Chris Miller


English 5F


2-2-2K





Different Like Everyone Else








	The loud buzzing and flashing “6:45” woke him up, just like it did yesterday.  Jim reflexively swung his arm from out of his sleeping bag and onto the sleep button.  Eight minutes later he was awoken again.  He turned off the alarm and unzipped the sleeping bag catching the zipper on some of the filling which had been falling out for quite sometime.  He stuffed the filling back inside and yanked the zipper down.  Jim lay in bed staring at the ceiling and glancing at his Timex watch making sure it was really time to wake up.


	Once out of bed and showered Jim opened his cupboard and zeroed in on the apple and cinnamon oatmeal.  He opened the box of 48 searching for his flavor of choice.  He boiled water in the old metal tea kettle he bought the one month he was enrolled in Oregon U.  


Jim poured what he thought looked close enough to one cup of water into his bowl and went to sit in front of the “idiot box,” as he liked to call it.  It was the same idiot box his parents had gotten when he was thirteen, nineteen years later it was still working.  “They don’t make things like they used to,” he often thought to himself.  He remembered the day his father got the old box.  A Christmas as fine as any other.  It was a twenty-one inch RCA.  Jim was so happy because now he would have a second television in the house, just like everyone else he knew.  Of course it would go in his parents’ room, but it was the fact that they had two TVs that mattered.


Jim only has one TV.  One TV, one chair, one couch, that’s the way he likes it.  He often thinks about the people who have many TVs and now computers.  Jim is not like that, he’s different. 


He puts the empty bowl and dirty spoon in the sink.  He piles them on top of the other dishes which have been “soaking” for the past week.  Back in his room he searches his desk for the keys to his 1983 Toyota Corolla.  It was a marriage gift from his parents.  They always erred on the side of practicality.  Jim thought it was ironic how impractical it was to keep the car once she had decided they weren’t going to marry.  Maybe his parents felt sorry for him, maybe they didn’t, either way he had a car and that was the important thing.


Finally, Jim finds his keys under some bills.  The bills are paid, of course.  If there was one thing his father imparted to him, it was the importance of staying debt-free.  Jim took this advice to heart and was, one could say, even religious about adhering to it.








	If there was one thing that Jim hated it was idiots.  Idiot drivers were the worst.  How hard was it to think while driving, Jim often asked himself.  On the 405 freeway, the same freeway he drove everyday, there were lots of idiots.  Idiots driving fancy cars were the most frequent.  These mindless fools, who had the appearance of having succeeded were Jim’s least favorite.  All were like salmon in a great stream, some felt bigger, but Jim knew they were all the same.  Everyday, though, Jim tolerated them and took comfort in knowing he was not a mindless drone, as they were.


	After driving through the muck and mess of the drone distribution system, as he liked to call the endless network of freeways, Jim parked his perfectly practical 1983 Toyota under the same oak he had grown accustomed to liking for the last 8 years.  


	Once inside Jim grabbed the clipboard from the wall and wrote in the exact time of his arrival “7:58,” he was always early and was a model employee in this regard.  Jim returned the clipboard to its proper place, directly under the “Punctuality is Everything,” sign.


	Walking down the hall Jim gave a cordial nod to his fellow employees, all of whom were wearing the same blue slacks and short-sleeved shirt.  On the shirt pocket was an ironed-on emblem which read “Dept. of Transportation - City of Los Angeles.”  One of his fellow employees stopped to chat with Jim about the weather and such.  Jim was thoroughly interested and even pointed out that the almanac high for this day was a scorching 93(, it was true - he heard it on the news.  His friend was impressed with this important information, and even said he sure hoped it wouldn’t get so hot today.  They bid each other a good day and went opposite directions - Jim toward the bathroom, and his fellow employee down the glossy linoleum floor toward his cubicle.


	Having relieved himself, Jim walked around the corner onto the thick carpet of the employee lobby.  There were two couches surrounding a TV and three men sat watching the tube, soaking up their fair share of today’s breaking news.  The big news, of course, was the weather - it was already 85( and Joe Leary, the Channel 9 weatherman, expected it to approach 100(.  Joe Leary was almost never wrong - he had all the latest digital instruments, the commercial even said so.


	Taking no notice of the men on the couch, Jim grabbed key number sixteen from the wooden box which held exactly eighty company keys.  From there Jim went outside to the two door beauty he always drove on his rounds.  Jim always thought car number sixteen had more personality than most of his fellow employees.  It was a small car and it had “Dept. of Transportation, Parking Services” tattered all over it’s doors, but it was still his favorite, and so he drove it everyday.








	The interior of the car was lined with important company notices like “Rules are rules…Buckle up it’s the law!…perform a safety check before operating vehicle.”  Jim took no notice of them, rather, he would sit inside on the faded brown driver side seat and let the car warm up while he looked at his fellow employees entering the building.


It was 8:15 and Jim needed to start his rounds.


	On the main boulevard Jim made sure to check all lanes were clear for rush hour.  The early morning was the easiest time of the day for Jim.  People were usually smart enough to park off the main boulevard during rush hour.  Rush hour, for Jim, was the best time to go into Andy’s Burgers and pickup a breakfast burrito or even just a cup of orange juice.  Jim pulled the company car over and turned on the emergency lights, parking the car illegally in front of Andy’s Burgers.  


	It was a small place with a prime location.  Unlike most burger joints, this one was actually run by Andy.  Jim walked in and the bells slammed against the glass door signaling his arrival.  On his right was an old style juke box and next to that was a cigarette dispenser - the kind that was illegal now.  The ceiling was full of holes but the tile was new.  Straight ahead he saw Andy at the cash register.  As Jim walked closer to the register he nodded at the young lady sipping her coffee.  She was mildly attractive and Jim thought her corporate mid-length skirt fit her quite nicely.  


	“How’s it going Jimbo?”


	“Same old, same old.” Jim replied.


	“Is that a fact?  Hey, they say it’s going to reach a hundred today.  Can you believe it?”


	“I can’t hardly believe it.”


	“What can I get ya Jimmy?”


	“Let it be a breakfast burrito, hold the sauce.”


	“Righto, you want some OJ too?”


	“Sure.”


	“Comes to four bucks flat.”


	Jim pulled four crumpled ones from his wallet and put them on the counter.  Jim wondered how Andy’s totals were so nice and clean.  Jim never had gotten anything and had to pay 4.07, it was always nice and convenient.  Probably because he didn’t charge tax or something, Jim thought to himself.  Jim leaned against the counter and crossed his legs, feigning comfort, while looking at the woman and her coffee.  She was reading the paper and sipping her coffee, the more Jim looked at her the more he was intrigued.  Soon Andy came with his burrito and OJ.  Jim grabbed a fork and napkin and looked for a spot to sit.  Of course there were plenty of open seats, but there was really only one choice.  


	“Mind if I sit?”


	“Sure.”


	“So what’s your story?”


	“What’s that” the woman said while tilting her head.


	“What sets you apart from everyone else?”


	“Oh, well I…I’m not sure what you’re asking”


	“How are you different, why are you special?"


	“I think we’re all the same, for the most part, I mean.  We all bleed the same color and such.  I don’t know.  I never really thought about it.  I mean, in specific situations I’ve experienced I’m different, but for the most part I’ve felt the same things as anyone else.”


	A honk came from outside and a through the window Jim could see a large Ford Excursion speed around car number sixteen.


	“I see.  Well I think you can be special.  I’ve got to get to work, however, so maybe I’ll see you around.”  He grabbed his burrito from the plate and took his orange juice with his other hand.  He walked along the tiled floor and backed out of the door, pushing it open with his back.  As he turned to go outside he gave a downward nod to the woman and then left.








	“Another day, another dollar, eh officer Peters?” said the irate middle-aged man while looking at Jim’s name tag.


	“It’s not quite like that, sir.” Jim said while glancing at the man’s license plate number.


	“Oh, no?  Well officer Peters, why don’t you tell me how it is.”


	“I’m only a meter maid sir and this ticket doesn’t mean another dollar for me.  I’m just doing my job.”


	“Yes you are only a meter maid indeed.  I pay taxes.  I pay for your one bedroom apartment in the slums you low life pig.”


	“Right.”


	“You’re damn right it’s right!  If you give me that piece of shit ticket I’m going to shove it up your damn ass.”


	Jim said nothing and continued writing.


	“Look, friend, you need to stop writing that ticket, we can work this out like gentlemen, no?”


	“You’re a gentleman now, sir?”


	“I always a gentleman, you never gave me the chance though.  Look, I’m just like you.  I got mad.  You write this ticket to me like I’m a criminal.  I’m no criminal.  Look, we can work this out, right officer Peters?”


	Looking up from the pad of tickets, Jim replied - “I’m a meter maid and I’m doing my job.”


	“Fuck you.  Give me that goddamn ticket, I don’t give a shit.”


	“That’s what I intend to do.  I’m enforcing the law - that’s all.”
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