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CONSCIOUSNESS, FREEDOM, AND MORALITY:
JUPITER TONANS
An Application of Sartre’s Philosophy
In A One-Act Play

BY BRANDON HOPKINS

Sitting on the coffee table is a copy of The Mill On the Floss,

upon which sits a paper-knife. Hanging above a green chair is a
copy of Picasso's Guernica and standing in the corner of the room isan
easel with a palette and brush. The canvas is half-painted: a self-portrait
of the artist, Oedipus, swollen-footed tyrant of Thebes, who sits on the
couch reading a Braille copy of Aristotle’s Poetics.

The scene is set with furniture the style of the Second Empire.

Oedipus: (speaking aloud to himself) .. . then, according to Aristotle,
I am the paragon of the Tragic Hero because of my reactions to
my situation and the catharsis that my blinding myself inspires
in the audience. Thus, I am defined by my actions, Iam the Tragic
Hero because my actions fit the schema considered by others to
be the schema of the Tragic Hero ... hmm. .. (He pauses a second
in self-reflection and then sets down the book. The clock strikes three.)
Well then, I suppose it’s time for tea. (He gropes his way to the door
and then searches the wall for the buzzer to call his servant. He rings
the bell and the door immediately opens and the Servant enters.)

Servant: Here is your tea, sir. (He sets the tray on the table and pours
a cup for Oedipus.)

QOedipus: Thank you. Your service has been of great pleasure to
me — your entrance, which seems trivial now, will, I'm sure,
become quite important shortly. (He tosses the Servant a coin and
listens for the door to close. Exit Servant.)
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Oedipus: (again, to himself) Now then, as I was saying — I am
therefore only what I make myself . . .  am not a hapless victim
of fate but rather the creator of my own destiny — I am one
condemned to my own freedom, to use the words of Sartre, and
mine is a story of self-fulfilled prophecy. And yet, even as I
believe this to be true, I find some fault in Sartre’s philosophy;
such as the existence of G. .. (he stops mid-sentence, casting his blind
glance about the room, listening for the voice he's heard.)

Qedipus: (thinking someone else is in the room) Hello there, speak
again and tell me where and who you are.
Silence.

Qedipus: Yes, I am Oedipus— or, at least, I think I am Qedipus,
that is what I call myself.
Silence.

Qedipus: What do you mean explain yourself. Do you mean to
ask why I think that I am Oedipus?
Silence.

Oedipus: Very well then, lam Oedipus in the very same way that
my servant is the Servant. And my servant is the Servant in the
same way that I am the archetypical Tragic Hero. We each are
defined by that which we do, what character we play at being,
by how we seem to be. And who might you be?

Silence.

Oedipus: Jupiter?
Silence.

Oedipus: You do mean the Jupiter of Greek mythology . . . the
father of the gods? Do you mean to say that you are God?
Silence.

Oedipus: I see (he begins to sip his tea and then suddenly spits it across
the table in shock).







