The following morning, after a few pined hours of sleep, I wandered around with a spring in my step. As I walked past the familiar places in Brookline and towards the library, I tilted my aristocratic nose towards the sky—it wouldn’t be the same familiar ceiling as I knew henceforth. I blew away the singular strands of black and remaining auburn hair rasping my skin and restored confidence in my legs; I felt the dusty wind against my chest and the sensational ripple across my back. I had the boisterous yet reminiscing steps of a little kid running up and down the stairs, skipping and hopping to a tune of Every Little Thing or Megumi Hayashibara. I said to myself repeatedly, as animated characters on my shoulders would have a desire for, that this has been an amazing week—and I wouldn’t let myself cry, weep, blubber, or let on the slightest snivel. But it felt like someone took a size two hundred brush and dotted my friend and I’ll admit, one of my singular crushes, out of existence. It’s been a year minus ten days since those good times otherwise known as Johns Hopkins’s Center for Talented Youth, Lancaster 2002—and for what it’s for, I really miss Athena.
How can I want badly one girl when I like seventy-five or any and all girls for that matter? I suppose it’s apart of the whole story which my friends and I closely remember and cherish. I remember over 149 vignettes, incidents, and catastrophes that happened to us, and I guess—our experiences are itches waiting to be scratched. These past four days, I realized how it was to be with true friends once more and the value of new friendship. Summer for me was always an invite for new things, and I’m glad I spoon fed Alec tuna in the morning, yelled obscenities to a passing grandmother, and hung up all those DJ James signs. Monday started as the Sunday pigeons were plucked, abashed, and defenestrated, and it ended before the Massachusetts Transportation system closed its turn-stalls for its final remix.
Part three of chilling it week: When I woke Derek up around 11a.m., his dirty little mouth basically told me: it was the first time I got up before him, and I shouldn’t expect any activity before he brushed his teeth or put his contacts on. I rode out to Harvard Yard with my personal items: the DDR machine, tennis rackets, and my copy of Bird by Bird. Athena had my cell phone, and I felt naked without it; I might as well have pulled down my pants and cart wheeled through Park Street. It was interesting to slide quarters into payphones again, but I hoped to god that no sadomasochist put needles into the change slots like in New York. Nonetheless, the almighty lord knew I was without a cell phone, and every time I put in fifty cents, I would be able to call, and the change would drop back—for every phone in Harvard Yard and Harvard Square. 
The RA was at Gracie’s dorm so Athena took a while to get down (she’s the stowaway); meanwhile, I listened to two tour guides lining visitors and future undergraduates in front of the John Harvard statue—which, as I learned, is not actually John Harvard but an eighteenth century student dressed up in his clothes. John Harvard was a benefactor who died before anyone remembered his image (his paintings were destroyed in a fire); in reality, the college had a different name before. I heard these lectures from various tour guides while waiting for Athena—as time went by, a couple of friendly squirrels came up to me, and I threw them some Certs. I also informed the tour guide that Harvard, while established in 1636, wasn’t the first school in the United States; in fact, mine was. An hour later, Athena came with Kha while I was taking pictures for tourists. 
I met many interesting people like John and Katie; however, I remember a few in particular. Christina is this very pleasant and fun girl who let us use her room for the “Asian Invasion;” I also need to buy her a pack of cards one day. I think she is studying Neuroscience, Alex is studying Biology; Francis (Gracie’s roommate) takes Mandarin Chinese (not Japanese!) while Kha conversed with Derek in Japanese. Let’s see, Kha’s roommate listens to Tchaikovsky, Alex’s roommate Bruce likes to play baseball games, and Gracie pisses Athena off with Beyonce. Francis is very good at foosball, Kha whipped those joint smoking Spaniards at pool, Derek cheats his ass off at cards, and Harvard gives out free muffins and bagels after 9p.m.! 
A modest synopsis of Monday: The six of us played cards—went out for Sushi, came back to play cards. And oh yes, let’s not forget the “body shop” episode: We were going to bring sushi back to Alex (he looked so serious studying that CD-Rom), and they *ahem* Athena and Francis promised some short shopping. Consequently, Kha tried on flip-flops at Aldo, we stood really out of place at Abercrombie (discussed “Express for Men”), and stopped by Origins— where the guys first exfoliated their skin using avocado and pomegranate body scrub and found out about our exceptionally soft skin. So we sniffed each other’s skin and thanked the helpful clerk who pampered Derek, Kha, and me whilst the girls were looking around. But, it wasn’t over yet! The crew trekked towards the Body Shop and spent a good thirty minutes there. I mixed some perfumes and got sprayed by Francis with Citrus! Then Derek spent forever checking out the hemp lotion while Athena had a delicious body butter applied … anyways! Ahem, so we went back and played cards again. 
The three of us—Derek, Athena, and I—walked to Spice, despite my protests, for a Thai dinner. To save my own face, let’s just say it was a very interesting dinner with nothing-happening half way, and us masticating—until we laughed our asses off over something. 
Dinner was followed by more cards (Athena gave Kha the Drunken Noodles); afterwards, we went to the Harvard pool-hall (forgot the name) and chilled there. Turned up some Digitally Imported on the e-Mac, spilled cottage cheese on the banister, and had the best time at foosball. The cafeteria has a grand piano and a summer school student played the most delightful sonata. I learned that classes such as Alex’s Biology have over 160 students, and I could very well, easily slip in and listen in on some interesting and free classes (Classes plus room and board are around $8,000 for the summer). 
Athena and I made a deal after our touchy-touchy conflict: as long as Derek would give me a hug, she’d give me the big hug that I wanted. And Derek, who was playing pool, happily gave me the middle finger. The night progressed with cell-phone calling, drawing, Athena running away from me, and Kha wanting to go to the bathroom (but needed to beat the pot smoking Spaniard at pool) since he had Thai food at Spice and a lot of water. 
Jen stood Derek and Athena up for so long, until she came hours after. I don’t know much about the situation, except that Derek had (and this would be the White Elephant) a middling crush on Jen at CTY: he was dancing with her, and I suppose he liked her? This really pissed me off when Jen avoided Derek and didn’t talk to him. It’s like, Derek spoke with Jen on AIM the prior night—and only twenty-four hours later, they’re complete and malevolent strangers. That bitch, who does she think she is? I mean, if you don’t have the same feelings for Derek, Jen, then your bitch ass should bite the bullet and at least talk to the boy on account of an existing friendship. This is what happens when people cross over to the “Azn” side—and where cultural pride becomes self-segregationist and pitiful and disrespectful and downright arrogant, elitist, and selfish. Jen and her friend, the other Atthena, are even pretending to be Korean; I mean, come-on! Such biznitches is what I believe Alec would want me to convey for my audience. 
None of that path or the righteous man crap, I know when my friend’s feelings are hurt (sorry for being sappy man)—and this is when I think of the lack of respect with adolescents these days. Well, feel better Derek and don’t dwell on it—it’s okay if she doesn’t talk to you again because bitches like that aren’t worth it! JEN: Btw, if you try to comment on my xanga, I’ll fuck your computer and online life up.

Well that’s all I can think of now; I got home around midnight and had a nice sleep and a good dream. What did I dream about? You should know by now: it’s always about some beautiful girl or another. <3 James

Things that are pissing me off:

Mosquitoes: go fucking bite someone else!

Darin: I just remembered that 2 years ago I sent you $50, and you never fucking gave me that harddrive … arg I still have your address and bomb making materials…

Jake: Fucking read the invoice … because of your shit wolfyserver.org is down for 35 days under the redemption grace period, and another 5 because of the hold period. You dumb shit, you can’t do anything right! I’m fucking handling the billing from now on.

Joe: Don’t fucking call and wake me up asking for job hunting help, if you don’t even show up or not ask your parents.

Andrew C: arg your xanga is so boring! Change the monogamy around…

Xanga: always down every week; get some reliable servers or start cracking down on regular xanga members who’re making duplicate accounts and taking up space…
BoA: I just have to say that BoA Kwan is really, really pissing me off. Besides a horrible 3rd album and a stupid cover, she’s trying to project this benefactor, Atlantis princess image: who the hell does she think she is? And all those sulky children in the background when she does her shimmies … arg horrible album … As One is getting really boring too; dammit, kpop is pissing the fuck out of me… the only interesting is Shinhwa … I don’t give a crap about FTTS4—damnit better stick with the Drunken Tiger…whatever happened to the old school Korean pop music? Well, I guess Shinji got fat, really fat, and koyote went to hell and released a new album with nobodies…SES is gone..at least Kang-ta and Moon Hee Jung are still buddies… luv, haven’t heard from them in years… well at least there’s still Baby v.o.x. … always baby vox =)

… arg im so fucking pissed and bored that I’m reading the bootleg version of harry potter 5 … better be some good shit or else
