Straight up Epiphany: I couldn’t sleep; something was on my mind. I took out my contacts, put on my spectacles, and began to write this for a girl named Jen:
When I was little, I was made fun of a lot—too much in fact that I’d sit reading my books on the verge of crying, beating my pillow and asking (shouting at) God, why—why do I have to bring in my own lunch, have the wrong kind of haircut, or not understand music and culture like all the other kids do. Friends were hard to make when I came to America around age five; I couldn’t speak English fluently or wholly understand my peers. My parents started out poor and often had to withstand the immigrant’s bigotry. So, friends who’ve obviously sacrificed their own popularity to even come up to me—I’ve held them close and never have forgotten the favors, the tag games, or stories about first crushes. I remember in third grade, a kid named Kevin made fun of the way I dressed; my friend Jose—scruffy, blunt, but always steadfast—he roundhouse kicked poor little Kevin, who was writing in pain on the floor. A funny story, but Jose got suspended. I moved away months later; so to this day, I haven’t repaid my debt. Derek Yee is one of my true friends—a title laudable by Nobel Prize winners, terrorists, anarchists, and all the smart kids in anyone’s class. I’ve known him for four years: we have had the same family problems together, talked forever on the phone, shared even the most humble SAT scores, and you know, we look out for one another. Even though every other day I tell him that, he’s a bad friend and he tells me to “shut [your] … fucking mouth for ten seconds,” daily, we empathize and understand each other. At CTY, it surprised me that Derek actually developed a crush on you Jen—when in eight grade, he left all the cute girls for me to hit on. I thought, wow, this must mean something—I mean, most of time, you’d think Derek’s gay. But, I kept that name Jen in my mind from then on. On Monday, I made the mistake of judging you by my long wait, your clothes, and your friend—not by the content of your character or what childhood story that I’d love to listen to. I did not know that you went to a predominately-Caucasian school, enjoyed a mixture of music, or kept a journal. It never crossed my mind that you were not familiar with the term, “Azn.” I assumed you were like the girls who’ve stood me up—and that your attitude would be snotty, arrogant, and elitist. I couldn’t bear to see Derek—who’s pretty much as chaste and good as Dian’s wit—get hurt, since I memorized the essay he finally shared about Rachel. Athena wanted me to go up and talk to you and your friend; though, I was preoccupied thinking about Derek, who was sitting in the corner, and had a lot of angry thoughts in my mind. You didn’t talk to him, but I didn’t know you apologized afterwards. It took me a while to get over my stubbornness (till 2:42a.m. Saturday) since I refused again and again, to neither take out the whole paragraph about you nor apologize—morals, ethics, and forbearance are bits and pieces I don’t recognize. And I don’t have a heart by the way; I never apologize. It took me awhile to realize that you and I aren’t that different, and that I was putting you in my childhood pedestal. It took me a while to realize that I was doing the one thing I preached against: to guess and critique your whole life without even speaking to you. I guess I am reluctantly ashamed of my words (7 consecutive bad words, ouch)—and I know for sure, those adjectives can’t size you up. Don’t dwell on it too much (You asked Derek, why I thought you were “acting Korean?”), or blame yourself for overreacting. It’s rare for me to say an audible “sorry,” but more so a person to be self-reflecting after I’ve been such an asshole. Umm, so all fancy rhetoric aside, how about the likelihood in getting to know the real you? How about you give this cynical, sneering, self-centered, egotistic, spiteful, insensitive, and down-right mean wolf a second chance?
