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Fire in the Student Center

I left my Communications class before exiting the Technical Building early one morning and headed towards the Student Center. There was a large New York Rush Hour type crowd of students who were walking back and forth all around me. The people reminded me of a colony of ants who were rushing to-and-fro within their environment. As each person had their destinations in mind they were also watching the surpassing individuals on campus. Everyone including myself was using the sidewalk to get to their final destinations. Half way to the Student Center entrance, I saw a man in a red coat who was in his mid-twenties. He was six foot, two inches tall and had dark brown hair with an average looking Caucasian American face; he was also on the side of the walkway smoking a cigarette. He was furthermore watching everyone who passed him by. He seemed to have no human regard for blowing smoke at the pedestrians. When I saw him, a red flag popped up in the back of my head as I moved ten feet out and around him to avoid his second hand smog. He in return looked at me very weird because I was not discrete about avoiding him, nor did I welcome his unhealthy pollution anywhere near me. He stood motionless in the freezing cold temperature and glared a dirty look towards my eyes as a mix of smoke and carbon dioxide steamed out from beneath his lips. He was under the impression I did something wrong but I just ignored him and walked away.

Eventually I entered the Student Center and got on a computer upstairs on the second floor. I was working on my homework when I looked up and noticed an urban looking African-American woman who was on a computer too; I saw her sitting from my front diagonal vantage point. She had a light complexion in her skin tone with blond hair. I had no idea who she was but her familiar likeness reminded me of an ex-girl friend who dumped me a couple years ago. She was with two other (tough looking) guys, one was Polynesian and the other was African American too. From the moment she saw me, she started talking with her friends in a loud disruptive manner, which started to distract me from doing my homework. She was the first of many distractions soon to affect us all.

Suddenly without warning a strange smell of burning plastic and rubber overshadowed us. I looked around the area and saw several other people trying to ignore the disgusting fragrance. The African-American woman looked at her two friends and accused the stench of originating from my computer. The Polynesian guy looked at me and said, “Man, I can’t concentrate with that smell.” 

All of a sudden, an Arab gentleman with a beard who was on the other side of the vicinity in his late forties (in a black shirt and jeans) unexpectedly jumped up from his computer and screamed, “There’s a fire in the building! I smell smoke! Somebody call the fire department!” Everybody stopped ignoring the reek and immediately abandoned their seats and ran down stairs. The fire alarm suddenly went off as I watched the entire staff and academic intellectuals move quickly past a cloud of smoke through the lobby and out the doors. 

Once everyone got outside, a crowd quickly formed in the parking lot as students and workers alike were waiting for the building to be cleared so they could go back inside. Some of the single women there were saying, “Let’s wait for the fire men to show up!” I then proceeded to the other side of the crowd and heard the same comments from different ladies. These remarks reminded me of a television show I saw as a child, which explained every woman’s fantasy is to be rescued by a man in a fire fighter suit; the concept never made sense until now. The female statements were a real eye opener for me because now I know what I’m going to be for Halloween next year.

Suddenly, I looked over to the right and saw the Arab man secluded from the others. He was standing behind a parked red car and seemed to be isolated and cut off from all the social groups who were ignoring him. Then the African-American woman unexpectedly walked past my spot before she saw and ignored me too. She then put her arms around her boy friend as I watched the two of them walk off together into Business Building. Out of the blue I realized my next course was about to start in five minutes and I was nowhere near the classroom.
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