In lieu of a newer, far-reaching audience, I will from on now, contain my foul mouth (except for literary, dream-world, and phone related verbatim)—and also, I will try to teach younger kids life lessons, as I have xanga parents reading this—yep! (Hey-o Fairy-Mom!) So if you want potty mouth entries, go to Derek’s! Lord knows he uses bad language at just about anything—even at his birthday party…
“Congradulations” is the old English proxy for Congratulations. Six hundred years ago, stonemasons, royalty, and court jesters coupled Konnichiwa with Graduation in a Yule-Time carol. Loosely translated, it means “Hello, you’ve graduated; let’s celebrate.” So all the people who have said I cannot spell: who’s the bigger fool now?
Books, books ,books:

Andrew: Guns, Germs, and Steel by …


Andrew: Think of Lucky Charms…


James: Hearts, stars, horseshoes, clovers, and blue moons…

-three minutes later-


Andrew: Think of Diamond…


James: Oh, shoot, I wrote an essay about his “The World is like an Onion.”


Andrew: Yes, that’s the one.


James: Diamond … Neil Diamond!

-two minutes later-


Andrew: Jarod Diamond


James: Pshh whatever.

Here I am at the Library once again—nope, not loitering with friends today. It is a shame because—well, I will miss the opportunity to school these kids at MIT at Dance Dance Revolution 8th Mix. Instead, I’ve planned an entire day of catching up with my favorite pals: books, books, and more books. I love hanging around the fiction section to grab a random book and read the end of it. I enjoy building little forts with Chaucer, Joyce, and Faulkner (don’t worry I have a private cubical). And there’s nothing wrong, really, about reading Romance novels once in a while. Did you think smooth talking came naturally? It is a progression we (men) have master—matter of fact. Then again, there are all these brand new computers that no one really uses. Thus… 
It was raining Yesterday—and this just hit me—isn’t there a song you always associate with rainfall? I’m not talking about the obvious ones: but here: think, imagine a place setting you remember vividly, and set the music’s volume to a soft, mellifluous level. Is it a porch, a swing-set, or something more creative, like the roof of your house or car? Picture that no one is within a hundred miles of you: everyone’s been gagged and bound with packing tape. It’s just you, a cup of tea, (all-right, we’ll allow certain boyfriends and girlfriends), some food to snack on—an umbrella and just the singular drops of rain: plip-plop—boink! Boink? That doesn’t belong in this ambiance (thanks a lot Marina), you say to yourself, but settle back down in that big, big chair, dented roof, or the confines of a childhood tree house. Would you like some crumpets madam (or sir)? The butler is asking you—you should answer him! “Thank you (Insert a cute girl/guy [French] servant name),” you say mechanically as you lie back down. Don’t you feel at home when you smell the honey, woodsy steam of your piping hot cup of thé? Whoops, it was too hot, and you dropped it; you shattered the pristine China, and everyone (with his or her gag) is staring at you. “Oh gosh-jolly pigeon fuck,” you laugh as you shrug it off. No worries, you have your book, your umbrella, raindrops, and tea on the floor, if you are genuinely thirsty. A tropical breeze blows baby drops of precipitation onto your parched skin. Great, my own little tempest, you exclaim with delight. You taste the fresh morning dew on your lips and decide it’s a gift from God, heaven, and Eden. Via the strings safeguarding your enclave from nature—you look about to see if anyone’s watching. Nope, go ahead, make a little dance in your seat; the truancy turntables are spinning remixes of your favorite song, and then the DJ announces a special request in your name: It sounds familiar … Karl Czerny? But you sure as hell don’t listen to classical music; oh well. The mood’s still there, though you’re really tired from all the walking, working, and taking crap from your belligerents: so what now, you ask. The answer comes naturally—more innate than childbirth—and yes, you’re still human—so you give in. Your muscles are on lunch break, you let your paranoid guard down just a little notch, and your brow suddenly, turns into a smile! Upside down! Hah, that was really corny, you’re telling me—but somehow you can’t finish the sentence. It’s a bleak battle at Waterloo and you’re getting shorter than five foot three, three inches-two forths—tinnier than an ant. So Mr. or Mrs. Alice in Wonderland, you’re gone—you’ve disappeared from the fighting arena. You just have to give in … to the sweet, tranquil world of peace, and sleep. Sleep is sheep trespassing on your property, promising yourself you’d study for that test, and sure you say: I can always set the alarm to 3a.m. to do my work, albeit it’s a sure lie. You’re sick and tired of a world full of euphemisms, coffee-emporiums, boring paperwork, and humdrum lectures. I’ll count backwards with you: five, four, there—Your eyelids should be closing … just about now.
James has a girlfriend??? Oh no, just kidding and waking you up. (Don’t worry, I’m still available ladies) How’s that for a creative pick-me up, medicinal high? Indeed words can be very fixating—and they can mean a lot. Plus, they can make you high, well sort of. So why do drugs? (I’m reaching out to my younger audience here.) Drugs are bad—like on that episode of Scooby-Doo—plus, they do bad things. So why not just grab a book and chill? Same effect! Don’t do drugs!
P.S. I can use the same trance technique to woo women, so watch out ladies! Especially, Lisa. And especially, Janet. Especially, Annie. Add Marina in there too. ^-^
<3 James (PSS: I think I should go out to pick up some ladies now)
