It seems like the only story I can tell is my own.  So let me tell it.  I might embellish a few portions here and there, and God knows I’ve forgotten years and years of it.

My first memory is of myself, from the third person.  It was perfectly square and would later remind me of a Polaroid, but right now it remained a simple image, spinning in the darkness.  There it was, a picture of myself, spinning closer and closer into my vision until it engulfed it and suddenly I was contained by my own body.

I wondered.  I wondered if I had been myself before the image collided with me, or if I was something else, something that I could no longer remember.  I had even forgotten about the memory until someone had asked me what my oldest childhood memory was.  I still can’t tell if this was a memory or a fever dream.  It had that quality to it, and if I try hard, I can imagine my infantile, sweat covered body writhing in a bed, far removed from the spinning picture, a footnote on the cinema unraveling before me.

I would look back at this and wonder what the consistency of my soul was, if the texture was newly woven from whatever primordial stardust had preordained it, or simply whether it was smooth, crunchy, or rough like wool.

It’s strange how these thoughts come to me with diamond clarity when I am about to die.

I slammed a foot into the brake pedal, cursing myself even as I did so for not slowing down earlier.  The car was a lightweight, and though the taxi I was headed for wasn’t an SUV, the collision would not be pretty.  The car skidded to a halt, rear tires hydroplaning through their original trajectory towards the taxi.

I stopped a meter from the front of the taxi.  I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I’d been holding, and then slowly accelerated into the street, ignoring the cussing and the pounding of my heart.

It’s hard to convince myself I’d done wrong, sometimes.  This time, I was alone, and there was nobody else to blame.  I closed my eyes and-

-I was suddenly outside the car.  No, that was wrong.  I could see the clouds reflected in the silver automobile paint of the car, the rain pattering against it, the concentric waves in the puddles where droplets had left their impressions, the cobbled road lined by third rate suburban wannabe houses or apartments, mostly inhabited by college students.  I could see everything, and I intuited, if I tried, that my body was still in the car, leaning over the steering wheel.  It felt like strings, though, loosely connecting my soul to my body.

If I’d still had my body, I would have scowled.  Something was changing, and I couldn’t tell what it was.  Gradually, I became aware of a spinning sensation – not so much that I was spinning as the world itself was rotating, and now…now, it was flinging itself away from me.
Despite the silence of the night, despite the ambient, soothing music that was playing and the comfort of my bed, I woke up in a cold sweat, as if a fever had just broken.  I looked at the time.  Four thirty was a bit early for my taste.  I had a feeling I had just awoken from a strange dream, but it slipped away from me, and my fatigue burdened mind let it dissipate.  All I wanted was to collapse back into my covers and drift back into sleep.

I lay there for an hour before I gave up.  I wasn’t awake, but I sure as hell wasn’t asleep.  I rolled into a sitting position on the edge of my mattress and waited for the blood to finish rushing out of my head.  I slid out of bed and tottered to the kitchen.  Sleep induced dizziness made moving about slightly more entertaining than usual, and I clipped my shoulder on the door frame.  Undeterred, I stepped grimly into the kitchen, preparing to do battle with my fine motor skills over a bowl of cereal and milk.
I fumbled the bowl out of the dish drainer and hunted a spoon out as well.  As it would happen, however, handling the two of them seemed to be a little too much.  I ended up staring dumbly at the mess of ceramic shards on the floor, and a single metal spoon in the midst of it all.  It looked strangely like someone had destroyed the bowl with a single strike from the spoon.

Something was wrong.  I looked at my fingers and wiggled them.  They seemed to move slower than usual.  I looked back at the sharp pieces of bowl littered about my feet and imagined stumbling, stabbing my clumsy hands on unforgiving edges and falling face first into the spikes.

I stood dumbly, not wanting to make any movements lest I fail horribly at them.

The quiet of the kitchen surrounded me.  Eventually, I gave in and carefully, ever so carefully, bent to pick up all the pieces.  By the time I was done, my stomach was complaining of its emptiness, so with the same care, I requisitioned another bowl, placing it, independently of its spoon, on the counter.  Eventually, I had my cereal and milk.

The rest of the day was equally horrid.
When I returned from an exhausting and frustrating day at work, I sat down and watched the sun move unnaturally quickly across the last quadrant of the sky.  The windows in my study caught and refracted the sun.  I’d never noticed the movements of the rainbow in the glass before.  Today, however, I could sit still and ten minutes would pass with barely a whisper in my mind.
When the sun extinguished itself against the horizon, I became slightly worried.  Something was wrong, not only with my body, but with my sense of time.  If I’d had the instinct for urgency at the time, I would have probably been panicking, but I had the serenity of a cow in pasture – that is, pure, blissful complacency.

With the last rays of light playing themselves over the treetops, I blinked and did a double take.  I was looking at myself from the outside, through the windows where the sun had just disappeared.  I felt strangely as if I had done this before.  I had hints that my body was connected, here and there, to where they normally were in my mind, but those hints were fading.
The world began to spin away-

-but somehow I grabbed onto one of those hints connecting myself to my body, as if it were a thread.  I grasped instinctively, latching onto as many and as strongly as I could.  A gale force wind ripped at me, and if I’d had a body, I’m sure it would have stung my eyes and torn my clothes off.  As it was, it was a purely mental struggle.

Finally, the wind died down, and I was left floating, serenely, in blackness.  There was nothing around me.  I couldn’t tell if it was a suffocating close darkness or an infinite expanse of it, and I panicked in the void.  I pulled myself as quickly as I could along the threads leading back to myself, but I only managed to turn myself a bit (or was it the environment that was turning?) and came to view a square of an image, far in the distance.  There was a figure moving in it…and was that my kitchen?
I was exhausted.  It felt like I’d run the length of a football field, just from “tugging” those “strings.”  I summoned up my existing strength and attempted to draw myself closer.

After what seemed like an eternity, I finally managed to come into viewing distance.

The figure was me!  And I was moving about with no sense of difficulty at all.  I saw myself place two fingers against my wrist, then grab a flashlight and wander into the bathroom.  The flashlight flickered a few times, and then I exited and put the flashlight back.

I watched myself rummage through my closet and grab a coat.  I never wore that coat.  It was a rather unattractive olive green color that hadn’t aged well, not that it had been the mark of high fashion to begin with.  I was apparently going outside, however, and I had to focus once more on holding on as my body raced away into the night.
When we stopped, we were at the park.  I noticed with dismay that I wasn’t wearing any shoes, only socks, and they were filthy from walking.  Unfortunately, that was the last thing I noticed, as I lost what remained of my consciousness, my strength dissipating after the rush of movement.

When I awoke, I was in bed.  The perpetual grogginess that had plagued me the day before was completely gone, though I did have a pounding headache.  The sun was rising, casting another window, all in brightness, along the wall.  I rushed to my medicine cabinet as quickly as I could, looking for a general purpose pain killer.  The memories from last night seemed to be causing the throbbing in my head, as if they were trying to escape through my cranium.  I would have been glad to let them go, if only to stop the pain.
I wondered what it meant, or if it had even been real.  I glanced over at the closet, and wondered where my socks had gone, or if they were still dirty.  

I opened the closet.  The coat wasn’t even in sight, but that was normal since it was usually buried behind layers of my more commonly used jackets.  I sifted through the back.  I sighed.  Exactly where I had left it.  I was just going crazy.

The dirty socks, though.  If I could find them, it would be the nail in the coffin.  Since I wasn’t wearing them and I hadn’t seen them lying around the apartment, they were probably in the hamper. I sifted through my dirty clothes.  Well, they were dirty, but they weren’t caked with mud.  The socks in my hamper were mud virgins.
I sighed, relieved.  The memories all but vanished once I relaxed.  This was simply something that a doctor’s visit couldn’t solve.  I’d have to be sure to be recommended to a good psychiatrist, maybe take some medications.  I supposed the only good thing about the headache was that I’d woken up early enough to get ready for work.

I carefully avoided thinking about where several hours of my life had gone after the sun had set last night.

That was one for the doctor to answer.

I sat in the waiting room, tapping my foot.  I’d told my doctor that it was an emergency, and had managed to find a slot in the schedule that day.  I wanted to solve this as quickly as possible.
I watched the clock anxiously.  I wanted to be sure to get in before sundown.

Just then, my name was called.  I followed the nurse into one of the patient rooms, glancing up at the clock again before I left.  I didn’t know when sundown was – probably around five o clock.  I was cutting it close.

I sat down on the medical bed and waited…again.  Doctors were terribly slow.  Finally, Doctor Peterson stepped in through the doors and asked me what was wrong.
“I think I’m going crazy.  The last few nights I’ve been losing…several hours.”

He asked me what I meant.

“Well, you see, I…lost control of my body.  And until last night, I haven’t remembered what happened.”

He asked me what happened last night.

“Last night, I saw myself put on my coat and run to the park.  Then I blacked out.”

The doctor hmm’ed, and I knew he was thinking that I was crazy.  Before he could, I blurted, “I know it sounds crazy.  I just want to know if there’s any medication or treatment I can have.”

He opened his mouth-

-and I awoke in my bed the next day.

I needed an earlier appointment.

I called back the next day and scheduled another appointment, this time a week ahead, but at least in the morning, so I would be, for lack of a less appropriate word, present.  The attendant seemed a little confused and bemused, so I asked what was wrong.  She told me I had done a complete about face at the appointment and flatly refused any sort of treatment, claiming I was fine.
I had a week.  In the meantime, I prepared to do battle with myself.

It was sundown, and I was as ready as I would ever be.
God damn, it feels good to be outside of first person limited narration mode.  It’s been a while. How are you, folks?  To the left, you’ll see the giraffes and the tiger about to take one down…
Here we are.  This is supposed to hit my blog, so you’ll all be able to read it.  I got about 2000 words into my story before becoming totally frustrated, as I usually do, so this time we’re gonna do something different.  I’m just going to write a lot of shit and I’m going to force feed it into NaNoWriMo’s word counter so I can finally break that 50,000 word barrier.  Fuck, when I was writing in my blog every day, I didn’t hit the requisite 1667 words per day.

I didn’t realize that until about five minutes ago.  Purely writing that much alone will be difficult, not to mention writing a goddamn story.  Maybe I’ll save that for next year.  Or whenever I can write my personal blog entries plus another 1667 words a day.  Motherfucking hell, I have no idea how Piers Anthony can put out a book every three months.  He could probably do NaNoWriMo every month if he started bringing his laptop to the bathroom.

I should probably stop writing about frustration.  I’m sure you’re bored by now – that is, you’re bored if you have my attention span, and my attention span can’t be held for more than about 15 seconds.  I feel really bad for those of you who can’t read that quickly – the entire print world must bore the hell out of you.  Frankly, your mind has a higher bandwidth capacity than you’re reading at, so learn to read faster or stop bitching.

I know, you weren’t bitching.  For the purposes of this conversation (which I am essentially having with myself) you have 1) read up to this point, and 2) you were bitching along the way.  That makes me right.

My left forearm has begun to hurt.  I’ve been stressing it a bit, playing guitar and now typing at a rather breakneck pace.  I wonder how long I can keep it up for – I’m going to need to get 2000 words, and at 80 words per minute, which is what I’m rated to type, at the fastest, that’ s a good…shit, that’s only 25 minutes of hardcore typing.  Motherfucker.  Someone get me some ice, my arms are going to be useless after this.

That said, it will probably take over an hour of constant typing.  I don’t think I’ve typed constantly for an hour.  Ever.  Let’s go, bitch.

Ever wonder if you should stop swearing as much as you do?

Was that directed at me?

Yes, it was directed at you.

Who are you?

I’m you.

Then why the fuck did you address a question to me?

Actually, it was originally supposed to be addressed to our readers.

But our readers can’t even read this yet.

Okay.

…

Anyway, the fact of the matter is that every once in a while I think I should stop swearing as much as I do, but that never pans out, especially in certain contexts, like when I’m playing videogames or when I’m typing to myself.  The only way I seem to be able to communicate to myself is through profuse cursing and that’s something I don’t really want to expose others to, because they’re not used to it and might tell their parents, who will have the Parent Teacher Association kick me out of school, which, on the other hand, might not be a bad thing.  I’m working on that myself.

I’m working on a lot of things right now, actually, and I should do much more of it.  I have to put 3 movies out by the end of this month.  Initially, Sean and I were shooting for twenty minute films, but it looks like they’re going to be less than ten minutes each , which is a good thing - at least I’ll be able to put them on Youtube.  The only problem is that the camera records in an MPG format called .MOD, and it’s really pissing me off.  Nothing seems to be able to read it.
I’ve got NaNo on my mind, reminding me over and over that I’m a failure, and I also have stubs of stories from past NaNos.  Hell, if I’m going to cheat like I am now, I might as well just use those and be done with it.  Seriously, I’ll just stick them into the word counter along with this and crow when I win.  But unfortunately, I won’t be able to tell any of my NaNo enabled friends or family what I’ve done, because they would demand to see the manuscript, and I’d show them  a bunch of blog-like thoughts and entries and half-assed stories, and they’d take a refund out of my ass.

The last project I’m working on is…oh right, getting a job and paying for school and not failing out of school in the first place, which is pretty difficult and well nigh impossible, or so I’ve convinced myself.  I would run off to become a writer, but apparently I can’t really pull that off, and I’d run off and become an actor, but I think I would have more success as a gay model, save for the fact that I’m not gay and I’m not tall enough to be a model.  Fuck!

Hopes, dreams, administrations.  I don’t really know why that last one got in there, but somehow it got written into the stdout buffer and I just typed it.  Whatevs.  I wanna be a rockstar, baby!  I wrote my first song – at least, two verses and accompanying chords, and it’s an exhilarating feeling.  I feel like I need to teach my sister how to write songs.  Perhaps I can just look up chords on the piano and teach her those and enable her to make songs on the piano.  Write now, though, or rather, right now, I’m stuck with fairly simple guitar chord progressions, so I don’t know to what degree I can act as a teacher.

G, D, Em, C

I feel so bad right now.  My character is stuck in the story looking outside at me, tears in his/her eyes.  Have you figured out what gender s/he is?  No?  That’s cool.  I have. 

Let’s visit him/her, shall we?

It was sundown.  After making a stop at a sex toy shop, I was as ready as I would ever be.

I handcuffed myself to a rail in my bedroom as the sun sank, put the key in my mouth, and spat it as far as I could across the room.  It landed in my bed, amongst the blankets, where it blended in.  Good.  It would be hard to find.

I was ready for it when the world began to spin away.  I grasped all I could at the threads that connected me to my body, but only managed to retain a slight sense of consciousness.  I thought, vaguely, that I heard clanking, but then the world was lost to me completely.
I looked at the clock.  Only three hours had passed this time.

I had won!

But I was still handcuffed to the rail.

I sat there, a panic beginning to grow uncomfortably in my abdomen.

Oh fuck!  MC just handcuffed itself to a rail, and beat whatever was possessing him/her!  But at what cost?!  Find out next time, on…

What’s this called on NaNo, again?  Oh, right, Taking the Demon.

I have another obligation that I haven’t mentioned, and that is writing for a student engineering magazine on campus.  I wasted two hours of my life last night listening to all of them blather, and nothing much was accomplished.  I’m a fan of the saying, “Meetings are either tremendously productive, or a huge waste of time,” and the meeting last night was definitely one of the latter.

I think I have to be more like my sai jie.  In Cantonese Chinese, that’s “littlest big sister.”  She’s basically all alone at Madison, Wisconsin, doing Pharmacy school, and yet she has the endurance and strength to tough it out and better herself.  I’ve never really been good at that, but it’s admirable.  I don’t think I’ve ever had to do that, until I got to university level math and science courses.  Don’t get me wrong – I liked Physics, which is why I switched majors to Engineering, but liking something and doing it is a far different animal than being indifferent or even disliking something and doing it.

Speaking of which, I have a machine problem due next week Wednesday…I should really get started on that.  Unfortunately, the school system doesn’t see fit for us to learn how to use a version control system in any of our classes, so we’re taught to create tiny, useless dinky projects that are self-contained.  When you look at a real program, it’s much more complex.

Augmented reality is the future.  I mention this, because it’s why I want to learn how to program, at least for the initial stages.
Side note…I just realized I hit the daily required for NaNo.  What the fuck.  Why is this so hard.

That’s what he said.

Anyway, the truth of the fact of the matter is, I don’t know where I belong, or what I should do anymore.  I feel like I need to strike off on my, whether in a business, or as an actor or writer, or artist.  I really…

I’m really lost.  And I want to make my own way, not be told what to do, so the fact is, nobody can guide me.  At least, I feel as though no one can guide me.   I have vague ideas of who would be like me, but when I consider the things they’ve done, I feel like it’s not for me, or it’s not possible for me.  I have to find my own way.

A few hints to guide my path, lit torches along the way in the darkness:

Truth.  Love.  Hope.

Help others become awesome at ____________.

Be yourself.

Sometimes I fear that that last requirement changes too much.  It’s useless – how can I know what I am?  There’s a self-reporting bias there that I can’t get rid of.  Furthermore, if I try to stay true to myself, how do I know I’m not skewing myself?  I guess, how can I not be myself is just as salient a question. 
Break for a bit.  What if I run out of things to say about myself?  How can anyone write 50,000 words and not become bored out of their fucking minds?  I’m at about 4000 and I can’t stand myself.

Right.  Not even 4000 words.

At some point during the night, I fell asleep, chained as I was to the railing.  It was a fitful, restless sleep, filled with odd dreams that I forgot the instant I woke up.  When I did wake up, it was to the sound of morning birds chirping.  I felt as though there were going to be bags under my eyes for all eternity.  I was tired both from preparing to fight my unknown possessor, and from fighting with the handcuffs I’d used against it.
And I was still handcuffed to the railing.  If I’d at least cuffed my legs to the rail, I would have been able to reach the phone for help.  As it was...

Actually, as it was, there was a possibility that I could reach the phone with my foot.  I reached over tentatively.  Almost.

I don’t really want MC to have a conversation with other people.  That’s not really where I wanna go.

I knocked over the wireless handset phone.  Unfortunately, it fell slightly away from my body instead of towards it.  I reached as far as I could with my toe and managed to tap it.  Again, though, it was a little farther away, rather than closer.
I cursed.

Then I leapt, toes pointed towards the phone.  My cuffed wrists came up short against the metal rail, chafing horribly, but as I jerked back, my foot caught the handset and brought it within reach.  I brought the phone closer, and then awkwardly brought it to my hands.  I felt like a monkey.

I turned it on, and listened for a dial tone.   Of which, of course, there was none.  I looked back at the wireless base hub and realized that I’d kicked it off the countertop and disconnected it.  My spirits were crushed.

Alright, now both the spirit person and the MC are fucked.  They have to help each other.  At least, that’s the theory.  Goddamn, I’m beginning to develop a splitting headache.

Alright, call it quits for this session.  At this few words, I’m going to have to do another one tonight.  Damn, being a writer sounds like a full time job, unless you’re really fucking pro.
Left to my own devices, I would be asleep right now.  This not being the case, I was somehow persuaded to go to ISR and perform a 7GB pirating operation.  Unfortunate, as I awoke at 5:30 and shall awaken again at 9am for the final farmer’s market day.

Somehow, friends, we must reach another mile marker today.  Exceed 1667 words again today, and we shall be closer to our goal.

Who is this we?  You’re getting the slightest bit MPD, or rather, for the NaNoWriMo word counter, multiple personality disorder.

Ah, love, you had me at first sight.

He found the slightest chink in the nanomolecular chainmail that lined the outer wall of the facility, running his fingertips across the surface.  It would only be vulnerable there, and whether by dint of weather or a malfunction in the regrowth of the surface, it wouldn’t last long.

Hanging by the feet and hands of his suit, which had affixed itself to the side of the building, he dug around in a pocket, searching for a red disk.  Once he squeezed it in his palm, the destructive nanites would activate and coat his fingers.  Hopefully, they would give him the edge, no pun intended, to bite through the wall.

Snow raged around him, easily forty below zero on the Celsius scale.  His suit dealt with much of it, but an occasional jagged spike of frigidity would pierce through the adaptive thermal suit.  
Things were looking bad.  It was well over a third into the month…well, perhaps I exaggerate a bit.  It was just under a third into the month, and the requirement was to have 15,000 words in it.  Even knowing that NaNoWriMo is novel writing on easy mode, the truth was that, perhaps, our hero didn’t have the chops, the determination, the grit.
No.  This was all lies.  I knew as much was true.  Did I say “I”?  I meant he.  He knew that much was true.  He had all of those traits.  He just had to harness the energy of a thousand suns to focus his mind in every small hour of the day.  There were enough moments, enough slices of moments, just not enough Moments when he was There.  In Person.  Too few times, he had come up against this wall.  This month, he would finally scale it, using whatever dirty trick he could afford to use.

He gritted his teeth and began to write.  Actually, he had been writing for a while now, and he needed a good ten thousand and then some words to catch up to the deadline, but by God, he was going to do it.  And he was going to do it today.  And then he was going to learn some goddamned Chinese.  You know why?  Because he needed to learn Chinese, goddamnit.

Quake in fear, biznatches.

He dug his nano-sharpened hand into the weakest spot he could find in the wall, burning and cauterizing the defensive nanites there.  The penetrative solution he was using numbed the building’s senses and prevented the alarms from going off.  Soon enough, he had a knife-hand shaped hole burned into the wall.  Now came the hardest part.  Even knowing his suit had the requisite stored oxygen, he had to fight off claustrophobia as he followed his arm into the building, headfirst.  He squeezed through the small hole he’d formed in the wall like an octopus crawling into a jar.

The suit blocked most of the exterior weather from entering the building, to prevent as much thermal changes as possible from alerting the residents.  As his head cleared the opposite side of the wall, he began to see clearly what he had entered into.
It looked like a washroom, which was bad.  He had to move quickly – washrooms were constantly in use by the population and he didn’t want to get caught in a highly illegal and highly experimental espionage skin.
Unfortunately, until the wall healed behind him, he was stuck hanging over a urinal.  He slowly withdrew his foot as the wall healed behind it, balancing precariously on the slick ceramic of the urinal.  Just as he was about to completely pull his foot out of the wall, the door opened, and as he looked up, his foot slipped off of the urinal, planting his face squarely in the floor.

“Are you okay?”  A woman’s voice.  He winced and got up to my feet.  That was a strange reaction for a stranger in the women’s bathroom.  He looked up at her.  The woman was wearing an elegant ballroom dress, high fashion, he was sure, for the highest echelons of society.

She stepped in and he clocked her on the temple, knocking her out.  He dragged her into a stall, locked the door, and crawled out the top, above the dividing wall.  He was about to exit, then stopped dead, remembering the first thing he’d stepped on as he entered the room.  What was a woman doing in the men’s room?  He paused for a bit, debating, and then shrugged it off.  It was a mystery he would probably never solve.  There wasn’t time to interrogate her and he didn’t much care much anyway.  Chances were she was there for a tryst.
Too bad she wasn’t a man.  He needed appropriate clothes.  He peeked out the doorway
I am, if I am anything, a writer.  A doer?  An artist.  The deceived, the ever relieved, and fuming at the lack of steam at the time, at a time when we can no longer afford to afford anything but the least expensive, i.e. the cheap wine, the sparkling cider or the Rorschach wines.  We, together, may be something that we, together, may never be able to duplicate, so let’s make the most of our time, fit in the occasional rhyme, letting go of the way that we hold to our crimes.  Forgetting the past and the passed passé, we are a nation together in our loneliness, mediated by glowing rectangles of varying colors.
I don’t doubt that you read this.  I read it, once, and not again.

As I lick these honeyed lips, whether they be yours or mine, I close my eyes and wonder not what style to use, what words to write, I simply let what will happen happen, not even caring about “flow” – there is too little, too precious little as it is to get in the way of this trickle.

Where once we were many, now we are few.  We don’t even fit in the same hallways together anymore, shoulder to shoulder, racing or still.  We require larger corridors, and our legacies will be great.  There but for the grace of the Heavens, 我们一天比一天进步。  Our truth begins where falsehood left off, and we can only hope to bandage the wounds, apply the lotions, salve the burns.  Our cities are burnt and crumbling, but we arise from the ashes like a phoenix, perhaps better, perhaps worse, but always alight and always a spirit of hope.

I, am I observing or partaking, and is there a difference?

So he sits in his high chair, overseeing the doings and happenings of the city below him.  Grand spires crown the tower he resides in, unseen and unheard by the populace in the dead and dusty attic in the sky.  There is space enough around him to see the heavens, the earth, and all of Mankind, that most effervescent of elements.

He closed his eyes for a bit, let the sunlight, strawberry like the tinted glass it flitted through, crown his vision with sangre.  There was enough to go around for all.

Marcus Lyre had a Name to uphold.  His name was Hope.

I, too, uphold many names, but they block my path and fall upon me like the beams of a burning building.  In the absence of the ability to carry such weight, all one can do is imagine those who can, or name the ones who can, or who you think can.  There is no way to tell for sure.
Lyre spun about the outer wall, grabbing instinctively to handholds he couldn’t possibly have been sure were there.  Scaling the castle was no great feat – scaling it unseen, however, was difficult to reproduce.  This was the third time today he would have to do it in broad daylight and, somehow, remain unseen.  But there was time enough, and luck enough, and Lyre knew it all.

Lyre figured he’d, in his short time on this earth, solved at least half of all of mankind’s problems, and he was well on the way to solving the other half.  What he did not know was that the tower he scaled was me and my own, that as he climbed, he would find himself ever more entrapped, swirling and swirling away until he died.
It would be an ignoble death.  Alone, and unknown by all the world.  Alas, Marcus could not stand the thought of such a death, would not entertain it for a second, even in despair.  And so he climbed and climbed, and so, too, do I write.

But as we all, we all must fall, as down follows up.

Marcus Lyre’s tenacious grip would find a loose stone, a crumbling terrace, and, so prized a skill, remaining unseen would be the downfall of all of his pride as he tumbled towards the floor.

Saved.  Always somehow saved, though.

Marcus Lyre upheld the Name of Hope.

I bring my covers a bit closer around myself, shuddering in envy at the hero, who, though never certain of his fate, always managed to persevere.  The reason I could never write anything substantial, perhaps, was because it all seemed so unreal?  How could someone continue to succeed, even if they failed?  They succeeded even as they failed, because still I would toil and write their stories, still I would record their every thoughts.  Perhaps, perhaps, I mutter to myself hopefully, there is someone doing the same for me, some Greater Being whose name I could not possibly Know.

Leaf dodged to the left, tapping ever so gently at a point on her assailant’s wrist.  A clattering knife meant she had succeeded, effortlessly, at disarming the attacker, a common mugger with a homicidal bent.  She idled, shifting from foot to foot lazily, eyes almost drowsy as she let the man pick up his weapon, wondering if he would try again and almost disappointed in his predictable stupidity when he did.  This time would not end so lightly for the man.

And so, at dawn, a new cry would rise from the lips of a common man, with common problems, a family to feed and risks to take.  His cry, like the cries of his baby son, signaled either the beginning or the end of something, those two which are so alike, and, like his baby son, ended in a gurgle, though the blood that bubbled up his throat was something entirely his own.  Leaf, satisfied with killing the man with his own weapon, walked away calmly, as if she killed a man every day.

Certainly not that often.  Not this week.

Leaf, too, upheld a Name.  It is for you to guess.
Take us back to the commoner again, to the common boy in a common apartment, in a most common university, grubbing about and trying to rise above what he knows is his destiny.  His destiny was to try and to fail, to take a shot and then take a bow, not even with honorable mentions.  To win, to win anything, he would have to exceed the limitations of his very being, and this, this is why he strove in the wee hours of the morning, to write his song, his legend, his story.

Broken.  He upholds no name, only weighted by his Songs.  Chains clanking behind and above him, tying him to a reality he knows he had nothing to do with, a reality he knows he wanted nothing to do with.  He wanted more than this, and to do that, he imagined those who, despite their chains, upheld their Names, and bring him inspiration.

There is no satisfaction for fourth place.  There is no prize for the first loser.  In a fight, there is no winner.

I rest now, words forsaking me for the light crawling up past the horizon as we speak.  Somewhere in New York, there is light, there are birds chirping and greeting the light, and there are small animals foraging for the last dregs of fall before Winter falls true.  Grey light outlines massive edifices in a metallic sheen, unknown to Nature or centuries past, yet welcoming, somehow, in the predawn light.  The world is still asleep.

Clutching my pillow, I curl into a ball and wait for the predawn light myself.  Someday, we would all see the worth of simply watching the miracle of the sunrise and, all over the world, we would all take that time, watch that miracle.  There is enough time.  There is enough time to enjoy the world, enough time to marinade some meat for dinner tomorrow, enough time to play tennis in the winter and soccer in the rain, and fools aplenty to make these dreams come true.

Even his pauses are narrated.  There seems to be no rest.

Last Year told me in a whisper that things have changed.  I don’t know how.  I don’t care to enumerate them.  I trust Last Year.  I trusted him with my life, and I’m still alive.  The whisper is good enough.  A good friend, keeping track of my troubles and brokering my intellectual debts, my moral dilemmas.  Meditation only makes it easier to talk to him.

Your Despair must change, he says.  Watch for Lyre.  Watch him climb, and soar.  He is Hope.  You don’t need to be him.  You only need to watch him.
Blank hearts, blank stares, fares, take the stairs
We roll high hos to the very top,

Style hair like a fucked up mop

Who am I kidding,

Ready set the scale,

Because I’m set to fail

I’m done up, I’ve taken falls

I’ve already set sail

Returned empty handed

Slight of handed, watch your back

I got your flack jacket

Taking hits for you, bullet proof for you

If I could I’d take you to the moon for kicks

Sightseeing on Orion’s Belt

Watch earth in the sky from the stars we trip

From Jupiter to Venus towards Alpha Centauri

Sight reading

Flight seeding

Either way I’m gonna be 

Height needing

Digital is critical overseeing sabbatical freshman journeyman fellowship

So to the sound of the merry go round with a target in sight 

Don’t expect a fight, but you’ll still see a sight when you’re by my side

Words deceive me now

Your birds won’t reach me now

Tell me your message in person

I want to hear what I’ve been missing

It’s not a stone that I’ve been kissing

Every word you work to weave is in your heart first

Listen girl.

This is complicated.

I never meant it to be like this.

But that’s what happens when you don’t have a plan.

I can’t promise you my heart

It’s fragile, nearly broken

Now I’m afraid what I can start

Is just pain unspoken

Just another word for a risk untaken

Take a page from the rage of anonymity
We’re all lost, but together we can find a way

Because you are my way

And with you I’ll stay

Right thinking minds never did question the value of Good, but that’s what I’ve done for so long that “Good” has to be qualified, defined, and refined before I can recognize it.  The truth is that I know what Good is, I just never had the guts to go out on a limb and say, “this is good.  You are a good person.  I am a good person.  Together, good is overwhelming.  We will change this world.”

It’s frightening to move without the structure and safety of those who have gone before, but when those who have gone before you have mostly turned out mediocre, perhaps there is a better way, at least for you, at least that you can carve out yourself.  Be proactive.  Eat some of that yogurt; drink some of the un-kool aid.
So we stand alone.  At the precipice.  An edge.  There is a decision, as there has always been a decision.  To do and die, or to choose and die inside.  Heroes die once.  Cowards die a thousand times.

 Can you smell the desert winds at the edge of the canyons?  The cactus pollen filtering through the air?  The ozone baked rock flash frying the morning air until cooling once more to dusk, and you, knowing all of this and standing at the edge of a river of the stuff.  Rushing, streaming beneath you, just an inch away.  A river, but a river of Wind, and an unforgiving riverbed.  There is only one choice.
Yes.  Or no.

The sun will rise soon and the decision must be made in ten breaths.  You start counting, ever so slowly.  You’re not sure if the sun is rising faster or if your breaths are coming in slower, but the sun is in a race with your mind and the sun is winning.

Finally, your foot makes the decision for you.

You are off the edge.

I cannot write what happens next, because I don’t know.  There is no telling what will happen, or even now what is happening, since you’ve accepted the onus of responsibility for your own death, and therefore, your own life.  You are writing it right now.  You are making one dream, at least, come true, and in the following years you will make more dreams come true despite the haters, despite the naysayers, and perhaps most importantly, despite the ones playing it safe and telling you to do the same.  Friends, family.  They don’t decide to take that step for you.  Only you can do that.

And you have.

So where do I go now?  I’m falling.  I can feel the air rushing around me, tearing at me, flinging all but the essentials away.  I know I will be stronger, but until I am stronger I will be a fledgling learning to fly.  It will be a hard, rough lesson, but in the end the lines will be cut and the kite will soar.
No longer a fledgling.  No longer the toy of another.  Now, a powerful bird of prey.

You remember it still, do you not?  Wind rushing through your hair, wings beating in a hunter’s rhythm, sweeping through the mountains and valleys.
Remember what you were.  Someday, you will have to be it again.

Two minutes to go, wondering where I’m gonna find the flow, can you stop to admire the trees and the bees and at the same time blast the radio cruising down upper south side with the windows rolled down and your face in the wind?  Can you find the treasure at the end of the rainbow, or do you need to follow a white doe until you reach the fabled words of the work of the professor of Truth, Love, and Hope?  Or do you find your own way?

A new day.  Fourteen days into this adventure.  7.5/50.  Not bad, all told.  Not especially good.  I’m supposed to be halfway at this point.  The data is in.  The diagnosis: difficult.  Jump the precipice.  Who do you want to be?  Recreate yourself.  Do you want to dance?  Do you want to trick or to stunt?  To parkour or freerun?  Is there any word for what you are, or who you want to be?  Or do you have to carve this out yourself?  I vote for the lattermost option, but in reality, you and I will never be.  So I’ll build myself a way to you.

I almost can’t believe the mediocrity that has so far governed my life.  I’d go over the list, but let’s face it, humans are mostly composed of average features with a few special abilities.  There’s too much mediocre.  Lesson?  Focus on the exceptional.  Focus on strengths.  You’ve read much, young one, but there is much to learn.  Addressing weaknesses is something you’ve tried, but did it ever get you far?

Alright, you’re right.  I’m switching to something that I can finish in a year.  Someone help me!  Or, you know, you could just do EALC.  It’s not like it’s a major life decision anymore.

But besides school, you have a lot of things going for you.  Well, they’re not going right now, but they’re prepped.  You want to act, you have an interest in film (if only it would fall together that much easier!) and you can write.  You have the abilities of a gymnast, if a shitty gymnast, but still.  That’s what you get for being a wilder.  You have the musicality of a singer, if, again, an uneducated wilder, and the ability to draw emotions from inside you, but without the practice and observed practice of a true actor.

Let’s make this easier.

Actor: self-produced/directed/edited, also something worthwhile from someone else.  Writer: cheap sci-fi/fantasy books, blog.  Stunt double.  Musician: singer, piano, guitar, 二胡, drums, songwriter.  Programmer: web apps, simple OS GUI apps, augmented reality.  Entrepreneur.  Languages: Chinese, Japanese, Korean.  Dancer, if dance be physical expression: Break, tricking, hip hop, parkour, freerunning, champion ballroom dancer, especially argentine tango, fencing.  Designer: electronics, businesses, software, human experiences.
So what are you writing now?  My life, I guess.  As I want it.  And the thoughts I have along the way.  I can’t go wrong – even if I never hit 50,000 words, which is a goal that I am still not willing to give up, I have already won this battle.  I have written more in one day, today, giving up on the restrictions that I set myself, the artificial barriers to entry that I thought existed, than I have in one day on any other occasion.

That I can remember.

Still!  There is an epic quality to sitting down and hammering out three thousand words in a day.  It is twice the supposed daily quota for NaNo, and, though not easily a number I can hit every day, practice makes perfect, yes?  I am proud, now, at my eight thousand words, of the previous feat I managed of twenty eight thousand words.  Not depressed because I made it little more than halfway, but amazed by the determination I had shown.  This year, I will become someone new, someone who can reach that same place and eclipse it.

Read it.  Read it again and again.  That time, you were achieving your goals.  That time, you were there, at the edge, and chose to step over the line every time.  Just apply that to everything – the edge.  Wheresoever you go, said your ancestor, go with all your heart.  Yes, father of my fathers.  I shall obey.  More than that, I will strive to embody and enshrine in myself.  I once set myself to learn, as you once did, and now I seek to follow your words.

And one day, I will be able to speak my grandfather, who, for all your greatness, is more important to me than you are.  Through him and his sons, who made me who I am, I am able to venerate you.

So let this go where you might flow

On wings of molten metal

On borrowed words and racing herds

Of sentences, grammar, and magic

Where you stand is not where you will end.  Lyre muttered these words to himself as he walked slowly through the alleyway, hoping he would not be recognized by any of the town guard.  For theft alone, they would cut his hands off.  For theft of a royal seal, they would most definitely kill him, if the royal family did not torture him beyond breaking point on a whim, first.  Then again, they didn’t really need any reason to do that to any poor old prisoner, so he supposed that there wasn’t much difference.

He was within sight of the two-story city walls when the shout went up and all of the watchtowers began sounding the alarms.  He had to make it out of the city.  He controlled the urge to run – they couldn’t have possibly picked him out of the tens of thousands of commoners in the city limits.  He reached the wall and began to walk along it.  Guards were rushing in and out of the tower entrances, and as one entered, he followed closely behind, as if assisting the man.  Once inside, he picked up a torch and made as if to light the pyre beacon at the highest point of the watch tower.
“What are you doing here?” The voice stopped him cold.  

He turned around in a most surprised manner, and in his most obsequious, servile voice, responded, “Lighting the pyre, sir.”

“Well don’t bother, the guardsmen will do that.   A new hire, are you?  Never been through this before?  Well, be useful then, why don’t you.  There’s a pit of oil – hot now, don’t burn yourself to death – and the gate chains must be oiled down as they’re being drawn in.  We’re pulling the gates up.  Get to, now.” 

“Yes, sir, ah…sir…”

“Sir Geilbrun.  Now move!”

Lyre bowed, probably one too many times, and went to the cellar to assist with the oil.  There would be no better alibi on a moment’s notice, and this way he would at least get to pick out an escape route.  The walls would not hold him past nightfall, which would be soon.
As he cleared the ramparts, however, he was met by an unnatural light - the light of thousands of torches.

An army was marching upon the Ildren Citadel.

Unlike you, Lyre knows that he is special.  It might be arrogant, conceited, but his certainty brings him the ability to do great things.  Leaf, on the other hand, is simply a specialist.

As her namesake would have her, she sat in the branches of a tree overlooking the oncoming army and the walls of the city.  She did not try to estimate their numbers.  She had never bothered to learn strategy or estimation on this level, and it wasn’t her part to play.  Her part was very simple.  The first part of it involved entering the city.  Unfortunately, the approaching army had made that somewhat difficult, as all hell was being raised in the capitol.  Still, nothing was impossible.
It was simply…tedious.  Creative answers didn’t suit her.  She preferred to just kill people.  Talking, the other bane of human existence, was solved in a similar manner.  As such, she began to scan the walls for someone to kill.  She watched for a few hours into the night to be sure of the changing of the guard at the area where her tree reached closest to.  There, she decided, it would be easiest to scale without being seen, just below one of the bulging tower terraces.  In order for her not to be noticed, she would have to eliminate the guard watching that area without alerting the other guards.

She stretched idly, muscles screeching from disuse and long downtime.  Then she raised her hand crossbow and shot in one motion, as if she had been born with the use of the crossbow.  Then again, it hadn’t been long after she’d been born that she’d first used one.

The shot took the man squarely in the forehead, and he slumped, conveniently, onto the wall as if he was just taking a rest.  He twitched a bit, and she was afraid for a moment that he was going to fall completely onto his back, but his body steadied.  Holstering her crossbow and unlatching her grappling hook, she started swinging and then took a running leap, unleashing the hook at the height of her jump, everything perfectly timed.  Even perfectly timed, though, the ensuing leap was many times her body length, and the citadel walls were higher than she’d thought.
The hook set and dragged on her belt and gloved hands, bringing her to the wall, where she landed somewhat heavier than she had anticipated, knocking the breath out of her.  She fought the dizziness, thinking without any irony whatsoever of the beating she would receive if she somehow died attempting to scale a wall.  

Shaking herself out of it, she flowed up the rope and cleared the rampart.  Running lightly and silently to the guard she’d killed, she yanked the bolt from his skull, shook the juices and flecks of bone off of it and put it in a quiver for dirty bolts.  She could still use them if she needed to, but they wouldn’t necessarily fly as true.

Then she pushed the man off into the darkness and darted away even before the clank of his armor hitting the floor could possibly alert the other guardsmen.  She allowed herself to hum, internally, and added another to her count for this mission, with only more to go.

Wow, Leaf is something of a psychopath.  But she’s lovable in the end, right?  Like all your characters?  Hey, since when did you start writing something that you actually liked?  Werd, son.  What happened to the internal dialogues and stuff?  Or how about that other story that you don’t even remember anymore, or the sci fi one?  Maybe this is the right way to go.  Or, probably not, since you’re gonna be boosting your word count with this random crap.  God, I’m gonna hate editing this.  I guess I won’t, since that’s not really in my self-made job description.  That’s what editors are for.
In fact, why am I shifting between all the personal pronouns when writing?  You, and I mean I, don’t seem to have a very stable personality, or writing style.  I suppose that’s for the best.  Because I am the best.  Hey, let’s write a purely physical description.

She was five feet and nine inches with bobbed black hair and dark eyeliner that made her eyes brand your soul with their intensity.  Her strawberry red lips were full, and yet maintained a dissatisfied line across her face.  Long greyhound legs emerged from a gossamer silver sequined dress, legs belying elegance and the fast life.  The dress hugged her closely enough to declare a firm buttock and suggest a modest bust, but hung enough to leave you wondering.
Well, that was fun, but not terribly revealing.  In the details department, of course.  I wonder what else I can describe.  Let’s just start with this room, for kicks.  I suppose the most salient aspect of this apartment is the tiny walkthrough kitchen in the center of the apartment.  The faucet is dripping behind me, certainly some kind of torture method, and the counter siding directly to the right of the sink is mostly separated from the counter, peeling away after years of water damage.  The sink, divided into two halves, has a dish drainer sitting in the left side.  My roommate and I cut apart an old dish drainer to fit it into that half of the sink, probably against the wishes of the owner of the drainer, our third roommate.

To the left of that side of the sink is merely the wall, supporting a long Korean tray and a flip switch for the sink disposal.  Meanwhile, to the right of the peeling siding is the refrigerator, an old monstrosity that is constantly humming.  It is in two sections – the top is a freezer, and the bottom is a refrigerator.  Opening the latter, there is an egg-shaped holding bay for, well, eggs, with an odd number of contours.  It will fit something like a dozen and a four eggs.  The freezer is full of mystery food, whose ownership remains unknown, but are probably mine.  On top of the refrigerator, there are various cereals, one large bag of which is definitely mine, and resembles a bag of dog food.
Now, to the left of the refrigerator and directly above the sink are cabinets for storing bowls, plates, Tupperware, and cups: cups on the bottom right, colanders and measuring cups on the top right, and the rest in a motley assortment on the left side.  Above the cabinet are the rejected and/or unused electronics, one of which is an ancient microwave that came with the apartment.  I had attempted to salvage the microwave earlier on, but its acrid odor was too repulsive, and, in the end, it didn’t matter – we are now using my roommate’s microwave, which has two attractive features: 1) it is new, and 2) it is 5 minutes fast and getting faster by the day.

The latter feature is useful because I run on Asian time and the clock freaks me out.

Accompanying the old microwave are two water heaters, smaller than the one we are currently using.

Now, taking a trip across the mostly un-cracked tile of the pass through kitchen, we find an electric stovetop and oven directly across from the refrigerator in a grim eternal faceoff.  The oven burners are fond of popping out of their containments at angles.  The countertop between the stovetop and the mostly unnecessary wall of the kitchen provides an open vista into the dining “room,” meaning the large glass table.  On the counter, near that wall, is a rice cooker and a coffee machine.  Near the stovetop is a woodblock of knives and holder for ladles, both full to the brim with their proper implements.  I purchased both for $10, all told.
At head height, and providing the upper frame for the “window” into the “dining room” is a row of cabinets stretching from wall to wall.  The left most, directly above the stove, holds cooking oils and ingredients, spices, and more.  The right half contains teas, dried goods, spaghetti, and much, much more sundry goods.  At the far right end, there is a fortress of cans belonging to various roommates, myself included.

Ontop of this cabinet is a series of useful home luxuries, such as napkins, paper towels, and probably others that I’m not entirely aware of.  There is also an empty box that once held the lamp we use for the living room.

Just for the record, that was a lot of words to describe the pass through kitchen.  Maybe I should just go out and describe shit to hit my word count.  Woo for the 10,000 mark.
A night passes and I am none the wiser.  Description certainly is not my forte, which means I should try to get better at it.  I will practice, I promise, but not now, and not without rigorous testing.  My ankle is slow to improve.  I noticed bruising below the skin last night.  Certainly not a good sign, especially such a long time after the initial injury.  I’m eager to start tricking again, though.  Too many inspiring videos exist on the internet for me to be satisfied with my current ability level.
I’ve noticed something interesting.  It seems like the more you write, at least past a certain point, the more you are able to write and the feedback just keeps growing.  At least, I hope that’s the case.  If I can break five-thousand words again today, I will be vindicated – the more thought I get out onto paper, the more thoughts I can have, and the more thoughts I can have the more thoughts I can get onto paper.  Holy cow, I said “thoughts” way too many times.

This has interesting implications for my writing career, however.  A few things I can definitely hammer out – articles of about 500 words seem to be well within my hammer’s reach, for example, especially on interesting topics, but it seems like in order to write for a living, were that to ever happen, I would need to be constantly writing my thoughts down at roughly this pace.  I would really really like a speech to text storage device with a microphone.  That would make life on the go easier.
Oh wait, Google voice.  That would work, it would just be tedious.  Anyway, the point is that I would have to be putting out 500 words of drivel or mind blather as I’m doing now plus whatever headway I can make on my novels.  I need excellent organizational systems in order to keep track of the things I like to do, such as filming and writing.  It would seem I would need to work on this first.  I bet this also applies for programming and business as well.

I would like a secretary, especially a certain secretary, but I fear I would kill him/her.  Electronic systems for the win!

Last night, my guest, who would probably gladly read all of this, or just read it out of spite or a sense of ego, did not show up.  I believe it’s because of the ambiguity of my reply to her verbal offensive, which was launched rather impotently because I was out during the time and away from the computer, and which wouldn’t have affected me anyway, especially at the rate of words per minute I know she was typing at.  I would have merely been blitzkrieged and then probably started laughing.

How volatile that one is.  Terribly amusing.  I fear I’ve lost her to the convolutions of her own mind.  Ah, well.

What’s with people and thinking I have something going on with Insert Name? Alright, I’ll admit, I think I’m trying, subconsciously, to become friends with girls more than guys, but that’s only conjecture.  I think it just happens that way.  Besides, this is not a well documented tendency.
BAH!  What was I saying?  Dammit.  Lost a moment and derailed my train of thought due to Facebook and The Onion, America’s Finest News Source.  I’d like to tell my sister about writing and spewing everything, all your thoughts out, but I think I shall not spam her with the agglomeration of words that is this document.  That would be a little harsh.  Although, I do believe that the page breaks are helpful in reading it.

Hmm.  I should set something up with my TASC family, TASC being Taiwanese American Students Coalition.  Or something like that.  I don’t really give a crap what the last word stands for.  I actually don’t care too much about the organization, which feels like heresy because my roommate, the president, is standing behind me.  Well, regardless, it’s true.  I don’t care for any organizations – I think the people are more important.  Unfortunately, that makes my allegiance little more than tribal affiliations, which makes me a very unattractive hire.  

What organization would I believe in?  Maybe Google, maybe at the beginning.  Perhaps other startups, Meebo included.  But again, I’m not sure this is because I believe in the company, or rather because I want to help out young companies like I would guide or help any other young person.  I think I could only really believe in an open source project, not that that bars me from working in an existing company.  There are several open source initiatives in the works at places like Google or IBM.

The real question is, what will change the world for the better?  What can I do to change the world for the better?  The world.
The world is the company that I can believe in, the nonprofit, and the band of friends.  We’re on a lonely island hurtling through space.  I can’t be rejected – I’m already in it.  Now I only have to figure out where to put myself to do the best kind of good, the good that I can and am willing to do.

This is my story.  I even began this project with that statement.  So I’ll write it, and try to enjoy it a little as well.

This is sad.  I’m at not even eleven-thousand words and I feel like I’m at threshold for the amount of thoughts that I can put onto the page.  I know that it’s not about the quantity of things, but it’s hard not to make a deadline for the seventh year in a row.  Perhaps, perhaps, when I run out of ideas and I clear my head of everything it’s ever thought, my characters will begin to speak through me and tell me their stories.  Or perhaps I’ll just fall over, lifeless, until the next thought happens across me, pokes me on the shoulder and wakes me up.  At that point, I would grab it in a stranglehold and force it onto the white expanse of pixels that I am currently “penning” and fall unconscious once more.

I’m some sort of 主意 boogeyman.
我为什么不写汉字？可是，词汇太少了。我会说很少的东西，所以我怎么做？我只会说关于。。。一只小狗。好久时间前，我姐姐请我帮她跟她的故事。这次的时候，我充当一只小狗，叫“Spike”。我充当充得很好-我连在我口拿袜子。不清洁。我是一个孩子的时候还有现在很奇怪。我现在很饿。我应该吃饭。。。可是我室友做过饭，我不知道怎么破费他。
我有一个“网络朋友”叫mushroom，还有一个网络朋友叫中雪。

狗屎！中文有很多idioms！真的，WTF？中文有以上一万一千二百五十个！普通人怎么学什么都idioms?

That’s just fucked up.  I like 围点打援, though, I’ll try to use that in my daily speaking patterns as much as possible.  It means, “encircle the enemy to attack their reinforcements.”  What the fuck.

Official call for page break.  Cannot think with these characters above me.

BREAK!

Well, considering I could have just hit enter one more time and been on another page, I don’t think that was really necessary.  Still, there it is.

Four.

Five.

Lines.

Lies.

Lyre.

Leaven.

Back in the day before I started to pray

I was taken to a castle where they lost to the gray

Everyone sat around with nothing to say

No expressions, no love, no words of peace

Instead they were ready for battle.

Lyre dodged wide.  The girl, or at least, he thought it was a girl, had tried to shank him, and she was as quick as lightning.

The first jab missed, but as he stepped sideways, she corrected and sank a dagger into his abdomen…or where his abdomen would have been if he hadn’t been holding the royal seal there.  It clanked, and he winced, automatically assessing the goods, as they were, for damage.  Then, worse, it fell out.
She jumped back, assessing, as it hit the floor with a thick metallic clank.  Then her eyes widened and darted back to Lyre.  He rolled the seal onto the top of his foot and tossed it to his hand and ran for the stairs.

Leaf cursed, having let the man even begin to run off with the seal.  She started off after him, loading her hand crossbow as she went.  If he was a member of the royal family, what was he doing here?  Escaping the city?  Either way, he’d fallen into her lap, and she wasn’t about to let him go.
Lyre reached the top of the stairs.  Running with the seal, which was pure gold, was getting tiring.

So, your names are Opposing each other.  Which will win?  We’ll return to this later.  I need to do other things.

We left for the sky, not knowing of any lies, our innocence was fresh from the cradle, spooned from God’s ladle.  Let me know, let me know if you can steal the show because I’m all out of flow and I need a successor, mad lesser than I was in the past, act first, think fast.  

Wow, I’m out of words.  There’s nothing left to say.  Now I can only talk about how I’m out of words.  That’s a really strange thing to talk about despite my having words to describe my lack of words.  This is really frustrating.  You know what else is frustrating?

Fear is frustrating.  Fear of failure and fear of not being able to perform.  The truth is that I should be speaking with my roommate in Chinese all the time.  Fear is paralyzing.

I’m going to make it to 12,500 words and then I’m going to stop and concentrate on something else.  Yesterday, when it was all flow and electric rhythms, it was easier, but today I think the true battle begins.

She sat serenely in the garden, atop a rock that was vaguely bear sized and shaped.  There was nothing to say that it hadn’t been a bear in centuries past that had simply curled up and frozen itself there.  Around it, there was a rock garden, thousands of nearly pristine white pebbles and small stones making swirling patterns, carefully drawn with rakes, erased at the end of the day, and a new pattern drawn before the sun rose.
She did not question the patterns, nor who made the patterns.  They were their own mystery, and she was satisfied with not knowing.  Atop her bear mount, on a rock garden terrace thrust into the sky on the lip of a mountain outcropping, she drew her bow across her instrument.  No sound, at first, came from the instrument.  She seemed to be playing silently, but you could  not help but be moved by the sight of her against the crisp blue sky.  She seemed to be one of the whispering clouds moving across the horizon.

Yet, just by watching her silent show, you might feel the slightest hint of melancholy, a splash of exuberant joy, the echoes of a song that might have been there, if you could just hear it, if you just listened closely enough.

She stopped, listened intently.  She knew that music shared the same trait as all things in life, that it was about timing, and she listened for the right time, or rather a right time, in the rhythms of the world around her.  There were the birds to be considered, the crickets, and the patterns of the rocks.  Each sang its own song, and the chorus was not to be ignored.

Finally, she joined in with a long note, hovering, it seemed, between sadness and the joy of a spring storm.  She held the note for a while, letting the elements taste it.  When she paused next, the world was still.  The insects were silent.  The birds listened intently for a new song to copy.  So, she decided, she would give them a song that would last generations.
 The light of the sky

Burn bright, burn bright

Visits me once

Take flight, take flight

Sky, do not cry

Take rest this night

Once my song ends

Starlight, sleep tight

The lights of your eyes

Burn bright, burn bright

Makes my cheeks blush

Take flight, take flight

Tonight but for you

Take rest tonight

Once my song ends

You’ll leave from my sight
She rested her instruments on her lap, and closed her eyes.  There was time to listen to her critics’ reactions.

There was all the time in the world to wait.
---- Break ----

Dance!  Dance!  Dance!  Where was never enough time to dance, especially when that was all you ever wanted to do.  Dancing was the solution in Jamaica.
Dance to the left.  Dance to the right.  Dance backwards and dance forwards!

---- Inadequacy ---

Inadequacy drives me.  Drives me forward like a slave driver, a whip of failure.  It’s not for me.  Or rather, it is for me.  It will make me repeat and practice until there is nothing left inside me.

Sometimes.  I wish it were that easy to incite dedication in me.  Sometimes I wonder if my only strengths arise from realization of weaknesses.  What strength, then, is that which comes only from looking inward at the holes in one’s being?  Is there not a strength in which you can see the greatness inside of yourself pouring forward and build from there?

What kind of strength do you have?  Which would be more beneficial?

Is there even this kind of strength, or is it all just in your head?  Just live and let live, do what you want and live a fulfilled life.  Don’t even analyze strengths or weaknesses.  You will find your Way.
Dedicate to the sound ringing in your ears, the sights you’ve seen , the dances you’ve felt, not in your legs, your arms, your chest, but in your heart and soul, together, like a prayer and a dedication.  You know what you want, you want to soar like the eagle you once were and you want to dance like the animal you are now, but the journey seems so roughshod and untraveled, you don’t know if you should pave it first or get a map, when the truth is that you have only to walk down the path to find out where it leads.  So be it – whether it ends in a bramble or opens into a magnificent vista, there is only one way to find out.

Fight the fear.  Take the leap.  Remember the canyon every time you hesitate.

Remember the canyon.  Remember the canyon.  Remember the canyon.

Remember the heights you gained, the gainers you’ve thrown, the moves and the courage you had to learn them in the first place.  Remember, you just need to learn how to fall, and to fail, and you’ve done both before, so why not over and over again?  Triple your rate of failure.  Triple your rate of learning.  There is a  direct correlation between the rate at which you experience failure and how fully you are living life, a direct correlation between your discomfort and the amount you’re growing.  Do more.  Do the unusual.  Do everything.  Finish things.  Live more!
Even the pebble in the mountain river is worn down to nothing.  There is no reason to do anything, no reason for hope, if you are that pebble.  It was a conscious choice – believe in Good.  Now live it.  If there is good, there is work to be done.  There is work to be done with yourself and work to be done in the world.  You start now.
I digress.  You have already started by writing this.  It’s a good start – you are well exceeding yourself.  However, there is much more to be done.  You have that list above.  Can you imagine the texture of what you want?  The taste of finally accomplishing what you set out to do?  Like winning a race, or finishing a game, there is a certain satisfaction with the finality, the ending of it all.  Breathe it in.  If you can’t describe it as if it were real, then it will never be real.

I want to dance.  I want to dance all kinds of styles, to be conversant in ballroom, breakdancing, and, yes, the most feared, grinding, even.  I want all physical aspects of my life to be dance.  I want to soar towards the sky, even higher than I do now.  I want to be able to flow over obstacles as freely as water over riverbeds.

I will be able to do what gymnasts do, in a way that will make gymnasts nod their heads appreciatively.  That means doubles – backs and layouts.  I want wall front flips and hand wall flip thingies.  Back double twist would be nice also.  I want to be able to do corkscrews reliably.  I will win renown in the tricking and stunt world.  I will win the competition in April.  I will work or work out with a stunt crew.
I will win competitions in ballroom dancing.  Argentine tango will be my specialty or my secret love.  And when I find the woman for me, we will dance Tango together.

Fuck grinding.

I will have basic toprock, downrock, and style, as well as flares, airflares, and spins – headspins, elbowspins, whatever.

I will freerun as it comes to me, naturally.

I will become an A-rated saber fencer.

I will create video monologues and short films.  I will cover songs to post on youtube, and learn to accompany my voice with a guitar or piano.  I will star in someone else’s films.  I will be an excellent actor.  I will join a stunt crew in Korea and work my way up to a starring role in an actual film.

I will write five cheap science fiction or fantasy books before I’m thirty.  I will write a popular, meaning eminent in its field, blog on a topic near and dear to my heart.  I will also keep a personal blog through which I will meet interesting and interested people from around the globe.

I will learn to play the piano, guitar, erhu, and rock drum set, and write songs.  I will improve my singing voice and learn not to injure my voice.
I will program web apps and some simple GUI tools, like augmented reality applications.

I will build a business to sell these.  I will also be an entrepreneur of self.

I will become fluent in Chinese, Japanese, and Korean and actually use all of them.

I will design my life, then businesses, electronics, software, and human experiences.
I will edit these to make them more realistic.  I will add time frames.  Hell, I’ll probably script out my life as I want it to be played.  All the world is a stage, after all.  Actually, that might work better.  I’ll still probably add timeframes just to keep track of them more easily.  The narrative might be tedious to read over and over again.

I will finish my degree in East Asian Languages and Culture, switching from Engineering and having learned a lot about myself in the process.  As an East Asian Languages and Culture student, I will throw myself into my studies, completing readings and essays well ahead of time as well as being the top student in my language studies classes.  In my spare time, I will learn the Korean spoken language during my college year.  I will begin to learn Japanese after things settle down, post-graduation.
I will also take breakdancing seriously, breaking it down into moves and combinations that I would like to learn and make a checklist of all of them, working down one by one.  To improve my tricking, I will begin working out, developing a comprehensive regimen of mostly full body exercises, including plyometrics.  I will win the tricking competition in April.  I will begin to participate in the local tricking/stunt scene.  I will also begin to participate in hip hop workshops and scenes/fashion shows, but I will emphasize ballroom dancing more, both workshops and attempting to get on the Dancing Illini team.  During breaks, I will return home and take lessons at the ballroom dance clinic.
Throughout the rest of my time in college, one of my progressive goals will be to build an open-source augmented reality game based on the Android platform and possibly Layar.  My first company will be based on this concept, and I will incorporate before next semester ends.

My first real book will be finished on February 11th, 2010.  I will be looking for publishers next semester.  By the time 2011 rolls around, it will be both published and freely available online.

I will videotape and post covers of songs in my spare time and post them on youtube.

After graduation, I expect to spend more time learning Japanese and Korean, and becoming more involved with stunt crews and acting, as well as trying out for acting roles.  I will most likely be in Korea, and I’ll also try to get myself into a Korean pop star university.  In my spare time, I will work on monologues and single-actor films that I can shoot myself, literally day projects that I can shoot and edit in a day and be done.  My other projects will be developing the Gamespace API and writing science fiction or fantasy books and learning to play various instruments.  In Korea, I’d also like to start competing in or training for ballroom dance competitions.  And find the wandering fencer to teach me saber fencing to achieve whatever the equivalent of an A rating is in Korea.  And Brian Choi will teach me guitar, piano, and drums, and I will order an erhu and play it instinctively because it’s in my blood.
I think this is beginning to fade into pure fantasy.

 Let’s make it real and plan out tomorrow a bit.  I need to study the entire Chapter 9 for Chinese, take the online quiz and also get DK to help me with fscanf() in my code, as well as begin to work on MP4.2.  That sounds like a handful, but I’m also going to formal practice, tricking practice, and I’m going to be planning out, in meticulous detail, what we’ll be doing for shooting the horror story.

I actually think that’s enough for one day.  Now goal -1…hit 15,000 words tonight.

Interlude.  It’s kind of rude, dude, to just let these words spew from your mind to the paper, the cyber white sauce that holds all the thoughts you have had for the last couple of days.  I think it’s a pretty great image to hit the end of the stream of consciousness and start walking.  McKenzie, what a genius.  I hope he does well in his history master’s application.  I was a little surprised at his academic career path – I would have sworn it would have been something less germane.  History is pretty boring, but the best teachers I’ve had have been history teachers.
I am thoroughly tired.  There’s a girl and I vex me about her.  I should just tell her that I like her and have liked her for a while and see what happens.  We can always work things out.  I think I heard someone tell her friend that I looked cute, but I could be completely imagining things.  I really hope I’m not.  Actually, I hope I meet that cutie whose foot I stepped on in Canopy Club.  That really hurt my ankle.

Speaking of which, I have to ice that tomorrow.  On with the tub and the ice and the numbness.  Apparently only for 15-20 minutes though, otherwise it could damage the skin.  I suppose it doesn’t really matter because I am going to be using melting sources of cold.  Or are these heat sinks?  Technically, they’re probably heat sinks, which gives me a funny impression in my head.  I have no urge to strap metal chunks to my feet.

So I have this theory.  I used to dance without any sense of self-consciousness.  It was fun – you just do what comes naturally to you, what feels good, as my older sister put it.  Then I began to develop a sense of aesthetics when it came to dance, and I slowly began to turn that sense of aesthetics against myself and become self-conscious.  I have not had fun dancing in a long time, not the primal kind of fun that I used to have.  I can either retreat from dancing, or make sure I look good.

I think I’ll make sure I look good.

Are my thoughts poorly developed or am I just completely brilliant and concise?  I feel as though I could have expounded on that more.  It’s most likely the supporting logical statements and factual backings that I’m missing, as well as anticipating criticism.

Fuck it.  In fact, fuck you.

Uh oh, getting ornery.  That means I need sleep, and I’m most likely going to skip brushing my teeth, much less flossing.  That’s unfortunate.  I think I’m going to sleep on the couch, wake up early, and get to work on that itinerary.  Actually, that means I’m going to sleep on the couch, wake up early, transfer to my bed, and then sleep all day.  Fuck.  Recenter.  Start sleeping at a sane time, dammit!  

I’m going to eat one of those Activia yogurts.  It helps me with the shits.  And if it actually doesn’t, there’s still the placebo effect, which is magnificent.

It’s really difficult to complete a goal if you stare at the finish line all the time while you’re trying to get some work done.  The point is not the word count, it’s the flow that produces the word count, or the work.  

Should I have to try to be funny, or should it just come naturally?  For instance, if I ramp up my sarcasm and irony, something amusing to somebody should eventually come out, hopefully at a higher rate than if I simply sit there looking pretty.

Oh, so I doubt she’ll ever read this, even if I post all of it online, which I will no doubt do, but I managed to piss off a girl probably again, and probably for the last time.  The first time was a string of stupid ass Facebook note replies, followed by an ambiguity in whether or not I would let her stay over.  Of course, nothing she says or does really affected me, or at least to a degree in which I could not simply shrug it off, so to me it just looked like she threw a tantrum and then stormed off.  The following incident, I was asking her about her NaNoWriMo project and she suddenly began cursing at her.  Somewhat annoyed, I played her own game and swore right back at her.  It was actually quite absurd.  I was inserting the word “fuck” into sentences that were otherwise fine without it.  I almost laughed and mentioned it, but she took offense too quickly and signed off.

I still don’t understand her too well.  Actually, fuck that shit, I don’t understand her and I don’t have much of an urge to understand her.  By the time she had responded with her Tourettes syndrome, I had lost interest in playing the game.  Actually, I’ve lost interest in being randomly attacked.  That’s probably the main thing.
A damn shame.  She was entertaining for so long, too.  She makes me think I definitely need a girl with a personality.  Intelligence and personality are really attractive in a woman, but I could do with less insanity.

Smart, beautiful, sane, pick two, as they say.

I will bashfully admit that I cleaned my room for her to stay in, were she to choose to stay in my bed this time.  I was very proud of my newly clean room, and with no one to show it off to, I am slightly disappointed.  Maybe there will be other opportunities in the future.

I believe I have almost completely written off my chances of becoming a player.  By that, I mean I am probably not going to get laid until I’m 30 and married, and marriage is apparently devoid of sex.  I should add “getting laid” to the list of things I need to master or achieve.  I think every week would be nice, though I’m not entirely cool with the prospect of laundering more bedsheets, getting more condoms, or developing the social skills to get laid on a regular basis.  It’s just so much effort.  That, and my roommates would be giving me weird looks all the time, or talking about me.  Not sure what having that kind of reputation would mean to me.

I guess on one hand, that reputation would probably earn me distrust, at least from Asian girls.  On the other hand, it might add mystique.  On the third hand, I probably wouldn’t actually give a fuck, so why bother caring about it in the first place?

Okay.  Time to pass out.
---- Dash ----

As if you weren’t bored enough already, today I will be attempting to catch up to the magical halfway point, at 25,000 words.  I am about ten thousand words behind, meaning that if I type for two hours straight at my maximum typing speed, I might be able to make it.  But we know all this is fluid and changing – it’s more likely that I will type for an hour, forget what I was doing, and then walk around outside, except that I can’t because of my bum ankle.

Spinning to the left, I raised my knee and prepared to leap, but something messed me up – what move was I doing, exactly, and when and how was I going to land it?  I wasn’t sure.  Something was wrong.  Wires were crossed.  I landed on the wrong foot, on the wrong part of the foot and came down hard, twisting my ankle in a direction that it normally would never go.  I was sure this was going to hurt, and it did – I heard the crackling noise reverberate through my body and hoped that there was no permanent damage.

I hope to return to tricking soon, but I don’t know exactly how to take care of this.  Should I ice it again?  There is bruising, which is a strange thing to see on a joint.  The ankle is weak and should not be used – I made a mistake last night when I suggested that I could move around without my crutches.  The truth is that I should be in a wheelchair or something similar until I can walk unaided without injuring myself further.  I wish I could just stay in bed and have people bring me food and drinks.  That would be the life.

Apparently, though, no one really cares about me.  I’m going to wallow in self pity for a bit; this is going to be pathetic.

I hobbled into line as best I could on two crutches and waited.  Apparently, the show did not start at 9pm – I was early.  Doors didn’t even open at nine pm, because there was a long line forming.  I waited.  They made us all move.  Still, I waited.  My friends would be here and I didn’t want to be late.

I’m never going back to Canopy.

That’s probably a lie, but still.  I don’t think I’ve had fun in clubs or at a dance scene in a long, long time.  There’s no point.  There’s really not very many places for a tricker to go to be himself.  If you can somewhat dance, you’re a breakdancer, but I have very little inclination to try that – it’s ridiculous, thinking about watching myself.  A combination of modern and hip hop dance forming the preamble for aerial power moves that no one else can do?  I don’t know.  The breakdancer power moves in the standard canon of bboy moves are more compelling as dance moves – aerial moves take at most two beats.
I waited in line and got a text message asking me to reserve a spot in the front of the stage for another one of my friends.  I agreed.  I did feel a bit used.  Wasn’t I supposed to be getting the red carpet treatment?  Wasn’t I the gimp here?

Shut up and get used to it, says a voice inside my head.  You shouldn’t expect anything more than you normally get.  And don’t get used to being babied or coddled either.

Still, I didn’t mention anything at the time.  I merely agreed and then headed into the complex when they opened long past 9pm, might I add.  I hobbled in and was put into yet another holding pen, because the dance floor was not open – they were doing sound checks.

I must be pretty boring.  I can’t tell what you want from me!  But then again, there’s really no one who will read this.  Ah well.

So I leaned on my crutches for another ten or fifteen minutes and wondered what the holdup was.  I was also worried about racing a bunch of able bodied people to the front of the stage .  Either way, I could beat the crap out of them with my crutches if need be.  There was no need to rush, but I felt used and anxious about not making it to the particular spot.

My friends were supposedly coming soon.  I didn’t know when to expect them, but I could have sorely used some company.  I was tired, probably from a combination of not getting much sleep and from crutching myself to the dance hall, or rather, the club.  I just wanted someone to sit with.

They finally let us in and I hobbled to the front.  There was the traditionally loud music, though not terribly loud this time, and an unusual amount of people who looked like they could actually dance.  That was heartening.  Later that night I would find out that I don’t really care that much if they can actually dance.

Anyway, I hobbled into the center of the floor.  It must have been an awkward sight, a man in crutches in the middle of the floor of fully able-bodied people.  There was an annoying girl, who happened to be ugly as all get-out as well, who insisted on taking a picture with me and my crutches, and wouldn’t tell me why.  I should have said no.  And then beaten the shit out of them.  Angry Brian is Angry.

So there I am on the dance floor in crutches, calling my friend to ask where, exactly, I am supposed to stand with my crutches.  So naturally, she tells me exactly what I don’t want to hear, to stand right in the very front with everyone’s gaze on me, possibly sitting on the stage itself, which is what I ended up doing for the sake of my legs.   I have to ask a girl to move so I can sit there, too, because the friend I am holding a spot for needs to help with one of the performances.  

I sit there glumly, and weakly.  There is no energy in me.
Finally, they show up.  For a bit.  And then they proceed to abandon me.  Which is a strong word, because if I were completely able bodied and not feeling this sorry for myself, I wouldn’t complain, I would have just sat there.  As it was, I sat there and silently complained.

I sat and waited and waited and waited.  There, more people!  But alas, they, too, would abandon me.

I sat and waited some more.  Then I texted my friend and waited again.  The lights began to flicker and dim in preparation for the show.  She came back and let me take a seat…but no one would be accompanying me.  They were all standing in the front of the stage, a burden that I was not about to put on my ankle at the time.

So I hobbled up the stairs to where I normally sit.  There were not that many people up here at the time.  I was guessing most of them were on the dance floor.  After all, there was nothing to watch yet.  I brought my crutches close to me and then closed my eyes, not so much absorbing the music as walling it out.

Someone touched my shoulder and asked me if there was anyone sitting next to me.  This was embarrassing.  This was a friend who knew me and had just not recognized me.  He was with some girl.  We got around to it, and then figured out a seating arrangement with the audio visual guys who had set up shop on the ledge by me.  At least I was sitting by someone now, instead of by myself.

On the other hand, in the mood I was in, I didn’t introduce myself to the girl my friend had brought for a good ten minutes.  I just sat quietly next to her, even as my friend left the two of us.  It was somewhat awkward.  She actually came away with the impression that I was a complete stranger and didn’t know Steve.

I realized this and changed my mood a bit.  I introduced myself and waited for the show.
The first half of the show was forgettable.  Actually, by now, I’ve forgotten mostly all of the show, except for Mexico.  There was a Dance 2XS team from Mexico that came here and performed a tribute dance to Michael Jackson.  The introduction video showed Michael Jackson tiring himself out practicing his dances.  Then a small Latino looking boy comes out and hugs him.  Alright, I’ll admit, I didn’t get that.  But the choreography was excellent, and very moving.  The message of the piece seemed to be “thank you” and “goodbye,” which was touching.

Right, then the show ended, as far as I’m concerned.  There were some very good dancers there, but it didn’t really matter to me.  When the show ended, they opened the dance floor for us commoners.  I waited.  I was considering leaving because I was afraid I was going to hurt myself attempting a move that I couldn’t do on a bum ankle.  I probably should have left – watching other people dance without having the ability to do so myself was depressing.  It was depressing all night long.

Oh, I forgot a group of my friends, including my good friend Tom, popped in halfway during the first half of the show.  I felt a lot better when they arrived, though there were some weird couplings happening – Tom with a white chick and my TASC “daughter” with a breakdancer named Scott.  I didn’t know about either of those.  It was kind of strange to suddenly witness.  But it’s good that they are in like with each other.  Except for my TASC daughter.  Personally, I wouldn’t want a daughter of mine to date that guy.

Right, anyway.  I eventually ditched my crutches and made my slow way around the dance floor looking for people I knew.  I was unsuccessful for a while, and then finally found the breakdancers’ circle that traditionally crops up at Canopy.
This was hugely depressing.  I couldn’t move for the life of me, and when I did, I realized that I must not look very good.  I was applying my dance aesthetics to myself and coming up short.

Dancing is actually quite complex.  On one hand, there’s the internalities of feeling the rhythm, of feeling good while you do something.  On the other hand, there’s the externalities of looking good.  Doing both creates a loop of some sort which I am not able to describe at the moment.

Ah.  Yes, at a certain point, what you do by yourself, what feels good, reaches a point where it doesn’t look as good as it feels.  And then, if you’re completely blinded to the eyes of others, you can keep doing that, but for most, appeasing the watching masses with new or improved moves means extending beyond what feels good at the time.
Again, I’m at the theory that discomfort means growth.

Anyway, the breakdancing was somewhat lackluster and I felt the urge to spice it up with some flips the whole night.  But instead, I just sat on the sidelines.  I did manage to injure myself a bit stepping on somebody.

Finally, I decided to leave and make my long, lonely, crutch-assisted walk back to the apartment, which was empty when I got there.  I wasn’t sure exactly what to do.  I still managed to be sweaty from not doing anything at the club, which had all the downsides of being depressed, not dancing, and somehow messing up my clothes.  I dislike doing laundry.

Somehow I typed a lot of crap last night.  And again today.  Which makes me think there’s some overlap here, but I’m not about to go back and check, so I’m all good.

I have a sore throat, probably a result of staying up late, singing loudly, screaming, and treating my health poorly.  I could be wrong.  As a cure, I drank about three cups of a Chinese medicinal tea.  Either the placebo affect is curing my throat, or it actually works.  It’s probably also just getting a good amount of hot liquids into my system.

Wow, in bitch mode, I can type a lot of shit.

Wow, I can bitch about being in bitch mode.  I must be a huge bitch.

Wow, still in bitch mode.  How can I write 17,000 words of utter shit?  I am almost terrified at the prospect of anyone reading all this bellyaching and bitching, not to mention motivational crap and goals.  Thankfully, though, writing is at least therapeutic for me.

I wonder if I have this many thoughts when I’m not writing.  I bet I do, I just don’t have a record of it.  I wonder if having a record of it is good or just a waste of time.

Well, break time.  I should keep my little pad for writing down writing ideas, or pointers to things that I want to think or talk about.

Or maybe I should plan out what I need to write.  Hmm.  That almost never works.

---- Sight ----

Seeing as how my original plan was to catch up to the current mark at 25,000 words, it looks like it’s going to be a rough day.  At least I’ve done my Chinese homework, though I doubt I’ll be going to class tomorrow.  There has to be a better way to learn Chinese…perhaps through actually using it with people we know and like.

Let me explain.  A normal day of Chinese class, or any language class at the University of Illinois Urbana Champaign, for that matter, involves coming to class every day, sitting down and being randomly bombarded by questions that involve you for a minute at the most.  The rest of the time is spent either following someone else’s halting pronunciations or haltingly pronouncing something yourself, then translating said words.  Again, very little actual involvement of the student.  If you know the material better than your classmates, you just sit there.  There is no challenge, no attempt to learn anything outside of the material.  There is the slightest hope that you will continue studies yourself outside of class, but the rest is just learning vocabulary.

How it could be is a continually involved learning experience, where students are trying their hand at forming sentences, using grammar they’re not sure of and being corrected, so that they know and are comfortable with the things that they want to say and the phrases that they want to learn.

Here’s a day at my dream language class.

I walk in.  I am there with a few other students, good friends of mine, and a teacher.  We shoot the breeze in our nonnative tongue for a bit, joke around, ask about each others’ days.  If there’s anything we said that we don’t understand, we ask and either our peers or our teacher responds and teaches us – there is no forced synchronicity, at least in later levels, to what we learn how to say.  We’re expected to learn what we want to say and say it, and we’re also expected to find ways to understand our classmates, by asking or looking it up.

After about five minutes, the teacher calls everyone’s attention and introduces the topic of discussion, which he or she has informed us of previously in case we were proactive and sought to find our own vocabulary to say the thoughts we have on the topic.  If not, again, we have the ability to explain to each other in English or in our secondary tongue instead of being forced to nod at words we don’t understand.  We are encouraged to attempt to form sentences with grammar we don’t necessarily know.  All will be explained in English after, as the teacher takes notes on the ideas that we’re trying to express and gives us the choice of how to say it.  Everyone gets practice using the new grammatical structure, with creative license.
 Everyone gets two pen pals, native speakers, and is supposed to keep up communications with them by writing letters and handing them into the teacher.  You need two because of the call and response style system of old fashioned snail mail – this way, you’re constantly writing.
Actually, maybe only one pen pal is necessary.

The teacher knows our personal goals for taking the language and works with us to make those goals come true.

So, that sounds pretty cool.  Wait a second, why don’t I just make a Dream Language University?

Mark it up.  Dream Language University, DLU.

---- Dive ----
Dive, slip into the waters without a splash and see the rainbow from the bottom of the pool.  The lighting is the frightening part, with a beauty you can’t match.  I know you see the flows of water, but I can’t stand to act, I can’t see them clearly, just like mud to these old eyes of mine.

The pool is deep, the water is blue, the sun shines through and the wind is foiled.  I sit serenely at the bottom, waiting for some sign, some inspiration, some intelligence that says to move.  Alas, down here, there is no intelligence, and that includes me.  I simply wait in the silence and wait.  Perhaps, I say to myself, perhaps I will die here, all alone.  It wouldn’t be sad.  It would just be a possibility.  There is less of a chance that I go shooting through the surface of the water like a porpoise to strike you on the nose.

She’s right there.  She’s right there.  Don’t be a creep, don’t watch her, don’t even write about her.  Don’t decide that you like her, don’t be open to loving her.  You’re waiting for someone.  Who?  Sartre’s nausea stares back at you.  You simply don’t know.  But sometimes the present answers are not the best answers.

Were it simply that I was lonely.  Instead, there are a whole mess of factors going into the decision, the wanting to like someone, the wanting to act.  No, there has to be complications.  With me, there are always complications.  Everything is more complicated than it should possibly be.
Ego.  I want to sleep around.  I know if I get into a serious relationship, I won’t.  Why do I want to sleep around?  Really really?  It’s a numbers game.  I know that people wish they had just stuck with one girl, but I don’t know that for myself.  I’m pretty sure that’s the best answer as well.  But it’s just like looking down the slope of a double black diamond and thinking, “this is a really bad idea,” just before I set off.  

Some of my worst mistakes, I’ve made looking at them straight in the face. I can’t recall any of them, right now, which means either that they were really, really bad, or that they weren’t hardly as bad as I thought they were going to be at the time.
I think it might be that I’m boring.  I don’t know why, but I’m convinced that I’m boring almost 75% of the time.  It’s something she says, too.  I hope it’s not infectious.  I don’t want to be boring.  However, if I think I’m boring, perhaps I will seek to improve myself beyond my current level of boring into a brand new level of boring that I wasn’t before.

Wow, new levels of boring.  I don’t think I’ve ever appalled myself quite like that before.  I can’t tell if “new levels of boring” means more boring or less boring.  How am I having an internal conversation with myself on the topic of boringness?  I feel my wit drying up and dying just saying the word over and over again.

Aw, she just made an “mmm” noise in her sleep.

I’m a sucker for girls with pony tails.  I don’t know why, compared to when I see a girl without ponytails, I think they’re so much more attractive.  I’m trying to think of a Freudian reason for this, or a childhood obsession, but I’m coming up blank.  There’s really no reason for me to prefer ponytails over anything else.  The truth is, though, that there are certain cuts that do look good at certain lengths and it’s really just a matter of personality.  That’s why what’s-her-name from that Korean pop band what’s-it-called is so attractive, even though she doesn’t look “hot,” per se.  She looks like she has a TON of attitude and personality.

Yeah, that’s crazy attractive.

What else do I find crazy attractive?  Intelligence and competency.  Being competent in something is really cool.  Hmm.  Multiple languages.  OH MAN, MUSICAL TALENT.  That extends basically to everyone, though, not just females.  I will follow musical people around as long as they’re playing my kind of music.  If there was a girl who played the right kinds of music, hit the right kinds of notes, and would let me just follow her around, I might just fall in love.  I don’t think I would have a choice.
That would be a pretty cool way to fall in love, I think.  But then I would have to do something about it, and I’m pretty bad at that.  The second step would be the hardest.  The first step is just being guided – the second is of my own volition.

The dynamo of volition, that is.

She’s asleep.   She’s been asleep for a while.  I don’t know if I should wake her up or not.  On one hand, I don’t like waking people up.  I prefer to let them sleep.  They look really peaceful and they’re generally happier when they’ve slept.  On the other hand, if she has something to do, then she might be a lot angrier when she wakes up.

If she stays asleep until the morning, it would probably be better for her.  On the other hand, I would not be awake and she would leave possibly very angry.

I suppose it’s not good for me to impose my thoughts of “good” or “bad” on another person, so I should wake her up and give her the choice.  Even though I think it’s better for her to sleep when she did and better that she sleep the whole night instead of being interrupted after only a few hours.

Her slight snoring is comforting.  It’s also putting my brain to sleep.

Did I tell you I want to cuddle with her?  Damn, I just want to go to sleep snuggled close to her.  Idiot.  You’re going to post this shit online, because you’re an idiot, and then you’re going to open yourself up to possibly having her read this.  Then again, out of 50 pages, who would pick this passage?
She was my dance partner during a time of darkness, and somehow, I felt comfortable enough to put my head on her shoulder during a break.  This single act, while seemingly insignificant, is pretty huge for me.  Generally, I regard the need to touch people as a weakness.  As a sign of strength and solidarity, I tend to keep myself aloof from the vulgarities of human contact.  Naturally, I know that isn’t true, but I have a pretty high barrier to touch…touch with Trust.

She picked me.  We were picking dance partners, and I was the only one around her size who she wanted to dance with.  Yes, she’s like that.  She rejected another one of my friends for me – he’s a pretty tall guy, she’s pretty short.  I was basically indifferent.  I thought she was cute – I’d thought she was cute since I’d met her at my first foray to the university at a glowsticking rave party, but she started going out with another one of my friends shortly thereafter.  I thought that was her situation during dance practices, so I simply walled off any interest.  Besides, I was dealing with my own issues, issues which I will not catalogue today.  Perhaps some other day.  A brighter morning, when I can air my dirty laundry and be satisfied with the result, and watch the dust float away.  God knows I need to do that sometime.

Anyway, I like to tell myself that we were pretty in sync during dance practice.

Okay, 1:30, time to wake her up and give her the choice.

---- Some Time Passes ----

It’s 2:07 now.  I’ve just returned from dropping the girl off at her apartment, with her bags and bags of groceries.  She said she would have punched me if I had let her sleep.  I imagined a scenario in which she came into my room at an obscenely early hour in the morning and punched me in the face while I was sleeping.  Unpleasant at best.  Hilarious either way.

Anyway.  We were fairly synchronized during dance practices.  Towards the end of the semester, I was simply using the sessions as a chance to escape from my own personal pain.  I also found out, somehow, that she was no longer going out with my friend, and furthermore that the breakup was not clean.

One of my other friends in the scene said we looked cute together.

But before all that happened, something changed and let me lean my head against her shoulder in a moment, and since that point I developed a puppy dog like crush.  In fact, during dance practices, I was essentially a mute, happy puppy dog.  I would just follow directions, follow the girl, and dance, and I was perfectly content.  In fact, I was happy.  Things were simple.  And I got to dance with a really cute girl.
I began to get giddy at the thought of her.  I’m pretty sure I was much farther gone than I am now.  Now it’s just…different.  If that was the honeymoon phase of “I am in like with her,” this is the steady phase.  It’s sad how we’re not even in a relationship and there’s a steady phase.  Well, it’s either sad or it’s liberating.  Depending on how you look at it.

I started realizing that I had a crush on her, but also realized a few things.  I was not ready for another relationship, especially after the last had capsized so recently and was in the process of imploding.  She was probably not ready for another relationship, for similar reasons.  I had developed trust issues and various complexes from the wreckage of my last relationship.  I figured the best thing would be…just to become friends.  Maybe good friends.  Who knows, really?  But I was willing to make an effort to go that far, and no further.

I’m pretty sure she caught on that I was totally, completely infatuated with her.  Unfortunately, or, well, it felt really good, but anyway, we started getting cuddly in public and I started to hold her like I loved her.  Which, despite my intellectual wishes, I was becoming totally open to.  I spent my days alternating between soul crushing anguish over my ex and complete wide-eyed adoration for this new girl.

That’s how I knew I needed to not be worrying about a girl in my life.

Despite this, I was completely lost for her.

Anyway, things move forward.  I forget which happens first, the big dance, or the snap back to reality.  I’m going to assume it’s the big dance.  So we’re finally performing in the show, when I ask her if I can talk to her after the show.  I don’t really know what I want to say, but I want to say something.  It is the climax of our reason for being together, and it seems appropriate.  But I botch the timing.  Instead of being able to lay out all the things I’ve been feeling and ask her how she feels or explain that I don’t want a relationship but I really really like her and want to get to know her, instead of all that, all I can ask as she rushes away to the next scene is, “will you dance with me?  After the show?” to which she says a quick, awkward, “sure,” and then traipses away.

That destroyed my night.
The rest of the night was generally uneventful.

Reality called when I found myself walking back to my dorm with her and one of her girlfriends.  They were talking and I was politely ignoring their girltalk when said girlfriend loudly, and I suspect the volume was on purpose, said something to the effect of, “well if you don’t want to date him, then don’t talk to him or tell him.”

SNAP.

I knew the girl was popular with guys, and I also knew she was playing mindgames with them.  Realizing that her girlfriend’s statement could have been applied to myself or any of the girl’s boy toys made me change my behavior immediately.  I started walking faster and paced myself ahead of them.  I had completely forgotten.  She was female and therefore not to be trusted.  No one was going to be able to hurt me like I’d been hurt again, and no one, meaning no one, was good enough for me.  They noticed I was walking faster and asked me why.  I told them they were slow.

Anyway, my feelings since then have been in a sort of grey zone.  Some part of me is the puppy dog.  I’ll just follow her around and make puppy dog eyes at her and hope she pets me.  The other part of me says, “look.  She’s not even good enough for you.  She’s liked by so many guys it’s disgusting, and probably means she’s stringing them along, which means she’s not to be trusted.  Furthermore, I can see her tactics and how she wraps guys around her fingers.  Women suck.”  Despite which, I could tell I was wrapped around her finger too, I was just actively trying to resist it.
Things kept going.  We did keep dancing, not necessarily together, but in the same shows.  We practiced together.  I suppose that’s dancing together.  We kept talking to each other.

Summer came.  For some reason, I expected us to stop talking when we left school.  With the miracle of the internet, that didn’t happen.  Actually, for about a month, she lived with a friend up in the western suburbs of the major city I live near.  I secretly hoped that it was to be closer to me, but she was staying with her ex boyfriend, and I would find out later that her Chicago experience was not the best, because she had been back together with him for the time being.
I have the vaguest feeling this is getting sordid.

Basically, we kept talking.  Sometime during the summer, she confided a bit in me, and I told her a little bit about the special hell that had been last semester.  I felt like we were in somewhat similar positions, and she said I was the only one who she felt would understand her.

I’ve actually been told that before.  I thought I was pretty similar to another, once.  It’s not lies, it’s just that matters of the heart are made from the same mold, methinks.  A heart shaped one.
Anyway, time just freaking passed.  And kept passing.  And I don’t know what to do, or if there’s anything to be done.  I already told her part of the story.  I told her that she was a blessing in a time of darkness, and I’m indebted to her.  I didn’t tell her that I liked or even still have a bit of a crush on her.

What’s the right thing to do?  Should I tell her?  I don’t even see the point, because I don’t want to get into a relationship.  Should I just keep it in and let everything just fade away?  That would seem like a damned shame.  Also, I have learned not to separate my physical urges from my emotional ones, I think.  They are separate, but they are also connected somehow.  I know the wanting to cuddle with her intensely is a sign of emotional openness.  I’d be okay if a deeper relationship just “happened,” but if it was a matter of choosing my partner, I don’t think I would chase her.  Or perhaps that is what I’m debating?  Should I chase her?
Already, a portion of my mind is saying, “get ready for more unimaginable pain.”

I think I need to figure out what I want, to wear that on my sleeve, and to be truthful.  Withholding stories of people from the people who feature prominently in them is almost painful to me.

What do I want?  Right now, at a most basic, surface level, I want someone to cuddle with.  Or rather, I want to cuddle with her.  I don’t know anything past that.

Wanna cuddle, wanna cuddle!  I could bounce up and down in my chair to convince you that I’m being childish if you want me to.  It’s really a simple urge.

You’re an idiot.  And here I go talking to myself again.

Your child side doesn’t care what you tell yourself.

I suppose that’s true.  But I care.

This is silly.

Anyway, that’s where I currently stand.  I don’t really know anything about her side, so I can’t say for sure what she thinks.  I always think I should find out, but I never have the guts to ask.  All these times and events and circumstances are just too ordinary.

Let it flow, let it flow.

---- Even ----

Everything is a matter of flow.  Finding the right time or the right space to do something.  For instance, my urge a few minutes ago was to listen to Stay, by Ne-Yo.  I also feel the need to choreograph something to the song, though I feel as though the inspiration may have passed.  Again, I missed my time slot and now I’m not sure if I’ll be able to duplicate the creativity I may have felt in that one instance of time.

For a while, I defied my flow by going into engineering.  However, I will return.  It turns out I only need 6 hours of non-language classes to graduate with an EALC degree, which is pretty ridiculous.  I could be on part time for the rest of my tenure here at the university.  Well, I probably shouldn’t say “tenure,” as it carries particular connotations when in the context of university.

As you know, I wrote a song while I was in the flow.  Now I just have to work around minor things such as writer’s block, which should not even be possible for topic matters such as these.  By topic matters such as these, I mean stream of consciousness.
Definitely not flowing smoothly here.  There was a five second pause between words.  In a rap battle, I would have been dead.  Hell, in a talking battle, I would have been dead.  That’s one thing I definitely need to learn how to do better – rap and talk, or speak rather.  I guess the fact is that my oral skills, even in English are not that good.  Why should I expect my oral skills in other languages, notably Chinese, be any better than my English skills?  That said, I’m not borderline retarded in English.

Retardation.  That’s one word I’m supposed to either avoid or understand that it’s derogatory and blah blah blah.  When I’m respectable, I’ll care about these things, because they’ll have more of an impact.  Although, there’s something to be said for someone who is respectable before they are respected.  I just really don’t care, though that’s another aspect of my personality that I tell myself, every once in a while, to change.  The fact of the matter is that I’m too lazy to change these parts of myself.  I don’t know when, or if, I will ever change it.  I expect stuff like this to gradually fade away.  Then again, it would be embarrassingly juvenile to suddenly spout this crap in my old age.  Everyone would be like, “Gramps, whut?”

Artistic endeavors, of which this “book” doesn’t count, are really quite fun and make time go faster.  They also get a lot of comments from the general populace, who can appreciate, say, a paper lantern as opposed to an elegant piece of code.  That said, I will count coding as an internal art, like qigong.

This book doesn’t count because it’s just the convolutions my mind takes when you sit it down in front of a blank piece of paper and demand a quota of words every day.  Or even worse, when you demand that it catch up to a quota of words that has been accumulating for days.  So unless you like the contours of my innermost mind a lot more than I do, then this is not art.  This is blather.  I can’t imagine anyone actually reading this, though I highly doubt anyone could possibly imagine the contents of it.
This is not even crazy in the slightest.  The closest I get is mind/word/image games that don’t really accomplish anything, and don’t necessarily mean anything.  They’re like Red Hot Chili Peppers lyrics…essentially a Rorschach for your lyrical liking.

Did you see how I did that?  I didn’t know the words to encompass something that you can read to yourself or hear spoken, or read out loud, so I made a pretty nothing at the end of the sentence that sort of conveyed what I wanted it to convey.  “Lyrical liking,” indeed.  What a bunch of bullcrap.

Sudden tiredness strikes.

I think I’m definitely going to go to Korea when I graduate to teach English and explore musicality and art.  On the side, I’d love to take a trip to Japan to try out for Ninja Warrior, which means that I would need to train my upper body for climbing and my grip strength.  It would be supremely embarrassing to not make it past the first stage.

Really not flowing right now.  Will try something else in a few minutes.  Nap time?  This calls for a page break.

Fly straight, fly true, said the mule to the blue blue sky as the metal tin can fly high into the sky.  I know you’re asking why, but the question’s pretty pointless if I do not know the answer.  Who is to say whether it was or wasn’t an ass?  Who’s to say whether it was or wasn’t  blue?  The sky?  To who?
Definition to the last increment of knowledge, every bit of power we can muster, lackluster in the face of Colin Powell with a nuke in one hand and a sub in the other.  Hey there Delilah, what’s your favorite kind of city, because I’ll build you all new castles, spires spiraling higher.  Find the fire, find the fire and spread it around.   Duck behind the leftmost wall to dodge the running soldiers.  There’s a wolf on the horizon and it’s hungry for your head.

Like most unheard, short words, we must toil in the darkness, never exposing our bodies to the sights or sounds of others.  It’s a special day when that card comes into play, like a firework driven exclamation.  On the left there is a wizard, whilst on the right waits Captain Kirk.

Do something Awesome, Do something Awesome!

Fly to the sky, ignoring my ankle, flight to the height of civilizations past, did it ever cost you anything to ask a question of a stranger?  And did you ever wonder what they’d say if you had a wonder?  Too many variables, but one constant – Do something Awesome!  Do something Awesome!

Awesome is not held in place by silly lines or social expectations.  Awesome borders on the insane, meanders along that line.  Simply substitute common sense for inspiration and you have the right mix for Awesome.

What would be Awesome to do?  Quiz random people on the quad?  What would sai jie think was awesome?  It’s her birthday!  Dude!  Brianstorming time.  Yes, you heard me correctly, Brianstorming.

Ask people on the quad whether

---- Then We Lost It ----

I completely forgot what I was writing about.  That’s okay.  OH!  I couldn’t have asked people on the quad anything anyway, the Graduate Employee Organization was on strike.

Instead, let me tell you about this test of willpower that I’ve been destroying my cognitive abilities with lately.  Here’s the idea – I love candy corn.  I used to eat them until I felt sick and then kept eating them anyway.  So what I did was put three candy corn “kernels” on the table in front of me.  Just to see what would happen, and if I could resist from eating them.  There was a similar study done on kids to see what kind of kid could prevent themselves from eating candy.

Anyway, what ended up happening for me was that I ignored them for a whole day.  Then, shortly past twelve, on the next day, I ate them.  I was just fed up.  It was totally mentally debilitating, having something so tempting so close.  The thing is, it wasn’t the only thing I could think of, but whenever my attention meandered for the slightest bit, I would look at them, think about eating them, or worse, grab them instinctively, and then tell myself, “no!” and become frustrated.  This loop, even when I got used to it, still had a negative impact on basically everything I attempted to do.  It was three or four extra steps in between the things I wanted to get done, or to do, whereas in regular downtime, I would be resting or finding something amusing to do.

At least, so I hope.  There’s a great deal of things I want to type, a great number of words, anyway.  I neglected to write anything recently, and so must make up the difference here.  Let’s see, let’s see…my life is pretty boring, or at least I keep telling myself.  I recently sold three monitors on eBay, two at slightly above what I paid for them, and one just about exactly on the dot.
eBay also tried to overcharge me the final value fee for the monitors.  How dare they.  They should have paid me to list the items on their shitty website.  Art!  It was art!  For the first, I simply told the truth.  Well, I might have embellished a bit.  I claimed that I put myself into debt in order to run a flight simulator on my roommate’s computer.  However, he was a biter and ended up being my biggest rival for simulated flight school and stopped letting me use his computer.  In retaliation, I took my three monitors away from him, but alas, with no more hopes of being a pilot, I had to sell my monitors for ramen to make it through college.

The others I claimed were from the future and forged by dwarves.  I would paste the listings here, but I feel as though that would be cheating.  That wasn’t writing for the sake of writing.

I think I will attempt craigslist first and then go to eBay for selling stuff.  If I have to “turbo list” everything, and it’s not immediately apparent, it’s not worth it.
Anyway, I had a dream where I was in an interview and my dick was hanging out the whole time.  Rather embarrassing.  But I was pretty well hung in my dream, unlike in reality.  I think I’m belowish or just barely average in that department.  In my dream, when I finally noticed my dong was hanging out, it was doing so around my knees.  Damn.  I mean, damn.

What a weird dream.  Reminds me of the time I fell asleep on the floor in one of my female friend’s rooms in the dormitories.  I started having a rather sexual dream and jacked off in my semiconscious state.  Just as I finished in my pants, I realized the lights were on and I didn’t know if said friend had seen me.

Holy shit.  This was possibly the most embarrassing moment in my life.  Holy shit.  Yes.  It was.  I’m leaving out specifics, which is something I almost never do because it was terribly embarrassing.  I apologized profusely in a vague way the next day and never slept over accidentally again.  She gave me a weird look, so perhaps she hadn’t seen it.  Christ.  I hope she didn’t see it.

I swear, my horniness gets me in trouble sometimes.  I’m pretty damn sure I’ve done stuff like this before.

Oh, how about getting caught having sex by your girlfriend’s parents?  Yeah.  That was pretty bad.

Don’t know how many words I can dedicate to this.  It would be sad if I didn’t even make it to today’s quota.
This, this definitely needs a new page.

I think the first time I saw her was in the parking lot of our high school, with my (then) friend, who was her boyfriend at the time.  I thought she was cute, but then I knew she was going out with my friend, so I kept my eyes averted most of the time.

This accomplishes a few things, in my mind at least.  One, your friend doesn’t know that you think his girlfriend is really cute.  Two, the girlfriend thinks you are primarily interested in talking to her boyfriend, which makes you a Good Friend and also increases interest in you.  This is just hedging bets.  Furthermore, it’s the Right thing to do, because you’re not supposed to be looking at your friend’s girlfriend, and he wouldn’t want you to either.

Silver pillars break solid beige, emerging less like trees and more like lamp posts from the fake arboreal flesh tones of whatever it was that surrounded me.  I heard an electric buzz all over the premises…whether or not they were actually buzzing, the lights had that effect on me.  All fluorescent.
The chairs were so artfully chosen, or perhaps even specially designed.  The composition of the entire building was flawless.  And lifeless.

From the pure quicksilver lamps carefully arrayed about the parking lot to the geometrically perfect angles of the outer walls, the building was purely synthetic, with not a spark of life.  Where a tree’s leaves give shade in the summer, bend and sway in the wind, this heartless edifice would carve a line across the surface of the floor with its shadow.
And yet, and yet, it was full of life.  There were thousands, if not hundreds of thousands of people within its confines.  The solar panels laying across the top of the building supplied electricity to the life support systems that 
them haters wanna race

gotta take me at my face

value minivan to the rescue

with a hi hat hip hop bless you

pick em up pack em down

spin em round like the sound 

of the popo patrol in the alamo

tight beats high heats

as you walk the line

what you wearing

make the creeps

think you oh so fine

I'm chill for real

rolling benjamins

got an eye for you

and I'm a gentleman

nothing to fear

just move real near

and I'll treat you fine

like a sparkling wine

these rhymes are bogus

like how styles is roman

now my eyes are roaming

on foot patrol hey ho

my story is true

I'll tell it for you

there's little to do

with american blues
Now at the things that I do, I don’t try too hard, or I’d be blue in the face and gasping even harder.   I told you there was truth to my words, but there are also lies.  There’s too much to say and too little time to say it, now if I could only get around to actually saying it and get it done and over with!
I had a dream where the least I ever did was to conquer the world one stolen item at a time.  I even managed to taunt their owners as I made my getaway into the cold, dark, night on, strangely enough, newly paved and newly cobbled walks.  There was much construction in the middle ages, apparently.  So much so that if you run a heist, make a get away with some item or another, you might be traveling on completely different roads.

I don’t remember the rest, but my friend and co-conspirator was speaking with Matt Ehlert, apparently a guard on duty, about how he was supposed to find us and jail us.  It was rather genial talk and I got the feeling that Matt wasn’t really going to try to do anything.  The most we had to do was to duck into an alley or so and he would pretend to have not seen us.

Didn’t make it back to the city before waking up.  A shame.  I liked that world.  There was a lot of shit you could get away with and not have any real consequences for.

I wonder if that reflects badly on my character?  I feel like I’ve been stealing things all night long and having a blast doing it.  A key quote as I exited the last mansion, running on top of the furniture as the owner looked on in impotent fury:

“Look at me!  I’m climbing your shit!”  A veritable nyah-nyah fest.  What better way, after all, to celebrate a successful heist than to ensure that your victim will hunt you to the ends of the earth?  But, like I said, all he did was watch in impotent fury.

Wait a second, we didn’t steal anything.  Actually, that wasn’t the main point of our getaway to the mansion.  We interrupted some sort of gathering.  I don’t quite remember, but it was rather cultish.  We also stole blue and yellow beads which were significant somehow.  Probably, it was only significant to that cult.

Oh, have I told you?  I freaked out a little bit earlier because Cute Girl’s Facebook status was set as “in a relationship,” which made me kind of sad.  I felt stuck in a “do-nothing” limbo.  First of all, I am not THAT interested, or so I tell myself.  Except that when I review the history, I’ve dreamt about her five times, which is more than I’ve ever done with anyone else, and I’ve written a song based out of frustration with my feelings for her, and I’ve written about her here, and…well, a lot.  So I keep telling myself she’s not important to me.
Anyway, she set her relationship status to “in a relationship” with a mystery fellow, and I was stuck – what was it I said?  The thing is that I’m not interested in her that much, but I have two stages – when I decide to do something and when I’m completely passive.  When I decide to do something, I’m completely over the top.  But the problem is, how can I be completely over the top about kind of liking someone?

I can see it now.

I bust down the door to her class, after painstaking research, knowing A) the location, and B) that she’ll be there.  As the dust settles from the destruction of the door, I thrust a bouquet of flowers through the portal and proclaim, “Break up with that other guy!  I like you!  Not too much though!  Don’t get any ideas about life, marriage, or anything!”  The way I explained it to my good friend online was, “I REALLY SORT OF LIKE YOU, WTF ARE YOU IN A RELATIONSHIP FOR!”

So, I was stuck.  And it made me realize.  No matter what kind of love it was, love restrained, constrained and disdained was love chained.  What the fuck, dude.  Did that have to come out like that?  Now I can’t erase it either, because it’s word count.  Anyway, the basic idea is that some of my behavioral filters should come off.  I do a lot of stuff and I don’t do a lot of stuff because it’s proper or it’s improper.  But for some things, it doesn’t matter as much.  For instance, even if I love someone a little bit.

And I’ve been saying that about her to myself and hitting myself when I said that for a while.  I would ask myself, why am I so willing to say I love her?  Because that would be embarrassing.  I don’t even know her.  And now I know her.  And she’s kind of annoying sometimes, and she can complain about the most boring, mundane, things or people, but it doesn’t matter, because I do like her and I should try.  Love, any kind of love, from the smallest to the greatest, should be a love without reservations.
Basically, I reached the conclusion that there was nothing I could do at the moment.  If she honestly liked another guy and she agreed when he asked her out, it wouldn’t be honorable of me to tell her any of my feelings.  It would force a choice on her that would be unpleasant at best and downright cruel at the worst.  What I could do was just continue to be a friend she could rely on.

Cliché, yes?  Yes.  But whatevs, I was built for best platonic friend material anyway.  That’s kind of my role in life.  Someday, I might want to stop playing second fiddle, but only for somebody or something really important.

Oh, yeah, I also feel like I’m playing second fiddle because my roommate, who is the president of TASC, the Taiwanese American Students’ Club, is constantly the center of everyone’s attention.  I don’t really like talking about it, but I don’t feel like I’m ever the center of anyone’s attention.  It’s humbling.  As awesome as I know I am, somehow, I just can’t manage to be captivating.  Or, on the other hand, if I am, I don’t want the attention.

For instance, at the beginning of the semester, I had a so-called “fanclub” of four girls, who wanted to “jump my bones.”  Thankfully, they weren’t organized like a militia, otherwise they would have actually been scary.  I only knew the identity of one of them, and she was in Japan.  So I followed my usual modus operandi and…didn’t do anything.  What I did end up doing was hang out with my usual friends, do my usual thing, and they forgot about me.  The thing is, I don’t treat people as if they’re special.

Let me say that again, because it just occurred to me that it might be important.

I don’t treat people as if they’re special, which makes them feel probably exactly like that – not special.  Unspecial.  Boring.  Or if they do think I treat them special, they find out that I treat everyone else that way too.  It’s the same problem as the guy from Nice Guy.  If you treat every girl like a gentleman, then the one that matters doesn’t know what your feelings for her are.

Anyway, back to the girls.  I didn’t know who they were.  Not only did I not know who they are, I have this highly trained ability to ignore girls who are interested in me.  It’s only a defense mechanism for…um…awkwardness?  I should probably shift that behavior, because it’s not awkward unless they get seriously infatuated with me.  Actually, that’s seriously awkward, and a situation I definitely want to avoid.  So maybe I’m on the right track, but if I want to be loved…jeeze, figure out what you want first!

Anyway, since childhood, I’ve been training myself to ignore infatuated girls.  The method goes like this:  First, be extremely sensitive to the possible signs of infatuation.  Second, be sure to respond neutrally to any of these signs, even if they become borderline or extremely obvious.  Three, wait until signs die down.   Four, if they don’t die down, then start avoiding girl.

The opposite side of this coin, though, is that I notice the same signs of infatuation in myself and also strive to quell them.  So I live love with reservations and I never quite get my feelings out in quite the right way, in the right words, with the melody and the velour that they could be.  I honestly don’t even know what velour means.  I think, or I thought, it was a texture word.  It tasted/felt like that, anyway.

Honestly with the four fan club girls, though, I didn’t even realize that they were infatuated, except for 1.5.  I say one and half because one of them may have been, but I only dimly realized it.  And the whole one was, again, in Japan, so there’s really nothing threatening she could have done that I couldn’t have ended by closing my laptop.

PS, roommate, if you’re reading this, which you won’t be, I find it terribly annoying when you close my laptop lid, because I’ve set my laptop to not go to sleep when that happens.  Instead, it just heats up.

Anyway, the point is, I no longer know if my method of ignorance is a method anymore, or if it is so ingrained that it’s just part of who I am – just completely insensitive to girls who like me.  That would make me really dense.  It kind of frightens me that I don’t know who the other two are.  I could guess, but uneducated guesses are particularly worthless.  They reflect the guesser more than reality.

Of course, again, I jest.  I am not completely uneducated on this matter.  There’s that layer of reserve, of ignorance again.

So, why do I feel like I’m playing second fiddle?  That’s a silly feeling.  The fact is, just because all you ever pick up on or tune into is the conversation about your roommate, the truth is probably that there’s somebody talking about you.  They just don’t want to say it to your face.  Either that, or I’m remarkably blessed with very little gossip or rumors, and I would like to keep it that way.  I just switched person in one paragraph, alternately talking to you, the audience, and you, myself, and then switched back to first person.  Great.  Writing style, for the win.  And yes, I write out for the win for the word count.

By the way, the girl turned out to be “in a relationship” with another friend of mine.  Who happens to be a girl.  And while I’m not completely one hundred percent sure Cute Girl is straight, this makes me much more relaxed.  Either way, I’m all for lesbianism, especially between two really cute girls.

Ah, I guess unveiling more of that ignorance is the fact that I’ve known that the relationship could have been a hoax from the beginning.  It was sobering, sure, and made me face up the fact that she might actually have been in a relationship, and I ended up playing a lot of minor chords on the guitar, but nonetheless, I knew it could have been mischief, either from someone getting a hold of her computer, or generated herself.  That’s why it was complicated.  Because I didn’t know if she was really in a relationship or not, and because I didn’t know if I really wanted to chase after her or not.

I guess it’s a bad habit, but I always think of what my parents or my siblings would say about people if I brought them home.  The thing is that my sisters and my mother are so hard to live up to, I imagine that it would be insanely difficult for anyone.  When I met crazy girl, I entertained notions that she would be smart enough, verbally dexterous enough to match my family.  But crazy girl turned out to be crazy and a little too vicious.  Plus, I never really considered her as a romantic option.

My sisters are amazing people.  Well read, well educated, creative, and intelligent.  Fiercely individualistic.  Not easily impressed.  My mother has read more books in the last month than I have in the last year and likely will continue to do so well into the future.
Basically, there’s a division between what my mind says my standards are and what my heart says I want.  My mind says she needs to be beautiful, musically talented, a gifted dancer, an avid reader, especially of science fiction, and insanely kindhearted, which means at least as lenient and careful with her words as I am.  All that, and she has to be ferocious and have a fiery personality.

My heart doesn’t tell me any of these things.  Doesn’t hold up standards or measuring sticks, or any of that silliness.  It’s very simple, actually.  It just beats harder, throbs frantically, and I wonder why I can’t find the words to say or stumble a little bit around certain girls.  Around the Cute Girl.

My mind tells me it’s just time and place proximity.  Without that chronological or location proximity, my stupid heart wouldn’t be like that, which is entirely true.  I don’t know how to refute that.  After all, if I’d never met her, how could I have a crush on her?  My mind says, “that’s not special.  That’s not unique.  She’s not the one for you.”  What, mind, would you prefer?  Someone who is special to you out there, without you knowing them.  Despite time and place, someone you have a connection with, someone significant out there, beyond time and space.

But then when they get close, how do you know not to reject them?

There might be someone out there for you, but once they get close to you in time and space, they’re not special anymore?  What kind of logic is that, you great fool?  Sometimes the heart is wiser than the brain.

Still, there is something alluring about the star crossed lover.  If you truly love her, it’s great beyond this world.  But sadly, it is beyond this world, and I am not.

Moonflower.

I might have to lay you to rest.

A moment of silence.  I know you’re out there.  I can trust and believe in your love, and you can trust and believe in mine.  But there’s nothing we can do.  So just hold my hand, in my heart and my mind, and we’ll make it through these lives just fine.  We’ll make it through.
I’m sorry.  I’m so sorry.  I’ll see you when I am unchained from this song, this melody of life.  We’ll be together again.  I promise.

I can try to logic my way out of this and say that I don’t know that you exist, or that you love me.  Or that if you really did love me, then you’d know that I would be happier with this compromise, that I can find a love on this mortal earth as well.  But the truth of the fact of the matter is that I’ve failed you.

So here we are.  Summary: the girl I like on this mortal earth is unattached, except for being in a relationship, so-called, with another girl.  I just have to beat out the other girl to win her heart, and I am set on no longer being reserved in life, getting the shaft by sitting still.  The key is to do, and to be uncomfortable, and I’ve not done that at all lately.  I’ve told myself of it a lot, but the truth is, when push came to shove, I simply lay down.  That way all the pushing and shoving goes into the earth instead of me.  That’s trusting the rest of the world to shape my life, and it will shape it however it feels like it at the time instead of the way that I want it to go.

I’m going to ask her out.  Somehow, some way.  It will be ridiculous.  It will be over the top.  Or it won’t.  I’m not actually sure of any details right now.  But somehow, someway, she will be made to know about my feelings, and, if nothing else, at least telling her will make me feel better, unless she thinks I’m a total creep for having such a long history of crushing on her.  Sad face if that happens.  But it’s a possibility I might lose a friend.

Unless I can do it without that possibility.  Requires a lot of social/dating/cleverness that I haven’t really developed, though.  Again, this is mostly because I haven’t gone out there, put myself out on a limb.

WHOA, whoa, there, soldier.  Do you know what you want?  Let’s see.  We got over the magic impossible love (that was pretty quick, but I know you’re out there and I still love you, hun), I think we’re over the traumatic gut-slashing love (I wonder if she’s found someone else yet), and now you’re doing what?  You’re thinking about jumping into a whole ‘nother thing.  Blind.  As usual.

The gut slashing love was precisely because of this.  “I can’t promise you my heart,” you said.  “I don’t know what I want,” you said, “but I do know I want to try.  And I do know that if I never did, I would regret it.”  All true words.  All true.  And I wouldn’t take them back, nor would I take any moment of it back.

So what are you waiting for, again?  Do you have to have an exact map of where you’re going, or just a general direction?

“I can’t promise you my heart.  I don’t actually think we’ll last past graduation, but I can promise you that I will try, and that this relationship is not a joke.  You won’t break my heart if you say no right now, and I’m a little scared that you might break my heart later, but I can’t live without telling you at least a little bit of what my heart has been telling me over the last year.”

All my songs are about finding the right words to say to you.  When I sing and I make up the words, I wish I was saying the words that would explain exactly what I felt.  Instead, I end up singing about the inability to do so.
I’ve dreamed about you.  I’ll be completely honest and say that it’s probably an unhealthy amount.  In the first dream, I just said something while we were hanging out to make you laugh.  It made me pretty happy.  Stupid happy.  In the second, you were riding on my shoulders.  I had to hold on to your feet to balance you.  We also ran down some stairs together, probably not a good idea.  They looked suspiciously like the ones in my grandparents’ house.  In the third, we were in danger and you kissed me goodbye.  In the fourth, well, in the fourth we had sex.  Made love.  In the fifth…I don’t remember the fifth, but I know you were in it.

I’ve had a crush on you for a long time.  Since before the day I leaned my head against your shoulder in a moment of weakness during our dance practice.  Whatever circumstances or events prevented me, the time just wasn’t right.  But will you at least give me a chance to explain my feelings?  However badly I might mess it up.

No matter what, we’re still friends, right?  Because that’s so much more important to me.

I’m actually wracked with guilt.  Why?  Because since I was a child, I’ve censored myself from any romantic inclinations.  It was embarrassing – still is.  The girl from my childhood was…well, I probably should have talked to her.  Stupid, stupid, stupid.

I wonder how life would have ended up.  Butterfly effect.

I’m always talking about how I’m on the edge of the cliff.  I need to remind myself that sometimes, what seems like a cliff is just the edge of some stairs.  And I want to run down them with you.

AWW, that was ROMANTIC.  But you didn’t really mean that, it was just crazy romantic alluding to your dream and whatnot.

Heart:  Shut the fuck up, dude!

Mind:  It’s true!

Heart:  I’mma own you, bitch!

Mind:  Go die.  I need to make some French toast.

Mmm, French toast.
Draw a blank on a piece of paper, turn it around .

Definitely just had a dream featuring all of the guys my ex girlfriend had ever cheated on me with, plus one smarmy bastard who I kept almost strangling to death.  I could overpower him physically all the time, it’s just that he would grin and bear it and say that he would be waiting to strike.  He filled my life with fear.  I didn’t know when or how he was going to strike, just that he was confident enough to sit still through my strangling him, with all my friends and family shouting not to kill him.  We were in a Chinese class together.  Actually, it was quite intimidating.  Everything he did acquired a new light in a miasma of paranoia.

I don’t know why I would have a dream about my ex.  Or why I would want to kill one of her paramours.  Or all of them, actually.  It just brought back those terrible memories, or feelings, rather, of being replaced so easily it was frightening.  And finally, there was someone who I couldn’t intimidate, someone who actually escalated it to a psychological battle.
Which makes me question, do I have feelings in me for my ex still?  Undoubtedly.  But I thought at least it wouldn’t haunt me anymore.  Though, honestly, without this meta reflection, I would have just blown it off as soon as I woke up.   The more thought I put into it, the more it burns into my memory.
Jeeze.  Too much mind gaming in my dreams, and too much mind gaming now.  Mind games will be the end of me – I’m not even that good at them.

Anyway…yeah…I’m home, James.  It was a long, long, road but I’m finally back.

Saturday morning, I woke up with the intention of leaving for Madison, Wisconsin at eight in the morning.  This would result in getting there in time to go to a zoo with my sai jie, or my “littlest big sister.”  Of course, that didn’t leave any time for packing or eating breakfast, which eventually became eating lunch.  Also, somehow, I had miscalculated and believed that I could leave at 10 and still make it.  Somehow I had added four and a half hours to ten o’ clock and arrived at one, post meridian.  Which you and I know is just bad math.  Plus, factor in Asian time, and I was as late as you would think I would be.  About four hours late.
I ended up dilly dallying and making French toast, at which point I realized I was going to be late.  I would have ameliorated the situation slightly by leaving then and there, but I’d promised my roommate that he could have some of the French toast.  I ended up waiting way too long, and by then we’d agreed to eat an “early” lunch together.  Naturally, it wasn’t early at all.  He insisted on painting his wall with a layer of base paint to erase what he’d already put on it.  All the while, he asked me why I was in such a hurry to leave.  I can’t help but at least entertain the notion that it was because he knew I was going up to Madison to see his former love interest.

Not in the amorous way!  She’s the “littlest big sister” I mentioned earlier, or sai jie (小姐).  Phew.  Good thing we got that cleared up.
Anyway, we ended up eating random items out of the fridge.  I knew I should have left by then, because I was getting sleepy, and sleepy driving is always a bad idea.  I attempted to nap and chatted with my roommate whilst I did so.  Of course, I failed to nap.  We did get some roommate bonding time in, though, which is important.
Also, I failed at making French toast.  I even followed the directions, but the result was some soggy mess.  Perhaps it was the choice of bread (multigrain) or the heat (high) or perhaps how long I left it on the pan (not very long) but what I ended up with was some bread with fried egg on the outside and soggy, questionably safely (or unsafely) cooked (or uncooked) bread/egg mess in the middle.  I ate all of it, though.  I also cooked the remaining egg concoction and ate that, which was a mistake.  Sweet scrambled eggs are a mistake.  They are an abomination in the eyes of God.  Or at least my stomach, which is close enough.

Heresy.  I am a heretic.  If I were Christian, I would be hell-bound.  But the fact is, I’m not Christian, so I’m not hell bound!  Damn, things work out in my favor.

Anyway.  We ate most of the leftovers, split the remaining two apples between ourselves, and I took the loaf of bread for the road.  I ended up leaving at 12:30, over four and a half hours later than I intended on leaving.
Oh well.  Just meant I was going to get there around dinner time.
So on the road, I discovered that I have an affinity for some kinds of country music.  Some stations just weren’t too bad.  However, as my knowledge of the genre is weak, I may have been listening to bastard variants
 of country.

Strangely, the four or so hours that I drove passed by ridiculously quickly.  Perhaps it was because I was channel surfing and that kept me awake.  Naturally, I listened to one round of my Minutes Before Midnight Linkin Park CD, which, incidentally, was given to me by my ex.
Brain blank.  There’s nothing online, because there is no online.  I started Mozilla Firefox by habit, but there was no connection.  Sadness.
There are people dancing around me.  In a dorm room.  It seems a little strange to be narrating it.  They seem to be dancing to a song which could fittingly be called “Gangsta.”  I think I recognized the rapper.  Regardless, the song is now over and out of my mind.

Huh.

Blanking again.  I wonder how much of this extremely long diary is just me talking about how I can’t write anything.  Description should probably work.

There’s a wooden shelf in front of me, behind the laptop placed on the edge of the desk.  Also wooden.

Too few for two to do right now

Despite giving too few to you today

Let it liberate literals left long last

She scuffed her foot on the edge of the cliff.  The cool night air was whisking by her skirt, and the narrow edge wound into the canyon, a treacherous path.  She wasn’t sure if she was going to take it.  Up above, the bright, full moon illuminated the clouds and the sky.
A plane above marked a line across the sky.
Oh holy crap.  Things are just starting to get real, yo.  If I somehow am unable to complete my word quota tonight, I will have to write about four thousand words per day.  Ridiculous.

Okay.  What are the things I can talk about.  How about asking my sister about things I can write about?  Does she even know what my plan is for NaNoWriMo?  This is ridiculous.  She’s gonna say it’s ridiculous.  Applesauce.

Brian says, “Hey Nui, what should I write about?”

Alyson looks up from her computer with a look of surprise and says, “Fish.”

Fish are pretty good to eat.  Unfortunately, there’s a shortage of them in the ocean.  Actually, the thing is, we just don’t know enough about the ocean in order to say for sure.  The truth is that we’re probably screwed.
Wow, I actually don’t know enough to really say anything convincing.  I’d have to look stuff up.  Rawr.  The truth is actually that I’d have to look at articles to write something that anyone would want to read, or that I would want to write about.  Huh.  I am actually considering doing a research paper.  I’m not sure how to output ten pages.  Actually, I am sure how to do it.  Read a book, write a paper.  That destroyed me last semester.

Very not enamored with that line of thinking.

I might have to do something like that.  Ten pages.  Oh holy shit.  The numbers have come in.  It’s roughly eight pages, at 500 words per page.  Eight pages per day.  That’s ridiculous.  I’ve written half a page so far.

---- Darkness ----

Holy fucking shit, I just lost over a thousand words that I’d typed nonstop because Microsoft Word had a fucking error and started deleting all of my shit.  The only way that I was able to stop it was by going to task manager and killing the process.  Even then, it stopped at where it had last deleted my words and waited cheekily, like it had done a good job.  NO, you motherfucker, I want my braindump from the last twenty minutes, you fucker!  Holy shit!

I am sitting in the darkness in the plant room wondering if I’m going to try to retype all the shit that I said and screaming internally.  In fact, I already screamed externally, or rather I howled.  Now I am screaming externally and I am extremely pissed.  Show, don’t tell, right?  Well, if I showed, this fucking laptop would be broke as shit, pieces would be scattered everywhere, and I’d probably have ripped the plants in this room to pieces and eaten parts of them just out of pure frustration.

On another level, it’s kind of interesting to sit back and analyze

WHAT THE FUCK, COMPUTER, WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU TRYING TO DO TO MY FUCKING HEAD, YOU MORON 

On another level, it’s kind of interesting to see what kind of reactions I have when I’m mad.  I’ve noticed that my English skills deteriorate somewhat, as my spelling has reduced and my caring about my spelling has as well.  However, on the other hand, my editor side likes to go back and do corrections, despite my main brain not caring.  There is another angry, raging beast in my mind that just wants to destroy things, starting with my computer, but that would just make the situation worse.  I know there’s a big fancy word for that, the antonym of ameliorate, which is another word I’ve been overusing recently, but I can’t think of the proper antonym.  Worsen would do the job, but it’s not sufficiently hoity toity.  Surprisingly, I think Hoity toity is actually in the dictionary.  Webster’s, no doubt.  They’re sufficiently liberal.

What the fuCK.  FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCK FUCKF CUFKV UFKFUFKUFKf.  God fucking damnit!  I’m so pissed at my computer right now.  In fact, I’m so pissed at NaNoWriMo for having this stupid fucking challenge.  How much did I normally write in the mornings during the summer? Perhaps three hundred words a day, per article or blog entry, at the most.  That would come out to how many words a month?  Around eight thousand four hundred words, which is really nothing.  This is pure ridiculousness.  I don’t have enough thoughts to fill fifty thousand words’ worth of nonsensical shittiness.  Let’s take it to the streets.
Actually, if I did have that much to say, I don’t know when I’d find the time to write it.  How the fuck am I supposed to do that?  Be writing all the time?  How about you just transpose my words and I promise not to fuck you up?

God fucking damnit.  I hate plants.  I hate computers.  I hate NaNoWriMo, but I think I hate losing NaNoWriMo even more, so I’m just going to try to output as many words as I can every single fucking day in between studying Chinese and ECE .  There is a point to this.  I just can’t find it.  I’m sure this hones some sort of skill, I just can’t name it.  It’s like an itch on the inside of my mouth.  Or maybe that was a brain fart, because I had an itch inside my nose.  Either way, I want to scratch it, but it’s awkwardly placed, it won’t go away, and I look strange doing it.  It probably fucks with my hygiene too.  Motherfucker.  I can’t take it anymore.  Actually, the more I write, the better I feel.  I don’t really remember what I wrote about before I lost my shit to that fucking glitch where the computer scrolled up and deleted my shit line by line, but that pissed me off a GREAT FUCKING DEAL.  WOW.   I don’t even like using capital letters to write, but I’m THAT pissed.

Holy shit, I’m gonna fucking murder something.  Probably  an imaginary bunny.  I’m bloodthirsty.

How can I be a little over halfway done with twenty two thousand words to go?  This is ridiculous.  I’m not updating my word count on nanowrimo either, so it probably just looks like I’m lazy.  If I were a real author, would I be able to finish this?  Hells yes.
DUDE, YOU FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT.  CTRL-Y IS REDO.  WHY CAN’T YOU FUCKING MICROSOFT PROGRAMMERS GET THAT RIGHT?   IF I HAVEN’T UNDONE ANYTHING, CTRL-Y SHOULDN’T DO A GODDAMN THING.  FUCK YOU.  FUCK OFF.  I ALMOST DID IT AGAIN.

Jesus fucking Christ.  Now I have the habit of hitting ctrl-s every five seconds, which is probably a hyperbole, but the truth is that I shouldn’t fucking have to because of a glitch that will delete, tauntingly, all of your shit.  And then save the swap file!  Fuck you, Microsoft.  Fuck you, Microsoft word.  I’ma rape you.

Damn, that could have been two words.  I’m gonna leave it as is, though.

Jeeze.  Anyway.  What the fuck was I talking about before this?

Right.  I’m sitting in the darkness with my plants, who are all quivering in fear because they came well nigh close to dying from my rage.  I was raging pretty hard.  They must have felt it.  Despite, or rather, perhaps it was the shouting and the screaming and the howling that did it.  Regardless, they’re motherfuckers.  I should calculate how much I need to write before giving up tonight.  Fuck, I’m gonna write through dinner.  That should make me pissed enough to write some more.  God damn it.

Wow, swearing is some good padding.  I never thought of that before, except in a negative light.  There’s some good to it – you get to fucking win NaNoWriMo, finally.  Those motherfuckers.

I’m really not in the mood to talk about the Girl, now, at least.  I’m sure you’re all bored of that shit.  I wonder what she would say if she read this.

Okay, boy, stop right there, because now you’re gonna start thinking about things to write about her, because that’s all you’ve been thinking about recently, not about how you suck at life and fail at basically everything you attempt except for the things you don’t really care that much about and attempt once and succeed at.  Isn’t life supposed to be hard?  Why don’t I just go with the flow and do what comes naturally to me?

Oh right, the other thing you talk about incessantly is what you should do with your life, so you should just stop right there as well.  Isn’t there something else?

No.  Live with it, pussy.

Did you just call me a pussy?

Yes, so?  Are you talking to yourself?

Yeah, so what?  Fuck you.

No, fuck you.

Okay, now you’re just splitting into two people just based on insulting each other.   There’s really no difference between the two of you.

Now who the fuck are you?

Oh god, not again.

Hmm, I was wondering if MS Word was going to capitalize the word god, but apparently not.  Interesting.

Things to talk about are limited.  I should write a list.  There’s nothing in me that says I will listen to this list, but there’s always the hope that if I plan it out, I will execute it.  So far, we’re zero for 15, though.  I have little hope for anything I plan.  There’s nothing to do except the next step, yet I can’t ever seem to bring myself to do it.  Even small things, like selling my monitors on ebay.  At least I finished that line, the story arc has ended.  I wonder if my last hold has been removed, or if the money has been transferred to my account yet.

I have zero interest in donating to NaNoWriMo.  Actually, let me introduce the topic by way of how I was so called upon to donate to NaNoWriMo via a mass email.  I was called upon by NaNoWriMo, some fellow named Chris Baty, to donate to NaNoWriMo.  But you know what?  I fucking hate NaNoWriMo, so they can go die.  I hate everything.  I hate the world right now.  And I write so much that I’m misspelling “right” as “write” everytime I right it.  Fuck!  Write!  Goddamn my hands and my eyes!

Fuck.  Fine, I have nothing else to talk about.  But I’m angry, so I’m rewriting everything in an angry manner.  I already mentioned how the plants should have been dead.  This is more through continual neglect than anything else.  We, and by we, I mean my family, tend not to be very good with plants, which is odd because my grandmother is excellent with them.  My grandparents, actually, are all very good with plants.  Unfortunately, we never inherited that, because they just come here, where I am sitting, to die slowly over the course of years.
It’s a sure fate for them.  We don’t water them regularly.  We don’t do anything with them regularly.  In fact, I’m not sure how so many of them are still alive.  This is an anomaly.  We must have hired a gardener.  Well, let’s fire his ass, because we can’t afford shit right now.  We actually can’t afford my education right now.  We furthermore can’t afford the education that I would need for my engineering degree, nor can we afford to deal with my academic fuckups anymore.

Plants are like everything in life.  Relationships, academics, businesses.  You have to take care of them, and you have to pay attention to the signs that they don’t necessarily shout at you, like mammalian pets will, or they will die.  And that, perhaps, is why we’re doing so poorly at the things that matter in life.  I don’t know if they matter as much as my having fun and having a good time.  My dad didn’t get a degree.  I won’t follow that path – I’ll definitely get a degree.   But I don’t know how much good that will do me.  I’m terribly sick of failing what I set out to do, though.  I have switched majors almost more times than I can count on one hand.  I’ve failed a remarkable amount of times.

There’s something wrong with me in that when someone says something, I won’t necessarily register it, and I’ll have to find out the hard way whether it’s wrong.  I do it all the time.  At work, at school, at home, while cooking.  Unless it’s written out for me, I can’t necessarily follow it.  Maybe that’s why my internet relationships are so much better than my in-real-life relationships – because I just can’t follow directions, or there’s something wrong with my aural input device.  Or processing.

Most likely the problem is in processing.  Motherfucking brain, do your motherfucking job.  Garhh!   I have to start listening to Chinese more and more.  I have to start listening in English more and more.  I could actually write both of those sentences in Chinese, but NaNoWriMo doesn’t count them, so fuck em all.  Stupid word count validator.  I could have you hung by the balls and beaten with a stick, primarily via my hanging you by the balls and beating you with a stick.  Huh, I never thought of that before.   I guess if you hang someone by the balls and beat them with a stick, you could technically say, “I could have you hung by the balls and beaten with a stick.”

I bet that would hurt.  Especially if the gonads were extracted from a female unit person in order to hang them by their genitals.  That would require surgery.  This is grotesque.  There’s a certain part of me that cringes when I have actually made these words come true on the white, pristine electronic paper, and crawls away, abdicating responsibility for the images that emerge.  Frankly, he’s a pussy.

Fucker.

Fuck you.

Goddamn it, not again.

So, today, I visited my first Chinese teacher.  He’s a really good guy, and full of good advice.  I wonder why he only has degrees in English, when he’s definitely smart enough to tackle all fields, like his son after him, who graduated from my University with the degree that I would have graduated with (Electrical Engineering) if I weren’t such a fuckup, no good, deadbeat who doesn’t do any work and doesn’t study.  The thing is, when he was in school, English was probably the best bet for prosperity and sufficiently difficult enough to be a challenge.

I bet that’s how it happened, anyway.  Liu Laoshi is crazy smart and a good guy.  I went in with, I guess, another one of my internet friends.  Actually, Liu laoshi had recommended me to her as a resource for when she was moving onto campus.  So we had exchanged emails, but never actually met in person.  I think she’d seen me.
The sound of rain pattering on the roof is really soothing.  As is the darkness that surrounds me, the lonely, empty house, and the light I left on in the living room.  I should probably turn that off.  Regardless, it opens up the space a little, visually.  I should have done something with design, I think I would have liked that.  Then again, I probably would have liked anything, if I could become sufficiently advanced in it.  Or perhaps, it is the reverse.  Anything sufficiently advanced is repugnant to me.  Which is why the idea of studying English even further is repugnant to me, advancing my skills to the point where I can output fifty thousand words in a month is repugnant to me, simply because it’s difficult.  At the same time, I can do it.  I can simply open my laptop and let the words come to me in an hour, two hours, three hours, and let it all go.

And I will.  This time, I will achieve the goal that I set.  I’m almost there with my goal tonight.  I just have to continue to keep it up.  Technically, I mean, my goals for the night have almost been met.  In reality, I’m going to continue typing until my fingers betray me, until my mind fries or my computer does.

Control S.

There’s never a bad time to save your work.  As my brother told me ages ago, as we’d play Secret of Mana, save now, save often – SNSO.  And somehow I failed to learn that for the MP and I failed to learn that for this document.  I forget so easily the lessons that I’ve learned.  Some of them still impact me, but they’re less remembered and more hammered in.  I have to be trained like a horse.  A mentor or a guide or a teacher who works very closely with me would be perfect, in any subject, but the thing is that, as sai jie says, she believes in struggling.  There should always be struggle.  There should always be discomfort.

How do I make myself most uncomfortable?  I think I’ll propose to the Girl.  That would be really…actually, that would be less uncomfortable than figuring out what I really want.  What do I really want?  What if I don’t know and I don’t need to know?  What if, as is the case with so many things in my life, that I just need to do something and the future will rush towards me?  I hope that’s the case.  Besides, it makes decision making so much easier.

My roommate did say no.  That means I shouldn’t do anything.  I shouldn’t ask anyone either – I think that’s the typical response, and I have ever striven to be atypical.  

It’s interesting watching my hands in the reflection in the window.  Beyond it, there’s rain, the bushes, the trees, and any countless number of things I can’t see.  But for now I can watch my reflection typing and pretend that I’m writing some grand symphony, or even playing the piano ay my keyboard.  There’s music in the words and words in the music and I can’t tell where one ends and the other begins.  I do wish I could actually play piano, though.  One of those dreams that I must make true.

Why don’t I just do what I dream to do?  Primarily practicality, but if I just live really shittily, I can do anything I want to do and everybody will leave me alone.  There’s no telling where I could end up in five years.

Which is another reason I should leave girls to themselves.  Because I’m not constant.  I’m not a source of strength for them.  I’d be a bother and excuses and excuses and excuses.  What are your dreams when it comes to girls?  Or a girl?  Really, when I was in a relationship that was empty, I wished there was someone for me.  That’s it.  Someone I could trust in times of darkness.  You don’t know who that is, or who that could be.  Face it, you can be a source of strength while needing a source of strength yourself.  I wish I could find that person who just completes me, though.  And by completes, I mean in a so-called synergistic relationship.  Interdependent.  Fuck you, demagogues.  Teach me more useless words.

I need love.  I want love.  I want you to find love in me, and for me to find love in you, and I don’t want to have to fight for it.  I want it to just happen.
A moment to zone out.  I think I deserve that much, at least.

Scratching my head in itchy zones is sometimes better than masturbating.  Actually, I will remove the “sometimes.”  Under certain circumstances, scratching my head is definitely better than masturbating.

I’m kinda thankful that I was able to finally tell someone about some of my sexual exploits.  I don’t know why.  It was kind of therapeutic.  It’s a side of me that no one knew, or suspected.

Okay, well.

I’m not a virgin.  I’ve had one real girlfriend, and we had sex a lot.  At least in the beginning.  We were extremely sexual, the both of us, and our relationship started that way.  A lot of it was sexual in nature.  I was getting extremely frustrated by her proximity and we began to flirt, which is really strange for me.  Touching other people is really strange for me.  Anyway, we began to flirt and finally I asked her out.  For four months, it was pretty intense cuddling and snuggling whenever I could sneak into her house before her parents came home.  We also made out, naturally, but I think I prefer to remember cuddling.  Cuddling is ridiculously good for the soul.  

Anyway, one of the first games we played was for her to test her sexuality.  The game was to make me change my expression, which ended in a really cute fashion.  She tried all sorts of stuff, kissing me, touching me, grabbing my crotch, and saying things that were intended to be sexual, but just came out awkward and extremely cute.  I didn’t laugh, though, that would have meant she won.  There was a time limit, and we were betting on something.  Anyway, just before the time limit ended, she gave up.  Then she said something stupid, which made me look at her with a WTF face of disgust.  Then, with a sinking feeling, I realized I had lost.

Extremely sexual game, and within a month of us going out.  Probably the first or second week.  Right.

Anyway, in the fourth month, we had sex for the first time.  She claimed that I took advantage of her because she was sick, but what happened was that we were sleeping together, or rather taking a nap together, when bedroom hijinks occurred.  When she was sleepy she would tease me lightly by kissing me and caressing me.  I was sleepy too, but I didn’t know if she was asleep or teasing or actually interested in escalating.  The truth is, we were sleepy and horny and right next to each other.

There was awkward fumbling with clothes.  I don’t remember if she whispered, “sex me” into my ear, or whether I had asked.  She had given me a hand job before, prom night.  That was awkward.  Let’s take a detour to prom night really quickly.
I had no expectations for prom night.  I didn’t know a guy was supposed to have expectations for prom night.  I was just there for the ride, it being my third prom.  I wasn’t even in high school at that point, I’d been attending the local community college.  With that said, when it came time to sleep over, we were naturally together, sleeping side by side.

Most of the time, actually, we were on top of each other.  Then we would pretend to go back to trying to sleep, while actually touching and caressing each other lightly.  Seductively, flirtatiously placing kisses along imaginative places on each others’ bodies.  I wonder now, if anyone heard us.  We kept at it for hours, torturing each other.  Finally, the sun was starting to come up, and I suppose she felt bad for my blue balls and asked me, in a serious tone, if I wanted a hand job.  I was a little hesitant.  Actually, I probably refused and then went back on my refusal several times, because there was a lot of wasted time.

What ended up happening was that she was giving me the first hand job of my life and I didn’t know what to do.  I ended up coming into and all over my pants and her hands.  She was a little shocked, and I don’t think I’ll ever forget her words.  “Why didn’t you tell me you were coming, so I could suck it up?”

That was even more shocking to me.

But here’s where awkward really starts, because just then people started waking up in the house and her hands were inside my pants, covered with semen.

Don’t worry, we were quick enough.

Anyway, the night I lost my virginity…was actually not night.  It was in the afternoon, after I picked her up from school.  We were fooling around in bed, and something happened.  Someone asked.  Someone requisitioned, that is.  I leaned in close.
I remember.  I had our pants off, our underthings thrown to the side, and my erection was carefully just inches away from her.  I brought my mouth close to her ear and I remember asking, “Do you want me?  Are you ready?  You’re sure?”

I think that was also the first time I’d seen her vagina.  Trust me, I had no idea what the fuck I was doing.  I missed quite a lot.  She was getting a little frustrated, so I fingered her to hold her off, and to help me find it.

I still couldn’t get it in.

Finally, I just relaxed, lay down on top of her, and slid along her belly to face her, and suddenly, magically, accidentally, I was inside of her.

I can’t really explain that.  With the element of surprise, it was a whole new experience.  It was a surprisingly new experience, I mean.  The flow, feeling her roil around my erection and clench down, before I could draw in a breath for my surprised gasp, I felt myself coming.  I drew out and ejaculated on her stomach.  We gasped in surprise at the same time, sudden sharp pleasure and equally sudden absence marking our voices.

She looked down at herself and said, moaning, and again, I will never forget this, “It’s been so long.”
She was, of course, referring to her ex boyfriend.

Here is where I raise an eyebrow, and expect you to do the same.

Yeah, anyway, that’s how it happened.  POST FREAKIN SCRIPT, if anyone who is in the know about who my ex is, you are not allowed to tell A SOUL.  If you do, I’ll hunt you down and kill you, and whoever you told, and all of your families and that person’s family as well.  Perhaps hyperbole, but still.  Don’t.  Respect, yo.
After that, we had sex a lot, quite often.  Not necessarily on a schedule, but very often.  Actually, at some point, and I don’t remember whether this is before or after she moved to campus, we were having sex so often that I was becoming energetically drained.  It was mostly my fault.  I didn’t last very long in bed, so I tried to make up for it by having sex more.  I also had a really short refractory period, which, by the way, didn’t last for very long, but while it did, we were having sex two or three times per night.  This was pretty tiring.  I think at that point, I would have had to start treating it like a sport, watching what I ate, taking supplements, and cross-training on off days in order to keep it up.

Hah, keep it up, get it?

But I didn’t, so instead I just got really tired and grumpy.  I was perfectly serious about needing to watch my nutrition and start cross-training, by the way.  That much sex should be considered a sport.  I definitely wouldn’t make it as a porn star just on my own, that’s for sure.  I’d need a crazy amount of drugs, which is what I hear they do.
Hm.  Sex as a job just doesn’t have any appeal for me.  Then again, anything as a job really doesn’t have any appeal for me.

Unless it was part time.  A lot of part time jobs might be cool.  Something to keep my attention deficit satisfied.  There’s also the part time job of having sex.  Well, I might as well just get a wife, otherwise I’d have another part time job of learning how to pick up chicks. That might not be so bad, either, though.  Hmm.
---- two minutes ----
In two minutes I’ll be late for the door, just like that old time a rock and roll.  Whoa, not quite the same meaning as the original song, but the melody at least…?  Perhaps I shouldn’t sing that in fron to Bob Seger.   Then again, when will I ever have the chance to sing in front of Bob Seger.

Right.  I’ve noticed that I overuse a bunch of transitions, those being: Right, Anyways, The Truth Is, and probably a few other variants.  It’s getting on my nerves, but I don’t have the time to address this weakness at the moment, as I’m am scrambling to wrie over thirty five hundred words per day and I’m going to have to start doing other things as well, such as studying Chinese and Electrical engineering in preparation for the last month of the year.  Wow, it’s actually less than a month until

Well, there’s the end.  I could just stop typing.  Actually, I just failed at that.  Whatever.  I’ll mindblather some more.  This is ridiculous.  It doesn’t make me a writer.  It makes me a mindblatherer.  I could separate those words for word count.  I shall do it!  Wait, I shan’t.   Then I would have no idea what the fuck I was talking about if I read this later on.  Mind.  Blatherer.  Mind Blatherer.  Mindblatherer.  Okay, now I definitely would know what I was talking about, but by this time it’s too far away.

Whoa, I wrote at 75 words per minute in that burst.  I bet I could do better, with more errors.  I’ve been tested to type at around 80 words per minute, so that’s near my tested maximum.  Not bad.

---- Damn it, Girl. ----

You’re cute, and if I had any guts I’d tell you that I only stay up to talk to you, that I’m tired but I want to see what you say, while you’re tugging my heartstrings.  Do you mean what you say when you say that you miss me?  Because I’m lost and I don’t want to believe it, but it’s the only light I have to lead my way.  Sometimes I believe that you want to know me like I want to know you, but other times I wish this conflict would just go away.  Just to stop thinking of you, just to stop thinking of you.
I miss you, too.  I just didn’t say it.  I’m a little slow on the uptake.  Remember when you said I looked hot?  Probably not, but I do.  I was just super shocked and didn’t think of anything to say, because you always look gorgeous, so how am I supposed to differentiate?  So when you said you missed me, the truth is I don’t miss you, I just want to find a way to get to you, to watch a movie or two with you before the year ends and we go our separate ways.
Why am I so stupid for you?  This is a bad habit, doing stupid things for no reason just to see if you’ll say something else, just because I don’t want to go first like I always do.
You’re cute, and I’m staying up for you.  I don’t know why, either.  We’re not talking.  Hell, for all I know, you’re talking to some boy you like better than me.  But I don’t care.

That’s a risk I take in gaming my heartache, because I’m lost without you and I cannot fake these emotions I don’t know.  I still don’t know myself as well as I think I do, and I still can’t tell myself apart from my mind at all.  My heart has a say, but it’s behind by a day, so swell, that’s why it all goes to hell.

Oh, holy shit.
I’m so tired I’m dizzy.

I have to make it to the shower.  And also brush my teeth.  Maybe I will skip the shower tonight.  Gah.

---- Therapy ----

I wonder what it is that makes me want to talk about sex.  Specifically, the sex I’ve had.  There are some therapeutic effects?  Perhaps it helps when I’ve made ambiguous the person I was having sex with?  I don’t know.  I do know that it’s good to talk about.  Ah, another reason might be the fact that I am an exhibitionist, even in my sex life.  Who knows.  I am starting to think that there really are things that I will never know about myself, only tendencies.

I am confused and a little scared.  I just spent some time looking at my ex girlfriend’s facebook wall.  Why?  I don’t know.  But now I’m not sure of anything.  I’m tired and I don’t want to reach out to anybody anymore.  “The spaces between my fingers are where yours fit perfectly.”  Was she thinking of me?  Or some other guy?  Does it matter?  Are these lyrics?  Is she over me?

I don’t want to hurt her anymore.  Anymore.  I promised myself, at least, that I would stop doing things to purposefully hurt her.  But some things are unavoidable.  Especially if she’s not completely over me.

I hope she doesn’t dream about me anymore.  I hope…no, I wish things hadn’t happened like that.  I was more at fault than anyone really knows.
I want to know how you’re doing.  To be sure that you’re okay.  Someday, I want us to be friends again.  I want to heal enough so that we don’t avoid each other.  I want you to find the one for you.  I want to repent for my lies and the words I said that hurt so much.

I lied.  I lied.  I lied.  I’m a liar.  I’m more a liar than any player, because I lied to myself in order to lie to you.  I’m sorry.  Mea culpa, mea culpa, mea maxima culpa.

How can I trust myself with anyone else?  How can I trust anyone else with my heart?
Questions to ask the dream wolf.

---- Black ----

Alone again.  Spent more time reading today than writing so far.  It seems to hamper my ability to properly form thoughts, and, once formed, to place them onto paper.  Theoretical paper, as I’m sure I’ve mentioned before.  Don’t think about the task ahead.  Think about what you’re going to say.

I think I only have a set amount of thoughts each week.  I’m going to test that today.

What topics are interesting to you?  Let’s develop a list, and perhaps you can flesh them out, or ignore them as you are so wont to do.

What is interesting to you, you dull clod?  Nothing lights up your life except for that stupid girl and you’re so conflicted over her that you can’t even do anything about it.  What used to be exciting is now dead.  You’re alone in your house and you’re not even doing anything useful, moping about your leg.  It might detract from morale, but morale itself doesn’t clean a household.

Don’t you, “Oh, God,” me, you know it’s true.  All you do is sit there in your head, satisfied with your words, and you never actually do anything.  I hope they find something wrong with you during your screening on December 3rd, but the truth is that they’ll probably find that you’re perfectly fine, which means you’re just a lazy ass who sits around all day and doesn’t achieve anything.

What a failure.  Yeah, and there’s that idiot over there in the corner looking up at all the posters in your room and thinking, “I’m going somewhere!” but he won’t get anywhere by reading motivational quotes all day.  Nobody thinks you’re worth listening to, not your friends, not the internet, not your family.  What are you good for?  Name one thing that you’ve done something effective in.
That’s what I thought.  Failures and dropouts, all.  There’s only one thing left to do, and that’s to die, and you can’t even do that properly.  You have another seven years before you do that, and you won’t accomplish anything in that time, you’ll just be late for your last appointment with the Grim Reaper.

You will die alone, unknown, uncelebrated, and without anyone to carry on your name.  Your cardboard box will be stolen by the hobo down the street and you’ll die of exposure.  Probably in Madison, where your successful friend will have an empire corporation to his name.

Gah.  I’m sick of you.  I’m leaving.

…Well, glad that’s over.  Now that he’s in the hallway and perhaps walking down the street, hopefully away from this place, we can address some of his points in a constructive manner.  You’ve already faced that before.  If you died now, you would have died as a failure in all the things you want to.  But you already knew that.  You knew that you would probably walk that path.  You knew that you were on that path.  But the choice of the path is up to you, from here.

Most people are on the heights above you.  But you were never afraid of a good climb.  It might take a while, it might take guts and determination and your footing will be off, but you did Angel’s Landing.  You can play with the big boys.  You just have to believe in yourself.  Belief and putting one foot in front of the other, with your eyes on that final landing.  They say not to look down.  Well, it’s too late for that.  You’ve already seen yourself tumble and fall, broken, into the canyon, crushed like a bug.  You know it could happen.  If it does, it’s fate.  But if you let go, it’s certain.

Don’t let go of the cliff face.  Climb higher.  You’re at the bottom now.  Trust in your reach to bring you to new places.  You’ve let go before.  You know how it feels.  You’re still not dead.  Keep going.  Bring yourself up to new heights by yourself.  Take breaks, let your wounds heal.  Follow trailblazers until you reach the end of their trails, then blaze them yourself.
When you reach the top, it’s not the world that changes.  It’s you.  From there, you can choose to go anywhere, because you can see it all.

Make it happen.  I’ll see you later.

Hm.  It seems like there’s really only my voice left now.  Neither disparaging nor idealistically hopeful.  I’m the third, possibly the one you listen to the most, but I have no urge to pull you downward, nor to drag you up.  I’m the one who tells you exactly what you want to hear.  The things you need to figure things out.  I’m not really interested in where you’re going, but how you get there.

You need to stop injuring yourself.  I know, that seems pretty mundane, but it kills your spirits.  Being crippled and out of shape is no fun.  Fix that.  Then when you’re back to normal, let me know where you want to go, and I’ll try my best to bring you there.  I have a harder time of it than the two guys before me, because I have to actually think about the world around us, how to navigate through it, and I feel like you’re not as interested in that as you could be.  You’re more interested in how the world could be.

Maybe you should figure out how the world is, at least for now.  You’re such a greenhorn.

But really.  Thanksgiving is tomorrow and the house needs to be cleaned up.  I would just throw out basically everything, but I’m sure your family wouldn’t appreciate that.  Actually, they might.  If we framed it as practice for moving out, they might…hate that idea.  Yeah, they really don’t want to move out.

These plants are dying.  I believe you’ve addressed this before.  I’d give them away online or throw them out.  A damn shame, though.  There seems to be a great deal of paper around here.  This is yours…and that, that can probably be thrown out.

Hey, great, you’re working on your fifty thousand word accumulation.  That places you no closer to your trashy sci-fi/fiction novel.  You have roughly two and a half months to write that novel.  After November ends, you will have less time, but at least NaNo will be over.  The truth is, though, that it won’t.  Let’s say you shoot for seventy-thousand words between December first and February eleventh.  You can do that math, can’t you?  Roughly seventy days, with seventy thousand words makes it easy math.  About one thousand words a day.  Easier than NaNo, by a little, but this has to be coherent.  You might have to shotgun characters and have them find ways to each other.  Isn’t that how the last one worked?
It worked for a good twenty-eight-thousand words, too.  That’s something to almost be proud of, you almost noveller.  This is pretty good, standing at almost thirty-five-thousand words, too.  Nothing to sneeze at, but nobody would want to read it.  Hell, you don’t even want to read it.  Who thinks enough to fill a word document with fifty thousand words in a month?  I certainly don’t.  Or I try not to.  Thinking is a killer.  Impractical.

Anyway, you can certainly do a thousand words a day.  Don’t count on making it up, though.  And give yourself less rules.  You’ll do better, be more motivated.  Like this.  How the hell else are you going to finish writing this challenge without just being able to freestyle prose until your mind dies?

You can’t.  So let yourself do what you do naturally, just make sure to be writing it down.

What else do you want to do?  Learn that Taeyang Where U At dance, right?  Then do it.  Not now, you’re busy.  Not sure where you started writing.  In fact, find that out so you have a general idea of when you can stop.  Hmm, you’re almost at the normal NaNo daily requirement.  Good.  Don’t stop.  Can’t stop, in fact.  Because you’re addicted to the shindig.

Alright, just because it adds to the word count doesn’t mean I should do it.  Thanks, but no thanks.
So you should really start learning Where U At at school.  Just put it away til then.  Oh shit, NaNo doesn’t end until Tuesday.  You have quite a bit of writing to do, my friend.  Just put it all away until you get this done.

Alright, so first it’s NaNo.  I don’t know why this has captivated you so much.  I guess repeated failures capture your attention.  If that’s how it must be, then fail five times faster.  It’s taken you this long to finally get the resolve to complete NaNoWriMo, and now that you will finish it at this rate, you must continue.  You will win this challenge, and then you will move onto the next challenge, and you will fail many, many times, if past history is any indicator, but then you will succeed.  This month, you rewrite the endings to all your stories.

Got it?  In all practicality, I’m not going to tell you to do anything else.  You really can’t focus on anything else, and most likely your attention deficit will lead you to do those things anyway.  That is practicality.  Focus on one thing.  The rest, you will do by accident.

Well, I could spew more words, but that’s the last thing I’m going to say.  I take my leave as well.

Good luck.

/*---- Nothing in the Middle ----

Ever wonder what they put in that delicious cream filling between ice cream sandwiches?  You know, the stuff that’s always pushing up against the edges of the foil wrapping when you open them?  I guess when they ship them to the grocery stores, they melt a little or they’re packed just a bit too tightly.  Or both, that’s always a possibility.  The buzzword in me that’s trying to escape right now is “synergy,” because the synergistic effects of the heat and the pressure probably collude to produce a more mashed ice cream sandwich than is advertised on the outside graphics.  Those graphics always lie, anyway.  Perhaps, it’s not even a matter of the heat or the packaging; perhaps the manufacturers are just too damned lazy to produce it properly.

In that case, we should revolt and demand proper ice cream sandwiches, as advertised.  Too often, young American sweets appreciators (YASA) are presented with goods that fall below the line when it comes to quality and presentation.   Shall we simply accept this and move on?  Or should we demand our rightfully advertised product?  I say we demand, and demand some more.  I say we demand so much that we halt our purchases until further, more perfect representatives of our favorite sweet treats can be produced and purchased.  Aye, I am consumer no more until you produce something I wish to consume.

Better yet, we should make it ourselves to ensure the quality.  There is nothing better than eating the makings of your own hand, until it is really quite awful, in which case we should give it to the marketing department to ensure we remove it from the premises.

Perhaps they should sell ice cream sandwiches with nothing in the middle.  After all, if they’re failures at creating a visually pleasing, iconic, faithful ice cream sandwich, perhaps they should default to merely making ice cream bread and allowing other, more able competitors to produce the fillings in the middle.   This, I think, would bring out the best in everyone.  Competitive advantage and whatnot, yes?

On the other hand, the current company, God knows who it is, could create tubs of the filling, because that is, surely, the most satisfying part of the current crop of ice cream sandwiches.  Yes, in fact, I do believe this is the proper course of action.  If they would simply halt the production of the ice cream sandwich “bread,” then they would have a winning product on their hand.  They could sell it in tubs, or perhaps in large bricks.

Having disobviated the moniker, we can remove the unnecessary bit, as it is no longer a sandwich, and…

…oh.

---- Nothing in the Middle  ---- */

---- Putting our Differences Aside ----

Okay.  I know.  You and I have had our problems.  Misunderstandings.  But I really think we should work this out.  I mean, there are more important –

Okay, no, I didn’t mean to say it like that.  Right now, what’s important is you and me.  How do you feel about this whole thing, anyway?  It’s alright, it’s alright.  I really want to know.  I want to know how you feel.  But I can’t just know how you feel, because I…I can’t.  I’m stupid.  Or dumb.  You have to help me out a little bit, and let me know how you’re feeling.  Explain it to me real slow like, because I’m not the brightest bulb in the batch.  And then, if you want, I can do the same for you.

No, I didn’t mean to say that you’re stupid.  You’re really not stupid.  You’re smart and clever and witty and surprisingly wise for your age.  That’s not what I meant.  What I meant was that if you want, I can explain how I feel, too.

Oh.  I see.  Not interested in that, huh?  Okay.  That’s fair…well, that’s understandable.  Well, just please don’t feel like you can’t explain things to me.  Please, I want to hear it.  Yes, I’d love to hear it, because you’re one of the most important people in the world to me.

Yes, one of.  Well, I’m really sorry, but my family comes first.  Try to understand?  Or not.  No, that’s not at all what I meant to say.  Look, I’m only human, okay?  I make mistakes.  I’m sorry.

No, no.  Please put that down.  Look, we’re all nice and calm and sitting down, alright?  Now, I can tell you’re agitated.  Oh, unless you don’t feel like you are.  Okay.  I agree.  You’re right.  Let’s put that pot down right here, okay?  Great.  Great.

Alright.  I’m listening.

Mmhmm.

Uh huh.

Right.

No, no, I really am listening, it’s just a lot to take in.  Remember, I’m slow.  I have to take my time to formulate a response, and it’s probably not going to be a good response.  Just warning you ahead of time.

Mmm.

Well, I think I can help you.  No, really.  I only have one piece of advice, but it’s really good advice.  Someone told me this a long time ago, and it’s helped me a lot.  No, you’re right, I’m not the most successful person on the planet, but it’s helped me stay happy.

No, it wasn’t some wise guru or monk.  It was just a man in an athletic club I visited once.

Are you ready?

Come closer.  I don’t want just anyone to hear it.

…WE’RE NO STRANGERS TO LOVE

YOU KNOW THE RULES

AND SO DO I-
---- Essayist?  Let’s think stuff over. ----

Strange, I seem to be in an essaying mood, or at least a creative one, after divulging myself of three personalities.  I guess once your personality has left you, all you have remaining is the urge to talk about new shit that you think of.

Wow, coldness sucks.  I think it’s funny how the voice in the last piece got killed by whatever psycho bitch he was talking to.  Might have been a guy he was talking to.  Either way, he knew he had a death wish if he was going to rick roll him.

I’m slightly involved with a couple of clubs on campus.  There’s the breakdancing club, the tricking club, the Taiwanese club…and that’s just about it.  Oh, except for being president of the buffet of the month club.  Really, that’s where most of my responsibilities lie.  Technically.  Seeing as I’m the president and everything.
Booooring.  Responsibilities suck.  Only having fun matters.  And the most fun is having the most numbers, and being feared by buffet companies.  We may not be able to afford it, but we will strike fear into the hearts of buffet owners everywhere.
Fear and greed.

---- Writing-Fu ----

Close your eyes.  Find your writing center of gravity and just go with the flow.  You may not know what you want to say.  Hell, you never know what you want to say.  But the words are there, waiting for you, in your mind.  Sometimes, I think that’s all there is in there.  But there’s more. There are pictures, images, animals, creatures, stories, and people waiting to be let out.

Sometimes there are even revelations about yourself that you never would have found on your own.  Unfortunately, there’s also a limit.  An upper limit on the things you can create with words.  Because there is no such truth  as the truth in your Mind, the Truth that you cannot describe.  The way of no way.  The telephone is ringing and the matrix is calling.  Mom answered.  The matrix left, disappointed.  I think, after a suitable amount of time, I will go off to retrieve more food in order to nurture the growing plant in my mind.  Any number of things crawl up and down this plant.  But there is only one observer, only one that I can prove.  The others might be one and the same.  They might be wholly different, but I will never know for sure.

Food break.

B….r….e…..aa…….kkk……

That possibly did not contribute to the word count.  I don’t know whether I should leave it in or not.  Oh well, too late, as metawriting about it has permanently set it as a fixture in this writing.

Can you close your eyes and let the words come without…er…damn it, I made a mistake.  Ah, as wel all do, I suppose.  Can you let the words come without closing your eyes and just flow with the rhythm of your fingers against the keyboard?  Perhaps I’ll stop when my sister arrives, perhaps either one.  I suppose the later the better in terms of productivity, but there’s no such thing as a good time to stop.  Everything you do gets you closer to that goal.  Every thought you do not have down on paper is a thought that could have helped you achieve your goal.

For some reason, this goal is important to me.  How interesting.  I think I’ve noted this before, but the idea that there is something that would motivate me to sit down every day and write out over three thousand words in sessions lasting hours long, that, that is intriguing to me.  The only thing that has captured my attention for that long before was DDR, or dance dance revolution, which I did over the course of a summer.  I would have continued had I not given away all of my shit.  Actually, I don’t think I even have working DDR pads anymore, which is a damn shame.  I need that USB adapter, though…

I can borrow it.

Anyway, the wall of text thing is a little frightening.  Perhaps not frightening, but the fact is that it’s too late to go back and fix it.  A few words back, perhaps, but syntactical and structural edits?  Unimaginable.  Especially at these times, in these times of need.  There is no time to waste editing.  Actually, there is, and I’d probably be motivated to write more, if I went back and thought about what I typed, but since I have this furious burning liger on my back urging me forward, I feel as if I have the fewest time that I’ve ever had to do anything.  It helps somewhat that it’s urgent in terms of daily performance, which impacts performance later on.

In school, I can safely, comfortably, fail and there’s no one telling me anything different.  Oh, that reminds me, I have a quiz to do before the break ends, and I also have to get that motherfucker to answer his emails.  Maybe I’ll just email emodes2.  Oh, good ol Eric Modes.  Rui Ke.  Motherfucker’s Chinese name had me in a tizzy, but I kind of get it now.

Ohh, not good, your fingers are slowing down.  Whoa, I wonder if typing is the reason for the stiffness in your wrists, or if it’s from fencing.  On second thought, it probably from fencing.  A lot of stuff is from fencing.  Like you said to yourself earlier, you need to get into shape and that means healing.  Fencing should not be that difficult.

Although I do admire the sixty year old Olympic fencer who apparently teaches at Purdue.  Mad props.  If I make it to be that old and I can still touch my toes, I’ll throw a celebration and only people who can still touch their toes are invited.  Whoa, I hope my grandparents are still around then =(  but they probably won’t.  Whoa, did I just throw an emoticon in there?  I think that’s the first time I’ve ever done that while writing and not while typing.  I used to hate those things.  What’s going on?  I also misspell things like Brunet, I spell it “Bruney” instead, instinctively.  Unfortunately, my spelling has devolved, and no thanks to Microsoft Word’s auto spell checker, either.  Bastard is ruining my English.
Rawr.  Word count call, bitches.

Almost there.  This “book” is pretty meta.  Fuck you, if you’re reading it.  You’re an idiot.  How did you even make it this far?  Oh, right, you might be skipping around.

Too much of this is about me.  Let’s make it about you.  How are you?  What is your name?  I love you.  Gimme a hug.  Let me know how you’re feeling.  Without a water bottle, how do you survive?  What is your favorite form of martial arts?  Are you a world traveler?  Do you know what it means to be in love with someone who you know you will never, ever meet?  Or to be loved, despite your flaws?  I hope so.  On both counts.  Because I do.  And I kept it up, bottled inside of me, for the longest time.

So much is my fault.  I’m sorry.  I shouldn’t have played with your heart.  I shouldn’t have loved you in the first place, and I shouldn’t have let you fall in love with me either.  It’s true, we were using each other for our own ends, as someone surmised, but the thing is…that was what love was.  Now, I don’t know the nature of love.  I used to say that love is all the emotions you could ever feel, hatred, anger, kindness, sweetness, honesty, loyalty, envy, greed, all of it, being able to feel all of that for one person and letting it wash below you, like a river underneath a bridge.  Now I don’t know what it is.  That was just justification for something that I don’t want to go through again.  I’m working on healing.

I hope you’re better, too.  I hope there’s someone in your life.  That would make my day.

I don’t think a double negative could help things very much, but you should try listening to that song.  I think we would all be better off, if we could shake off our aversion to overly saccharine shit.  That’s not difficult for me.  I try to be a tough guy, but I’m a softie.  I’m a romantic at heart, and an idiot.  That’s why I make mistakes.  Again, I need to fail five times faster than your average person in order to learn the same stuff.  So let me make a mistake.

Make a mistake.

Right now.

Okay.  Let me get this straight.  You went online thinking of a very specific mistake to make, and then you chickened out and now you can’t even bring yourself to get back online in order to make that mistake?  Wow.  Wow.  Okay.  Great.
Dude, she spoiled Glee.  In two ways – one, she told me all the spoilers, and two…well, she didn’t wait for me.  I guess.  Whatever.  In some ways, that was a mistake.  What do you want from me? I’m gonna run away from stuff because I’m a bunny.  I guess I’ll just watch Glee with my family as soon as it’s on Hulu tomorrow.

Jeeze.  Why are you such a pussy?  It’s just a TV show.  It’s a really girly TV show, too.
It’s really my only excuse to see her.  I’m closest to her when she’s on the couch with me, watching Glee.  I wish we could be closer.

You could be.

I know, but I’m not like that.  You know that.  I’m not like that, unless some very specific circumstances occur.

I don’t feel like I’m done yet.  This episode of writing is not through.  I wonder if I could actually produce something useful.

---- Something Useful ----

She scuttled into an alley.  Mysterious oils and other fluids marred her path, but she ignored them, even barefooted as she was.  The cobbled path was a throwback to another time, when another kingdom had laid claim to this land, but through the ages and through generations of rulers, this cobblestone had held its own.  Ancient land.  Sacred, in its own aged way.

Dressed in nothing but rags clinging precariously to her thin, starved frame, she looked behind her for lights, paused for a while, patient, ever patient, listening to the sounds of those who would know her secrets.  There were none that she could hear.  After a good long time, she continued forward.  No one knew of this place.  The street urchins who scrounged around the area for offal and easy targets to rob avoided it.  They knew it as the Killings Cave, a name handed down in street child folklore for centuries.  The ones stupid enough to venture in never made it back out.

Partly, it was her job to ensure that they never did.

She straightened up as she walked, as if shedding years of weight.  No longer did she look like an aged crone.  As she walked, she gained poise, and the scuttling, wretched creature that looked backwards every other moment was left behind as a mask, a discarded shell.  She walked with a power that would have intimidated kings.  Strangely, as her presence grew, the alley around her shrank.

She halted at the dead end, as the alley came to a narrow halt.  It was not so much a wall that confronted her as the coming together of two walls.  It was as if the builders of the opposing walls had gone ahead and started building without consulting each other, and, as they came together at an awkward angle, had decided to call it quits.  But there was a narrow crack between the two walls where light, or something like it, anyway, filtered through.

The more you stared at it, the less sure you were that it was light filtering through, though, unless it was a bevy of stars winking in and out of the darkness. And sometimes, a chill darkness would reach out and sap the light from beyond the walls.

Here, she stopped, just before the walls became too narrow to accommodate her shoulders.  She would have been an odd image to see from the back, had anyone followed.  A woman with the air of nobility, dressed in rags, facing the end of two walls.  One could even trick oneself into believing that the walls never really met, that what you were seeing was a woman staring into an infinite hallway.
There is a sound as if a thousand voices spoke at once, in a cacophony of noise.  A maelstrom of personalities, some confused, some enraged, some happy, some bored, melancholic, some clearly insane, all of them swirled out of the crack.  The woman merely tilted her head and the chaos subsided.

She waited until the voices fully stopped their moanings and cries, their shouts and calls.  There was no hint of impatience from her.  Long ago, she might have tapped her foot impatiently, or rolled her eyes.  No more.  

The sky was a dull grey.  The alley, too, was devoid of color.  Even the oil sheens on the cobblestone were slack and colorless.  Behind her, the alley faded into a wall of…was it fog?  Or…?

Finally, silence.

“Another game has begun.”  She said, simply.

The voices screamed, throats tearing hoarsely.  Maniacal laughter, gleeful giggles, and angry expletives all at the same time.  The chaos raged on and on.  A wind swept out of the crack beyond the walls, a hungry wind.  It blew the rags on her body about, exposing her starvation-wracked body.  There were no curves to her, only harsh, sharp lines where her hips were, and skeletal ribs.  Despite it, she kept her state of mind.

A piece of fabric was torn off by the wind, and sucked inward towards the whole.  It fluttered at the edge of the walls for a bit, as if calling for help, and then tore off and disappeared.  The wind rose to a gale force and began to funnel inward, drawing everything towards it.  The woman’s rags lifted like a hundred flags, drawn towards it.

She glanced down her body and made ever the slightest movement, shifting her weight.  It was more like the thought of a movement.
It was threat enough.  The howling subsided.  A few questioning tones erupted amongst the voices, as if they were debating amongst themselves.  Then, a concerted effort.  A hundred, perhaps, of the millions of voices of the beyond, in their painfully synchronized way, asked, “Who…are you?”

Just the hint of a smile flashed across her lips and was gone.  “Ever forgetful, my dear.  Ever forgetful.”

“T-tell me!” the voices demanded, a thousand stronger.

“My name is Aeon,” she said, with the tone of one much practiced in repetition, “And I am the keeper of the path.”  With that, she completed her weight shift, pivoted, and began her long walk back down the alley.

The voices screamed together, pleading, demanding, furious.

It was the loneliness that would always break Aeon’s heart every time.

She returned to the streets as just another homeless cretin, searching for food or a warm place to stay for the night.

~

Lyre took to the forest, tumbling from the tree branches in a mess of limbs and panic.  Somehow, he’d cleared the gap between the castle wall and the forest’s edge by some miracle, but he wasn’t counting on any miracle to keep him alive in the face of that crazy woman’s homicidal urges.  He clutched the royal seal close to him and fled into the woods.

Leaf took careful aim with her crossbow.  It would be a difficult shot, and she was short on time.  Soon, he would be behind too many trees for her to have any chance of killing or even injuring him.  That he’d even gotten away from her was a source of continual shame.

There, around that tree.  He had a choice, and either one would expose him for a second.  She took a gamble and shot to the left.  A flash of garments in that area caused her to break into a grin for a split second before it disappeared.  Her smile faded.  She didn’t know if it would be fatal, if it hit him at all.
Lyre fell to the floor, a burning pain in his upper back, just above his left shoulder blade.  The bitch had managed to hit him with something.  He dragged himself behind a tree with his right hand, ensuring that she had no other shot at him.  Moving his left arm at all set the nerves along his arm and back aflame.  He craned his neck so that he could see where he’d been shot – even that hurt, as his muscles pulled against the projectile.

It was a small black crossbow bolt, probably from a half length crossbow.  How it’d even been shot as far as from the castle walls, much less with any accuracy, was beyond him.  He didn’t much like crossbows – too much technology, too many cranks and gears.  Not enough heart to them, not like bows or slings.
He debated taking it out.  If it was dirty or poisoned, he would have to clean the wound.  It also didn’t happen to be along any major artery.  He might as well.  But first, he would find a river so that he could clean the wound.

Grimacing, he thought of the long trek he’d have to make upstream.  He had absolutely no urge to attempt cleaning a wound in any river downstream of a city.

He got to his feet, ignoring the pain.  He’d dealt with worse before, as a child.  At least this time, he knew enough to treat his wounds himself.

~

His earliest memory was of running.

Run, run, run, Marcus.  He ran as far as he could, but there was always someone behind him.  A light in front, in the distance along the path, beyond the forest’s edge, and down the hill to the farm.  That was where the light was.  And he was trying as hard as he could to get away from whatever had happened behind him.

Curiously, he never did remember what happened.  It was always a grey spot in his memory.  He fled from whatever it was.  A menacing danger behind him.  His mind painted a picture of an ominous, scraggly man with a sword.  That, anyway, was what he’d been told by the farmers he’d reached, eventually.  They said that the bandits hadn’t wanted anything to do with a small child.  It was only his parents that they wanted.

He always wondered what about his parents had so warranted an attack.  Perhaps, he would muse, they were affluent and rich.  He’d never seen their bodies, and didn’t remember them.

The wounds, though, the wounds burned in his mind and in his memory.  They were deep slashes, slashes he imagined must have come from swords.

~

The bard came to a stop at a small town.  Town, actually, wouldn’t begin to be the correct word.  Most likely, it was one large family operating an inn and various other facilities.  She gripped her precious instrument’s strap and walked on, intent on bypassing the waystop and making it to her destination  that day.  

However, just then a man came through the entrance of the inn carrying a large trough, most likely the day’s refuse, and caught sight of her.  Setting his burden down, he stood up and waved to her.

“Hey ho, bard?”

She turned towards him, put her hand to her heart, and took a bow, the traditional greeting of a bard to a homesteader.  He’d recognized either the pattern on her cloak or the instrument strapped to her back.
“Come, have a place to stay the night for the price of a song and a tale!” he invited.  The man was generous.  Only famed bards were usually treated this way.  She was almost too wary to take the offer, but the prospect of wading on to the next stop and having to pay at the same time was a bit much.
“How kind of you, good sir,” she replied.  “To whom do I owe this generosity?” she asked, as she turned and made her way to the inn.

“My name is Brent Halverson,” he said with a wide grin.  Internally, though, he was suddenly taken aback.  Was the bard merely a young boy, or…was this one a woman?  “Welcome to the Halverson Inn.”

Couei grimaced.  She, as any bard rightly ought to be, was highly attuned to nuances in sound and spoken word, and she could hear the man’s hesitation.  Women were not commonly bards.  More often than not, the women posing as bards were actually prostitutes.  It was something of a byword for whore to mention a female bard.

This was not going to be pretty.

Brent already regretted his decision to invite the wanderer in.  As he feared, as it, or rather, as she neared and removed her cloak’s hood, she had a full head of coal black hair.  Definitely a woman.  The entire homestead would be on his case about inviting a whore into the premises.  The rumors, the rumors.  He was trying to think of a way to kindly take back his offer.
She knew that taking off her hood was a mistake as soon as she’d done it.  The man was now twice as edgy.  Sighing, she set her instrument down.

“Look, ye needn’t be so hesitant.  I’m a bard, true as you can hope for.”  She cursed at herself internally.  In her frustration, she’d slipped into her native highland accent for a second.  She continued, hoping her perfect middle kingdom accent would cover it up, “and if I need to prove it, I can right now.”  She set her instrument, in its case, down in front of her.  The song wouldn’t be a happy one if she played right now, but she had the technical ability to impress.  It’s just that songs were like starting a conversation with the audience, and she didn’t want to start an argument.  Though, it seemed a bit too late for that.

“No, no need, bard, I believe you,” he said, chuckling to, he hoped, defuse the situation.  She was terribly forward.
What was he going to do when she stayed the night?  Could he hide her?

---- Burned Out ----

What could still be left on your plate, the pate of your mind has been wiped clean by fire, by the cleansing detoxification of writing, words no longer coming rapid fire as they once were wont to wreak writing havoc on a world unknown by any other, unread by any mother.  Don’t doubt a brother with a chance to live that wasn’t smothered, he’ll prove you wrong and ruin your rhyme, reason without a dime see the world without crime, no doubt a ponzi scheme.

Carriage return has felt the burn and the doubt within you rages.  Check your wifi, the antennae are short, the koolaid cruel fade to dark, unsee the past unnoticed by the last two men in black who wrote the last two rhymes about your fated fraternity following footsteps unknown into the darkness.  Don’t doubt, never doubt.  Here’s how.

Fearless flow, hear the words in your heart, don’t let your mind interfere because the blackness threatens to overwhelm the sound of music in your soul, just flow like past don’t matter to the alma mater, your history is safe with me, I feel the force is strong in me, like what wolves will flee from bears to how I held a child out of the fire born from flames alive by fire, set to stay steady to see through liars and with eyes unclouded by hate.
Meaningless, all of it.  Sometimes my mind just goes on binges to see if it can achieve certain vocal effects.  Generally, it devolves into failure, and I’ve never tried hard enough to really get anywhere.

Alright, you seem to be at a crossroads.  There is the path less traveled.  And then you can just continue to waste time.  What will you choose?  I think you’re a little burned out from writing so much.  You hit over five thousand words and you’re still kind of on the same track.  At this rate, well…at this rate, you’re going to say, “I just want to hit forty thousand words,” and then you’re going to do it, and then we’ll all be happy.
My sister is home.  Let’s see if I can hit forty thousand before she enters the door.  I hope it’s not just an illusion in my mind.  This is exciting.  How many minutes will they take to come in?  How fast can I type on a limited amount of sleep without error?  There are few factors, but the truth is that I’m tired and I can’t make my fingers do exactly what I want them to, to act exactly how I would like them to behave.  It’s like my work ethic – why can’t I be like Rain or Bruce Lee, or someone who trains hard at something?  Jamila, for instance, has a black belt and can kick ass because of her fourteen or so years in taekwondo, and then there are countless other masters of various things, but I can’t manage to master a single topic.  It’s slightly depressing.  I know I’ve been singing for a long time, but I am no master at that either – I don’t know how to improve and I don’t know where I’m going .  You’re supposed to have a directed, improvement pattern in order to become a master, and all I’m doing is plodding along in the slow lane, trying to get someplace, but with no destination in mind.  What the heck am I doing?  Maybe I should just dedicate my life to writing, which seems to be something I can do single mindedly, putting out thousands and thousands of words onto a cyber piece of paper in a matter of days, or even just hours.  This sucks, though, my body is good for stuff.  I want to be a master dancer.

I’m a dancer!

That would make my brother laugh so hard.

Ho.  Shit.  I just hit forty thousand.  And I think my sister’s not actually here yet.  Let me check.

Nope.

Some of that stuff was very curiously punctuated.  I should have left some of the more interesting ones, like the double apostrophes.

---- Static ----

So I made a non-move last night and I wonder how it turned out.  Actually, I should probably, yeah, do nothing.  This doesn’t count as anything – even a friend could say that.  That might be pushing it.  Basically, I said she was cute.
Idiot.  I hope I didn’t scare her away.  Actually, that’s the riskiest thing you’ve done.  Whatever.  I’m proud of you, stupid.

Too many noises and musics going through my mind in time for late November to finish up my last few words, my last ten grand.  It’s the final stand and the last demand.  How much can I write in the space of a day?  Can I hit this goal in one day, in the last few stray remaining hours of today?  Then when I finish, I can focus finally on other things, probably possibly not without the same kind of focus, but what the hell did I just say, anyway?  Too many double maybes, not even negatives, to see the truth through clouded glasses.

Hell yeah, Bboy Cloud.  Even if you’re only half, represent Asians.  I could probably strive and strive and be as good as you, but there’s so little time, I’m almost dead or metamorphosed.  I wonder if I’ll turn into a butterfree or devolve into a caterpie.  The flow’s not strong in me today, I feel the fear as it fades away and I’m left with nothing in the way, only hip hop heavy melodies rumbling through my brain.  Let it go, find the flow, like m-flo.
I think the best time for me to write may very well be when I’m alone.  Now I can think without getting distracted by a thousand things.  The smallest bits of information that catch my mind’s eye send me reeling off into other universes, universes I can’t fully describe in words, or universes that flow too fast for my written-spoken-mind to catch and transcribe.  Perhaps.

That’s my excuse for now, anyway.  I have to hope that I can continue.  Perhaps not in this vein – after all, it is quite a boring vein, and devoid of oxygen.  I’m sure you would much rather be an artery of words and verbs, but a vein is all I have to offer.  Writing is the key to oh so many skills.  I should have just focused on it from the beginning.

Should have, would have, could have.  In reality, I don’t regret a single decision I’ve made.  Although, that may simply be because I don’t remember them and even if I did remember my decisions, you’d be hard pressed to point out the causality of my actions and the results.  That’s why it took my so long to realize that I was lactose intolerant.

Finances in a disarray.  The monitors were a mistake, but a welcome mistake.  I learned the proper etiquette for shipping stuff on eBay.  How interesting.  It must be terribly inconvenient to have to take stuff into the UPS or FedEx in order to estimate shipping costs for everything.  There must be another way, hey?

Anyway.  Wow.  So I’m now expecting myself to write over five thousand words every day, since I did so yesterday.  That actually brought me well within range of the daily goal for NaNoWriMo.  If I do this today, it will give me a lot more time to pursue the other things in my life with steadfast concentration.

By the way, I used homestead in the last story without really knowing what it meant.  I don’t think I’ll look it up, either.  And I just spelled “either” as “eather.”  My English is going to shit.  I should study both English and Chinese.  Actually, how much does it take to finish an English degree?  Can’t be that hard. 

Huh.  After that exercise, I’ve discovered that yes, I can indeed finish an English degree if I go full time the whole way.  I thought the whole point of dropping ECE was to save money by going part time?  And anyway, anything that has written word is well within the realms of my ability to pick up on my own.  I would normally, at this point, list all the majors that I have even the slightest interest in and then tell myself that I will read all the materials in all of those majors.  Really, that would most likely kill my interest.  Instead, I think the wisest method of acquiring all that knowledge is for me to develop a genuine interest in them, which means that I have to live life to the fullest.

To encounter them and attempt to capture them.  Exactly like Pokemon – and I was good at that, wasn’t I?  Well, for the initial batch, I didn’t stop until I had them all.  Majors really are the same thing…except that in real life, there’s less difference between a Communications degree and an English degree than there is between a Pidgey and a Pikachu.  Part of me is exasperated that I would choose a Pokemon comparison to make.  Pokemon, it seems, has determined the course of my life.  I must catch things until I die, or faint.  Perhaps that’s why I believe in my imminent mortality – I can’t imagine Ash Ketchum going through puberty, much less growing old and dying.

Leaving on a jet plane, don’t know when I’ll be back again…

Blue magenta yellow, red green sky blue.  These bottles are terribly tempting.  I don’t know what for, but I want them.  They’re very colorful.  Mmm.  They remind me of Skittles.

Alright, alright, go away, Meebo notifier.  I know you’re there, still, that’s what I downloaded you for.  Still annoying, as always.

What are the chances I could close my eyes, watch everything that I type and get away with thinking about nothing so complex as dog food?  Why is it that when I watch what I’m doing, I do it worse?  The meta feedback is too great?  Too fraught with thoughts on what to do and how to do them?  Caught up in going back to the beginning and writing and rewriting the words until they are pleasing to the eye?  Aye?   Terribly lacking in the intellectual department, though more so in the sociointellectual department and even more so in the social department.

I am beginning to realize that, as an adult, as a member of society, my skills are poorly developed.  I have little real world people experiences.  All of my social activities are mediated through electronic means, and I may be even better at electronic interaction than I am social, real world interaction.  This may be due to the fact that most of my skills are in the literary field, watching what I write with care and revealing nothing to the average passerby except what I want to reveal.  Which happens to be myself, unadulterated, which is exactly what I’m aiming for.

Must I make concessions to society in order to be more effective?  I think not.  I prefer to think not, and therefore I shall find a way to be myself and yet also be successful.  If I do not, I shall surely perish, or become a bum, which would be fine with me.  I hear tell that people like me, though, and that would be a damn shame to deprive them of a source of at least momentary entertainment.  Still, if they had never known me, they would have been fine.
Naturally, I can’t say that for sure, but I try to console myself with the idea that if I were gone, the world would go on as needed.  Wow, narcissus hero complex, any?  I don’t even know if that’s a technical term, but the truth stands alone.

Unfortunately, there seems to be an accumulation of food particles on my laptop, hindering the free movement of my wrist.  Perhaps, perhaps as in the old days, I will simply lift my wrists off of the writing surface, that being my laptop, and type with perfectly curved fingers, as if I were playing a guitar.  In China, it is considered good form in calligraphy to not let your wrist touch the table you are writing on.  I know nothing more of calligraphy, but typing is a considerably less noble pastime.

I do believe my family has returned.  But then again, I believed that countless times last night as I hobbled to and fro from my laptop to the garage door to check if my older sister had returned.  Most often, she had not.  The last time, though, she had.  I think the sounds were genuine and not psychotropic in this case, because I believe I heard a door shut.  Wow, that didn’t sound too good.  What the fuck just happened?  And doesn’t “psychotropic” have something to do with drugs?  I do not think that word means what you think it means.

Ohhh, Bailey boy is back.  With all of my family!  Well, except for my older brother and my countless extended relatives.

I am called upon.  I must aid in curbing the infinite energy of Bailey, my nephew.
---- 

So here I am, sitting in the car.  With my parents, but it might as well be alone because the interactions between myself and my parents are somewhat predictable.  At least I have a good relationship with my parents, unlike so many that I know.

Parents.  I am blessed to have my parents.  And I mean blessed in a completely non-religious way.  One might say enchanted with Luck+1.  My entire life, actually.

I’m still trying to decide whether or not going Black Friday shopping would be worthwhile.  There’s a great deal of experience telling me that it’s just not worth it.  For instance, while we waited for the Nintendo Wii, which I believe is my first experience waiting outside in the miserable, miserable cold…no, scratch that, I had waited outside of Best Buy for deals before on Black Friday.  That was when I ate the donut off of the floor.  Naturally, it was inside a box on the floor, but people still flipped out.  Hey, I was hungry.

I was with my at the time soon to be girlfriend who is now my ex girlfriend, and a few friends.  I remember trekking across the parking lot to visit our friends in line at Best Buy.  Oh right, we were waiting out at Circuit City.  This was when Circuit city still existed.  Somebody must have held our spots in line, because we made it across the parking lot to Best Buy to visit the poor fools waiting there, and then to the Dunkin Donuts / Baskin Robbins across the major street.  The lines were enormous.  I was ostensibly searching for a GPS for my dad, when, in reality, I was just there to be with friends.
Oh, I forgot to mention the misery.  It was miserably cold.  The air dried out any moisture you might have had in your throat, your lips, your nostrils, and the cold chilled even through multiple layers of winter gear.  That is the beauty of extended exposure.  Nothing is safe.  Eventually, you will succumb to the cold and die.

Of course, I didn’t die, because I, and my friends, I suppose, are particularly hardy specimens of humanity, but there was always the threat.  We could see them keeling over left and right all around us, as though a great illness had befallen the heard.  I stomped my hooves nervously.

Wait, I did no such thing.  I take that back.

The wolves circled us, an ever present danger.  In these harsh times, there were none who weren’t feeling the gnaw of starvation at their spines.

I am no elk.

We formed a protective circle around the youngest of the herd, tried to keep an eye out for stragglers.  The weak and the ill would surely perish, as well as those stupid enough to wander too far out.  Good.  We didn’t need them, and our resources were low.  The wolf howls every once in a while seemed to draw nearer.  How many there were, we would never know.  Their shadows flitted too quickly to count, and we could only count two per hoof, anyway.  Besides that, there were several other sociointellectual, neurocognitive, and physiological obstacles to that end, so all we knew is that there were a lot of them.

Do elk even have a split hoof?

Sudden action.  A tragedy – a young calf had wandered too far from its mother, and a sudden movement, strategically placed, sent it racing in exactly the wrong direction.  Its mother tried to fend them off, but in a flurry of black fur and slashing teeth, it was over.  Both the calf and the mother, lost to us forever.

We watched the carnage from a safe distance.  Someone vomited.  Someone else shat himself.  Someone else ate his shit.  Don’t worry, that’s normal.

I’m pretty sure it’s normal anyway.

---- The Turning ----

I sense the turning.  That’s my cue for the turn off of the highway onto Peterson.  It was slightly Protoss inspired, if I remember correctly.  That’s how long I’ve been exposed to games – I can’t remember when my earliest memory of turning off the highway into Chicago without also saying, “I sense the turning” to myself.  The Protoss are a pretty badass species, if I do say so myself.  Personally, I don’t see how any race that cool could ever lose to either the Zerg or humans.
Still debating on whether or not I’m going shopping.  The thing is, there are a lot of things that would be cool to have, but I don’t have them right now and I’m fine.  I feel like I have more important things to be worried about.

I’m also intrigued by the idea of living without money.  I read an article about a woman in Germany who did just that.  She relied on the support of something called a Tauschring.  I hope I spelled that correctly.  She’s been living without money for something like 17 years.  I think I could do that.  I don’t like the idea of it right now, but that doesn’t mean I won’t like the lifestyle if I try it.  The only thing left is to settle my student debt, then I’d be free as a bird.

A little bird told me she’s cute.

Oh God, stop.  You made your non move, she didn’t even register it, so now what?

If I wasn’t so tired I wouldn’t have done that, I think.  Now it’s a new start of…something.  I don’t know what.  She might be playing coy, pretending to not have read the wave…wow, it feels strange to say that.  We’ll see what happens.  I don’t want a relationship.  Whoa, what?!  If that’s the case, then what are you doing?  Opening the floor for discussion.  Okay, but you seriously like her and you communicated that pretty well, I think.  Either that or she thinks you’re a creep.  Unlikely, if she’s read that wave – I doubt she would have communicated with you after it.
Right.  Somewhat slightly slide to the left.  Literals liberally locate Listerine.
How am I supposed to keep track of all the things that are too easy to forget regardless of the limitless legends that lesser fools never willingly win.  So say there is a shade, what kind of monkey had kept its cool during the freaking following summer?

Wow, I wonder how much of this journal is actually like that – completely nonsensical.  So I just finished watching Up, and I wasn’t terribly impressed.  It seemed pretty straightforward from the beginning to the end.  There was a bit of comedy, but for Pixar movies it stands at average at best – then again, I didn’t see many of their other recent movies.  There’s and balloon.  Up.  What?

The sense of smell.  That’s what my older sister says to talk about.  Well, that’s a bit of a quandary, because my sense of smell is not too good.  Furthermore, my memory is not too good.  So what am I supposed to write about?  This is not looking good.  Neither is the fact that I took a break to clean up my work area and ended up spilling the remnants of a drink on the stairwell.  Hmm.  It’s kind of true, though, that smell is a powerful emotive stimulant.  The smell of the drinks reminded me of champagne, and the Krannert center.

My voice is still here.  I can barely make it out through the cacophony, but  I can still speak.  The reset of my voices are just busy humming the sound or attempting to follow what’s going on in the other room.  It’s not impossible.  I can do both at the same time, but what of meta?  Too much meta.  It seems as though all I can think about while trying to ignore something else is about how successfully I’m ignoring the other stimuli.
---- Eyes on Me ----

I stood in front of the crowd.  The sudden silence that marked my arrival was easy to ignore as the lights shone in my eyes.  There was nobody I can see.  Nobody.  I might as well have been alone in the front of the stage. 

But there wasn’t much I could do right now.  I could only hold my defiant stance.  There was a slight chance that I was going to fall.  You know, bleeding as I was.

The audience roared.  There was nothing in the program about this.  I could understand their disappointment.  Where they had expected a grand drama, they found instead real blood.  The children behind me on the stage huddled together in fear.  They needn’t.  I hadn’t been placed here to harm anyone.  Only as a warning.

The hole in the ceiling of the amphitheatre allowed a sliver of moonlight in.  I was illuminated in it for the first few moments, flickering, almost, as the clouds passed overhead, but the speed at which the moon moved across the sky meant that it would not be for long.
Bits of the ceiling still fluttered down.  My entrance had been rather dramatic.  The enemy had decided merely to drop me upon the city.  I wondered if it had been on purpose that they had chosen this building, and what the heads of state were thinking as their children began to scream and cry.  MY blood pooled beneath me, propped up as I partially was by my cane sword.

Finally, a rustle in the background.  In the darkness, where I couldn’t see, someone started to take steps forward.  Security.  Ah, so that was how it was going to be.  They would just forget about me and have me removed, ignoring the clear danger.

So it was that I, the messenger, ambassador to the Krie bird people, would end.  Most likely in a dungeon, out of sight and no longer a source of embarrassment for the rest of the consulate.

A damn shame.

~

It had started with their discovery.  It was amazing that we hadn’t noticed them earlier, but ours were a plains people, limited to the grasslands and prairies, and their weirs were all in the heights of the mountains.  We had only within the last half century begun to populate the plains near the mountains, our people migrating slowly farther and farther away from the barbarian menaces that impinged upon our traditional lands.

Of course, there had always been the myths, the occasional much derided stories of winged men, but until we began traversing the mountains in earnest, there had been not a single reputable sighting.  Even well after we had established colonies on the other side of the mountain range, we hadn’t noticed their presence.  It wasn’t until they began to guard the passes and kill our travelers that we took note.

There was a great deal of animosity.  Many had lost entire clans as we lost contact on either side of the mountains.  But the Krie were an impassable barrier.  They could swoop down without a moment’s notice and kill the most prepared traveler.  They were not as advanced, technologically, as we were, but they had no need.  Most of their immediate needs could be had through their remarkable ability to fly.

An ability I secretly yearned for, myself.

Still, despite the hatred, we had to find a way to at least begin to parley.  We needed the attempt, at least, to convince ourselves either of their animal nature and thus justify their wholesale murder, or to peacefully allow the crossings of our people and perhaps trade.  Who knew what wonders the Krie people held to themselves in the mountains?  What secrets, or magics.
Thus, an ambassador was called for.  Why they picked me, I never did really have any clue.  As far as I knew, it was just an extremely bad stroke of luck, for me to be in exactly the wrong place at the wrong time.

Let’s not go into it right now.  I’m bleeding rather profusely.

~

The burly men removed me to a less public place; a local inn, where medics and clergymen were treating my wounds.  I lay in the cot most uncomfortably.  I don’t know why I had bothered to stand after being dropped through the roof of the amphitheatre.  Habit, I would guess.  I’ve been standing since childhood, and even an accident as a young man hadn’t stopped me from it.  I’d merely armed myself with a cane, and resumed standing.  As far as I was concerned, I would give it up when I died.

I screamed the slightest bit they they got around to setting the bones in my leg.  I will admit, I have not the fortitude of a warrior.  In fact, the truth is that I more likely had the fortitude of a young girl, but in the recent months as a Krie guest, I’d been put through more than what my natural fortitude would have ever dreamt itself capable of surviving.  So I didn’t feel bad screaming.  I was quite used to it.

Now, the Krie people themselves, I strangely did not grudge.  I hadn’t come to understand them so much during my ambassadorship, or shall I say imprisonment, as to merely cringe and try to stay out of their way.  There was a certain logic to when they would come torture me, and I had stopped attempting to make any sense of it.  If you were to ask me if I begrudged the Krie, I would simply ask you if you begrudged the weather.

Now, again, one might argue that if a tornado were to rip your farm from its foundation and tear your crops into shreds, yes, one might begrudge the weather, but the most you could ever do was to shake a fast at it until the next tornado, at which point you would merely run away.  Now imagine that the tornado can see your fist shaking at it and would gladly come and attempt to deprive you of that implement, and there you have the Krie.

Gradually, the clergymen’s intonations began to drone on in my mind until I felt a healing trance fall over me.  It was either a healing trance or the collapsing of my willpower.  I didn’t know.  The magic men never did have a very pronounced effect on me.  I was never quite sure if it worked or if it was just in my head.  I was rather tending towards the idea that magic didn’t work at all.  I’d never seen anything convincing in my lifetime.
As I faded, I heard a voice above my head pronounced me dead.

Well, I’ll be damned.  I guess the magic healing trance hadn’t worked.

What a shame.  Magic wasn’t real.  And my lifetime was about to come to a premature end.
~

Thankfully, I awoke, fully alive.  At least, as far as I could tell, I was alive.  It made one think, these things did.  Either I was alive and in a great deal of pain, or I was a ghost and in a great deal of pain, but either way, life was terrible.

I looked around me.  I seemed to be in a dungeon.  More specifically, I seemed to be in someone’s wine cellar.  How odd.  That there were no instruments of torture was a minor relief.  I’d been in that situation before and it had been very tricky to get out.  It involved giving up the information that they demanded.

Anyway, rather awkwardly, I was tied down to the table.  It really didn’t seem like a good job.  The ties were loose, the bindings made from silk rather than rope.  I was on a small, narrow table, almost as if I’d been crucified and then they’d decided they wanted the crosswise wood for something else, a ship’s mast, perhaps, and removed it.  As such, my arms were at my side.

I craned my head around me, as far as I could against the bindings.  There was a strange pattern drawn on the floor around me.  Outside of the pattern, a large blood red circle encompassed the whole thing.  The geometries of the patterns were mind bending.  I could not find a single word to describe the patterns I saw.  Then again, my grasp of basic geometry was rather lacking, unless you described them to me in terms of crop layouts.

Every line of the pattern was the same dried, blood red color.  The final legs of the pattern finished on either side of me.  I guessed with a sinking feeling that they reached up towards my head, on either side.  Damn me.  I didn’t know what that meant, but it surely wasn’t a good thing.  I tested my bindings.  Weak as they were, they held against my crippled and broken body.
I was about to thrash harder.  One might call me panicked.  I was, in fact, panicked, though I justified my thrashing and screaming as both “testing my bindings” and “calling for help.”  I suppose either action could have been done quite a bit more coolly, like the heroes in bards’ tales.  I, unfortunately, was not about to be sung of in any story.  I was most likely going to die in a cult ritual.

I paused.  Compared to life in the last few months, that wouldn’t be too bad a way to go.  Then I went back to thrashing.  Life, as short and brutish as it had been thus far, was precious.  I wanted my mother.  Chances were, I would never see her or her delicious shepherd’s pies again.

The sound of footsteps coming down the staircase had me trying to sit upright to see who was coming down.  Tied as my head was, my feet were somewhat blocking the view.  I shifted them so that I could see the upper half of the staircase.  My right foot, pressed as it was to the side, blocked the bottom half.  I could see legs.

Long, hairless, elegant legs, exposed up beyond the knees.  My eyes widened and I hurriedly unblocked the bottom half of the staircase, twisting my foot out of the way as the rest of the woman came into view.  There was one limb they hadn’t bound, and the scandalous view I was being afforded threatened to expose their lack of foresight.  I felt heat rush up my neck and stared straight at the ceiling, where a pattern matching the floor’s met my eyes.

Despite my efforts to the contrary, the woman’s dark beauty imprinted itself into my mind.  Auburn hair, dark, soulful eyes, and rose red clothes, if one could call such skimpy garments clothes, marked the rest of the woman’s entrance.  Either my imagination was running wild, or I really was in Hell, and this was a devil in Temptation’s guise.

I listened to the woman’s footsteps as she made her way towards me.  My heart was racing.  I didn’t know whether I was about to die by demonic ritual or through sexual exertion with this mysterious temptress, as I dearly, dearly hoped would happen.

My mind went wild as I saw her head move about, at first hovering over this part of my body, and then another part.  Gradually, I felt my bindings come loose.

When I could finally move, I attempted to sit up.  Unfortunately, my body just wasn’t cooperating with me.  The best I could manage was to fall off of the table, landing with a powerful thump.  I moaned, which came out as a weak mewl.  Glancing down at myself, I was relieved to find that certain other parts of my anatomy hadn’t been able to follow my wishes either.  I could address the woman with the proper chivalry one would display after being freed from a demonic ritualistic circle and promptly falling off into a crippled, impotent mess.  Perhaps, I thought to myself, I will hold the door open for her.
“You,” she said, simply.  Her voice set off shivers throughout my body.  If her body alone hadn’t done the trick before, her throaty voice did the job.  “You were among the Krie people, were you not?”  She touched me on the shoulder, helping me get up, and it was like fire along my nerves, like a shot of brandy everywhere her hand touched.

I finally got to my feet and leaned against the table, hiding my erection.  I was at an awkward angle to her, but I wasn’t indecent.

“Yes,” I finally managed.  “Yes, I was.”

“You must tell me everything you know about them.”  Her voice sounded urgent.  I couldn’t stop thinking about her touch.  I shifted myself, walked, with the help of the table, to the other side, where I could face her.  And safely conceal myself.
She was dressed as a whore would, in bright warm colors to attract attention, and a skirt cut a whole half hands-length above her knees.  Her languidly curling hair, almost silven in the light of the moon, framed a face that would have, in my opinion, either stopped armies or started wars.  The smallest imperfection, a mole on her cheek, merely added to her character.
“Yes, yes.  Krie people, winged men.  And women,” I added, significantly, “there are Krie women as well.”

“I know that,” she said, sounding the slightest bit impatient.  Even her impatience was endearing to me.  The longer I spent in her presence, the more images of settling down and starting a family began to percolate through my head.  It was almost as if I was under a spell.

I caught myself as I found myself thinking I was in love.

“Show me the way to the Krie weirs.”

Suddenly, I was very, very not in love.

---- Sunlight Through Leaves ----
Might be my favorite patterns in the world, sunlight through leaf life.  The gradients, the fractal shadows, the play of the lighting on the window or the marble or any surface.  The way glass will light up with a life of its own.  Or the vibrancy in the leaves of a thick, well-watered plant as the sunlight illuminates the structures within, the banding and lem, xylem or phloem.
Terribly tired.  I know it’s tea time, and breakfast was a bag of carrots, but there can’t be much more consciousness left in me.  Soon the family will be awakening in order to leave the house for my aunt’s house.  I must take a nap before then, but first, my task.  Soon, it will be over.  And I can begin something else anew.

This has been good for me.  Getting my words out, even if I don’t know what they will be next or if they will be a story of my life or lives I can only imagine.  I learned more about who I am, and what my style is.  I think I learned how to focus instead of be so scatterbrained.  Because I know, at least, if there’s nothing else I can do, I can always write.  I won’t always know what I’ll write about.  I don’t even know if I will like it, or if I’ll want to read it over again when I’m older.  Or even in five minutes, which is theoretically older.  But still, there is that.  I can write my life away.  If I started now, I could write countless books, stories, thoughts into being, for all to read, and most likely at least some of them would be read by some of my friends.

Wow, that sounds hopelessly bleak.  At least some of them, hey?  One can hope that someday there would be something that would be worth it for all of my friends to read.  But that would probably be my life’s crowning achievement.

I yawn now, stretching away from the computer.  I don’t need to see the screen to know what’s on it.  I can catch the minor errors later.  Right now, I just trust the computer to listen intently to everything my fingers tell it.  My fingers are my trusted generals, placing surgical strikes and whole military campaigns against the keyboard.  Even until the land itself is degraded and the letters begin to peel from the keys.
Upon finally using it to the point where there are no more letters on the keys, at that point I will put my hands on my hips and declare, “Oh ho!  So this is how it’s to be.  A war of attrition, fought on in the dark.  Very well.  Onward, my generals.  Lead us into the dark, and show us the way.  You are the light upon this land, and many others through it.”

I think I shall turn off the kitchen light.  There is no more need for it, as there was in the predawn light.  I suppose dawn has occurred.  I am terribly sleepy.  And the slightest bit of a hornball.

Must fight the urge to sleep.  And to masturbate, though I haven’t done that in the longest time.  A guy needs some outlet for his sexual energy.  I bet that applies to gals, as well, though.

So the body has two sets of nervous system types, the sympathetic and the parasympathetic nervous system.  I forgot which does what function, but one controls the fight or flight response, and the other is responsible for relaxation, so much the opposite.  In order to maintain an erection, the relaxation system must be used, whereas in order to ejaculate, the fight or flight system must be used.  Sex involves both the sympathetic and parasympathetic nervous systems, which kind of makes sense.  You need to be relaxed enough to be willing to have sex (i.e. safe and guarded) but at the same time, you need to be excited.

Almost fell asleep on the table just now.  Not that I was on the table, but my arms were, and I was leaning against them.

I used to think there was a tree in my plant room that was a mango tree.  Unfortunately, it never grew past two feet high, and I later found out that it was just a normal plant.  A very pretty plant, with semi-rainforesty tips (rainforest flora has extremely tapered points in order to promote dripping of water), but a mango plant?  Not at all.
Ah, a quick look at the beginnings.  We have come far, haven’t we?  Somehow, we have progressed from just barely making the NaNoWriMo daily limit to pounding out five thousand words in a day.  Of course, just from looking back, one can surmise that even then, the words were of a higher caliber, but still.

What ruminations on good or evil, ethics or morals, shall I have next to entertain my guests?  It so quiet here.  My mind is like an empty cavern.  Every once in a while, you might find a cave cricket if you search very hard, a white little pasty thing leaping about in the darkness.  But right now, all there is to talk about is the light.

And bacon.  I used to adore bacon.  Now I am not so fond of the stuff.  My tolerance for oils has gone down, and my avarice for the taste of meat probably has as well, especially since living in an apartment essentially devoid of meat for most of a semester.

The seat I occupy has my butt print worn into it.  It will never be the same.  Then again, you would say the same thing about yourself if I sat on you.  My ass lacks fat – all there is are sharp, sharp bones.  I use them to open cans.

Speaking of fat, I am now clearly one-hundred-and-forty pounds, English measurement system, and holding steady.  I wonder what changed in the space of two semesters.  Perhaps my metabolism is slowing down.  Perhaps I’m getting fat.  I doubt it though, my body fat by percentage was about nine percent.  I won’t consider myself fat until I’m above fifteen.  If your body fat percentage is above fifteen, my apologies.  That doesn’t mean I immediately consider you fat.  That is merely an internal rubric.

Yeah, you’re fat.  Nyah nyah, my genes, my lifestyle, and my eating habits keep me skinny.

Whatever, who gives half a shit anyway?  Skinny, fat…the more important thing is that you accept yourself.  And I don’t mean that you accept that you’re skinny or you’re fat, but rather embrace the part of yourself that judges, the one that applies those labels, and that some greater part of you decides whether it’s something that you care enough to try to change or not.

Until then, I’m going to call girls fat.  Actually, it will be long past my own descent into fathood that I will randomly call girls fat.  Mostly my sister, though.

My little sister gets the most heat and teasing from me because I figure it’ll temper her.  Like putting clay into a kiln.  I haven’t yet developed a metaphor for taking the clay out of the kiln, applying a glossy coat, and putting it back into the kiln, but there is the danger that my sister will explode one day because of what I say.  I think it will be a very small chance.  But then, if she did explode, chances are I wouldn’t even recognize it.

I called her boyfriend ugly.  Actually, what I told her was that I had no complaint about him other than that he was a little ugly.  My grandmother on my dad’s side would probably say that he was dark and ugly.  He is dark, but I tend to like darker skin in girls, so I don’t really have a problem with dark.

My nephew just picked up a PVC pipe that’s longer than he is tall.  I hope he doesn’t destroy too many things.  That would be a damn shame.
Alright, the pipe has been removed from his grasp and placed in a place that is too high for him to reach.  The thing is, I hope it hasn’t given him any ideas about where he should go to get what he wants.

Wait, why the hell is there PVC piping in that corner of the room, anyway?  Oh, and a wooden katana.  I’d completely forgotten I had put those there.  I guess it is as with all random weapons stashed away in my house – they are there in case anyone breaks in.

We’re a fairly paranoid family.  Living in Chicago for the first seven years of my life, even if only the first seven years of my life, has ingrained the habit of locking everything even if I leave only for a second.  I have only just recently begun to relax that habit, which is a bad thing, especially living in an apartment in a surprisingly high crime college campus.

Must kill interlopers.

I think I had a dream where I actually did employ one of the weapons in the house against an intruder, and I regretted it immediately.  I killed him, or I debated killing him.  I can’t remember which – somehow the debate was as real as the killing.

Bought a ping pong table at Sears today.  It was the only thing I saw while Black Friday shopping that was worth it.  Of course, as soon as I bought it and went to Sports Authority, I saw a competing table that probably would have been better.  Then again, the one I got was ten dollars cheaper and is about to get even cheaper.  That widens the gap between the table at Sports Authority and the one I purchased, making me feel better about my decision.
Gah.  Impulse buys are not my thing.  They bother me way too much afterwards.

It always seems to be the hardest when I’m thinking about the task, so I guess I’ll just close my eyes and let the words come freely, flow smoothly like from the mouth of a river, definitely not my mouth because my mouth is slightly agape, not knowing whether there’s a better choice of words or whether the words I picked even do justice to the thoughts I had.  My writing mind is going off the hook, not wondering, while my writing mind tries to transcribe faithfully the words that hit it, but often, so often, they both go wrong, and there’s a song in the midst of everything knocking me off of my tracks.  Trailways and railfains they never seem to pass below the concrete jungles lost between the lariat of stars and gravel highways.

As I wait, I tempt the fates, my rhyme schemes suck because I’m duck whereas the luck was not mor than I was willing to give up.  Do the things I say even make sense?  Who knows.  There is a shark swimming in the ocean of my mind, as my cousin asks why, why, why we’re doing what we are.

Now in the car.  Singing to Santana and Rob Thomas, Smooth.  They should have just stayed together as one band.  That particular sound is unique, though.  Too much might ruin it, yes?

Ah, Black Friday, the day of consumerism.  Strangely enough, the crowds at the mall were not as crazy as they were last year.  We arrived earlier than our cousins this year, which was depressing, since we didn’t intend on buying anything.  Then we blew two hours waiting as our cousins made their ways to the mall, by which point my little sister felt terribly ill to her stomach, and we had to leave.

Have you ever had to drive with the threat of a vomit bomb sitting next to you and no bag to mitigate the mess?  You end up paying very careful attention to how you’re driving, what the smoothest path is, and just how to brake in order to reduce the acceleration.

Actually, it made me wonder.  If I drove like that all the time, would I eventually be able to drive at full speed while maintaining smoothness?  And if so, would I then be able to drift?  Okay, I didn’t think that at the time, but I’m thinking it now, so it counts.

I should learn a few things.  Like the meaning of pedantry, and when not to be pedantic, especially in philosophy.  Actually, I think my own pedantry tends to disgust even myself.  That’s probably why I avoid it.  At the same time, I feel like my pedantic penchant is what aids me to be a more critical thinker.  So, as with everything, it’s not the extreme that matters, but the qualification – the precise statement of the middle ground that pleases…well, both yourself and your audience.  Or perhaps just yourself, depends on what your priorities are.
I’m watching, well, not watching anymore since my eyes are closed in order to better concentrate on the task of infecting this cyber document with my mind.  Anyway, I’m watching my nephew play basketball, failing to throw a basketball into the hoop.  My aunt has just said that he looks like me.  I don’t know whether or not that’s true – my hair was a lot darker, that’s for sure.  This kid is definitely half white.  I wonder what my grandparents think about…everything.  Someday, I will converse with them fluently in Chinese.  Canto?  Mandarin?  Who cares.  Something, at least.

There’s a certain limitation in my brain.  There’s a terrible amount of information just waiting to be involved with my life, an amazing amount of work that hasn’t been one.  There’s too much risk, too little waste.  Crown cones cool lies ice floes fiddle flows.  Flow.  You really like the word flow.  At the same time, it’s not when you’re trying to flow that you flow the best, it’s when you have something to talk about a narrative.  Not so much a narrative, perhaps, as a commentary.  That’s why you need a separate file for commentary – you call it meta, but it’s actually just commentary.  Too much commentary, not enough doing.  That’s the story of your life.

Huh.  At least in this, the commentary is the game, the commentary is doing.  You’re so close.  You will win today.  How does that feel?

It feels like I should spend more time writing about an actual story.

---- Normal ----
I shuffled into the studio.  There was a panel before me.  Judges.  I wondered what exactly they were looking for in the audition.  I trusted my interpretation of the character, though, and if they didn’t, then it was their loss.

One of the judges flipped a page on his clipboard, looked up, tapped his pencil against the page and pronounced, “You may begin.”

I started.  I was thinking something else entirely, but I’d practiced this monologue so many times that it was second nature.  If they noticed, I didn’t really care.  I probably would have gotten a crappy part intended for a minority, anyway.

Why couldn’t I just be a normal person in anything?  Even in my own mind, I’m not a normal person.  Let’s make it something new and make me completely normal.  But give me a leading role.

No Asian martial arts, no wisecracks or ancient wisdom.  No technical prowess.  I’m just a dolt and a klutz and somehow I’m the main character.  Whether through luck, determination, or pure character, I make it through the challenges I face.  Or sometimes I don’t.  I don’t know.
It’s sad when it’s significant that someone of my persuasion…one of my people…can be cast as an ordinary hero.  But that’s what we need.  Ordinary heroes.

Who are my people?  I am everything and everyone who has ever been forgotten or left behind.  Everyone who has been purposefully excluded.  I am Calvin, and you, you, my friend, are Hobbes.  Together, we’ll explore the farthest ends of the universe.

I finish my audition and then leave.  I don’t need this role.  I don’t even want it.  These people are not my caliber.

What we really needed, I told myself as I sat down in my apartment to write, were normal heroes.  Who just happened to be exactly the people who have been left out of the process for so long.

There would be the geeky, socially awkward guy who has a hot, totally insane girlfriend.  Let’s make him Chinese.  There would be the quiet, unassuming girl with a crush on the high school jock and, through some amazing transformation, finally gets him.  She should be Indian.  Then there’s the explorer, the kid who gets himself into more than he bargains for when he goes where he should not.  What to make him?  How about we make it a her, first of all, and then decide on the ethnicity.  Let’s make her African.  Real African.
We need these people.  We need to be people in the eyes of most people.  There are unheard stories, stories that should be told, but aren’t, stories that should be special, but not just because race dictates that they be relegated to the backburner.

Here we go.

---- Musings ----

Where have I been going with all of this?  I figure as though my mind has one track and it’s been progressing toward some unimaginable goal.  Perhaps it’s images of the future.  Whether it’s with cute girl, or what to do after I graduate.  Then again, perhaps it’s my infirmities of character, or just the present state of mind.  But I do feel as though something has changed within me.  I am different.  

This challenge was worthwhile.
Say it again.  This challenge was worthwhile.  As long as you set your goal and keep your course, and you are the master of both, then it is completely worthwhile.  As long as you are the writer of your own fate, sometimes literally, then it is worthwhile.  Despite losing time, you are better off for it.

Here I am at the crossroads.  Waiting at the cross, the intersection of two roads.  It’s a desert.  You grin.  It’s always a desert, and it’s always at night.  The dichotomy, you believe, amuses you.  But you can’t be entirely sure.  The desert wind always whips at your clothes.  Someday, you must return to Arizona, and spend some time alone there.  Then on to Fiji and those Greek islands with your kyou.
You have to travel the world with her.  Someday.  I wonder if she’ll bring whoever her current boy is, or if she’ll have a current boy.  From what she says, the guy isn’t too bad.  Sounds like a nice fellow.  I still hope he’s gone if she’s going to go travel with me, though.  I wonder when that will be.  In a year’s time?  In two?  Three?  A decade?

Life is just beginning, and I’m staring at the whole tapestry of the world and where I could be going, what I could work towards.  I read a book that suggested you write all of the skills or things in your life that you would like to make a part of your life.  Every single one.  I’m afraid I don’t have time for all of them.  Actually, not even sure I want to think of everything, because then, in a fashion, the novelty of finding the interest in each one of them is lost.

I think I prefer a life less planned.  Nothing I’ve ever been good at has been planned.  Then again, I’ve never really been good at anything.
Today is the day.  There are apples on the tree outside.  Or perhaps they’re pears.  Either way, it seems terribly out of season.  My cousin’s house has always been so nice and peaceful.  Cleanliness is worth the peace of mind, I think.  There is a serenity in the orderliness.  But at the same time, there is a cost.  Like my life, it might be too planned.

---- Imaginaries ----

I close my eyes.  And suddenly I’m much more than I am right now.  I am running across the top of a chain link fence, the forgotten face of a terror that has been long forgotten.  As I am every Halloween, I am a ninja.  I’m more than a ninja.  I’m a warrior, a poet, a musician, a martial artists, a businessman.  But for right now, I get to be no more and no less than a ninja. 

The exquisite balance that would let me run even on a knife’s edge is the result of training since childhood.  It extended to any movement supported by my hands, feet, or any part of my body.  It was inevitable.  If anything, it was a weakness, now, it was so automatic.

---- To the End. ----

What was once the end is now the beginning of some other story, one I can’t tell you right now.  I can’t tell you exactly what I will do next, and the truth is it’s because I don’t know.  We’ll ever be stuck in place if we know exactly where we’re going, and there’s something wrong with knowing too much.  We are more than we could be right now.  You are the tiger in the brush, the sun just below the horizon rising up.  Who is we?

Today, we is you and me.  I’m talking to you.  It’s really interesting to me how I have to say, specifically, that I’m talking to you, otherwise you wouldn’t know.  Whether you’re a reader or you’re myself, actually, doesn’t matter.  I wouldn’t lie…that’s not my thing.  My things are three:  Truth, Hope, and Love.

Truth.  Truth in everything.  Truth when people ask, truth when you ask.  Not just the truth you know right now, but truth you have to search for.  Truth that you have to find the monks and interrogate the gurus for.  The truth that lasts beyond our simple mortal lives.  Truth.  What is truth?  Truth is what we can agree on.  Truth is also what I know in my heart to be true.  Truth is the sunrise in my eyes and watching it emblazon patterns on my eyelid.  Truth is the sun, the rainbows, and the socks on your feet.

Truth is beauty.  Truth is everything between me and you that makes the world worth seeing again tomorrow, worth waking up to.  Everything worth living for.

Love is the future.  Love is making a change today for a better tomorrow.  Love is your heart, and soul, and the things you do to make things better for yourself, for your loved ones, for the world.  We are creatures of good.  Love is moving towards the good.  Love is closing your eyes and trusting that the world will do the same for you, to change for the better for you, and love is also holding hands and coming together when things don’t work out.  We are together, and Love is our togetherness.

Hope.  Hope is tomorrow.  Hope is belief, fate, and holding Truth and Love close to your soul.

I remember when my father would come home late at night.  We would wait for him, my siblings and I, and we would jump up and rush to the door when he came home.  We could see the car pull into the driveway I would wind my way through my parents legs when they hugged, so I could be in the middle.

I don’t know if I want that.  I don’t know if I want to be a dad.  I wouldn’t know if I had the courage to try to be a good dad.  Not perfect.  I wouldn’t be perfect, and I would dearly want to be.
Parents are brave.  Parents are beyond brave.  There is only so much they can know or control about their childrens’ fates.  Even as adults, their children may make poor decisions or simply be in the wrong place at the wrong time.  Their lives and their getting along with their parents are really the only things that matter, to the parents, though, I suppose.  In the end, the rest is up to them.

This is the final section.  This is the last metamorphosis before the end, and bigger and better things come to fruition.  I feel somewhat as though I am leaving some part of myself behind.  After this, I will be empty.
If a man can never give birth to a child, he can always write a book.

Ignant fool.  You want to start something?  Yeah, I want to start something, let’s go.  Why am I so tired?  Besides, it’s only four forty.  There’s definitely something wrong with me.  Oh right, I forgot, I woke up at four in the morning today and then neglected to take a real nap in between.  Alright, at Target, I fell asleep for a little over ten minutes and managed to drool on the table.  But still, that’s no real nap.  There was a Mexican woman chatting it up on the phone the whole time, and there were also two Starbucks employees who seemed intent on talking about the most boring things in the world.

It’s terrible how my fingertips will begin to hurt after I type too often.  It flares up along my nerves and makes me think I’m doing nerve damage to my fingers.  That’s just sad.  I think I had a much bigger problem with this before my fingers had acquired guitar calluses.

I wonder.  I should probably decide what I’m going to do about my guitar skills.

Nah.  Fuck it.  The only thing I knew coming into NaNo was that I had to write a shit ton.  Coming into guitar, I think I should have something similar to the word count goal, if there is something similar to it.  I don’t know.  I would invent the metric myself, but for fear of its eventual demise.

Regardless, I could go by strums, which would drive me insane to count, or by units of  time, either quarter hours or hours.  Perhaps songs?  Or sets performed.  I’d count friends houses as sets.

Hmm.  There’s also dancing.  That I could measure in eight counts.  How many eight counts I’d learned versus how many I’d practiced.  Or perhaps just dance sessions.

Here is the beginning of doing difficult things.  Very difficult things.  The rest of real life is difficult.  At the same time, I am so far behind many of my friends, who have been doing these difficult things all their lives.  One of them has his own nonprofit company.  He has a plan for getting into an MBA program, and he even has his priorities straight.  Most of what you learn is networking.  And the primary benefit is free food.  He took the path that I once considered, but made it real.  I am turning back towards that and wondering how I can ever catch up.

One of my friends is a pro dancer.  He could be, easily.  He practices for longer and harder every day than I’ve done at anything.  He can pick up dance moves like I pick up phrases.  It’s ridiculous.

My sai jie worked hard to get where she is and is working even harder than she needs to be in order to accomplish her goals.  And, from what I can tell, it’s not often that she doesn’t accomplish her goals.  Her brother, her entire family, is well able to handle any challenges thrown their way.  And still she finds time to write songs that get stuck effortlessly in my head.

Kyou is a genius and a genius of hard work.  That’s the only way you could possibly succeed as a double major in biology and computer science.  She will go far.  Indeed, for her, life truly is only beginning, because she will be able to do anything, go anywhere, see anything.

Every one of the breakdancers I at one time derided is now, without a doubt, better than me, despite my acrobatic tricks.  In style, rhythm, and even power, I am outmatched.  Perhaps if I’d kept going to practice, I would have had a quarter of the skill they display.  Elbow spins, head spins, windmills, flares, 1990s, all things I can’t do.  Physically, it’s within my reach.  Work ethically, so far beyond it.

Both of the friends I have who are living in Korea are both pro in their own ways.  One is so intelligent and such a hard worker, there is no denying the sources of his success.  Now there is nothing left holding him back.  As a person, he is a remarkable force – multitalented, hard working, smart, charming.  I look forward to a future when I can say, “yeah, I knew him,” and be showered with questions.  The other friend is beyond me in my peoples’ native tongue and the tongue of her people, Korean.  She made the right decisions, decisions I wouldn’t mind now had I emulated them then, and is now flourishing in the proper environment.  Her skills continue to grow, and her personality is such that the people she attracts to herself are as impressive as she is.
Any electrical engineer I know deserves respect.  My cousin, first of all.  He has the resolve I do not.  I know he’ll do well in the field, and I regret not traveling that path with him all the way.  I have a great deal of friends in this challenging major who will also show that they have the spirit and determination to succeed.  Again, a quality I wish I found in myself.  Hell, extend that to any engineer.  All of my cousins, in fact.

My roommate, the one who got me into this apartment at all.  You do more than you think you do, and are more important to those close to you than you know.  That includes me.

Looks like I’ve won.

There’s a quiet in my heart.  A stillness.  A complete sense of satisfaction that no howling will properly express.  It’s like watching a pond at night, watching the moon slowly dip into its own reflection and disappear while crickets chirp.

Not knowing when it ends until the sun rises tomorrow.

Until then, it’s a watching the moon and the stars, and smiling like you’re among them.

Good night.

I’ll miss you until tomorrow.

Fin.
