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THE SURVI VOR AND THE STUDENT
By Paul Lanbrecht

“W’re all chasing sonething,” said Fritts, perfectly

at peace lounging in his |eather chair, “...or sonmeone..” he
added after a second.

“Yes, or soneone,” he added again. “Certainly that
whi ch flees..

Shei | a nodded.
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Ted couldn’t see where this was going. He was too
absorbed in the anxi ous Anti podes he experienced of a habit
nost nornings. He lived in constant apprehension of his
surroundi ngs, as urbane and academ c as they were. He had
nothing to be afraid of, really, except maybe for finding
out how the rest of the group hated him

They hated hi m because he seened the npbst innocent on
t he outside, yet inside was the nost disturbed, and no one
coul d penetrate that fine-seem ng inner box of pain and
shame, and so they all thought he was showi ng off for
synpat hy.

O course Fritts knew this, and various others had
hinted at it, but nothing had been done to develop this
into a potential break-through type situation. It m ght
happen eventually, if soneone could find the key, and then
Ted could be cured, hopefully forever. Then he would | eave
and everyone would be glad. Very glad, indeed.

Fritts changed subjects abruptly. “It’s as if we all
live in a hive,” he said. “Sone of us are worker bees,
sone of us are queen bees, sone of us are drones, et
cetera. It is in fulfilling our allotted role within the
hi ve which permts us to derive satisfaction from our

lives.”
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Ted | ooked out the wi ndow. \What a rare perspective,
he marveled. Sun on the other buil dings on canpus, birds
chirping. He was feeling overwhelned. Fritts really could
not have | ooked nore confortable, the others nore
interested. Fritts |looked at Ted. “Ted, if you were a
bee, what type of bee would you be?”

This was the worst possible Barbara Walters question
he coul d have been asked. Just answer briefly and
honestly, and then they can nove on, he thought. Though he
really just wanted to escape, he tried thinking about the
guesti on.

“I'f I was a bee, then | don’'t think I would care what
type of bee | was.”

Fritts flashed his gap-toothed grin. “That’s true,
Ted. As a bee, you would not care what type of bee you
were. And you woul d be happy, according to your instinct.
Your role in the hive would be the nost inportant thing.”

So these enotions people went around feeling were
meani ngl ess, is how Ted interpreted this. The reason he
couldn’t agree with this, however attractive a notion it
was, was because sonething really wanted his feelings to be
inportant. He devel oped satisfaction by cultivating these
| oner feelings, this outsider perspective. Mybe |I'’m sone

type of rogue bee, he wondered, and was about to share this
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with the group, but Fritts was already tal king about

sonmet hing el se. Now that he actually had sonet hi ng of
value to inpart, Ted felt ridiculous and ashaned that he
had so wanted what was now happening to happen. They had
noved on, and he knew beyond that, they didn't give a shit
about what he was about to say.

So he bit his tongue and didn't say it. Mn, what a
fucking waste of tinme this was. Now |l ook at all the
others, hanging intently on every word. Wre they actually
here to heal their fragnentary thorn-thistly issues? O
were they just gloony neurotic neophytes pursuing sone
brand of in vogue sel f-countenanci ng?

That he had gone off on a tangent in his own thoughts,
satisfied him There was nothing left to do, then, but
wait until the session was over, as he had figured out al
he needed to that day. Tia |ooked over to himand he
smled at her. She glared at himand then back over to
Fritts with considerably nore respect and nutual adul ation.
Now he felt bad again, for having been unaccountably happy.
Fucking Fritts, perhaps he could explain this strange
heresy which Ted had comm tted but had no control over.

Lord knew, however, what the old krinkly-haired crank
was tal ki ng about now. He certainly was entertaining, but

come on, the others didn't need to be hanging on to his
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every word as if it were the freshly unearthed Gospel
truth.

“Emly, did you think about anything in particular
this norning when you were getting ready for group?” asked
Fritts, apropos of a throw away comment about Freud' s
mul ti - phobic personality. EmIly was suddenly very self-
conscious. As earnestly and carefully as she could, she
chose the words for her response. “Wll, it’s very random
I guess | thought about ny nother standing over ny bed when
| was a little girl, how her perfune used to snell, how
grown-up she seened when ny father was taking her out to
di nner. And that sketch baby-sitter who used to watch over
us.” This was followed by a reassuring | augh-track.

“How interesting,” said Fritts, but didn't offer any
clue as to why.

Ted was ready to junp out the wi ndow by this point.
How coul d anything this inane possibly be inmportant? What
was the matter with these people? Wre they really so
fucked up that they took this shit seriously? Wat were
normal people doing this very nonent? Wre they torturing
t hensel ves?

Fritts now sat in deep contenplation: eyes shut, not
saying a word. The twitter of birds resonated off the

wal I s, and then the sounds of a | awnnower operating on the
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borders of the building. Fritts opened his eyes, then

bl asted his two-hundred watt gap-toothed grin over all of
them This seened to break the respectful séance of the
sycophanti c zonbi es who shared the roomw th Ted.

“Always ponder this glorious gift we’ ve been given,
that of awareness,” Fritts intoned solemly. Hear hear,

t hought Ted. Sheila was still entranced by the old nystic,
not wanting yet to return to her (dubious?) (trite?)
(chaotic?) life.

But why was it Ted, Ted of all people, who seened so
pure on the outside, who seened to have it all figured out
whil e the cunbuyai ng was taking place in front of him who
was the only one |eaving that roomfeeling | et-dow and
conf used?

He could ask Fritts, but Fritts had already left in
some sense. For the rest of the week, he would be floating
like a bee in brilliant sunlight, pausing on all of the
beautiful flowers, flirting wwth all of the mal odorous

pher onones which waft on a warm sumrer breeze.

THE END



