This for Karen Tam, a good friend of mine:

I spent the whole night thinking about a certain someone, wondering about whether to leave things as they were—or aim at something more. I tried to write, but my pencil point broke—I stirred my eyes awake, turned the Alienware on, and decided I needed inspiration; nothing more than a distraction, rather a place of quiet, where I am able to grasp the very word that was bothering me. Like a kid running after fireflies at hours of darkness, I settled in my big chair, switched on the speakers—and basically, listened to music for several hours, the sounds and pieces which I knew so well, I hummed while jogging or working sit-ups. I eventually fell a thousand feet from consciousness—the only physical feeling was scheduled gusts of wind from the fan, spinning left and right, reminding me—I still was sane.
I drifted from images of a peddler playing my mom’s favorite Chinese song on the violin, Derek and me in eighth grade, sitting outside in the rain, throwing rocks at people I hated, playing piano—in all, I had nine or ten dreams, memory lapses—whatever they may be called. I felt very tired, suggestive of, “My life is wearing away,” I muttered before finishing the thought. What if my life ends tomorrow—have I finished all my work? I asked mutely. I had three more AP exams, seven websites to draft, a book to write, and … The lights in my computer case flickered without riposte. But now was not the time to ask those modest questions; not yet, and I breathed out once again. My headache disappeared. I reached for a pen and began to write:
Last night Karen asked me whether I liked looking at the girl who came into the library. I said: “She’s cute but pretty snotty.” I asked how she was doing, days after her wisdom teeth had been removed, and she gave me a vague response—we both were avoiding our inquiries. She said, “I refuse to go out in public.” I pointed out that I, “had a bump on my brow, and refused to go out in public.” Now then, I’ve haven’t known Karen long, although enough to know that she wasn’t telling me something or wasn’t quite herself. Maybe her reason is concern about her swollen appearance; yet, we all are likewise concerned. So let me brush aside any anxiety or bashfulness you may have Karen, because I’ve been in the same situation. And I hope everyone though my, again, embarrassing story slash sermon, can reach deeper than looks—that’s not the reason why we exist:
For some of us, who don’t look handsome straight out of bed, our appearance can make life really difficult. From Elementary school, to the popularity stage, and finally onto dating—appearance was a sign on your back that followed you everywhere. Appearance is man’s anathema; prejudice roots itself upon dissimilarity—whether difference in ideals, skin colour, or looks—if you’re different, or sway too much from popular opinion, there will always be hard times ahead. There is no such thing as indifference: you are either the wounded party, the condemnatory individual, or a person who gets to glimpse beyond skin, and basically that’s it: skin, that’s all there is to judge. Suppose this was racism, what would be different? Are we being chauvinistic when we compare guys and girls at a dance, or when we pit two girls against each other, and put their aesthetics sheets side by side—seeing who has the better body… or? Everyone does it—euphemisms aside—the issue rounds its unfair nose anywhere you can think of. And you have to understand the people, who’ve been the target of so many foregone conclusions—they sometimes can’t take it anymore, and the hurt manifests itself into forced change, often unhealthy. So, what I don’t want you Karen (or my xanga readers) to do, is worry too much about something so trivial, something so inequitable and stupid as, how awful you look today. Because, awful isn’t a synonym for horrific or appalling: in correct English, awful is a measure of greatness; remember that.
What I’m beginning to narrate—I only told Karen and three of my closet friends. But I feel this is necessary, and I am willing to tell my story to teach Karen a touch, and to let all you readers know more about me. Because, the chronicle of my life can’t be sized down to a xanga profile and my picture: it’s in the essays that many of you read (thank you), so try to understand:

Overbite, the doctor said, and we all knew it too. It was three, four years of preparation—first with braces, and then, it would all be over that summer of my freshmen year. I’d gotten past the “this is unfair” stage and simply accepted fate, the pain of metal swathes puncturing sore gums, and all the foods I couldn’t eat. I was lucky: my friends in eighth grade looked past the shiny “bling” I had in my mouth; yes, they were the best, if I hadn’t already told them. My overbite needed surgery to correct since my teeth would eventually pierce my gums, and perhaps, become a breathing problem. I wasn’t too fond of titanium screws in my jaw when I saw the sculpture, and well, I had to see the sculpture again and again and ordered the surgeon to assure me, everything was going to be fine. My mom asked if I was scared; though, before I answered, I recalled when my best friend’s dad in 4th grade died, when my grandfather died, and I said, “whatever, I’m ready.” I had to draw out a unit of blood in case of an emergency, and my dad came along with me at Children’s: he donated blood for me. And perhaps it’s because I’ve always hated my dad, that I was annoyed by him doing so—but I understood it when he started wiping his eyes as we rode up the elevator. 

“Going up?” the hospital nurse seemed a little too enthusiastic. I nodded timidly along with the other patients: some kids who were much younger than myself. One boy was crying, though the young girl inches away from me, seemed to share the same resolute feeling. “Are you scared?” My dad asked in Mandarin for the umpteenth time. I told him again, “yeah, whatever.” He sat next to my hospital bed as the anesthesia worked itself into my bloodstream. It took forever and a minute. My last thought was: no thought.
No, I didn’t have an out-of-body experience, or watch from above as surgeons operated on my jaw. No, I’d really not like my soul to barf and my body suffocated because of that. All I remember is waking up with hazy vision, a very sore throat, and an order for the nurses to not give me water for twenty-two hours. Karen pointed out that the water rule would be a life threatening situation; however, I explained it as, drinking water before and after an operation may cause diarrhea, convulsions, and throwing up. And since they operated on my mouth area, if I threw up, I would choke to death. Very blunt imagery, don’t you think? Yes, this might be a little too dismal for my young xanga readers like little Karen (karebear), but yeah—I too shout, “shiiiiitt” whenever I get a shot. So I spent two weeks at the hospital, with—a bloody sore nose (from the tubes), messy hair (oh gosh), bad breath, a killing feeling in my esophagus—and let’s all winch here: a catheter tube. I suggest people who don’t know what that is, never to find out. 
Oh gosh, haha, I’m almost crying right now, remembering all this. But let’s continue: I had to take painkillers, and have a morphine drip—constantly. I had a huge, a huge, huge, huge needle stuck in my wrist (oh god, haha I can’t take this anymore! Save me Lily!) … ah I so don’t want to write anymore… but yeah, to keep me sane, the nice nurses brought me movies and took me around the hospital. I needed the air, but then, my cheeks swelled up. Even a month later, they were still swollen red. Andrew Carr (the only person I let through my door) broke his often serious demeanor when he saw the cheeks I was talking about over the incoherent phone conversation. I was “chipmunk cheeks, shut-up.” 

I must admit, philosophy was the least on my mind during that summer. (This is the reason I missed CTY Lancaster that year, Gracie) I sure as hell didn’t read: I watched Rugrats in Paris, which really made me angry. And I counted the days when the hell would end. I seriously don’t remember going to the toilet the week I was in bed, but thanks to the catheter (okay I finally told you guys!) I could go, “whenever I had the flow.” 
So appearance: the nurses didn’t care because I was this sweet and articulate young man—my grandparents and my mom and my dad didn’t care because they loved me and were concerned about my health. My friends didn’t care, and I guess, why should you?

I forget the point of my anecdote, though now you know the story I never told, and I hope at school this Senior year, no one will inflate their cheeks and go “har har har, I’m titanium James!” Well, that would make me smile actually. In any case, I’ll kill you if you tell. I’ll really, really, really kill you.
So Karen, either way, puffed cheeks or not, you’re awfully beautiful to me. I wanted to make you milkshakes or bring you flowers, but since you’re so deadest on slamming the door: I wrote this 1,700 word entry for you, and at high cost too: I think I just scared away all my xanga readers…!
I went out yesterday evening to Brookline Hills (since they aren’t really any picturesque surroundings near me) and I took some pictures for you to look at; you know, the outside world … they aren’t as special as you but pretty darn close:

And one more thing:

Since some people asked, here is a snippet of my recent artwork:

Better yet, haha, I know this is overshadowed by such a long entry: but, I got bored, and decided to make clothing lines for my xanga friends. Yep, you know those Banana Republic bags and such? I made some of my own: (Derek has his own swimwear!)
Enjoy! And don’t forget, the contest winners are announced July 31st! Again, thank you, thank you readers for reading—I know this is really a chore for you, but sometimes, I have to get it all out and not just make vague comments and post a picture or two. All my love, James

