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  CRAZY BOBBY




  (The Way of The Futurist)




  By Bob Bello




  Words: 4,695




  SYNOPSIS: In 1977, a concerned mother takes her teenage son to a psychiatrist. The boy is an artist, who constantly talks about hard core sci-fi and contingency survival plans. Unexpectedly, his futuristic philosophy changes the old shrink’s worldview.




  CRAZY BOBBY




  THE WAY OF THE FUTURIST




  Episode 3




  “The dinosaurs became extinct because they




  did not have a space program. And if we




  become extinct because we don’t have a




  space program, it’ll serve us right!”




  —Larry Niven




  12-MAY-1977, 10:30 GMT




  SOL SYSTEM, PLANET EARTH 




  A CLASSIC BEETLE Volkswagen pulled into the parking lot of a University Hospital. The female driver exited in a hurry, talking to a sixteen year old boy who emerged from the opposite door.




  “Son, all adults ought to check their heads once in a while.” She fixed her blond hair, concerned over how he felt about her idea to see a psychiatrist. “Not that I think you’re crazy, Bobby. It’s just a … prophylactic checkup with a mental-health physician.”




  As they approached, he opened the door for her and motioned gallantly with his hand, holding a sketchbook, his fingers ink-stained. “Cool. Let’s see if I’m psycho.”




  While she checked in at the lobby, the teen went to call the elevator, since they were already late. They laughed on the way, though the look in the single parent’s eyes revealed a different story.




  The nurse met them right away, standing next to the wall plaque:




  PROF. VASILY D. IVANOV, MD




  PSYCHIATRIST & PTSD COUNSELOR




  After quickly verifying that Bobby was the patient in question, she pointed for the mother to wait on the visitor’s couch in the enclosed anteroom, thoroughly stocked with colorful magazines on a reading table. Then she led the boy into the specialist’s office, having no time for introductions, customary for first-time patients.




  The mother took one fashion magazine after another, glancing impatiently at the big electric clock on the opposite wall. Fifteen minutes later, Prof. Ivanov walked out, combing his gray hair with fingers, making the mother wonder what he had found wrong with her son.




  The old man shook her hand, silently inviting her into his office, while Bobby dropped on the couch and started drawing the nurse in his sketchbook, smiling under his scanty teenage mustache.




  The seasoned university professor closed the door and motioned to the chair across his old-fashioned oak desk, taking his seat behind it.




  “Dear Mother,” he began with a Russian accent, “may I ask why you think your son needs my services? Beside what you told my secretary on the phone when making this appointment.”




  The mother wringed her hands. “He’s an artist,” she hesitated. “At times he acts strange, to say the least.”




  “I see.” The man bobbed his head with understanding. “Don’t we all?” He asked this rhetorically, as though his years of academic wisdom had bestowed upon him the undeniable answer to that question.
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