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Waiting for Plato
S

hould all hypothetical philosophical discourse be so sexy …  By promising to share a speech by his friend, Lysias, Phaedrus entices Socrates into an idyllic landscape outside the walls of Athens, where they can walk along the river to a grassy area and lie down, if they should wish.  They spend their time sitting beside the Ilissus River, making use of double entendre, parody, and irony throughout the dialogue that has multifarious and intertwined themes: love, the soul, rhetoric, writing.  Socrates expounds at length about the power of rhetorical persuasion to Phaedrus, the charming student who acts as a rubber wall for his teacher’s ideas.  (Promo item: Brad Pitt as Phaedrus and Sean Connery as Socrates, with the setting in a trendy L.A. apartment where they would wear tunics and sit on a pleather couch next to a small, mechanical water fountain that plays electronic harp music.)  Phaedrus swoons in anger at Socrates when he refuses to repeat a speech.  Socrates concedes, though on the condition that he covers his head, and tells a sort of nonsensical story about denying love.  The speech disconcerts Phaedrus, compelling Socrates to point out that neither his nor Lysias’s speech made sense.  Socrates seems intent on proving that language can deceive anyone – even the studious and intelligent Phaedrus.  One of the rhetorically exceptional characters from Beckett’s Waiting for Godot, Pozzo, might stand in for Socrates, who apparently thrives on ironic self-deprecation, when he says, “Gentlemen, I don’t know what came over me.  Forgive me.  Forget all that I said.  I don’t remember exactly what it was, but you can be sure there wasn’t a word of truth in it.”

Ultimately, the story and afternoon ends rather unconsummated, with Socrates praying for as much as he can handle and Phaedrus asking for the same.  Socrates then suggests that they leave: “Let’s go,” he says, though we might imagine that the command went ignored …
Vladimir: Well?  Shall we go?

Estragon: Yes, let’s go.
…  as they wait for Godot and do not move.

Socrates’ views on writing – in Phaedrus – might be not that writing as a function is not bad, but that people will rely on it over their own minds.  The tools of writing are dead, while the mind is alive.  If life is better than death, then the answer is clear, right?  In Plato’s (Soul) Writing, the author states that, “Perhaps [Plato] wasn’t attacking writing as an enterprise so much as cautioning us not to become tape recorders.”  Even so, Plato’s condemnation of writing as a mere memory device, and one that can harm the intellect, is pretty harsh.  Maybe Vladimir has a point when he states: “There’s a man all over for you, blaming on his boots the faults of his feet.” [image: image1.png]o)
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