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Imagine being back in a Greek Theater, surrounded by robed men, and as a spectator watching Antigone crying out loud as she hangs herself from the ceiling of the cave, desperate to terminate her life. Suddenly you are pulled back to reality as you read through Sophocles’s play, realizing you have just experienced a connection between the play and yourself. This is what many sensitive people could opinionate about Sophocles’s play Antigone which narrates the story of the unfortunate daughter of Oedipus, who has to decide whether she should do the right thing by defying the government, or do the wrong thing by pretending the situation does not affect her. A little piece of literature that has outlived it’s author for more than a millennia, it’s pages intoxicated with disturbing speeches, the wisest of morals and a pinch of feminism, which display the perfect ingredients that could possibly keep the reader (or spectator) enveloped in a fantastic world of prophecy, from which they could not escape until the last drop of the venom of revenge is squeezed from each and every person in the theater, distressed to avenge the poor Antigone’s death. A classic Greek tragedy, written to disturb and make the audience reflect about their actions, a cleansing sensation to the soul.
