Callback Side: 1 & 9

Therapist: Go on.
Phaeton: Well, my parents were separated when I was really little. Before I was even born. It was a sort of a one-night sort of thing- except it was in the day, in  a meadow, where my mother went to watch my father pass by every day. Anyway, I always knew who he was, and I would see him pass by every day- of course- who doesn’t? But I never knew him, and he wasn’t really around. I mean, not around around.

Therapist: Where better might we find a more precise illustration of the dangers of premature initiation than in this ancient tale of alternating parental indulgence and neglect?

Phaeton: I went to an expensive school and there were a lot of boys there who were, you know, songs of the rich and famous. And one day we’re all on the playground and this one kid, Epaphus, he goes to me, “So Phaeton blah blah who’s your father, what does he do? Blah blah blah.” So I tell him my father’s the sun and he says, “Tell me another,” and I say, “He’s the sun and he says, “Tell me another,” and I say, “He’s the sun, he’s Phoebus Apollo.” And he just basically trampled me, just basically beat the crap out of me. Like I was lying.

Therapist: Neither his own opinion of himself, nor the regard for him or lack of it in his peers, obviates the father’s primitive role as initiating priest for the younger being. Now, it cannot be contested that the absence of this figure is, for the son, an almost irredeemable loss.

