaming, like
you, of sacrificing everything
... Get married quickly,
Antigone, and be happy.
Life’s not what you think. It's
like water — the young let

it slip through their fingers
without thinking. Shut your
hands, Antigone, shut them
tight and hold it back. You'll
see — it'll turn into something
small and hard that you can
sit and munch in the sun.
People will tell you different,
because they need your
energy and strength. Don’t
listen. Don’t listen to me when
| make my next speech over
Eteocles’ grave. It won’t be
the truth. Nothing is true but
what is never said. You'll find
that out for yourself ... when
it's too late.

Life’s a book you enjoy, a
child playing round your feet,
a tool that fits into your hand,
a bench outside your house
to rest on in the evening.
(Pause.) You'll despise me
more than ever for saying
this, but finding it out, as
you’ll see, is some sort of
consolation for growing old:
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life is probably nothing other
than happiness.

(a murmur, staring into
space): Happiness ...

(suddenly rather ashamed):
Just a word, eh?

(softly): And what will my
happiness be like? What
kind of a happy woman will
Antigone grow into? What
base things will she have to
do, day after day, in order to
snatch her own little scrap of
happiness? Tell me — who will
she have to lie to? Smile at?
Sell herself to? Who will she
have to avert her eyes from,
and leave to die?

(exasperated): That's enough.
You'’re crazy.

| won’t be quiet! | want to
know what | have to do to
be happy! Now, right away,
because now is when | have
to choose. You say life’s so
wonderful. | want to know
what | have to do to live.

Do you love Haemon?

| love a Haemon who’s tough
and young ... A Haemon
who’s demanding and loyal,
like me. But if that life of
yours, that happiness of
yours, are going to pass over
him and erode him —if he’s
not going to turn pale any
more when | turn pale — if he
won’t think | must be dead

if I'm five minutes late — if

he doesn’t feel alone in the
world and hate me if | laugh
and he doesn’t know why — if
he’s going to become just

a conventional spouse and
learn to say yes like the rest —
then no, | don’t love Haemon
any more!

That'll do. You don’t know
what you’re saying.

| know what I’'m saying, all
right! It’s just that you don’t
understand. I'm speaking to
you from too far away now —
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from a country you can'’t enter
any more, with your wrinkles,
your wisdom and your belly.
(Laughs.) | suddenly see you
as you were when you were
fifteen! Helpless, but thinking
you’re important. All life has
added are those furrows in
your face, that fat around
your waist!

(shaking her): Will you shut
up!

Why do you want to shut me
up? Because you know I'm
right? Don’t you think | can
see it in your eyes? You know
I’'m right, but you’ll never
admit it because you'’re trying
to defend that happiness of
yours — like a dog crouching
over a bone.

Your happiness as well as
mine, you fool!

You disgust me, all of you,
you and your happiness! And
your life, that has to be loved
at any price. You’re like dogs
fawning on everyone they
come across. With just a little
hope left every day — if you
don’t expect too much. But |
want everything, now! And to
the full! Or else | decline the
offer, lock, stock and barrel!

| don’t want to be sensible,
and satisfied with a scrap — if
| behave myself! | want to be
sure of having everything,
now, this very day, and it has
to be as wonderful as it was
when | was little. Otherwise |
prefer to die.

There you go — just like your
father!

Exactly! Neither of us ever
stops asking questions!
Right up to the moment
when there’s not a spark of
hope left to stifle. We're the
sort who jump right on your
precious, lousy hope!

If you could see how ugly you
look, shouting!
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Very vulgar, isn’t it? Father
was only beautiful afterwards
— when he knew for certain
that he’d killed his father and
slept with his mother, and
that nothing, now, could save
him. He grew suddenly silent.
Smiled. He was beautiful. It
was all over. He had only to
shut his eyes not to see you
any more — all you craven
candidates for happiness! It's
you who are ugly, even the
handsomest of you! There’s
something ugly about the
corners of your eyes and
mouths. You used the right
words for it just now, Creon,
when you talked about
cooking up plots. You all look

like cooks, with your fat faces.

Cooks! Scullions!

(twisting her arm): | order you
to be silent!

You order me, scullion? Do
you imagine you can give me
orders?

The ante-room’s full of
people. They’ll hear you. Do
you want to destroy yourself?

Open the door! Let them
hear!

(putting his hand over her
mouth): Quiet, for God’s
sake.

(struggling): Quick! Quick,
scullion! Call your guards!

The door opens. Enter
ISMENE.

Antigone!

You as well? What do you
want with me, then?

Creon! Creon! If you kill her,
you’ll have to kill me too!

(To ANTIGONE.) Forgive
me, Antigone. But | am brave
now. I'll go with you.

Oh no! Not now! I'm on my
own now. Don’t you think you
can just muscle in and die
with me now! It'd be too easy!
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But | don’t want to live if you
die! | don’t want to stay on
without you!

You've chosen life. I've
chosen death. Leave

me alone, you and your
lamentations. What you ought
to have done was go this
morning, on all fours, in the
dark ... grub up the earth with
your nails, under the noses of
the guards ... be grabbed by
them like a thief. That’'s what
you ought to have done!

All right, Antigone — all right!
I'll go tomorrow!

Hear that, Creon? Her too!
And how do you know it
won’t spread to others when
they hear me? What are you
waiting for? Why don’t you
call your guards to silence
me? Come on now, Creon,
be brave — it won’t take long!
Come on, scullion! You have
no choice — get it over with!

(sudden shout): Guards!

The GUARDS appear
immediately.

Take her away!

(crying out: relieved): At last,
Creon! At last!

(roughly): Come on! This
way!

The GUARDS seize her and
take her off. ISMENE follows,
crying out.

Antigone! Antigone!
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2 As a director, explain and justify how you could stage a performance of Antigone using both
traditional and contemporary techniques. [30]
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