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Reverend August
Wrathburn,

Youth Guidance Counselor,

Texas Apocalypse
Ministries

333 All Apostles
Boulevard

Lake Compromise, TX 76229

 


I received your letters
with great interest. And if I understand your situation right, you
are a youth counselor for troubled high school and college kids
who, to put it delicately, are outcasts of the economic and social
machinery of our fair Dallas metroplex.

 


You have been warned, no
doubt, that I am an apostate and a heretic and that I no longer
subscribe to the bulk of the dogma which, as you have been well
appraised, I once held to be true.

 


But you have wisely
continued to reach out to me regarding a certain difficult matter
which seems to come up in your work time and time again. (I finally
intend to address that matter fully). And furthermore, you have
described an urgent enough situation among these youth which you
are tasked with saving from homelessness, indigence and isolation.
It seems that if one fails to become an economic star in the Lone
Star State, all Hell breaks loose, (no pun intended).

 


Although we would normally
be the fiercest of rivals, I will, in the spirit of ecumenicalism,
at last give a full response to the questions you've been having
about "the beta male orbiters," since the truth of their existence
seems to cause both young men and young women to suffer
inordinately.

 


I do truly send my sympathies
regarding the fact that dealing with this all-but-forbidden topic
falls to you, since anyone earning more money than you knows they
must never discuss it unless they can squarely face society-wide
censure. And I have told you, just out of concern for your future,
to never seek out the information you have asked me to pass on to
you, information that, once learned, cannot be unlearned. However,
you have satisfactorily allayed my fears for your wellbeing by
stating, from the outset, that you have inherited substantial funds
which are held in a third party trust that can't even be taken in a
lawsuit.

 


And you have further told
me that this lowly work, (please forgive the insensitivity of that
phrase), is your true calling and that you seek no public stature
and no significant career advancement. Thus you are, by my lights,
in an almost unassailable position, the only type of position one
may be in if one is to survive hearing the actual facts of young
men's lives after they fall from the upper-middle-class.

 


More pointedly, you have
said that more and more young men are coming to you and saying that
they have found out they are "beta male orbiters." You also note
that the young women coming to your clinic, if I may call it that,
are livid that, and I quote from your letters quoting them, "All
the guys my age are beta male losers." And given that the parents
of these children are not allowed to even broach this topic for
fear of being exiled from all human contact, it falls to us, men
who are almost unassailable, to finally confront the whole
thing.

 


I can only apologize in
advance that this latest and most detailed response to your letters
is dozens of pages long, but I felt it necessary to tell the whole
story of my high school and junior college years, the years during
which I first became a beta male orbiter. (Some argue that I later
became the most severe case of beta male orbiting that has ever
been observed. But this is probably hyperbole.)

 


It was with no small
hesitation that I included in this response to your letters many
incidents and many opinions which stray far from what you call "The
Word of God" and what others call "common human decency." And while
this letter might not bring you any Christian edification, I can
promise you this: After you're done reading this letter, an almost
endless list of so-called "impenetrable mysteries" about the people
you work with will now be solved with the utmost of ease. This in
no way means that either you or the young adults in your charge
will be saved from all discomfort or pain, but you will at least no
longer feel like you're losing your minds, since you will know that
at least one person on this earth is not afraid of what you're all
going through.

 


And yes, the young women
are right to say that beta male orbiters are terribly frustrating
to deal with, and even more so when one considers that the percent
of the population that could be described as beta male orbiters
grows daily. And what can one say about the beta male orbiters
themselves? Their role in life borders on impossibly hard and their
road in life seems to lead to what you would call "certain
perdition."

 


Still, it must be
reasserted, that even when a sick person cannot be cured, it helps
for them to finally know what disease they suffer from; and it
helps to know that a doctor exists who believes the symptoms as
reported and validates the patient's suspicion that all along
something was very wrong. There is nothing more crazy-making that
to be enmeshed in a whole set of circumstances about which one is
unable to speak due to being shamed into silence. It is my guess
that the symptoms that your patients report could be reduced by
perhaps fifty percent by the mere possibility of them not being
alone in their sufferings.

 


My only guess as to how to
safely inform these young men about the malady they suffer from is
to beg them not to tell their parents or teachers that it was you
who awakened them to the true source of their suffering. It goes
without saying that at least one of them, one fine day, will betray
you and tell the public about what you know. That will surely be
the end your career. But, as I understand your stance here, you've
decided to let truth be your light, however ugly that truth might
be, (and the truth about beta male orbiters is about as ugly as it
gets), and that you've already accepted the loss of your career in
advance.

 


I tip my hat to you in the
spirit of brotherhood and sincerely hope that you will not
interpret anything I've written as coming from a place of
capricious malice.

 


Most Sincerely,

 


Marvin Godwin
Plinkers.
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Hannah was hot. That's for sure. Also,
quite obviously, she was way out of my league, not only because my
scraggly, red beard looked disgusting, and my shoulder length hair
was thin and stringy, but because she looked perfect in her
form-fitting, sky-blue dress, and because she had an easy
self-confidence about her that made my tragically insecure
existence look laughably absurd.

 


Although my arms were so scrawny that
I probably couldn't have defeated a person a half foot shorter than
me in a wrestling match, and although my teeth were such a mess
that I needed braces, crowns, extractions and gum surgery, still, I
clung to the belief that Hannah would one day fall in love with me.
This hallucinatory belief was made more intense by my love for that
crisp, white collar that was attached to the top of that
form-fitting, blue dress. That white collar beautifully accentuated
her perfectly sculptured neck.

 


Now Hannah was simply the master of
her realm. She held forth on her porch every day, coming out in the
early evenings to receive her fellow high-school students. But her
admirers also included people from groups older than her, such as
college students, and even college graduates. She spoke with a
confiding plainness that instantly won everyone over, regardless of
their age or their station in life.

 


I, on the other hand, born a one
Marvin Plinkers at the Dallas Regional Medical Center, now called,
of all things, Charter Suburban Hospital, was in a far less
enviable situation. On a subconscious level it seems clear to me
that I realized that if I did not marry up, I would be doomed to
the sort of life I actually had to live. Marrying up either did not
happen, or, when it happened, it was a bigger disaster than the
loneliness and poverty I sought to evade.

 


*

 


Upon reading this, the reader may
object that I'm being superficial, elevating someone else merely
due to their physical appearance and perfect poise. And the reader
may further object that no one should put themselves down for the
way they look, that such a thing is not conducive to proper
self-respect. What the reader fails to grasp is that they are
dealing with a person driven to madness, time and again, by
codependency. This kind of superficiality is the cornerstone
feature of the codependent, beta-male orbiter. Were the orbiter to
love himself and others for transcendently excellent reasons, then
his status as an orbiter would end.

 


A non-codependent, young man would
have looked the situation over, read the body language of his
interlocutor and noticed whether or not the possibility of romance
existed. And he would, after realizing he was essentially being
rejected, have immediately gone on to more realistic, and, most
importantly, more reciprocal, prospects. The way you know a
situation is potentially serious and healthy is by the general
atmosphere of reciprocity of feeling. If one's feelings are far too
strong compared to another person's, and if the actions and words
of both parties make clear this is the case, a healthy or
reasonable person will seek another situation rather than remaining
in an emotionally non-reciprocal relationship.

 


The first clue you are trying to, as
they say, "marry up," is that you reject the serious offers of love
around you and tolerate an ocean of rejection in the hopes of
"lucking out and scoring big." The beta male orbiter will endure
years of second-class treatment in the hope of encountering an
opportune moment to plead his case, usually when his beloved has
been rebuffed by a more suitable candidate.

 


In the old world, before millennials
and their helicopter parents upgraded, through word games, every
degrading circumstance, we called beta male orbiters "guys looking
for a chance to worm their way into the good graces of women they
have no business being with." But in the insincere world of
political correctness, where we imagine, as Iggy Pop says, "every
stinking bum must have a crown," we delude everyone into thinking
they're equal with everyone else, when such a proposition is sadly
ridiculous on the face of it.

 


The beta male orbiter may be dishonest
in many ways, but he'll never be as dishonest as a politically
correct person. Unlike those infected with the disease of political
correctness, the beta male orbiter both knows his place in the
world and knows how he wants to advance his station, even while
being arguably undeserving of such advancement.

 


The beta male orbiter also rejects the
inherently-conservative notion of positive thinking. He has already
tried to think, scheme, work and plan his way out of his situation,
only to have been shot down enough times to know better than to try
to win the games of life by overly-earnest diligence and unfounded
optimism. Hence he enters into a kind of servitude, but not the
innocent servitude of blind and sincere devotion, but rather one in
which he works for a kind of emotional lottery ticket, a
one-in-a-hundred chance at winning kinds of love he would not
regularly be qualified for. The gamble usually doesn't pay off, but
people given to gambling, with either their time or money, have
usually exhausted all legitimate remedies and thus their losses are
not losses in the ordinary sense, since it's not likely that there
were brilliant investments with high payoffs that they just failed
to notice. On the contrary, codependent people research and notice
everything. If they tell you they're out of options and are
choosing the lesser of evils, you should probably believe
them.

 


*

 


It would be an understatement to say
that the gods were unfair, in allotting such unequal assets and
resources to Hannah and I. As evidence of the fundamental
unfairness of the gods, I submit that it was just not right that
the one I loved should be so good looking and also such an
excellent student and devoted daughter too. Additionally, she was a
talented singer and a fine athlete. She was diligent and competent
in all other required subjects, and, on top of that, she was an ace
Bible student. Meanwhile, my singing was off-key, my family life
was a mess, and I had to take social-promotion classes to evade the
real requirements of high school. To add insult to injury, I looked
like a human billy goat and exuded neediness from every pore. The
mismatch could have hardly been more pronounced. Why, I asked God
the Father, God the Son, and God the Holy Ghost, did I appear so
socially destitute compared to Hannah?

 


It may seem odd to the reader for me
to have tacked on "Bible student" to the foregoing list, but it
must be noted that without our common concern for the Bible, Hannah
and I could have never met in the first place, and therefore my
career as a beta male orbiter might not have gotten such a strong
start. As things stood however, our interest in the scriptures and
gospel music formed a fine basis for friendship, and all of that
served as the perfect training ground for me to launch my career as
a person whose profession, while many faceted, could really be
narrowed down to that of "desperate man."

 


*

 


Hannah's brown eyes were sincere and
penetrating, but not too penetrating. She was not trying to peer
into your soul and overpower you. Rather she merely glanced lightly
and gently at your heart, saw its contents easily and smiled, not
with a gloating, wide grin, but in a most ordinary and open way.
She was capable of being satisfied, and, having satisfaction, she
was able to be a realist. Her dreams were substantial, but not
manic. Hers was a situation characterized by hope, appropriateness
and frankness.

 


She was a diligent worker, but was not
workaholic. There was no need for her to stay up till midnight
trying to write hit songs or epic novels. She had what she needed
already and would get virtually everything she could ever want
later. So why should she go to extraordinary lengths? Why should
she get lost in the torturous labyrinth of trying to prove
herself?

 


Time seemed to fly in Hannah's
presence. One lost all self-consciousness of speaking or being
spoken too. She never seemed to mind conversation, whether it was a
five-minute chat or a marathon that lasted the whole evening. She
was always pleased to meet with us, but had no shame in excusing
herself when the demands of daily life intruded. The whole time
with her seemed like one process of sharing and acceptance without
any trace of drama.

 


If one arrived at her porch at 4PM,
one might barely notice the clock striking 9PM, at which point a
whisper would emerge from the silhouetted shape of her father from
behind the screen door. The voice emerging from the darkened foyer
would advise her that it was time to turn in for the night. But
this advice came in the most diplomatic manner
conceivable.

 


There was something so pleasant about
her manner that it seemed to cause the sultry, exurban Texas nights
to just melt around me like a warm embrace when we were together.
At my high school we were big platonic huggers, and so it would
have made sense to hug Hannah goodnight after our long discussions,
but I think many times I left without hugging her simply because I
was already bathing in so much closeness that I dared not ask for
more. In fact, it was these nights that revealed to me, ever so
slowly, the optional nature of sex.

 


I knew many people who were
non-believers, and most of them were having sex. But I knew from my
extensive confessional conversations with them that that they were
coming away from their dalliances feeling less fulfilled than I
was. (Don't get me wrong. I still thought trying to have a physical
relationship was a worthy enough goal, and I still debased myself
while angling for it, however I was not prepared, just yet, to be
ruining good times in order to push the issue of
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