(5] 78R o%
£HE EPROE

Beyond the
Window

Learning and Thoughts of
a Chinese American Teenager

WernaATums

SO Mo I DY



MewEE/DERIE SR

(LR A)
Beyond the
Window

Learning and Thoughts of
a Chinese American Teenager

] E7rRo%
£ THROE

OER AL R

iNA UNIVERSITY OF SCENGE AND TECHNOLOGY PRESS.



BB B(C 1 PR

BANCR—— —MEFFERE /DR 58 (ST IR EAS) £ (38) BIRRE,
FHF, ERRIF. — g, SRR TR REE, 2014.8

ISBN 978-7-5628-3949-1

LD 1.0 @%FE- @F - M. OpE-AEmE-—EE-IA-2 . W
V. D1712.65

] R A P AT CIPEUE 2 7 (201 4) 55 1346695

B ER —— A ER P AERSE S (EDON 6P AS)
Z [E]EmR
KR/ 5
HEEHE/F M
RERIT /4500
BT / WAL
HARE T / A AR TR A A BRAA =

Hohk: B THEBE #1305, 200237

L% (021) 6425030605 85+5K)

(021) 64252710(%i 58 =2)

fE3.: (021) 64252707

[k : press.ecust.edu.cn
Rl 7 H AR ED Rl A7 B2 )
75 7890mm x 1240mm  1/32
/775
/302
MR 1 20144F8 F S5 1R
W 1201448 A S5 1R
S /ISBN 978-7-5628-3949-1
# 1 36.007G $EmIAgmms
% F A &F R4S press_wy@ecust.edu.cn :

B # I e.weibo.com/ecustpress
# E M http://shop61951206.taobao.com

FHEIFNIHI




Acknowledgements

Let it never be said that anything was achieved completely alone.

The following people help turn these essays from a series of vaéue ideas

into the printed and bound volume in your hand:

My first supporter, Professor Zhenwu Zhu, thanks for being with us ﬁom

the beginning offering advice and encouragement. The initial confidence you

gave me was essential for the book to survive through entirety of the process.

My translators Mr. Shouhan Jiang, and Miss. Mengran Wang, who

essentially had to write an entire book with nothzng but my enigmatic and at

times grammatically-incorrect text as basis. Your work is what most of the

readers will really be reading; you guys are the real mvps for making my

ambition reality.

My teachers and classmates from all 12 years, from Scottish Corners to

Karrer to Jerome, you colored my life and were the main source of inspiration

Jor the essays. Special thanks to Mrs. Russell, my high school guidance

counselor, for your encouragement in this and other important projects.

My friend, who I will not name specifically, was willing to stay online

with me late into the night to see that I finished my assays.

Everyone in Shuren Middle School Class 2 Grade of 2015, you guys
were the best. Thanks for putting up with me and making my 8-month stay one

of the most significant times of my life. Thanks for the photo album, letting me

on the basketball team, and not laughing when I failed most of the tests. Wish

you guys the best of luck.

My homeroom teacher, Mrs. Yu, who had to put up with an obnoxious

A



W 3E wopura Y1 g puotidy B

o EMEE—> |

\\

CHITNESR

foreign student who questioned everything. Eventually, I realized that you
cared for all 39 of us.

My aunt and literature teacher, Mrs. Xuan, who let me eat lunch with her
and the teachers. Our conversations regarding the differences between Karrer
and Shuren were the original inspiration for these essays. Thank you for the

peaches.

_____ Thanks to my cousin, Yilang , the Xuan family photographer, for
appealing to my narcissism and making me look more photogenic than I

deserve.

Thanks to my sister for tolerating the absence of vacations while I wrote

the essays. I hope Mom and Dad don't make our brother to read the book like

they made you. Maybe you want to write one too eventually.

My parents...it’s hard to overstate how much they put into this project.
Admittedly, I made it hard for them at times, but now it is done. This book and

these essays, ultimately, were for you.

And my past self, thanks for not calling it quits, and seriously considering

doing so only once. Thanks for not giving into temptation and transcribing my

older journal entries, which would be pretty heavy betrayal. In the window,

next to my desk, you have been with me for every essay.

Yiran Xuc_z_p_
June 25, 2014




3o

BARE, EENT XA TK

M— iy kB F RO R XN ET, - FHHEETAXK
9 4 B o

RERMRNE NI RRAHE, R —TFHARNT FH
te G, ERMAREE BHRMHES, IHFREAFHEHELR,

RERBMBROTLIEF, EHEREEFIFRLE, RINRWERK
WA=, ARLEEREETEANEX, RNFLLEAPXEST
5, REFEHSEEAGRMNBXT. FMIZLEREAEARNEF,

RER AR A FAN, KA ZAANFEFR P FE

AZHWET, RERTMNEREAN BT LY TAWNNEY, WEKEHF
WMEERR. REFAHRBRAHERETLERL L, RMEXNRT M

A%t Bih

RERMRGMA, REAZFIRE, AT BB TR

BEA S 2015 - WA fT R %, (A ERAN, MR EER,

SHRMNE-RONAMARAR —E P mETIMH K, B RATERAM,
HRERABERAN— R, THARLRER . ARNFE,

RATEE AT, WIS, AT 2R S — At — J1 40 7 A
AN, F L, R RE R B AP By 39 A

K, BXHTEL L, BMRERA AR —RAEH
Wi T Y FiRe BRAT—RERFRPERMAFFZ B ER, KBZH
2 3 S U W A R, W R AR T,




EITHEE RS ERER— | —— W3g wopuwn 3 2y1 Z prohdy Bk

ROMEHEIR, REEXWRYI, #MATILEREGRERE, WL

TR AT,

Rhsrtk, EREXBXFHBRILEER, BHETRLAZT KA

2EEEEAEYENE AR FLEFEXH T, Wk beE —

RKECHWH,

AHRNRE, RERBBARBLT A, RAN, BREFAH

Ml AEFATRRT, RAU, RENFCHH, REIRLHRNH.

wEMHEEMED, RAYRTE, AEFRIHFHR—K. HHtA

CRHERRMEILKRER, TUXEREMLUAERNERN, ElEHHH

EE, RETRAPHE-FXFE,

A

2014 £ 6 A 25 H




What Is a Window at Night?

This book was most effectively written at two places: at my desks in
my old and current hou;es, both in my bedroom, beside a window with the
shutters drawn up. It was usually at night that I wrote these essays, no, always
at night when I wrote these essays, so it would seem odd that I would leave
the blinds drawn up on windows that don't let any light or scenery in. This
window, at both my houses, is always to my leff.

As soon as there is any hesitation in my writing, I instinctively look to my
left to see a stark reflection illuminated by the yellow desk lamp agamst the
darkness of the outside and the room.

The window becomes a mirror at night.

I usually open the window as well if it wasn't too cold, so I can hear the
ambient sound of night air and distant cars speeding over the roads. There
was nothing really out there, but it used to produce a sort of excitement that
is comparable to what is felt from a dark skyscraper window above New York
City. It no longer has that effect on me, but 1 still like hearing the night.

My parents always complained about leaving the window open. “Do you
want the whole neighborhood to see you?” my mom would ask as she dropped
the blinds down, *“You re the only lit window on the entire street”.

1 looked into the mirror a lot these past 3 years.
This whole collection still feels like a collection of hesitations.

True, there were moments where the ideas flooded my mind, where I
felt compelled to a series of ideas because they seemed so profound that 1
must write or express them somehow, regardless if they really deserved to
be read or not. I didn't really care about the reader; I assumed what I found
interesting to write would be interesting to read.

I was writing through the window not to see anything or show anyone
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anything, but really, just to see myself.

Unfortunately, in between fits of passionate inspiration only last so long;
in between, the prime motivation is duty. For my past, for my future, and for
my present, I had to write this book.

I tried to make my duty as fun as possible, for myself and readers. These
essays should make good toilet reads. Some opinions may seem rather...uh...
questionable, but the reader can take that as an honest representation of a
teenage mind. There were plenty of times where I weighed honesty against
better writing; honesty usually won, for better or for worse. Hopefully, this
book can make it into the backpack of at least one kid, on either side of
Pacific. My duty as the high school author of published book is largely done;
the job is finished and bound in this nice cover (I don't know what it looks
like at the time of writing this). It is a package of insights, rants, stories,
snapshots, musings, biases, a product of countless sleepless nights and guilty-
ridden days, and a still picture of one life.

Dreams of a perfect, pristine book with my best opinions and anecdotes
that I had in the fits of passion were never realized, or even close to being
realized, but after finishing this book, I learned to accept imperfection. A
mirror hides and obscures very little. And what you cannot see from the

mirror you can still infer.

So, for my sake, enjoy these essays, though if you refuse. There is little |
can do to. If you like them, please do not elevate this book to lofty heights with
undeserved praise; doing so would either instill me with false confidence in
my writing or guilt me over the shortcomings in the book. If you dislike these
essays, please recycle the book; it is unnecessary to destroy our dear planet in
your hatred for my writing. Please don t stalk me on the Internet.

From the desk beside the darkened window,

Yiran Xuan
May 25, 2014
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Course Selection

The transition from elementary school to middle school and middle
school to high school is like water flowing from the drops of melting ice into
the streams and rivers and eventually into the oceans.

In elementary school, us kids were isolated into a class, classroom, and
basically one teacher (with the exception of specials). We played only with
the same grade, because everyone in a higher grade was huge and more
mature than we can imagine, and everyone in a lower grade were small and
childish. We barely got to interact with the kids in other classes except during
recess and lunch; even then, we stuck with classmates.

In middle school, identification with class dissipated as we all had
different schedules and we had to move to a different classroom with a
different teacher and different students after every period. There were still
the teams, but friends met each other often in the halls and during lunch,
where tables were established more on cliques than familiarity. There were
cross-team classes like P.E., music classes, technology, and art. However, we
were still divided by grade. Our middle school had 3 separate wings for the
three grades, as well as separate lunches. You would never have class with
people out of your grade, unless you tested out of 2 math levels.

Then in high school, it felt like all the water was dumped together, no
matter how salty, how fresh, clean, acidic, or whatever. One big pool, that’s
what Jerome is. Like Karrer, it has 3 wings of core classrooms, A, B, C, with
the performing arts and athletic departments on the other side. Unlike
Karrer, Jerome has two floors, and has a ceiling to reflect that. To make the
inside of something look big, one should always raise the roof before pushing
the walls. A higher ceiling, with more open “air” despite being indoors, will
feel much less repressive than a wide room with a ceiling you’d be afraid to



jump under. And so Jerome was enormous freshman year, and it still is.

A day’s general schedule was the same for all 4 grades. Every day
was divided into 8 periods (cut down to 7 periods in 10th grade due to
bad economy in our school district) , each period lasting about 42 minutes
(extended to 48 minutes to compensate), with about 3 minute breaks in
between, almost enough time to get to the next class, go to your locker,
or relieve yourself (there’s only enough time for two of the three). In the
morning, before lunch, there were 4 complete periods. Attendance was taken
in the first period. Fifth period is divided into three 25-minute segments A, B,
and C. Each student has lunch in one of the 3 segments, and has his/her fifth
period class in the other 2 segments. Kids in A lunch would go directly from
4th period to the cafeteria, kids in B lunch would have their class split down
the middle, and kids in C lunch have to starve for 25 minutes more than the B
lunch. 3 more periods follow, then we are home free (or not, if we have clubs
or sports).

For freshman year, first semester, my classes were: Argumentation and
Debate, (Concert) Orchestra, Honors Algebra Il, Freshman Advisory, Honors
English | (B lunch), Modern World History, Biology, and French 1. My second
semester classes were: Freshman Advisory, (Concert) Orchestra, Honors
Algebra |l, Physical Education I, Honors English | (B lunch), Modern World
History, Biology, and French I.

The two semesters are essentially the same, with the exception of the
two single-semester classes and freshman advisories.

Freshman advisory was a required class for 9th grade, supposedly to
help freshman get used to high school life. It was basically a study center, but
with two upperclassmen in the room. These upperclassmen were specially
selected C(eltic) A(dvisory) P(rogram) Mentors, and were supposed to help
us do our homework as well and play games every now and then.

My freshman dreams began in the end of 8th grade. | wanted to be
some sort of leader when | grew up and in my high school; Public Speaking
and Argumentation&Debate looked attractive. | considered myself a writer,
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