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Drciva. He must not return upon pain of death. He has wronged
me, and I will never look upon his face again.

PRIME MINISTER. Away with him.

DeciMa. My good name is dearer than my life, but I will see the
players before they go.

Prime MINISTER. Sleep of Adam! What has she got into her head?
Fetch the players.

DrciMa [picking up the mask of the sister of Noabl. My loyal sub-
jects must forgive me if T hide my face—it is not yet used to the
light of day, it is a modest face. T will be much happier if His Holi-
ness will help me to tie the mask.

PrimEe MINISTER. The players come.

Enter Players, who all bow to the new Queen

DrciMa. They had some play they were to perform, but I will make
them dance instead, and after that they must be richly rewarded.

PrrME MINISTER, It shalf be as you will..

" DrciMa, You are banished and must not return upon pain of death,

and yet not one of you shall be poorer because banished. That T

promise. But you have lost one thing that I will not restore. A
woman player has left you. Do not mourn her. She was a: bad,
headstrong, cruel woman, and seeks destruction somewhere and
with some man she knows nothing of; such a woman they tell me
that "this mask would well become, this foolish, smiling face!
Come, dance. :
[They dance, and at certain moments she cries ‘Good-bye,
good-bye’ or else Farewell’. And she throws them money.]

The End
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PERSONS IN THE PLAY

Oedipus, King of Thebes Tiresias, a seer
Jocasta, wife of Qedipus A Priest
Antigone, daughter of Qedipus Messengers
Ismene, daughter of Oedipus A Herdsman

Creon, brother-in-law of Qedipus
Chorus

Orprrus. Children, descendants of old Cadmus, why do you come
before me, why do you carry the branches of suppliants, while the
¢ city smokes with incense and murmurs with prayer and lamenta-
. ton? I would not learn from any mouth but yours, oid man, there-
* fore I question you myself. Do you know of anything that I can do
: and have not done? How can 1, being the man I am, being King
Oedipus, do other than all I know? I were indeed hard of heart did
I not pity such suppliants. :

Priest. Qedipus, King of my country, we who stand befere your

door are of all ages, some too young to have walked so many
miles, some—priests of Zeus such as I—too old. Among us stand
the pick of the young men, and behind in the market-places the
people throng, carrying suppliant branches. We all stand here
. because the city stumbles towards death, hardly able to raise up its

|
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iSee explanatory notes p. 883. -
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head. A blight has fallen upon the fruitful blossoms of the land, a
blight upon flock and field and upon the bed of mardiage—plague

15

ravages the city. Oedipus, King, not God but foremost of living .

men, seeing that when you first came to this town of Thebes you

fréed us from that harsh singer, the riddling Sphinx, we beseech -

you, all we suppliants, to find some help; whether you find it by
your power as 2 man, or because, being near the Gods, a God has

whispered you. Uplift our State;-think upon your fame; your com- -

ing brought us luck, be lucky to us still; remember that it is better
to rule over men than over a waste place, since neither walled
town nor ship is anything if it be empty and no man within it.

Ormnrpus. My unhappy children! I know well what need has brought
you, what suffering vou endure; vet, sufferers though you be, there
is not a single one whose suffering is as mine—each mourns himself,
but my soul mourns the city, myself, and you. It is not therefore as
if you came to arouse a sleeping man. No! Be certain that T have
wept many tears and searched hither and thither for some remedy, I

search. I have sent the son of Menoeceus, Creon, my own wife’s
brother, to the Pythian House of Phoebus, to hear if deed or word of
. mine may yet deliver this town. I am troubled, for he is a long time
" away—a longer time than should be~-but when he comes I shafl not
be an honest man unless I do whatever the God commands.

to us that Creon has arrived.

& :
“Qenirus. O King Apollo, may he bring brighter fortune, for his face
is shining! ' '

PriesT.- He brings good news, for he is crowned with bay.

Orp1rus. We shall know soon. Brother-in-law, Menoeceus’ son,
what news from the God?

CrREON, Good news; for pain turns to pleasure when we have set the
crooked straight.

Orprrus. But what is the oracle?—so far the news is neither good
nor bad. '

Crron, If you would hear it with all these about vou, [ am ready to
speak, Or do we go within?

Oeprrus. Speak before all. The sorrow I endure is less for my own
life than these. '

have already done the only thing that came into my head for all my -
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Creon. Then, with your leave, I speak, OQur lord Phoebus bids us
' drive out a defiling thing that has been cherished in this land.

OEEDIPUS. By what purification?
!
C:REON. King Laius was our King before you came to pilot us.

Ornrrus. I know—but not of my own knowledge, for I never saw him.

, C§REON. He, was killed; and the God now bids us revenge it on his

| murderers, whoever they be.

Orp1pUs. Where shall we come upon their track after all these
years? Did he meet his death in house or field, at home or in some

~ : foreign land?

C:REON._ In a foreign land: he was journeying to Delphi.
Oepipus. Did no fellow-traveller see the deed? Was there none there
who could be questioned?

CreoN. All perished but one man who fled in terror and could tell
for certain but one thing of all he had seen.

Qeprrus. One thing might be a clue to many things.

' bers, :

dEDIPUS. What robbers would be so_daring unless bribed from
. here?

CreoN. Such things were indeed guessed at, but Laius once dead no
avenger arose. We were amid our troubles. :

Orprpus. But when royalty had fallen what troubles could have hin-
dered search? ‘

CreoN. The riddling S'ph.inx put those dark things out of our
thoughts—we thought of what had come to our own doors.

Oep1pus. But I will start afresh and make the dark things plain. In
- doing right by Laius I protect myself, for whoever slew Laius
might turn a hand against me. Come, my children, rise up from the
 altar steps; lift up these suppliant boughs and let all the children of
* Cadmus be called hither that I may search out everything and find
-~ for all happiness or misery as God wills.
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Priust. May Phoebus, sender of the oracle, come with it and be our
saviour and deliverer!

: The Chorus enter

What message comes to famous Thebes from the Golcien
House?

What message of disaster from that sweet-throated Zeus?

What monstrous thing oot fathers saw do the seasons bring?

Or what that no man ever saw, what new monstrous thing?

Trembiing in every limb 1 raise my loud importunate cry,

And in a sacred terror wait the Delian God’s reply.

Apollo chase the God of Death that leads no shouting men,

Bears no rattling shield and yet consumes this form with pain.

Famine takes what the plague spares, and all the crops are lost;

No new life fills the empty place—ghost flits after ghost

To that God-trodden western shore, as flit benighted birds.

Sorrow speaks to sorrow, but no comfort finds in words.

Hurry him from the land of Thebes with a fair wind behind

Out on to that formless deep where not a man can find

Hold for an anchor-fluke, for all is world-enfolding sea;

Master of the thunder-cloud, set the lightning free,

And add the thunder-stone to that and fling them on his head,

For death is all the fashion now, till even Death be dead.

We call against the pallid face of this God-hated God
The springing heel of Artemis in the hunting sandal shod,

The tousie-headed Maenads, blown. torch.and drunken soundy oo

The stately Lysian king himself with golden fillet crowned,
And in his hands the golden bow and the stretched golden strmg,
And Bacchus® wine-ensanguined face that all the Maenads sing.

QepIpPUS. You are praying, and it may be that your prayer wiil be

answered; that if you hear my words and do my bidding you may
find help out of all your trouble. This is my proclamation, children
of Cadmus. Whoever among you knows by what man Laius, son of
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Labdacus, was killed, must tell all he knows. If he fear for himself 115

and being guilty denounce himself, he shall be in the less danger,
suffering no worse thing than banishment. If on the other hand
there be one that knows that a foreigner did the deed, let him

speak, and I shall give him a reward and my thanks: but if any man-

keep silent from fear or to screen a friend, hear all what I will do to
that man. No one in this land shall speak to him, nor offer sacrifice
beside him; but he shall be driven from their homes as if he himself

had done the deed. And in this I am the ally of the Pythian God and
of the murdered man, and I pray that the marderer’s life may,

126

should he be so hidden and screened, drop from him and perish 125

-
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away, whoever he may be, whether he did the deed with others or
by himself alone: and on you I lay it to make—so far as man may—
these words good, for my sake, and for the God’s sake, and for the
sake of this land, And even if the God had not spurred us to it, it
were a wrong to leave the guilt unpurged, when one so noble, and
he your King, had perished; and all have sinned that could have
searched it out ard did not: and now since it is T who hold the
power which he held once, and have his wife for wife—she who
would have borre him heirs had he but lived—I take up this cause
even as I would were it that of my own father. And if there be any
who do not obey me in it, T pray that the Gods send them neither
harvest of the earth nor fruit of the womb; but let them be wasted
by this plague, or by one more dreadful stifl. But may all be blessed
for ever who hear my words and do my will!

CHORUS. We do not know the murderer, and it were indeed more fit-
ting that Phoebus, who laid the task upon us, should name the man,

OEDIPUS No man can make the Gods speak against their will.
CHORUS. Then T will say what seems the next best thing.
Qzepirus.-If there is a third course, show it.

Crorus. I know that our lord Tiresias is the seer most like to. our
- lord Phoebus, and th_rough him we may unravel all.

! to bring him.

Crorus. If we lack his heip we have nothlng but vague and ancient
rumours.

L
Oeprrus. What rumours are they? I would examine every story.
CHORUS. Certain wayfarers were said to have killed the King.

DEpreus. know, I know. But who was there that saw it?

Crorus. If there is such a4 man, and terror can move him, he will not
Leep silence when they have told him of your curses.

Orprpus. He that such a deed did not terrify will not be terrified
because of a word.

Cxorus. But. there is one who shall convict him. For the blind
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prophet comes at last—in whom alone of all men the truth lives.
Enter Tiresias, led by a boy

Oepirus. Tiresias, master of all knowledge, whatever may be spo- 160
ken, whatever is unspeakable, whatever omens of earth and sky .
reveal, the plague is among us, and from that plague, Great
Prophet, protect us and save us. Phoebus in answer to our ques-
tion says that it will not leave us tili we have found the murderers
of Laius, and driven them into exile or put them to death. Do you 145
therefore neglect neither the voice of birds, nor any other sort of
wisdom, but rescue yourself, rescue the State, rescue me, rescue all
that are defiled by the deed. For we are in your hands, and what
greater task falls to a man than to help other men with all he
knows and has? , 170

TirESIAS. Aye, and what worse task than to be wise and suffer for it?
I know this well; it slipped out of mind, or I would never have
come.

Oepipus. What now?

Tires1as. Let'me go home. You will bear your burden to the enci 175
more easily, and I bear mine—if you bitt give me leave for that.

) ‘.
QEpirus. Your words are strange and unkind to the State that bred -
you.

Tiresias. Isee that you, on your part, keep your lzps tlght shut and
therefore I have shut mine that I may come to no misfortune. /180

Ogprrus. For God’s fove do not turn away--if you have knowledge. _
We suppliants implore you on our knees.

Trrzsias. You are faols—I will bring misfortune neither upon you
nor upon myself.

Ogep1pUs. What is this? You know all and will séy nothing? You are 185
minded to betray me and Thebes? : :

TrrEs1As. Why do you ask these thmgsp You will not learn them
from me.

) : 5
Oeprrus. What! Basest of the base! You would enrage the very

stones. Will you never speak out? Cannot anything touch you? 190

C _
Tiresias. The fumrgéiyill come of itself though I keep silent. -
i3 :
L
&
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¢
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Oep1pus. Then seeing that come it must, you had best speak out.

Tirestas. I will speak no further. Rage if you have a mind to; bring
out all the fierceness that is in your heart.

Otrpipus. That will . T will not spare to speak my thoughts. Listen 195

to what [ have to say. It seems to me that you have helped to plot
the deed; and, short of doing it with your owa hands, have done
the deed yourself Had you eyesight I would declare that you alone
- had done it.

.

IRESIAS. So that is what you say? I charge you to pbey the decree
that you yourself have made, and from this day out to speak nei-
ther to these nor to me. You are the defiler of this land.

O

EDIPUS. So brazen in your impudence? How do you hope to escape
punishrment?

Tiresias. I have escaped; my strength is in my truth,

O

EDIPUS. Who taught you this? You never got it by your art.

TIrEsIas. Yom, because you have spurred me to speech against my
will.

Tiresias. You are but tempting me—you understood me well
: enough. .

OEep1rus. Noj not so that I can say [ know it; speak it again.

Tirestas. Isay that you are yourself the murderer that you seck.

Ozprrus. You shall rue it for having spoken rwice such cutr ageous

words.
TIRESIAS, Woéld you that I say more that you may be still angrier?
Q=ep1rus. Say what you will. T will not let it move me,

Trresias. I say that you are living with your next of kin in unimag-
ined shame.

OmnIpus. Do you think you can say such things and never smart for
it?

¥
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TirEs1as. Yes, if there be strength in truth.

Oepirus. There is; yes—for everyone but you. But not for you that
are maimed in ear and in eye and in wit.

TrresIAS. You are but a poor wretch flinging taunts that in a little 225
while everyone shall fling at you.

Oeprpus. Night, endless night has covered you up so that you can
neither hurt me nos any man that looks upon the sun.

Tirzs1as. Your doom is not to fall by me. Apollo is encugh: it is his
business to work out your doonz, 230

OepIrus. Was it Creon that planned this or you yourself?
Tires1as., Creomn is not your enemy; you are your own enemy.

" Oeprrus. Power, ability, position, you bear ail burdens, and yet what
envy you create! Great must that envy be if envy of my power in
this town—a power put into my hands unsought—has made trusty 235
Creon, my old friend Creon, secretly long to take that power from
me; if he has suborned this scheming juggler, this quack and-trick-
ster, this man with eyes for his gains and blindness in his art. Come, L
come, where did you prove yourself a seer? Why did you say noth-

__ing to set the townsmen free when the riddling Sphinx was here? 240

Yet that riddle was not for the first-comer to read; it needed the ™ T

skill of a seer. And none such had you! Neither found by help of;
birds, nor straight from any God. No, I cane; I silenced her, T the.
ignorant Oedipus; it was I that found the answer in my mothes-wit,”
untaught by any birds. And it is I that you would pluck out of my 24s
place, thinking to stand close to Creon’s throne. But you and the
plotter of ail this shall mourn despite your zeal to purge the land.
Were you not an old man, you had already learnt how bold you are
and learnt it to your cost. :

Crorus. Both this man’s words and yours, Oedipus, have been said; 250
in anger. Such words cannot help us here, nor any but those that
teach us to obey the oracle. :

Trresias. King though you are, the right to answer when atracked
belongs to both alike. T am not subjéct to you, but to Loxias; and
therefore I shall never be Creon’s subject. And I tell you, since you 255
have taunted me with blindness, that though you have your sight,
you cannot see in what misery you stand, nor whese you are living,
nor with whom, unknowing what you do—for you do not know

-
Y
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. the stoclk you come of—you have been your own kin's enemy be

' they living or be they dead. And one day a mother’s curse and 260
| father’s curse alike shall drive you from this fand in dreadful haste

| with darkness upon those eyes. Therefore, heap your scorn on

| Creon and on my message if you have a mind to; for no one of liv-

i ing men shall be crushed as you shall be crushed.

QE(]:IDIPUS. Begone this instant! Away, away! Get you from these 265

i doors!

Tiresias. 1 had never come but that you sent for me.

Orpreus. 1 cﬁd not know you were mad.
"1 I ’
7.seem mad to you, but your parents thought me sane.

TiREsas. I m
OEDIPUS. M?j&fpaz:ents! Stop! Who was my father? 270

']TI-RESIAS. This day shall you know your birth; and it will ruin you.
I .
Oeprpus. What dark words you always speak!
1 L '
TirEsias. But/are you not most skilful in the unravelling of dark
- words? ‘

Orprpus. Yoy mock me for that which made me great? 275

TiRESIAS. It was that fortune that undid you.

OEDIPUS. What do I care? For I delivered all this town.

Trresias. ThenT will go: boy, lead me out of this.

GeprpUs. Yes, iet him fead you. You take vexation with you.

Tiresias. I will go: but fiest I will do my errand. For frown though 250
you may you canaot destroy me, The man for whem you look, the
man you have been threatening in all the proclamations about the
‘death of Laius, that man is here. He seems, so far as looks go, an
alien; yet he shafl be found a native Theban and shall nowise be
glad of that fortune, A blind man, though now he has his sight; a 285
beggar, though now he is most rich; he shall go forth feeling the
ground before him with his stick; so you go in and think on that,
and if you find I am in fault say that [ have nogkill in prophecy.

[Tires;'as is led out by the boy. Oedipus enters the palace.
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Cuorus. The Delphian rock has spoken out, now must a wicked tnind,
Planner of things I dare not speak and of this bloody wrack, 29
Pray for feet that are as fast as the four hoofs of the wind:

Cloudy Parnassus and the Fates thunder at his back,

That sacred crossing-place of lines upon Parnassus® head,
- Lines that have run through North and South, and run through
West and East, .
That navel of the world bids all men search the mountain wood, = 295
The solitary cavern, till they have found that infamous beast.
Creon enters from the house

Creon. Fellow-citizens, having heard that King Oedipus accuses me
of dreadful things, I come in my indignation. Does he think that he
has suffered wrong from me in these present troubles, or anything
that could lead to wrong, whether in word or deed? How can Ilive 300
under blame like that? What life would be worth having if by you
here, and by my nearest fziends, called a traitor through the town?

Crorus. He said it in anger, and not from his heart out.
Creon. He said it was I put up the seer to speak those falsehoods.

Caorus. Such things were said. 305

U

CreoN. And had he his rlght mind saymg it?

CHORUS I do not know—I do not know What my masters do .
Oedipus enters, .

QepIrus. What brought you here? Have you a face so brazen that
you come to my house—you, the proved assassin of its mastei—the
certain robber of my crown? Come, tell me in the face of the Gods 310
what cowardice, or folly, did you discover in me that you pletted
this? Did you think that I would not see what you were at till you
had crept upon me, or seeing it would not ward it off? What mad- -
ness to seek a throne, having neither friends nor followers!

CreoN. Now listen, hear my answer, and then you may with knowl- 315
edge judge between us. -

Oep1rus. You are plausible, but waste words now that I know you.
Crron. Hear what I have to say. I can explain it all.

Orpreus. One thing you will not explain away-—that you are my enemy. ¢

I
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"

CreEON. You age a fool to imagine that senseless stubbornness sits 320
- well upon ygu.-

OEDIPUS Anc[ you to itnagine that you can wrong a kinsman and
 escape the penalty.

CRBON. That is justly said, I grant you; but what is this wrong that
| you complain of? 325

Oepreus. Did you advise, or not, that I should send for that notori-
| ous prophet?

Creon. And T am of the same mind stiil.

Ozpirus. How long is it, then, since Laius—

CREON. Wﬁ'at, what about him? _ ‘ 330
Oeorpvs. Since Laius was killed by an unknown hand?

CrEON. That was many years ago.

QEDIPUS. Was. this prophet at his trade in those days?

CRrEON. Yes; skilled as now and in equal honour,

e B b ever speakofmer o
Crron. Never :::értainly when I was within earshot.

éEDIPUS. And did you enquire into the murder?

Creon. We did enquire but learnt nothing.

Oenirus. And why did he not tell out his story then?

CreoN. 1do not know. When I know nothing I say nothing, 340
éEDIPUS. This much at least you know and can say out.

¢REON. What is that? If I know it I will say it.

OED 1pus. That if he had not consulted you he would never have said
that it was I who killed Laius.

CREON, You know best what he said; but now, question for question. 345




380 THE PLAYS

Ornirus. Question your fll—I cannot be broved guilty of that
blood.

CrEON. Answer me then. Are you not married to my sister?

Oeprrus. That cannot be denied.

Creon. And do you not rule as she does? And with a like power? 350

Oepreus. I give her all she asks for.
Creon. And am not I the equal of you both?
QEprrus. Yes: and that is why you are so false a friend.

Creon., Not so; reason this out as I reason it, and first weigh this:
who would prefer to lie awake amid terrors rather than to sleep in 353
peace, granting that his power is equal in both cases? Neither I nor
any sober-minded man. You give me what I ask and let me do
what T want, but were I King I would have to do things I did not
want to do. Is not influence and no trouble with it better than any
throne, am [ such a fool as to hunger after unprofitable honours? 2s0
Now all are glad to see me, everyone wishes me well, all that want
a favour from you ask speech of me—finding in that their hope. b
Why should I give up these things and take those? No wise mind

.1 treacherous, Iam no contriver of plots, and if another took to

them he would not come to me for help. And in proof of thisgo to 365 o

the Pythian Oracle, and ask if T have truly told what the Gods saidy

and after that, if you have found that T have plotted with the
Soothsayer, take me and kill me; not by the sentence of one mouth
only—but of two mouths, yours and my own. But do not con-
demin me in a corner, upon some fancy and without proof. What 370
right have vou to declare a good man bad or a bad good? Itis as
bad a thing to cast off a true friend as it is for a man to cast away
his own life—but you will learn these things with certainty when
the time comes; for time alone shows a just man; though a day can
show a knave. -, 375

Crorus. King! He has spoken well, he gives himself time to thmk,
headlong talker does not know What he is saying.

Ozpreus. The plotter is at his work, and I must counterplot head-
long, or he will get his ends and I miss mine.

CreoN. What will you do then? Drive me from the fand? T g

Oepirus. Not so; I do not desire your banishment—Dbut your death,.
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CREON. You dre not sane.
OEepirus. [ am sane at least in my own interest.
CreON. You should be in mine also.

Orprrus. No, for you are false.

CREON. But if you understand nothing?

OjEDIPUS. Yet I must rule.
|
| .

CreoN. Not if you rule badly.

OErpipus. Hear him, O Thebes!

Creon. Thebes is for me also, not for you alone.

Crorus. Cease, princes: I see Jocasta coming out of the house; she
comes just in time to quench the quarrel.

Jocasta enters

Jocasta. Unhappy men! Why have you made this crazy uproar? Are
“you not ashamed to quarrel about your own affairs when the
~whole country is in trouble? Go back int¢ the palace, Oedipus

about some petty thing.

CRrREON. Your husband is about to kll[ me—or to drive me f].OIl‘l the
land of my fathers.

Ornreus. Yes: for T have convicted him of treachery against me.
CreoN. Now may I perish accursed if I have done such a thing!

Jocasta. For God’s love believe it, Oedipus. First, for the sake of his
oath, and then for my sake, and for the sake of these people here.

CHORUS [a.ll]w. King, do what she asks.

Okeprrys. What would you have me do?

Crorus. Not to make a dishonourable charge, with no more evi-
'dence than rumout, against a friend who has bound himself with
‘an oath.

Orpi1rus. Do you desire my exile or my death?

385
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_iand you, Creon, to your own house. Stop making all this noise
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Cuorus. No, by Helios, by the first of all the Gods, may I die aban- 410
doned by Heaven and earth if I have that thought! What breaks
my heart is that our public griefs should be increased by your .
quarrels.

Oeprpus. Then let him go, though T am doomed thereby to death or
to be thrust dishonoured from the land; it is your lips, not his, that 415
move me to compassion; wherever he goes my hatred follows him. ..

CrEON. You are as sullen in yielding as you were vehement in anger,
but such natures are their own heaviest burden.

Oepirus. Why will you not leave me in peace and begone?
CrroN. I will go away; what is your hatred to me? In the eyes of all 420
here I am a just man.
[He goes.
" CuORUs. Lady, why do you not take your man in to the house?

Jocasta. Iwill do so when I have learned what has happened.

Crorus. The half of it was bhnd suspmlon bred of tallg the rest the
wounds left by injustice. 425

_Jocasta. It wasonbothsides?
CHORUS. Yes.
Jocasta., What was it?

Crorus. Our land is vexed enough. Let the thing alone dow that it
is over. 430

Jocasta. In the name of the Gods, King, what put you in this anger?_

Oepreus. T will tell you; for I honour you more than these men do
The cause is Creon and his plots against me.

Jocasra. Speak on, if vou can tell clearly how this quarrel arose.
Oeprpus. He says that T am guilty of the blood of Laius. 435
Jocasta. On his own knowledge, or on hearsay?

Oeprrus, He has made a rascal of a seer his mouthpiece.
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Jocasta. Do not fear that there is truth in what he says. Listen to me,
and learn to your comfort that nothing bora of woman can know
what is to come. I will give you proof of that. An oracle came to
Laius once, I will not say from Phoebus, but from his ministers, that
he was doomed to die by the hand of his own child sprung from him
and me. When his child was but three days old, Laius bound its feet
¢ together and had it thrown by sure hands upon a trackless moun-
: tain; and when Laius was murdered at the place where three high-
- ways meet, it was, or 5o at least the rumour says, by foreign robbers.

So Apollo ‘did not bring it about that the child‘should kill its father,
nor did Laius die in the dreadful way he feared by his child’s hand.

Yet that was how the message of the seers mapped out the future.
Pay no attention to such things. What the God would show he will
need no help to show it, but bring it to light himself.

Orp1ryus. What restlessness of soul, lady, has come upon me since I

. heard you speak, what a tumult of the mind!
Jé)CASTA. What is this new anxiety? What has startled you?
Orpirus, You said that Laius was killed where three highways meet.
jQCAsTA. Yes: that was the story.

QEDIPUS. And where is the place?

and to Daulia.
Oepirus. And when did it happen? How many years ago?

JocasTa. News was pubhshed in this town just before you came into
powet.

Qeprrus. O Zeus! What have you planned to do unto me?

Jocasta, He was tall; the silver had just come into his hair; and in
shape not greatly unlike to you.

Oeprrus. Unhappy that I am! Tt seems that I have laid a dreadful
curse upon myself, and did not know it.

Jocasta, What do you say? I tremble when I look on you, my King.

QOrprrus. And I have a misgiving that the seer can see indeed. But [
will know it all more clearly, if you tell me one thing more.
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Jc‘ casTA. In. Phocis where the road. divides branching off to Delphi oo
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Jocasra. Indeed, though I tremble I will answer whatever you ask.

Oepirus. Had he but a small troop with him; or did he travel like a

great man with many followers?

JocasTa, There were but five in zll—one of them a herzld; and there

was one carriage with Laius in it,

Orpirus. Alas! It is now clear indeed. Who was it brought the news, -

lady?

JocasTa. A servant—the one survivor.

Ozprrus. [s he by chance in the house now?

Jocasta. No; for when he found you reigning instead of Laius he
besought me, his hand clasped in mine, to send him to the Helds
among the cattle that he might be far from the sight of this town;
and T sent him. He was a worthy man for a slave and might have
asked a bigger thing. :

Osprrus. Iwould have him return to us without delay.

Jocasta. Oedipus, it is easy. But why do you ask this?

Oeprrus. I fear that I have said too much, and therefore T would
o Question him,

Jocasta. He shall come, but I too have a right to know what lies so
heavy upon your heart, my King. : :

Oeprtpus. Yes: and it shall not be kept from you now that my fear
has grown so heavy. Nobody is more to me than you, nobody has
the same right to learn my good or evil luck, My father was Poly-
bus of Corinth, my mother the Dorian Merope, and I was held the

y
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. foremost man in all that town until a thing happened—a thing to .-

- startle a man, though not to make him angry as it made me. We
were sitting at the table, and a man who had drunk too much criéd
out that I was not my father’s son—and I, though angry, restrained
my anger for that day; but the next day went fo my father and my
mother and questioned them. They were indignant at the taunt
and that comforted me—and yet the man’s words rankled, for
they had spread a rumour through the town. Without consulting
my father or my mother I went to Delphi, but Phoebus told me
nothing of the thing for which I came, but much of other things—
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~ things of sorrow and of terror: that I should live in incest with my
- mother, and beget a brood that men would shudder to look upon;
- that I shouid be my father’s murderer. Hearing those words I fled
. out of Corinth, and from that day have but known where it lies
. when I have found its direction by the stars. I sought where I might
- escape those infamous things—the doom that was laid upon me. I
i came in my flight to that very spot where you teli me this king per-
. ished. Now, lady, I will tell you the truth. When I had come close
| up to those three roads, I came upon a herald, and a man like him
| you have described seated in a carriage. The man who held the
. reins and the old man himself would not give me room, but
. thought to force me from the path, and [ struck the driver in my
. anger. The old mas, seeing what I had done, waited il I was pass-
- ing him and then struck me upon the head. I paid him back in full,
- for I knocked him out of the carriage with a blow of my stick. He
. rolled on his back, and after that I killed them all. If this stranger
. were indeed Laius, is there a more miserable man in the world
: than the man before you? Is there 2 man more hated of Heaven?
- No stranger, no citizen, may receive him into his house, not a soul
. may speak to him, and no mouth but my own mouth has laid this
© curse upon me. Am I not wretched? May [ be swept from this
- world before I have endured this doom!

Croxrus. These things, O King, fill us with terror; yet hope till you
. speak with him that saw the deed,and have Jearnt all. '

Ornrrus: Tl T have fearnt all, Triay hope: T await the tHan that i

. coming from the pastures. B
]é:)CASTA. What is it that you hope to learn?
O;EDIPUS. T will tell vou. If.his tale agrees with yours, then I am clear.
]éCASTA. What tale of mine?

QEDIPUS. He told you that Laius met his death from robbers; if he
. keeps to that tale now and speaks of several slayers, I am not the
. slayer. But if he says one fonely wayfarer, then beyond a doubt the

- scale dips to me.

JocasTa. Be certain of this much at least, his first tale was of robbers.
. He cannot revoke that tale—the city heard it and not I alone. Yet,

- if he should somewhat change his story, King, at least he cannot

- make the murder of Laius square with prophecy; for Loxias
plainly said of Laius that he would die by the hand of my child.
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That poor innocent did not kil him, for it died before him. There-
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iéAESSENGER. Then I call a blessing upon her, seeing what man she
| has married.

JéocASTA. May God reward those words with a like blessing, stranger!
. But what have you come to seck or to tell?

MESSENGER. Good news for your house, lady, and for your husband.
JocasTa. What news? From whence have you come?

MessenGer. From Corinth, and you will rejoice at the message I am
about to give you; vet, maybe, it will grieve you.

Jocasta. What is it? How can it have this double power?
MESSENGER. The people of Corinth, they say, will take him for king.
]%OCASTA. How then? Is old Polybus no longer on the throner?
l\iﬂ[ESSENGER. No. He is in his tombh,

iOCASTA. What do vou say? Is Polybus dead, old man?

MESSENGER. May I drop dead if it is not the trath.

JocasTa. Away! Hurry to your master with this news. O oracle of

.- the Gods;-where-are-you now?- This-is-the-man-whom-Qedipus-

fore from this out I would not, for all divination can do, so much 545
as look to my right hand or to my left hand, or fear at all.

Ozprrus. You have judged well; and yet for all that, send and bring
this peasant to me.

Jocasta. [will send without delay. I will do all that you would have
of me—but let us come in to the house. ' 550

[They go in to the bouse.

Crorus. For this one thing above all I would be praised as a man,
That in my words and my deeds I have kept those laws in mind
Olympian Zeus, and that high clear Empyrean,

Fashioned, and not some man or people of mankind,

Even those sacred laws nor age nor sleep can blind. 555

A man becomes a tyrant out of insolence,

He climbs and climbs, until all people call him great,

He seems upon the summit, and God flings him thence;

Yet an ambitious man may lift up a whole State,

And in his death be blessed, in his life fortunate, 560

And all men honour such; but should a man forget

The holy images, the Delphian Sybil’s trance, <

And the world’s navel-stone, and not be punished for it /

And seem most fortunate, or even blessed perchance,

“Why stisuld we honour the Gods; or join the sacred dance? sB5

Jocasta enters from the palace )

JocasTa. It has cormne into my head, citizens of Thebes, to visit every
altar of the Gods, a wreath in my hand and a dish of incense. For
ali manner of alarms trouble the soul of Oedipus, who instead of
weighing new oracles by old, like a man of sense, is at the mercy
of every mouth that speaks terror. Seeing that my words are noth- 570
ing o him, I cry to you, Lysian Apollo, whose altar is the first I
meet: I come, a suppliant, bearing symbols of prayer; O, make us
clean, for now we are all afraid; seeing him afraid, even as they
who see the helmsman afraid. S

Enter Messenger
MeSSENGER. May I learn from you, strangers, where is the home of 575

King Oedipus? Or better still, tell me where he himself is, if you
know. :

Cuorus. This is his house, and he himself, stranger, is within it, and
this lady is the mother of his children. a-

¢ feared and shunned lest he should murder him, and now this man
has died a natural death, and not by the hand of Qedipus,
Enter Oedipus

OepIrus. Jocasta, dearest wife, why have you called me from the
house? '

Jocasta, Listen to this man, and judge to what the oracles of the
Gods have come. ' '

(i)EDIPUS_ . And he—who may he be? And what news has he?

Jocasta. He has come from Corinth to tell you that your father,
. Polybus, is dead.

Oxrp1pus. How, stranger? Let me have it from your own mouth.

MessenGeR. If I am to tefl the stozy, the first thing is that he is dead
and gone. .
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Oepirus. By some sickness or by treachery?

MzssENGER. A little thing can bring the aged to their rest.

QOep1rus. Ah! He died, it seems, from sickness? - 610

MESSENGER. Yes; and of old age.

Orpirus, Alas! Alas! Why, indeed, my wife, should one ook to that
Pythian seer, or to the birds that scream above our heads? For they
would have it that I was doomed to kifl my father, And now he is
dead—hid aiready beneath the earth. And here am I—who had no 615
part in it, unless indeed he died from longing for me. If that were
5o, I may have caused his death; but Polybus has carried the ora-
cles with him into Hades—the "otacles as men have understood
them—and they are worth nothing.

Jocasta. Did I not tell you so, long since? ) . 620

Oepirus. You did, but fear misled me,

JocasTa. Put this trouble from you.

Qeprrus. Those bold words would sound better, were. not qu
mother living. But as it is—I have some grounds for fear; yet you

JocasTa, Yet your father’s death is a sign that all is well.
Orp1pus. I know that: but I fear because of her who lives.
MusSENGER, Who is this woman who makes you afraid?
Oeprrus. Merope, old man, the wife of Polybus.
MisSENGER. What is there in her to make you afraid? - 630
Orp1pus. A dreadful oracle sent from Heaven, strﬁnger. :
MESSENGER. Is it a secret, or can you speak it out?
Oepr1pus. Loxias said that I Waé doomed to marry my own moth.er,

and to shed my father’s blood. For that reason I fled from my

house in Corinth; and I did right, though there is great comfort in 635

familiar faces.

MESSENGER. Was it indeed for that reason that you went into exile?
¢

Sophocles’ King Oedipus ¢ 1928 389

Oeprrus. I did not wish, old man, to shed my father’s blood.
MessenGer. King, have I not freed you from that fear?
OEDIPUS You shall be fittingly rewarded. 640

MESSENGER Indeed, to tell the truth, it was for that I came; to bring
i you home and be ‘the betcer for it

|
Oepreys. No! I will never go to my parents’ home.

MESSENGER. Ah, my son, it is plain enough, you do not know what
. you do. _ 645
1 :

@EDIPUS. How, old man? For Goczll:’s iove, teH me.

l\/LEs SENGER. If for these reasons you shrink from going home.
(bEDIPUS. T am afraid lest Phoebus has spoken true.

MESSENGER. You are afraid of being made guilty through Merope?
(?EDIPUS. That is my constant fear, 650

MESSENGER. A vain fear.

OEDIPUSHOW 'son, T e

MrssENGER. Because they were nothing to you in blood.
Oep1rus, What do you say? Was Polybus not.my father?
MESSENGER No more nor less than myself, 655

OEDIPUS How can my father be no more to me than you who are
nothing to me?

MessenNGER. He did not beget you any more than L
Oen1rus. No? Then why did he call me his son?
MrssEnNGER. He took you as a gift from these hands of mine, 650

Oepirus, How could he love so dearly what came from another s
hands?

MESSENGER He had been childless.
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Oenirus. If I am not your son, where did vou get me?

MESSENGER. In a wooded valley of Cithaeron. _ 665 °

Qzmpirus, What brolught you wandering there?

MEssEnGER. ] was in charge of momlt';éf;;n sheep.

Qepirus, A shepherd—a wandering, 1red maan.

MesseNGER. A hired man who came._}?gt in time.

Oep1pUS, Just in time—had it come to that? 670
MessENGER. Have not the cords left their marks upon your ankles?
OEpIPUS. Yes, that is an old trouble.

MesseNGER. | took four feet out of the spancel.

Oepirus. I have had those marks frc;n; the cradie.

MesseNGER. They have given you the name you bear. 675

k-’

Orprrus. Tell me, for God’s sake, was that deed my mother’s or my ~

MessenGER. I do not know--he who gave you to me knows more of
that than L

Oepirus, What? You had me from another? You did not chance on 680
me -yourself?

MessenGER. No. Another shepherd gave you to me.

Oepirus. Who was he? Can you tell me who he was?
MrsseENGER. | think that he was said to be of Laius’ household.
Oeprrus. The king who ruled this country long ago? 683
MgessENGER. The same—the man was herdsman in his service.

Orprrus. Is he alive, that I might speak with him? '

MESSENGER. You people of this country should know that,
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Orp1pus. Ts there anyone here present who knows the herd he
speaks of? Anyone who has seen him in the town pastures? The
hour has come when all must be made clear.

Crorus, 1think he is the very herd you sent for but now; Jocasta can
tell you better than 1.

Jocasta, Why ask about that man? Why think about him? Why
- waste a thought on what this man has said? What he has said is of
1o account.

Oeppus. What, with a clue like that in my hands and fail to find out
my birth?

Jocasta. For God’s sake, if you set any value upon your life, give up
this search—my misery is enough.

Ozpirus. Though I be proved the son of a slave, yes, even of three
generations of slaves, you cannot be made base-born.

JocasTa. Yet, hear me, I imiplore you. Give up this search.

OEDIPUS. I will not hear of ‘anything but searching the whole thing
¢ out.

the best.

Orprrus. Your advice maltes me impatient.

4

JocasTta, May you never come to know who you are, unhappy man!

Orp1rus. Go, someone, bring the herdsman here—and let that
woman glory in her hoble blood.

_]OCASTA Alas, alas, miserable man! Miserable! That i is all that I can
call you now or for ever.
[She goes out.

CrorUs. Why has the lady gone, Oedipus, in such a transport of
despair? Out of this silence will burst a storm of sorrows,

Dzprrus. Let come what will. However lovvly my origin T will dis-
cover it. That woman, with all a woman’s pride, grows red with
| shame at my base birth. I think myself the child of Good Luck, and
that the years are my foster-brothers. Sometimes they have sst me
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_ Jocasta, I am only thinking of your good—I have advised you for
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up, and sometimes throwh me down, but he that has Good Luck
for mother can suffer no dishenour. That is my origin, nothing can
change it, so why should I renounce this search into my birth?

Crorus. Qedipus’ nurse, mountain of many a hidden glen,
Be honoured among men; ‘
" A famous man, deep-thoughted, and his body strong; -
Be honoured in dance and song.

Who met in the hidden glen? Who let his fancy run
Upon nymph of Helicon?

Lord Pan or Lord Apoilo or the mountain Lord

By the Bacchantes adored?

Oep1pus. If I, who have never met the man, may venture to say so,

720

745

730

think that the herdsman we await approaches; his venerable age .

matches with this stranger’s, and I recognise as servants of mine
those who bring him. But you, if you have seen the man before,
will know the man better than 1.

735

CHORUS. Yes, 1 know the man who is coming; he was indeed in

Laius’ service, and is stili the most trusted of the herdsmen.

Oenreus. 1 ask you first, Corinthian stranger, is this the man you
mean?

MEesseNGER. He is the very man.

Cepipus. Look at me, old man! Answer my questions, Were you
once in Laius® service?

Herpsman. I was: not 2 bought slave, but reared up in the house.
Ozprrus. What was your work—your manner of life?
HerpsmaN. For the best part of my life I have tended flocks.
OEeprrus. Where, mainly?

Herpsman. Cithaeron or its neighbq_urhood.

Ornrrus. Do you remember meeting with this man there?
HERDSMA:N. What man do you mean?

Oepirus. This man. Did you ever meet him?
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HerpsmaN. 1 cannot recall him to mind.

MzesseNGER. No wonder in that, master; but I will bring back his

© memory. He and [ lived side by side upon Cithaeron. I had but one
flock and he had two. Three full half-years we fived there, from
spring to autumn, and every winter I drove my flock to my own
fold, V\;hﬂe he drove his to the fold of Laius. Is thiat right? Was it
not so:

HEeRDSMAN. True enough; though it was long ago,

MESSENGER. Come, tell me now—do you remember giving me a boy
to rear as my own foster-son? :

HerDSMAN. What are you saying? Why do you ask me thar? -

li\/I_ESSENGER. Look at that man, my friend, he is the child you gave me.
| .
Il-IERDSMAN. A plague upon you! Cannot you hold your tongue?

i
Oepirus. Do not blame him, old man; your own words are more
blameable. ‘

Herpsman, And how have I offended, master?
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o

¥
HEerpsman, He speaks from ignorance, and does not know what he
is saying. :

DEDIPUS. If you will not speak with a good grace you shall be made
to speak.

Herpsman. Do not hurt me for the fove of God, I am an old man.
DEDIPUS. Someone there, tie his hands behind his back.

Herpsman. Alas! Wherefore! What more would you learn?

Oepipus. Did you give this man the child he speaks of?

[

dErDSMAN, 1 did: would T had died that day!
Oepirus. Well, you may come to that unless you speak the truth.

HerpsMan, Much more am I lost if T speak it.

770
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Oepreus, What! Would the fellow make more delay?
HerpsMaN. No, no. I said before that I gave it to him. 780
OrpipUs. Where did you come by it?<Your own child, or another?

HErRDSMAN. It was not my own child=I had it from another.

Oeptpus. From any of those here? Mgpm what house?

HERDSMAN. Do not ask any more, master; for the love of God do

not ask. ' 785

QepipUs. You are lost if T have to q-ijlzestion vou agaiﬁ.

HerDsMAN. It was a child from the ilouse of Lajus.

Orpipus. A slave? Or one of his otwn race?

Herpsman. Alas! Tam on the edge of dreadful words.

Oepipus. And 1 of hearing: yet hear I must. - 790

FIERDSMAN. It was said to have been his own child. But your lady ¢
within can teil you of these things best. e

Herosman, Yes, King.

Orprrus. To what end? 795
HerDsMaN. That I should make away with it.
Ospirus, Her own child? '
HerDsMAN. Yes: from fear of evil prophecies.
OEDIP‘US.‘ What prophecies?

HerpsMAN. That he should kill his father. 800

Qenrrus. Why, then, did you give him up to this old man?

Herpsman. Through pity, master, believing that he would carry him
to whatever land he had himself come from—but he saved him fo;
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dreadful misery; for if you are what this man says, you are the
most miserable of all men. 805

Orpirus. O! O! All brought to pass! All truth! Now, O light, may
I look my last upon you, having been found accursed in blood-

shed, accursed in marriage, and in my coming into the world
accursed! :

[He rushes into the palace.

CHoRUS. What can the shadow-like generations of man attain 810
But build up a dazzling mockery of delight that under their touch
dissolves again? ‘
Ocdipus seemed blessed, butithere is no man blessed amongst
men.

Oedipus overcame the woman-breasted Fate;

He seemed like a strong tower against Death and first among the
fortunate; ‘

He sat upon the ancient throne of Thebes, and all men called him
great, 815

* But, looking for a marriage-bed, he found the bed of his birth,
. Tilled the field his father had tilled, cast seed into the same

* zbounding earth; :

- Entered through the door that had sent him wailing forth,

What darkness cover up that marriage-bed? Time watches, he is
eagle-eyed, s ‘ 820
And all the works of man are known and every soul is tried.
Would you had never come t¢ Thebes, nor to this house,
- Nor riddled with the woman-breasted Fate, beaten off Death and
succoured us, :
That I had never raised this song, heartbroken Oedipus!

SecoND MESSENGER [coming from the bouse]. Friends and kinsmen s2s
of this house! What deeds must you fook upon, what burden of
sbrrow bear, if true to race vou still love the House of Labdacus.
For not Ister nor Phasis could wash this house clean, so many mis-
fortunes have been brought upon it, so many has it brought upon
itself, and those misfortunes are always the worst that a man 830
brings upon himself. '

CHorus. Great already are the misfortunes of this house, and you
bring us a new tale.
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% :
SECcOND MESsSENGER. A short tale in the telling: Jocasta, our Queen,
is dead. : ;

: s
Crorus. Alas, miserable wozﬁan, how did she die?

SECOND MESSENGER. By hex} own ‘'hand. It cannot be as terrible to
you as to one that saw it with his eyes, yet so far as words can
serve, vou shall see it. Whén she had come into the vestibule, she
ran half crazed towards her marriage-bed, clutching at her hair
with the fingers of both hands, and once within the chamber
dashed the doors together behind her. Then called upon the name
of Laius, long since dead, remembering that son who killed the
father and upon the mother begot an accursed race. And wailed
because of that marriage whesein she had borne a twofold race—
husband by husband, children by her child. Then Oedipus with a
shriek burst in and rushing here and there asked for a sword,
asked where he would find the wife that was no wife but a mother
who had borne his children and himself. Nobody answered him,
we all stood dumb; but superpatural powet helped him, for, with
a dreadful shriek, as though beckoned, he sprang at the double
doors, drove them in, burst the bolts out of their sockets, and ran
into the room. There we saw the woman hanging in a swinging
halter, and with a terrible cry he loosened the halter from her neck.
When that unhappiest woman lay stretched upon the ground, we,
saw another dreadful sight. He dragged the golden brooches from’
her dress and lifting them struck them upon his eyeballs, crying

ot “You have Tooked enough upon those you oughtriever to have
looked upon, failed long enough to know those that you should
have known; henceforth you shall be dark’. He struck his eyes, not
once, but many times, lifting his hands and speaking such or like
words. The blood poured dow#and not with a few slow drops,
but all at once over his beard i a dark shower as it were hail.
[The Chorus wails and'be steps further on to the stage.] '
Such evils have come forth from the deeds of those two and fallen.
not on one alone but upon husband and wife. They inherited
much happiness, much good. ﬁartu_ne but to-day, ruin, shamey
death, and loud crying, all ev:ls t'luat can be counted up, all, all are
theirs.

L 4
Crrorus. Is he any quieter? @
Suconp MessENGER. He cries for someone to unbar the gates and to

show to all the men of Thebes h_is%father’s murderer, his mothet’s—
the unholy word must not be spoken. It is his purpose to cast him-
self out of the land that he may not bring all this house under his
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curse. But he has not the strength to do it. He must be supported
and led away. The curtain is parting; you are going to look upon a
sight which even those who shudder must pity.

Enger Qedipus

Oeprrus. Woe, woe is me! Miserable, miserable that T am! Where am
I? Where am I going? Where am I cast away? Who hears my words?

Cuoruvs. Cast away indeed, dreadful to the sight of the eye, dreadful
to the ear.

Oepreus. Ah, friend, the only friend left to me, friend still faithful to
the blind man! I know that you are there; blind though I am, I
recognise your voice.

Crorus. Where did you get the courage to put out your eyes? What
unearthly power drove you to that?

OepIrus. Apollo, friends, Apollo, but it was my own hand alone,
wretched that T am, that quenched these eyes.

CroruUs. You were better dead than blind.
OEDIPUS. No, it is better to be blind. What sight is there that could

give me joy? How could I have looked into the face of my father
when I came among the dead aye, or on my mlserable mother,

punish? And what to me this spectacle, town, statue, 'wall, and
what to me this people, since 1, thrice wretched, T, noblest of The-
ban men, have doomed myself to banishment, doomed myself
when I commanded all to thrust out the unclean thing?

Crorus. It had indeed been better if that herdsman had never taken
your feet out of the spancel or brought you back to life.

OEDIPUS O three roads, O secret glen; O coppice and narrow way
where three roads met; you that drank up the blood I spilt, the
blood that was my own, my father’s blood: remember what deeds
I wrought for you to look upon, and then, when I had come hither,
the new deeds that I wrought. O marriage-bed that gave me birth
and after that gave children to your child, creating an incestuous
kindred of fathers, brothers, sons, wives, and mothers. Yes, all the
shame and the uncleanness that I have wrought among men.

CHORUS. For all my pity I shudder and turn away.
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Qrprrvs. Come neat, condescend to lay your hands upon a wretched

mar; listen, do not fear. My plague can touch no man but me. Hide 910

me somewhere out of this land for God’s sake, or kill me, or throw.
me into the sea where you shall never look upon me more.
Enter Creon and attendants

Cuiorus. Here Creon comes at a fit moment; you can ask of him what
yvou will, help or counsel, for he is now in your place. He is King,

Oeprrus. What can I say tofhim? What can I claim, having been 915

altogether unjust to him?

Crron, I have not come in mockery, Oedipus, ror to reproach you.
Lead him in to the house as quickly as you can. Do not let him dis-
play his misery before strangers.

Ornrpus. I must obey, but ﬁrst since you have come in so noble a %20

spirit, you will hear me.
CrEON. Say what you will '

Oepreus. | know that you will give her that lies within such a tomb
as befits your own blood, but there is something more, Creon, My

sons are men and can take care of themselves, but my daughters, {925
my two unhappy daughters, that have ever eaten at my own table ’

and shared my food, watch over my daughters, Creon. If it is law-

“fidl; let mie toveh thiemveith my hands; Grant it; Prince; grant it,
noble heart. I would believe, could I touch them, that T still saw .
them. [Ismene and Antigone are led in by attendants.] But do 1.
hear them sobbing? Has Creon pitied me and sent my children, my
darlings? Has he done this?

CrroN. Yes, I ordered it, for I know how greatly you have always’

ioved them.

- Oepipus. Then may you be blessed, and may Heaven be kinder to.
you than it has been to me! My children, where are you? Come
hither—hither—come to the rands of him whose mother was your.”
mother; the hands that put out your father’s eyes, eyes once as
bright as your own; his who, understanding nothing, seeing noth-""

ing, became your father by her that bore him. I weep when I think
of the bitter life that men will make you live, and the days that are
to come. Into what company dare you go, to what festival, but
that you shall return home from it not sharing in the joys, but
bathed in tears? When yvou are old enough to be married, what
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man dare face the reproach that must cling to you and to your
children? What misery is there lacking? Your father killed his
father, he begat you at the spring of his own being, offspring of her
that bore him. That is the taunt that would be cast upon you and
on the man that you should marty. That man is not alive; my chil-
dren, you must wither away in barrenness. Ah, son of Menoeceus,
listen. Seeing that you are the only father now left to them, for we
their parents are lost, both of us lost, do not let them wander in
beggary—are they not your own kindred?—do not let them sink
down into my misety. No, pity them, seeing them utterly wretched
in helpless childhood if you do not protect them. Show me that
you promise, generous man, by touching me with your hand.
[Creon touches Bim.] My children, there is much advice that I
would give you were you but old enough to understand, but all I
can do now is bid you pray that you may live wherever you are let
live, and that your life be happier than your father’s,

CREON. Enough of tears. Pass into the house.

Orprreus, I will obey, though upon conditions.

(EZREON. Conditions?

(i)EDH’US. Banish me from this country. [ know that nothing can

destroy me, for I wait some incredible fate; yet cast me upon
Clthaeron, chosen by my father and my mother f01 my tomb

(JREON Only the Gods car $ay yes or no to that

OEDIPUS. No, for I am hateful to the Gods,

LRJ:ON If that be s0 you Wlﬂ get your wish the quicker. They will
bamsh that which they hate.

OEDIPUS. Are you certain of that?

(;REON. I would not say it if I did not mean it.
é)EDIPUS. Then it is time to fead me within.
(?REON. Come, but let your children go.
C%)EDIPUS. Ne, do not take them from me.

CrroN. Do not seek to be master; you won the mastery but conld
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not keep it to the end. -

1He leads Oedipus into the palace, followed by Ismene,
 Antigone, and attendants,

Crorus, Make way for Oedipus. All people said,

“That is a fortunate man’;

And now what storms are beating on his head!
Call no man fortunate that is not dead.
'Fhe dead are free from pain.

The End
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PERSONS IN THE PLAY

Oedipus Creon, King of Thebes,
Antigone ) brother-in-law of Oedipus
Lemene }daughters of Qedipus A Stranger

Polyneices, son of Cedipus A Messenger

Theseus, King of Athens Chorus

Servants and Soldiers

o SeENE: Fhe neighbourhood of Athens, near-a Shtine.. ...

DEDIPUS. To what town or country have we come, Antigone? Who

to~day gives alms to the blind man, to wandering Oedipus? I ask
little and get less and am content; where there is nobility of char-
acter suffering teaches patience, and we have been long enough
together to learn that lesson. Bring me, daughtes, to some place, to
some sacred place perhaps, where we can rest and speak to a
passer-by, and find out where we are and what we are to do. We
must do whatever they bid us. '

AnTIGONE. I can see the distant towers of a city, and this place seems

to be sacred; it is shaded with laurels, olives and vines, and
nightingales are singing. So sit down upon this stone; you have
travelled far for an old man.

OEDIPUS. Seat me upon it and keep a watch over the blind man.

See explanatory notes p. 890,
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