
 

In case of an imperfect koRean American: 

 Jump. 

I’ve always preferred Korean food. Something about the ratio of salt to sweet fills me 

with a fullness that American food never can. And that doesn’t exactly make sense for two 

reasons. One, I was born in America, and two, my family is incredibly Americanized.  1

So, when I was in 8th grade, I conducted an experiment. Or at least, it resembled an 

experiment. I learned in statistics that, in order for any inquisitorial activity to be considered an 

experiment, the choosing of inquisitees needs to be random. Otherwise, it cannot be an 

experiment due to omission bias . 2

I also learned that one should not take a higher education math class if one is not a 

mathematically oriented person. I’m a writer, not a mathemagician.  

Though I don’t appreciate mathematics, I respect it. Mathematics does reap its fruits. 

Case in point, pineapples. I learned through binge-watching Khan Academy that pineapples are 

deferential. They bow to the law and piece themselves together accordingly. If I looked close 

enough, I could see a pineapple’s berries submit to the reign of Fibonacci, silently humming 

1 Actually, my family is in an odd in-between place, like a purgatory between immigrants and natives. For 
example, my parents aren’t fluent in Korean, but they can speak it in a way where whenever we go to 
Korea, the waiters always know what we’re trying to order. My mom came to America when she was 
five, my dad when he was fifteen, but he spent most of his childhood in Paraguay. We tease him, saying 
that Spanish is the only language he can speak fluently, though his English is near-immaculate. 
Sometimes he says “mini” with a long E instead of a short one. We only speak English at home, unless 
my parents are talking about something they don’t want us children to hear about. They like to pretend 
that I don’t understand Korean. I don’t understand specific words, but I understand what they mean as a 
collective. Additionally, they won’t let me go to med schoolA.. 
           A Also additionally,, my grades don’t matter until they do. And my mom cares, but my dad doesn’t, 
and sometimes they both don’t care. I guess inconsistency is a side effect of purgatory.  
 
2 In case you were wondering, I omitted those whom I did not know. 
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numericals through their rind. One, three, five, eight, thirteen perfect spirals. Like the ideal 

Korean American, they always follow the rules, aside from the few odd apples, and even those 

follow a separate set.  3

Besides the fact that I’m allergic to pineapples, that may be why I have an aversion 

towards them. In terms of black and white, they are good, and I am not. I am hyperactive, a space 

cadet. By the grace of God, I have maintained average grades. I am the girl with words 

constantly spilling from her teeth, no matter how tall she built her walls. I flee to the road less 

travelled more often than not.  I fly off the handlebars. 4

I suppose it’s bizarre to compare oneself with a fruit, but what isn’t bizarre? A friend who 

shares my spiderwebs sends me videos of himself to convince me that it is truly him texting me. 

I pretend that I do not recognize his voice. Is that not bizarre? Two people, separated by 1.8 

miles, miming the chase of persuasion and ignorance, when neither is truly convincing nor 

clueless. It was like we became performers, children again. We hold characters in the glass 

rectangles between our fingertips as we circle in the act of a never-ending play. 

3 Search: Lucas Numbers 
 
4 I tend to barrel through the bushes without a second thought, and for some reason, I always expect 
something big and bright and beautiful to be there. There’s not much, actually, but I do return with the 
occasional wildflower, though by the time I’ve reached the roads, most of the petals have fallen.A  
         A I remember when I was young, I loved to pick wildflowers at the cemetary, but my fingers 
           were never gentle enough to keep from crushing them. By the time I was done playing, my  
           hands would be stained with their bruises. Cue disappointment.B 
                    B I suppose I’ve felt disappointment in my life. I was never feminine enough to play with the 
girls. I rejected makeup and fashion energetically. However, I was never tomboyish enough to fit with the 
boys. I was always potential, never skill. Always intelligence, never execution. My hand and eye divorced 
long ago, and I could never run fast enough.C 
                              C I have asthma.  
          D After some thought, I suppose I balance a girl-boy purgatory too. Is this what  
            purgatory is? Constant influx, and varying degrees of disappointment? In that case, I  
            never want to die.  
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I download his videos, and save them for later. For someone with the memory of a Froot 

Loop, documentation is important. I need evidence to reassure myself that he is real.  5

He ambles through his own thoughts, stapling them to the seconds as he passes, instead 

of filing through and collecting. In the daily hour I dedicate entirely to procrastination (plus 3 

more), I weave his words out. 

 

  

5  Though both of us wear crowns of fire beneath our skulls, his are mostly contained by an unhealthy 
dosage of what seems to be social anxiety. I’ve probably heard him talk, four times. Five? In six years. 
His mouth encircles the words, but his walls catch them. He is soundproof. Sometimes I wish I were too.  
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Good job, me

You know

Right guys? Yes, me

*laughs*

There's the common 
misconception You shouldn't care 
that they care. It's not that they 
don't care, cause they will care, 
and you'll convince yourself of 

that. It's your mentality that you 
need to change about that.

Unconsciously, no wait, 
conscious, it's definitely 

conscious

This is why I shouldn't type things. I can 
correct myself when I'm saying it out loud, but 
not when I'm typing it, but it just looks petty, 

when I'm like "oops, edit" "woops, change" like 
oh he's self-conscious about what he wrote 

before. Whoopdeedoo

I don?t know why I?m 
actually doing this

It feels like I'm talking 
to myself, so it's easier 

to talk to myself.

Time
The Pink Strip 
Covering the 

Camera

I actually have a pretty 
interesting thought process.

but I 
forgot 

I think 

Hi Mom yea, I?m 
talking to myself!

Whoo!

Do you ever have 
that desire to stop 

talking?

*aside* 'I'm not gay, 
ok? Thank you

ok, ok, ok 

He is not as cool as I. 
I hope that is evident. 

Hey, look I did 
it again

You probably 
won't listen to all 

of this 

I'm sending this to 
a living person 

Nobody 
cares

I'm not just a 
quiet person

Technically, it's a video

I'm supposed to be 
doing all my other 

homework 

This is probably going to   
change your perspective of 

me.

I am not, un 
homosexual

I'm very, very bored

I'm thinking right now 
about how different I 

probably act

It?s me, I swear

I should watch 
that youtube 

video

You would never 
expect this to be me

*sigh*

Insert Tech Jargon Here

I'm repeating myself to 
confuse you 

Do I have some 
desire to  do 

that?

I can't hear 
myself talk

probably not

What?s really cool 
right now

Hey, ok, don't judge me 
Mom

Do you have a brain that's  
not dead? I mean, dead

I'm using an audio one 
this time, so maybe is 

this inconvenient?

I can't count so you 
can take the smart 

part out too

Do I get 
gratification from 

this?

Maybe 
there's a 

light!
Color!

 it?s kinda 
interesting

I don't really have to 
talk to anyone because 
it's not really a video 

call

This is kinda cool, right?

I can talk to myself for hours and hours and 
hours and this is what's just going through 
my head but people just don?t realize that.

I usually have a weird 
mucus in the back of my 

throat

I don't often use this 
function, but it's actually 

kind of cool

I'm not actually 
confused but I don't 

know how to say 
anything 

I can't be Spiderman because 
Spiderman's white, and has there 
ever been a black Spiderman? No? 
Then there couldn't be an Asian 

Spiderman. Wait, really? There's a 
black Spiderman?  

People will be like 
"When are you going to 
stop talking" and I'll be 
like "Mwahaha never"

differentiation

I don't understand 

 concept

If everyone could hear what they 
were saying in the entire world, 
like, a lot less people would be 

saying stupid things 

that?s very off topic.

Silence
Sometimes it?s 
kind of nice to

sit in it

*clears throat*
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Knitting is a paradoxical activity. The chances of discovering a pattern where each stitch 6

holds to the rest  seems like a very unlikely coincidence. 7

Mathematically, no matter how many times I twine a single dimension, it cannot not 

chain its way to the second. Statistically, I should not be able to coax cloth from two needles, a 

single thread, and a twist of the wrist. Practically, I can.  

My grandmother taught me to knit. (As noted in my first tangent,) I can only speak 

crumbs of Korean, and she speaks puzzle-pieces of English. Yet, there are some things that 

transcend cultural barriers. Case in point: the language of needle, thread, and touch. Even now, 

as I pick up my old knitting needles, my fingers tingle as they recall a dance of textures, skin 

against skin, stitch again stitch. My hands nestled in the shadow of my Nana’s, and now they 

have flown from the nest.  

6 His ideas regarding caring, and the caring of other people, and the caring of the caring of other people 
struck me as a sort of paradox. Here he was, a boy soundproof and afraid, encouraging a girl overflowing 
and afraid. The dam tells the river that in order to be powerful, she must surge. I laugh, but it is an 
uncomfortable laugh. The paradox swirls around, rearing its ugly-sweet head, and takes a bite from my 
shoulder.  
 
7  like fire-ants in one of those rafts they make when it rains to protect their queen,A 
          A I admire their loyalty to her.B Countless workers sacrifice themselves for her benefit, though  
             I’m not sure if they follow because they love her or because they are born into it and know  
             nothing better.C 
                    B I find it pitiful that entire countries have less patriotism than a colony of  
                      invertebrates.  
                    C People use the Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil as proof against the  
                      goodness of God. They claim it was a cruel ploy to tempt and condemn Adam and  
                      Eve. I promptly disagree. I think that Yahweh planted that tree because he knew  
                      the weight and the value in choosing. In his children choosing him over their  
                      temptations. Over their desire to be God. I also think that when Adam and Eve ate  
                      of the tree, that it stung him. Like that age-old whiplash to the heart when your  
                      best friend since forever chooses to go play with her own bully. Except, in this  
                      analogy, the bully isn’t actually bully. He’s is a thief. A murderer. The type to turn  
                      you suicidal, and then charm you back. In other words: the devil.  
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I may never learn the iron laws of mathematics, but I know that I have my own order.  8

My webs are tangled and my walls are weak. I am lost. I am scared. I want to melt into the 

currents but 

Sometimes, men come down from their floating castles, and speak to me. They offer a 

land of milk and honey and higher walls and calmer waters. Their voices are unison. I don’t 

want to blend. 

I’m tempted, but I remember. I remember the way music ties, laughing with my math 

tutor, counting the berries on a pineapple, doodling spirals, Fibonacci, Lucas, the way my 9-year 

brother Luke and I share mind-sync, I am Korean-American, but I am not Korean or American 

yet, I am only a girl grown on a bush and raised off the road, bruised flowers, asthma attacks, 

characters, we share fire when they bathe us in blue, I speak poetry and he speaks java but we 

both speak the same language, maps, men, memories, we the paradoxes, they the paradoxes, 

them the paradoxes, then the needles collide and the yarn tangles, and a pair of big, gentle hands 

takes them from me. I hear a voice, broken by accents. 9

“껹鱽, Ah-ni,  No,” The yarn finds its way to my right hand. Knowing fingers fold around 

mine like an oyster over a pearl, and guide the stitch into a purl.  

“넱냱롅, I-reu-keh, Like this.” 

 

I look back up at the winged businessmen, and laugh.  

8 We have our own orders. Each one of us is a unique recipe of sweet, sour, stupid, sick, and 
serendipitous. I’m not sure about the other ingredients, but I know that I am serendipitous with a capital S. 
It says so in the books.  
 
9 like maple leaves in the summer, except it’s winter. It’s always winter when I’m knitting.  
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“Keep your heaven. If this is purgatory, I like it just fine.”  

 

 

And I’m not even Catholic. 
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