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OTHER THAN the fact I got fired from my high-paying dishwasher job today, the worst part about my world is that I can't find anybody. I like them and stuff but they never like me back. Every attempt I ever made to get a guy to like me, it was just a complete disaster.

More than once I asked somebody out and he showed up with his girlfriend. Like I had invited him to some kind of party or something.

So my name is Rusty. I'm a guy that's 18 years old, just like the ones I like and they don't have the time of day for me. It's not like I'm not good-looking or something - girls are always hitting on me. But the guys I like, they don't seem to like other guys.

Just my luck.

And then I go and lose my stupid job, so the cash is going to run out fast. And I don't even have anybody who cares what happens to me.

Yeah, they care back home. But that's like a million miles away and there's no water there. There's water here. I'm walking beside it right now. No, I'm not going in. I don't want to. Besides, I'm afraid of water.

It just seems like everything runs out on me right here, right now. No money, no place to go, no one in my life. I don't see how I get past tonight.

I think I'm busted up in pieces. I don't even care. It's like everything is over and I don't have to try anymore. I tried so hard and this is what it comes to. Nothing.

I kind of want to scream at the world and tell them what I think of them. Which isn't much.

I'm alone on the beach because this is November. There's some guy up on the sidewalk. I decide to yell at him when he more or less looks my way.

"What do you think you're looking at?"

He turns away like I'm talking to somebody beyond him. I'm not. It's him. There's nobody else around. Sooner or later he's going to figure that out.

He stops. I don't know why. I expected him to cross the street and disappear.

That would be what they usually do. I don't mean that I do this sort of thing. What I mean is that guys have a way of vanishing on me. It's when they figure out that I like them and then they're gone. I don't like this guy. I hate him.

I'm not looking for anything from him. But when everything runs out on you, it doesn't have to make sense anymore. I want him to answer for the crimes the world has done to me. They made me lonely and I want them to pay for it.

He is one of them.

I start up toward him. He isn't moving one way or the other. I hope that he's scared.

I'm thinking about the stuff I'm gonna say. Even if he starts to move, I can get in some pretty good lines before he's out of earshot. Or maybe I'll just call him names.

When I get up closer, I notice his face. He doesn't look scared or anything. I can't describe him except that I don't want to call him names anymore.

I'm about 20 feet away. He's at the top of these steps that go up from the sand, so he's looking down at me. That doesn't bother me and it probably gives him a false sense of security. That's fine because it allows me to get closer.

But something happens to me that never happened before. Anyhow, it never happened like this. I start crying. And I can't stop. I'm talking about crying like a baby. I can hardly even see him through my tears. I don't know what to do.

I can sort of hear his voice.

"Are you okay?"

"No."

I sink down in the sand. I'm only slightly aware of him moving until he's there next to me.

"Is there someone I can call?"

"No."

I curl up in a ball. I don't know where he is. He could hurt me if he wanted to. I'm not paying attention. The crying hasn't really stopped but I feel more calm, like the ground is where I need to be.

I look for him at some point. He's sitting on the bottom step.

"Do you want to sit on the steps?" he says.

"Maybe."

I don't know what's supposed to happen next. I feel free. Like I could call him every name in the book or I could tell him everything about my life. Or I could hurt him. It's all the same to me.

"What's your name?" he says.

"Rusty."

I'm still in the sand but I'm not curled up anymore. I'm laying on my side with my head propped up so I can talk to him. Not that I'm saying anything other than my name.

"You live around here?" he says.

"I'm not from here."

I guess I do live around here but it doesn't seem like I live anywhere.

"I live up the hill," he says, and points.

"What's your name?"

"Lane."

I can say anything I want. This is not a normal situation. I'm crying on the beach.

"I got fired today."

He doesn't answer for a while. "What did you do?"

That could mean two things, so I take my pick. "I was washing dishes at this restaurant."

"I work in a coffee shop."

I guess that means he didn't get fired today like I did. I don't think it means anything. It's just what he does.

"You like it?" I say.

"No."

I'm cold but I don't intend to do anything about it. Lane has a jacket that is correct for the time of year. I'm wearing a flannel shirt. It's almost like a jacket.

It's my turn to speak but I don't say anything. Lane does.

"How did you lose your job?"

"I don't wanna talk about it."

I start thinking about my apartment. I'm paid up until the end of the month but I don't know if I can make next month's rent. Christmas. A great time to get thrown out on the street.

I want to say things to Lane. Whatever comes to mind.

"I met this guy after I got here," I say. "He didn't like me back."

"Oh."

"They never do."

Lane gets up but sits down again in the same place. "It can be the same with girls."

"Is that how it is for you?"

"Sometimes."

My chances with Lane are gone. He doesn't like guys. It's not like I was trying to get him to say who he likes. But he told me.

I look at him now like I would look at a guy if my life wasn't in the middle of coming undone. He's good-looking. Also, he's nice. I like him.

I have no reason not to tell him that.

"I like you."

I never told anybody that before. I've asked them out or said something or other but I never said anything so point-blank.

"Yeah," he says.

It isn't really an answer. At least he isn't walking away or anything. He can if he wants to. It isn't going to make things worse. I've got nothing left to lose, so nothing really matters.

"Yeah," I say.

I'm not sure if this is a conversation or what. I could ask Lane out on a date and tell him that he has to pay. Of course, he already knows that. I'm laying on the beach with no job and the job I did have, Lane has to know that my bank account pretty much doesn't exist.

"Some guy would like you," he says.

"Do you?"

He's thinking about his answer, and takes too long. "Of course."

Now he sounds like those people up on the hill. I think I hate him again.

"Then go out with me," I say.

"I don't think my girlfriend would let me."

It's kind of funny but I'm not in the mood for jokes. Actually, I guess he's serious. He's got this nice life where he drives some nice car, and him and his girlfriend go out on fun dates. Plus they double-date with other happy couples.

I'm really happy for him. Well, not really. I would rather just hate him and let it go at that.

"I better go," he says.

"You may as well."

"I don't have to."

I wonder what Lane wants. November is just as cold for him as it is for me. But he's got that jacket. I suppose I'm a fairly good show on the beach, something you don't see every day. Anybody would stop to be entertained by it if they were passing by.

"What do you want?" I say.

"Kind of a normal life, I guess."

He has totally missed the point, what does he want with me? There are streetlights behind him, a car every once in a while. He's part of a scene in the fall, only he doesn't quite get it. And I'm the last one to say what this scene is supposed to be.

I start crying again. I lay on my back and look for the stars that aren't there. It isn't my tears that are blocking them. It's the clouds.

The clouds would block the moon if it was there. I don't know if it is or not. There are streetlights and that's all.

Somehow I can tell that Lane is closer. When I get a better look, I see him sitting with his arms around his knees. He's in the sand.

"I just came to take a walk," he says.

"Where's your girlfriend?"

I know I'm being obnoxious. Usually I'm not. It's a way to stop crying, to try and talk about him.

"I don't spend all my time with her."

"Why not?"

I think I hate Lane and I think he hates me. The reason we are having this beach party is just because we are.

The fires are out for the night, if they ever had them going. It would have been a way to stay warm if we could have found one of them.

"My life's not perfect," he says.

"Neither is mine."

I pretend there's a fire and we can hear it crackle. I don't know how long this is going to last but I













































































[image: ]




































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
.

I'M NOT
FROM HERE






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





