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Me and Seth are going to want so much from each other that we might not be able to handle it. He starts out as this random guy who comes to rescue me in the Pacific Ocean. I don't really find out his name until later.

The way it all begins is that I want to get in some rides after school, surfing. I don't expect to get in trouble but my calf muscles cramp up and it's pulling me down hard.

I get my board unhooked and push it to shore. I'm not that far away but I can't get there. I'm screaming for help. The waves are hitting me in the back because I'm down on my knees.

I feel like I'm the only boy in California. I'm trying to look up and down the beach, or somewhere in the water. There has to be another surfer.

It's hard to say why I let my board go, I could probably use it right about now. I don't claim to be making all the right moves. Things are not looking that good.

I am 15 or 20 feet from dry land and I'm not going to make it. My board is there, yellow and green and safe. Here I am out here, waiting for the guy who will turn out to be Seth. But he is nowhere to be found.

My only hope is that he is looking for me as hard as I am looking for him. The thing is, he has no reason to. He does not yet know how deeply involved we are going to get. I am a random surfer, I can't be that visible in the waves of a flowing tide.

But he finds me. I can't tell where he came from. All I know is that he is there and my guess is that he was probably in the water to the north. The cramps ease up a bit. I think I can walk out on my own.

Before I can stand, I feel myself taken in his arms. He raises me up. He tips me back until his left arm is behind my knees and he has his right arm under my back. His hand cradles my head. This is how you carry the weak and the young.

I'm 15 and he must be a man, is how it seems.

Mainly what I see is a blue sky that has called me from the water. It is air and it is dry. It is everything I need in the world.

We are moving toward the shore. This is someone I trust from the start. It doesn't happen like that very often.

Lime stripes ripple with the arm motion of his wetsuit. They are like the display of a beautiful animal, the brighter the color the more dangerous the snake. It's just that I never felt more safe.

"Are you okay?" he says.

"Yeah."

I sound like somebody else saying it. I don't feel that close to where I am. I feel closer to him than I do to myself.

"You were really yelling," he says.

His voice is younger than I thought, like he's a kid.

"I got scared," I say.

It's the truth. I don't mind telling him.

I think we're out of the water. Like I said, I only see sky, which must look the same above land as it does above water. I reach my left arm up and put it around his neck. If that is instinct or something else, I don't know. I do know that I don't want this ride to end.

"The sand is warm," he says.

He lowers me to a point where I can see, by the way he tilts me, that the water is a good distance from us. I am in the sand now and he eases my back against what must be a driftwood log. The ride is over but the sand seems like it must be warm. My wetsuit stops me from knowing.

This boy is standing over me, a masculine silhouette backlit by the sun.

"Was it your calf muscles?" he says.

"Yeah."

He kneels in the sand beyond my feet. He holds down my shin with one hand and pushes my toes back, first my left foot and then the right. The cramps are pretty much gone but I let him do it.

A lime stripe runs from his shoulder to his wrist on each arm of his wetsuit, which is otherwise black. My wetsuit has a little bit of decoration. We look good together, I want to believe.

He's a kid like me. We must be within a year of each other. His hair is brown. I like the way he looks.

"Thanks," I say.

"It happened to me once."

He works on my legs like he knows what he's doing. I'm sure he does.

"It never happened to me," I say.

"Are you gonna be alright?"

He rubs my calves through the layer of my wetsuit. But I can feel it. I don't want to say anything. I just want him to keep touching me.

"I'll be fine," I say.

"I'll be back."

He goes to the water's edge and grabs my surfboard. He looks really good against its colors when he comes back toward me. I suppose his own board is somewhere.

"You're sure?" he says.

I don't know what to tell him other than the truth. It isn't exactly the truth, though. All it really is, is the answer to his question. The truth would be that I want him to stay.

"Yeah," I say.

I am starting to feel alone. In a few minutes, it will be me and the ocean again. The tide is rising.

"Maybe I'll see you around," he says.

He puts my board in the sand, not far from me.

"Yeah," I say, "I'll see you around."

I think it's the first time he smiles. I try and smile back and I think I do.

From the place he holds above me, he reaches down and pats my chest a couple times. I grab for the sleeve of his wetsuit but miss. If he notices or not, I can't tell.

"See you," he says, and goes north.

My back is to the north, so I never see him get his board. When I get the chance to look around, he's not in the water. He's gone from the beach, too.

I lean back on the driftwood. I close my eyes. The sun feels good and the water is never going to reach this high. I think about him, which I will do for the rest of the day, about who he is and who he likes, and if it could be me.
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I am on the beach the next day at around the same time. I didn't even bring my board. That's not why I'm here.

The same piece of driftwood is my bench for the afternoon, or maybe this won't take that long. I sit on it facing north, which just seems like the right direction.

When that guy comes, though, it is from the south.

"No board?" he says.

He doesn't have one either, or a wetsuit. He is dressed like me, shorts and a T-shirt.

"No," I say.

He climbs over the log and sits beside me facing north.

"How are your legs?" he says.

"Good."

I want to know why he's here. I hope he doesn't ask me why I'm here. I can't think of any way to say it, that I came looking for him.

"I came back," he says.

I try to look across the ocean to the other side of the world. I don't want to look him in the eye when he says things like that, like he came here to find me.

"Me too," I say.

I think about tomorrow, or if this is how we will do it every day. I also think about tonight when we are no longer sitting here and I am in my room thinking about him.

"You would have gotten out," he says, and he stretches his legs out from the log.

I believe I would have made it, that's true. But I have other things on my mind that I can't quite name. Or I can name them with his name.

When I thought about what today would be like, it was going to be like this, us sitting here in the sun. I'm just not sure what we are supposed to talk about.

"I came from school," I say, for something to say.

I like telling him the truth. I don't think it makes any difference I stopped off at home for a few minutes.

I'm not a hundred percent sure this is the same guy. But what are we talking about if we aren't talking about him saving me? I stretch my legs out because I want to copy him. That seems safe to me, to do what he does.

"What grade are you?" he says.

"Sophomore."

We just started this week. I don't like it. It's a new school and I don't know anybody. This is perfect for me, to know this guy. But I don't know how to do that.

He pulls his feet underneath him and gets up. He's walking north. The trouble is, he's not looking back. When he does, it seems like an afterthought.

"What's keeping you?" he says.

I follow him. I know that I always will, if that is something you can know.

Being with him is difficult. I want to please him. I don't want to do anything wrong.

This is weird, me and him are the same height. It's the first time we stood side by side.

I want to know what color his eyes are but that's impossible. I have to look straight ahead or he will suspect how much I like him.

Where we are going, I can't tell. Still, I like going there.

I'm thinking of something to say but I don't want it to be dumb. I can't think of anything that isn't dumb, like when I told him I came from school. What does he care where I came from?

"I'm new here," he says.

"You are?"

I should have said, "So am I." It's too late now, there is nothing more to say. I could blurt something out, like, "I have a normal life and a stamp collection
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