Tito

He wanted to know why I showed up at his house unexpectedly at 12:30, the dead middle of the night.  Well, that's a fair question, I suppose.  I could have asked in return why it was that he got up out of bed in the middle of the night to see someone he'd only seen once before, and then stayed up for ten hours talking to her.  I have my own guess, of course, which is that he was curious to see what fool was coming to see him at such an odd hour.  I probably would have been curious, had I been in his situation.


In all, it was a strange night.  Thinking back on it, trying to decide whether or not I made a fool of myself, whether he now thinks I'm an idiot, crazy, of maybe just very, very young, which just might be even worse, I haven't yet come to any conclusions.  On one hand, I think maybe I have gotten into the habit of pouring out my life story to strangers.  But I'm not sure.  There have been a few others who have heard a bit more about me than most people usually tell to people they've just met, but not really all that many.  The situation has to be right.  One thing other such occassions have in common with last night is the way I feel afterward, this kind of confused, half-worried state, where I wonder how what I said was received, wonder how much of it was understood how well, what this other person must be thinking of me now.  I also wonder whether I'll ever see them, ever really talk to them, again.


The feeling I get the day after I pour out my soul—if there is such a thing—to a stranger is a lot like the feeling you experience the morning after a one-night-stand:  kind of lost, like too much has been revealed, but at the same time an almost relief that it was a stranger and not someone you know; wondering if you'll ever see them again, wondering if they'll want to see you again; wondering, too, if a friendship is still possible, or if all that information will come between you.


It was funny, the number of times I felt like I ought to leave, last night, go home, go to bed, to let him get back to sleep.  The first time was after his roommate told me he was asleep and asked me if he should wake him up.  Then I thought it again every time he let me know that it was two-thirty, then a quarter past four, and on towards 10:30.  But I didn't.  I stayed until half-past-ten.  I wondered out loud why he hadn't thrown me out, and he just said he wasn't in the habit of throwing people out.  I hate it when I can't tell if people really want me around or if they're just being polite.


What did we talk about all night?  I'm still not sure.  We talked about writing, about different authors, different styles.  I think I talked more than he did.  I pulled my usual thing where every simple thing that I saw ends up being this huge, elaborate story, with details from all over the place dredged up from who-knows-where.  This tendency seems to get worse as it gets later and unfortunately it was quite late by the time our conversation was over.  He had chess pieces, and I kind of wanted to play chess, but he didn't have the board that went with  them.  He said he was good at chess, and I believe him, which means that I want all-the-more to play against him.  I hate playing against people I can beat, because I don’t feel like I'm improving at all.  But we never found the board, so we didn't play.

