Note: This entry contains many images following the beautiful epiphany at present. Persons filled with Heart read the forward, while lazy (apathetic) ones skip to the funny pics. Which one are you? (Le: this is one of those special event entries that take 1-2 hours to finish.)
I sat down Saturday night and watched Pretty Woman for the 17th time. I felt snug and comfy under my covers, with the TV Tuner on the Alienware—and there hours of dazed trance music scheduled. I felt exhausted after a whole day crisscrossing Chinatown, Fenway, and trampling over my less than tidy room. Yet, I realized, that I felt quite happy with myself and the way existence is going, even with so many stressful days ahead. On days when I’ve frantically written essays, chirped madly along with the birds, upon memorizing U.S. History AP or cutting out slips for my clubs, I got to see the sun rise. And these weeks, I’ve had the privilege to see what’s worthwhile in my life. What’s more: Alex does read my xanga; he and Derek revealed how I don’t share tea at Dim-Sum like I don’t share crayons. Very amusing, I thought, as my crows’ feet relaxed—I took off my contacts, and levered off my glasses. You know what I’ve realized? Every so often, people need to slow down and enjoy life—you’re only young once. There are so many examples of beauty, wit, and humor compressed into one day. For example, this genius at Fenway started shouting, “My wife is having a baby, my wife is having a baby!” in order to clear the streets for his car. Exactly, how his wife (with no swelling stomach) was having a baby—I didn’t know. But they got out of traffic pretty quickly. Now that is chic, cleverness. You know how relaxed you used to feel when your mom took care of you, and always looked one step ahead? That’s the feeling of friendship. What about the sheer laughter of wrestling for your priceless literary pieces from a girl? That’s friendship. And love? Well, I finally renounce my search; let’s leave it for the years and ages that may come. Alex was on the floor, dying from laughter … after Derek threw his third consecutive gutter ball, and myself “DJ,” remarking: “Hey! Look! Japanese girls!” Amy hates me for being the rigid Dance Dance Revolution instructor, the Best Buys employee gave us a five minute lecture on the doomsday of Dunkin Donuts’ and the coronation of Krispy Kremes (who subsequently, proudly, adorned his donut cap—strutted down the aisles)—and even though, I woke up from a horrid dream full of sliced, diced, and chopped golden hamsters—I feel giddy, alive, and here’s the part where Lin is supposed to wink: Happy.
(Hey that was only 432 words; a change from those 1,300 word entries.) And now, it is my pleasure to present sent to you xanga children, a picturesque tale of the past week. I hope you enjoy… and don’t worry—I always love long comments! Sayonara, Japanese girls … **cue Bling Bling Album Version .mp3** <3 James
A week filled composed of ...

Memories held in reverse?

Swimming?

Murder, pink lemonade, messy room?

Grasping familiar ground avec anxious toes?

... really bad cooking potential.

A day filled with ...

beautiful women?

staunched bowling skill?

destroying the bowling alley by throwing the ball up the mechanical gears?

scoring horribly ..?

scoring free donuts at best buy...

being red in the face by sucking the life out of "son-of-a-bitch, mother-fucking" snails?

