“Koreatown Bok Choy, Part 1”
(Subtitled: “Chapter 6: What is the point of numbers?”)
Nicholas Katsafanas

Abstract: Jo Yu-Ri hires this well-endowed Greek
demigod named Priapus to help cultivate her bok choy in
Midtown Manhattan with his curiously botanical phallus,
but he's kind of promiscuous? Is that an issue? Or do
her and her friend Aragi fundamentally misunderstand
the nature of numbers?
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(1) Abstract
(n/a)

In 387 BC, around the age of 40, the renowned Hellenist
philosopher Plato (428-348 BC) founded his Academy in
the then flourishing city of Athens, only a dozen or so
years following the execution of his mentor Socrates,
whose purported last words were, “Crito, please
remember we owe a cock to Asclepius.” By contrast,
around 390 AD, on nearly equal opposite sides of the
so-called Christ event, the Neoplatonic philosopher
Plutarch of Athens (350-430 AD) would re-establish the
Platonic Academy in Athens, at age 40, where the last of
the great Late Antique philosophers—Syrianus and
Proclus and Damascius—would work in the shadow of
Constantinople. The last of the Academies were shut
down by the Imperial decree of Justinian in 529 AD. Yet
the birth of Parmenides, one of the great mentors of
Socrates (and, via osmosis, of Plato), is believed to have
taken place somewhere between 540 and 520 BC, on
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the equal opposite side of the so-called Christ event as
Justinian’s decree.

1.1 (.769)

Araqi told Jo Yu-Ri,

as they sat in the small hallway wide
Udon Lab on West Thirty Second,

right next to the Martinique,

how he had no recollection

of re-reading Rings of Saturn whatsoever—
in fact the only reason

Araqi even realized

he’d started re-reading Rings of Saturn
at all was a sole blue pen underline strike
under the word Rumelia,

right on top of page ninety nine

that, now re-reading it yet again,

Araqi knew all too well

he would have never made

when he initially read Rings of Saturn,
because at that time

Araqi barely knew what Rumelia referenced,
but upon a second reading,

assuming said second reading

took place when Araqi believed it did,

he was totally balls deep in Rumelia lore.

For all of these reasons

Araqi believed

he’d only began his

second reading of Rings of Saturn
when he picked up the book again
just the other afternoon,

but in actuality,



according to this particular blue underline

on the ninety-ninth page of the novel,

it seemed like he’d actually,

in fact,

recently started a third reading, not a second,
but wasn't it a bit befuddling,

a tad disconcerting perhaps that a person
could have absolutely no recollection of reading
a whole fucking hundred pages

of a novel less than five years prior,

Araqi thought, a sentiment he expressed to Jo Yu-Ri,
and she agreed that it did seem egregious,

but also perplexing and maybe even,

not to be hyperbolic, but a bit ominous?

But all this,

the entirety of the pair’s specific stream of dialogue
was abruptly interrupted

when Jo Yu-Ri noted Araqi’'s

visibly concatenating frustration

as they were suddenly, violently
upstreamed at the bar

by some greasy fuck in a cobalt blue
soccer jersey—

the fact of the matter was

the two friends only popped in the spot
to begin with to take a quick listen

to a particular "xylophone jazz trio"
Araqi and Jo Yu-Ri heard playing

from the foyer as they walked past

on West Thirty Second,

Araqi being intrigued by a trio

led by xylophone,

but once in line at the bar

they both slowly realized



how loquacious

this bartender was with each customer,

Araqi’s frustration concatenating

with each second he continued to wait for a beer,
and now, this customer in a cobalt blue soccer jersey,
popped up out of seemingly thin air

to upstream them, this customer,

who, for his part,

had apparently been repeatedly

scorned in his quest to get a second

beer himself,

by none other than this loquacious bartender,
who kept continuing on about

checking the pipes in the basement,

and now this customer

in the cobalt blue soccer shirt

audaciously cut them both in line

to ruthlessly expedite his

subsequent beverage.

Araqi was abutting an audible complaint

but remained unwilling to abandon

his just-discovered excitement

for this "xylophone jazz"

as Jo Yu-Ri noted that there was a
Vietnamese food truck outside,

right on the corner of Sixth and Thirty Second,
that she could go get a few egg rolls

if they wanted?

Araqi wasn't really in the mood,

but this didn’t deter Jo Yu-Ri

from ambling outside to see

“‘what was up with their dumplings”,
right as the bartender finally attended to



Araqi’s pending request

for an overpriced quote-unquote
Italian style beer,

which didn’t taste like Peroni at all,
and by the time the two got to a seat
the jazz trio finished its first set

and began its break,

lighting cigarettes and walking back to the bar
for their respective,

Araqi assumed,

free refills.
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Of course it was the case

that Araqi, despite his agitation

at the fact he and Jo Yu-Ri

entered this establishment

with the explicit intent of listening

to this "xylophone jazz trio",

only to get stiffed

by a prevaricating bartender,

by a mysterious shit stain

wearing a cobalt blue soccer shirt,

to the extent that by the time

they were seated with an overpriced beer
and a handful of subpar Vietnamese egg rolls,
the fucking trio itself

stopped pounding xylophones

and ceased playing jazz.

But Aragi had other more pressing
and dire topics of discussion,
despite the sudden silence



in the corridor wide restaurant,
specifically about Jo Yu-Ri’s

new so-called employee,

Mpiatrog,

because the fucking guy

had been talking his ear off about Soju
for like the whole last week.

Jo Yu-Ri

nodded at the comment
without even an inkling of a hint
of shock in her gaze.

She wasn’t caught off guard at all,

as Araqi continued to recapitulate

the guy’s monologues,

about how this country,

if this nation had any chance at all
whatsoever, then it needed to immediately
adopt Soju as its national drink,

that there was no other option

but to adopt all iterations of Soju,

of Korean Rice Wine

as the proper Bud Light replacement,

to co-opt this Korean wine

and rebrand it as essentially fucking American,
Araqi said.

That the Joe Rogans of the internet sphere
had prescribed the Donald Trumps

of the physical world

as the panacea this country needed,

via reactionary channels

posted on a platform

that ironically enough



started as a CIA front,
yet the reality was the true corrective
could never be found in a Donald Trump.

No, only in Korean rice wine,

according to lNpiaTrog,

people needed to start drinking it in bars

and restaurants in place of carbonated light beers!

Araqi and Jo Yu-Ri both noted

that they respected the passion of lNpiatog,
and that he was essentially correct

in his assessment

that nothing was more American

than stealing the domestic culture of others
and rebranding it as our own,

and Soju was in fact, after all,

an optimal bar drink,

as it was specifically designed

to provide more of a buzz than beer,

but not quite the ill-advised lift

of the average eighty proof

grain alcohol.

Yet, according to Araqi,

Mpiatrog was dubious that the country
could actually adopt Soju,

primarily because of people,

he said, like the median second cousin,
people who would be reticent to drink
something quote-unquote Korean

on the regular,

people who clung to beliefs

that people like Ted Cruz

actually had decent ideas



about the world,

that any person who found Ted Cruz

to be philosophically intriguing

would obviously be a little reticent

about imbibing Soju,

when it was obviously the case that,

in fact,

Ted Cruz was probably one of the top ten
most despicable people on the planet?

Mpiatrog noted Cruz’s prevarications
when asked questions

like ‘Does AICAP ever interact with Israel,’
saying how it once again demonstrated
the innately despicable baseline

of his personality.

But people like the median second cousins
of America would actually prefer to discuss
Ted Cruz with a modicum of nicety

than just imbibe Korean rice wine

as their default drink of choice,

which was clearly why this country

was on the precipice of an

irreversible decline,

if not in the midst of it already!

This country was clearly fucking finished,
MpiatTog said,

and it was solely because of this intersection
of Ted Cruz, Soju,

and the conceptual second cousin of course,
Araqi repeated,

slowly almost believing

what lNpiatrog had repeated



into his poor eardrums
day after day that week.

It was clear to lNpiatrog at least

that the second cousin was a topic

they must actually legislate against.

No, not just pontificate about,

because these second cousins—

they wouldn’t just rescind of their own accord,
second cousins were instead indicative

of a structural rot.

Mpiatrog thought

that he Jo Yu-Ri and Araqi

should all move to communicate

with their New York state

representatives to see

if they could begin drafting a bill

opposing the concept of the second cousin
in this country.

Was that doable, did they think?

Aragqi took a bite of an egg roll

that was somehow still scorching hot
five minutes after Jo Yu-Ri

put the plastic plate

down on the table.

The fact it felt a hundred fucking degrees
out in Midtown
probably didn’t help.
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Jo Yu-Ri, wiping her petite fingers

on a thrice folded napkin,

smearing select remnants

of truck cooked egg roll grease

onto the pure white paper,

shook her head side to side

and showed Araqi

the page of the book she’d just opened up,
Ashbery’s

Self-Portrait in a Convex Mirror,

and muttered look at all this scribbling!—
in reference to the inane notes

the previous owner

of the paperback had strewn

all over the first page in pencil.

Araqi asked her what condition
she’d bought the book in exactly?

Was she aware of that level
of scribbling prior to buying it?

No, she replied,

but to be fair nearly every other page of the book
was entirely clean,

until of course this final poem,

the self-titled entry of the collection.

Obviously some nitwit

who probably had to write, like,
a term paper about it,

Araqgi suggested,

some kind of dissertation,

10



and Jo Yu-Ri agreed,
head bowed in defeat.

Araqi alleged it remained readable even if,
sure, the incessant pencil scribblings
were a little distracting,

certainly off-putting,

he could totally relate to that!

The fact of the matter

was it was increasingly difficult

to pay discounted prices

for used books these days,

without some incessant and/or inane

scribbling dominating the margins

of select pages,

without delays

in shipping or unexpectedly bent covers

or subpar paperback bindings,

although Jo Yu-Ri did note

of all the fine poems the collection consisted of
she found the title poem to be the least essential—
so if one particular poem had to be ruined

by said scribbling she was at least

glad it was that one.

Books, Araqi asserted,

were actually becoming slowly
impossible to acquire,

as production volumes dropped due to
the increasing illiteracy all around them.

It was basically a case of when

before a functional embargo
would take hold

1



in terms of acquiring decent books
at affordable prices.

They were rapidly reverting back

to the Middle Ages or something,
with rare libraries gated away

from aficionados jizzing themselves
over simple access to printed paper.

Jo Yu-Ri thought the emergence

of the PDF black market

ran counter to Araqgi’s hyperbolic claims
but of course she preferred to peruse
physical copies as well

so she felt

the overall pull of his lament,

but Jo Yu-Ri then abruptly continued on to note
in a more vigorous fashion

her agreement with Araqi

regarding Mpiammoc—

did he know that just the other day,
while watering her bok choy plants

with his massive phallus,

he told a story about

rendezvousing with an exotic dancer?

Mpiatrog said he’d met the stripper

just a couple weeks previous

and that she’d asked to meet with him,
which he said to Jo Yu-Ri

he assumed meant she intended to bilk him
out of some cash at her club

in Astoria, but apparently—

to her surprise—

Mpiatrog wasn’t above that,
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so he actually showed up to the club,
Jo Yu-Ri told Araqi,

but then, the dancer,

half in the bag according to MpiaTrog,
told him she actually meant to meet
outside the club, so as her shift ended
he took the dancer down the street
to some hookah spot,

smoked shisha then,

according to lNpiatrog, quote-unquote
railed her in her SUV on a side street
after she moved her kid’s carseat

to the side.

Jo Yu-Ri

was slightly flabbergasted

at the anecdote,

which [Mpiatrog continued,

noting how the chick had some issues
with "suicidal ideation",

but to Jo Yu-Ri,

she relayed to Araqi,

it was a little concerning, no?

Just because she’d hired the guy
because his phallus was supposed to be
beneficial for plant growth,

and while clearly that was ideal
for bok choy cultivation

in Midtown Manhattan,

she wasn’t so certain

she’d get the maximum value

of his phallus

if he was—plowing sluts in SUVs
on side streets

13



next to shisha
establishments,
Araqi finished?
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No, Araqi noted,

it was certainly uncouth
that Priapus was, you know,
potentially having sex
with strippers

outside shisha spots

in Queens,

but still with

that said

he had come to question
Jo Yu-Ri’s arithmetic
just slightly,

mostly because

while he understood
the phallus of Priapus
was being employed
for bok choy

cultivation

and engaging

in illicit activities,

and that that

particular addition
seemed to portend
poor outcomes.

But three plus four,

Araqi said,
didn’t equal seven,
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not exactly,

because truly

it equaled seven
plus the Form seven,
because sans

the Form seven

it would be basically
impossible for them
to even conceive

of seven.

But, Araqi noted,

Form seven by its

very nature

didn’t engage in

the same unitary mixing

that the mathematical seven did,
what Araqgi was saying,

he reiterated

to Jo Yu-Ri,

was it was possible Priapus,
being a divine being

(of sorts!), was probably

not tethered

to the same rubrics

of arithmetic as others,

that Priapus was

very possibly closer

to the Form seven

than the mathematical seven,
in which case,

while sure,

his sojourns

with certain Astoria strippers
was probably in poor taste,

15



it might not actually
have a palpable
effect on her bok choy?
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Jo Yu-Ri flashed back

briefly to a bulbous penis

that was sprayed in graffiti

onto the foundation of a home
on Bridgham

that she passed

while walking to a Family Dollar
the other day.

It was like ever since

she employed this

Mpiatrog she’d been surrounded

on all sides by unrepentant penis,
which probably,

she reflected,

served her right for going into business
with a Hellenic entity

(especially a so-called deity).

At the same time

growing fresh bok choy in Midtown
gave her a competitive advantage
no one else had in Koreatown,

so was it all possibly worth it?

As Araqi received the tab

(after drinking his second shitty
pseudo ltalian pilsner),

16



at four twenty pm

(as opposed to Jo Yu-Ri’s receipt

being received

at three twelve pm)

he wrote out the tip and,

when laying the paper

down on the table

next to Jo Yu-Ri’s

the two realized both tabs

came to exactly

twenty-nine eighty-four a piece,

with each tab exactly consisting

of a twenty three buck subtotal

with a dollar eighty four tax assessment
and five even tip,

which was a bit of a coincidence,
almost like a chance event

that had some sort of cosmic significance?

The two stared at the two tabs
in silence as a chubby white guy
hammering away

on his xylophone slowly faded
to black.
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(2+3-0)=5
(+6-4)=5
(B+0-0)=5
3:12 pm 4:20 pm
subtotal: $23.00 subtotal: $23.00
sales tax: $1.84 sales tax: $1.84
tip: $5.00 tip: $5.00
total: $29.84 lolal $29 84
2+3-0)=5
(1+8-4)=5
(5+0-0)=5
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Footnotes

1.1 Arl[alq[i] t[o]ld J[o] Yu-[r][i], as they [s][a]t in the
[slm[all] h[alll[w]ay [w]ide Ud[o]n Lab [o]n [W][e][s]t Thirty
[S]lelcond, [r]ight [n][e]xt to the Marti[n][i]que, [h]Jow [h][e]
[h]ad no [r]e[c]oll[e][c]tion of [r][e]-[r][e]ading [R]ings of
[Slaturn what[s]o[e]ver, in fa[c]t the onl[y] [r][ea]s[o]n
Alrla[q]i [e]v[e]n [rl[ea]lized hle]'d [s]tarted
[rI[e]-[r][ealding [Rlings of [S][aJturn [alt [a]ll was [a]
[s]ole b[llue pen [u]n[d]er[l][ilne [s]t[r][ilke [u]n[d][er] the
wlor]d [R]umelia, [r]lilght [o]n t[o][p] of [plage [n][ilnety
[n][ilne that, [n]Jow [r][e]-[r][ea]ding it yet [algain, [A][r]aqi
k[n][ew] all tfoo] [w]ell [h]e [w]ould [h]ave [n]ever made
[wlhen he [in[iltfilally [rlead [R][ilngs of [Slaturn,
[ble[c]lause [a]t th[a]t time A[r]a[q]i [b]lare[lly knew what
[Rlume]llia [r]efe[rlenced, [bJut u[p]Jon [a] [s]econd
[rleading, [a][s]suming [s][ai]ld [s][e]cond [rleading [tJook
[pllace when [A][r]laq[i] [ble[l][ie]ved it [d]id, h[e] was
[tlotal[l][y] [blalls [d][ee]p in [Rlume[l]ia [[][or]e. F[or] all of
thle]se [rl[ealsons Alrlaq[i] [ble[l]lielved h[eld on[l][y]
[bleg[a]n his [s]econd [rleading of [R]ings of [S][a]turn
when he [pliclked u[p] the [bJoolk] again just [th]e
[o]lth]er [a]fternoon, [b][u]t in [a][c]tu[a][llity, a[c]cording
to th[i]s [plart[i][c]u[llar b[llue under|l][iine on the
[n]lilnety-[n][ilnth [p]age of the [n]ovel, it [s][eelmed
[lilkle hleld [a][cltuallllly], in fla]lc]t, [rl[e]lclent[l]ly]
[s]tarted a third [r][e]ading, [n]Jot a [s]econd. [B][u]t
wlalsn't  [iit a [b]liit [blefud[d]ing, a tad
[dli[s][clon[c][er]tlilng [plerh[a]lp]s th[a]t a [p][er][s][o]n
[clould h[a]ve [a]bso[ljute[lly n[o] [rle[c]o[llle[c]tion of
[rleading a wh[o]le flu][c]king h[u]ndred [p]ages [o]f [a]
n[o]vel less than flilve years [p]rlilor, Alrlaqi thought, a
[s][e]ntim[e]nt he [e]xp][r][e][s]sed to Jo Yu-[r][i], and sh[e]
aglr][e]ed that [i]t d[i]d [s][e]lem eg]r][e]gious, [b]ut al[s]o
[pler[pllexing and may[b]le] [e]lven, [n]ot to [b][e]

19



hy[pler[b]ol[ilc, [b]ut a [b][ilt om]i][n][ou]s? [B]ut all [th]is,
[th]le enlt]irety of the [p]air’s [s][ple[c][ilflilc [s][t]ream [o]f
dial[o]gue wi[a]s ab[r][u][pltly inter[r][u][p]ted when J[o]
Yu-[r][i] [n][o]ted A[rlaq[il’s V[i]s[i]bl[y] [c]lon[c]ate[n][a]ting
flr]ust[r][a]tion as th[ey] were sudden[l][y], vio[llent[l][y]
up[s]trfea]med at the [b]ar [bly [s]Jome gr[e]a[s][y] fu[cK]
in a [c]o[b]alt [b]lue [s]o[c]cer jersey - the [f][a]ct of the
m[a]tter was the two [friends only [p][o][p]ped in the
[sl[pl[olt to beg[iln wlilth [t]o [t]a[k]e a [q]u[il[c]K I[i][s]t[e]n
to a [plarti[c]u[llar xy[lloph[o]ne [j]azz t[r]i[o] Alr]la[q]i and
[JI[o] Yu-[R]i heard [p][llaying [flrom the [floyer as they
[w]alked [p]ast on [W][e][s]t Thirty [S][e][clond, Alr]la[q]i
[b]leling in[t][r]lilgued [bly a [t][r]fillc] [lled bly]
x[ylllloph[o]lne, [b]u]t [o]nce in line at the [blar they
[b][o]th s[l][o]w[lly rea[llized how [l][o][q]uacious this
[blartender [w]as [w]ith each [c]lu]stomer, Alr]a[q]i’s
flr][u][s]t[r][a]Jtion [c]on[c]aten[a]ting with [e]ach [s]e[c]ond
hle] [clontinued to wilai]t for a [b]eer, and now, this
[clu[s]tomer in a [c]o[blalt [b]lue [s]o[c]cer jersey,
[plo[plped [u]lp] out [o]f [s][eelmingly thin air to
[ullp][sltrlea]m [th]em, [th]is [c][u][s]tomer, who'd, for [h]is
[plart, [hlad a[p]palrlentl]ly] been [rle[p]eated]l][y]
[s][clorned in his [q]u[e][s]t to get a [s][e][c]ond [b]eer
him[s][e]lf, [b]ly none o[th]er [th]an [th]is lo[g]u[a]c[i]ous
[blar[tlender, who [k]lept [clon[tlinuing on a[bJout
che[c]king the [plipes in the [b][a]sem[e]nt, and now this
[c]lu[s]tomer in the [c][o][b]alt [b][llue [s]o[c]cer shirt
au[d]acious][lly [c]ut them [b][o]th in [l]ine to [rluth[l]less[lly
expe[d]ite his [s]ub[s][e][qluent [b][e]ve[r]lage. [A][rla[q]i
was [a][bJutting an [a]u[d]i[b]le [clomp[l][ailnt [b]ut
[rlem[ai]ned [ulnwil[l]ling to [a][b]an[d]on his
ju[s]t-[d]i[s][c]overed ex|[c]itement [flor this xylo[ph][o]ne
i(lazz as [J][o] Yu-r[i] n[o]ted [th]at [thlere was a
Vietnam[e]se [flood truck outf[s]i]de, r[ijght on the
[clorner of [S]ixth and [Th]irty [Sle[clond, [th]at she
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[clould [g][o] [glet a [flew egg [r][o]lls i[f] they [w]anted?
Alrla[qlli] [w]asn’'t [r][ea]llly] in the mood, but this
[d][il[d]n’t [d][elter Jo Yu-r[i] from amb[lling out[slide to
[sllele “[wlh[a]t [w][als [u]p [wlith their [d][ulm[p][llings”,
[rlight as the bar[t][e]n[d]er finally [a][t]t[e]n[d]ed [t]o
[Allr]alqli’s [plleln[d]ing [rle[g]uest for an
[o]ver[p]Irllilicled [q]u[o]te-un[qg]u[o]te I[t]alian [s]t[y]le
beer, wh[ilch [d][i][d]n’t [t]aste like Peroni [a]t all, [a]nd
bly] the [t][ilme the [t][wo] got [t][0] a s[eal]t the jazz [t]r[i]o
[flliln[ilshed T[ilts [flirst [s][e]t and [blegan its [b][r]eak,
lighting [c]iga[r][elttes and wal[k]ing [b]a[c]k to the [b]ar
[flor their [rle[s]pe[cltive, [Allr]lalq]i [al[s]lsumed, [f][r][e]e
[rI[elflills.

nfw 713:927 .769

1.12 Of [clour[s]e it was the [c][a][s]e that A[r]a[q]i,
de[s]pite his [a]git[a]tion [a]t the f[a][c]t h[e] and [J]o
Yu-[R][i] [e]n[tlered this [e]s[t]lab[llishment wf[i]th the
[elxpl[il[cllilt [iIn[tlent of [l][il[sltening to th[i][s]
xy[lloph[o]ne [jJazz tri[o], [o]n[lly to get s[t]iffed [bly a
preva[rli[clating [blartender, [bly a m[y][s][tl[e][r]lious
[sh][i]t [s][t]lain w[ea][r]ing a [c]o[b]alt [b]lue [s]o[c]cer
[shlirt, to [thle ex[tlent [th]at [b][y] [thle [t][iime [th]ey
[wlere seated [w]ith an over[p]riced [bleer [a]lnd a
h[a]nd[flul of sub[plar Vietnamese egg I[r][o]lls, the
[flucking  f[r]li[o] it[s]el[f] [s]to[p]ped [plounding
xy[llo[ph][olnes and [c]leased [p][llaying jazz, but
Alr][al[qli h[a]d other more [p]irle[s]sing and [d]ire
to[pli[c]s of [d]i[s][c]ussion, [d]e[s][plite the [s]u[d]den
[s]lillence in the [c]o[r]ri[d]lor wi[i]Jde [r]e[s]tau[r]ant,
[sliplelcliIflillclal[llly] about Jo [Y]Ju-[R][i]'s new
[s]o-[c]alled [e]mp[l]o[y][e]e, [P][rlia[p]us, [ble[c][au]se
the [f]lu][clking guy had [bleen tallk]ing his ear Off]f
a[blout S[o]ju for [llilkle the wh[o]le [[Jast w[ee][k]. J[O]
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Yu-R[i] n[o]dd[e]d at the [c][o]mm][e]nt without ev[en] [an]
[in][K]I[iIng of a h[ilnt of sh[o][c]k in her [glaze, she wasn’t
[c][au]ght [o]ff [g]u[a]rd at [a]ll, [a]s A[r][a]l[q]i [c]lon[tlinued
[tlo [rle[clapitu[l]late the guy’s m[o]n[o][l][o]gues, ab[ou]t
[hlow this [c]ountry, [i]f th[i]s [n]ation h[a]d any ch[a]nce
[a]lt all what[s][o][e]ver, th[e]ln it [n][ee][d]led to
imm[e][d][i]atelly] a[d]Jopt [S][o]ju [a]s its [n][a]tional
[d]rink, [th]at [thlere was [n]o [o]ther [o][p]tion but to
[a][d]o[p]t [a]ll ite[r][a]t[ilons of Soju, of [K]o[r]lean [R]ice
WIilne as the [plirlo[pler [Blud [L]lilght
[rle[p]lll[alcem[e]nt, to [c]o-o[p]t this [K]o[r][e]an wine and
[rle][b]rl[a]nd it [a]ls e[s]sentially fu[c]king [A]me]rli[c]an,
[Allrlalq]i [s]aid. [Th]at [th]le J[ole [R][oc]lgans of the
in[tler[n]et [s][ph]ere had [p][rle[s][c]ribed the Do[n]ald
[TIIrlum[p]s of the [ph]ly]slil[c]al world as the
[pla[n][a]icllella]l this  [clountr[y] [n][ee]ded, via
[rlle][a]ctiona]r][y] ch[a][nn]els [p]o[s]ted on a [p]lat[florm
that i[rJo[n]i[c]ally e[n][oulgh [s]tarted as a [C]IA [f][r][o]nt,
yet the [rleality w[a]s the t[rlue [clo[r]r[e][c]t[ilve [c]ould
[n][e]vlelr be [flound in a Do[nlald T[r][ulmp, [n][o],
[olnlly] in [K]o[r][e]an [r][ilce wl[ilne, a[c]cording to
[Pllrlia[p]us, [pl[eollplle n[ee]ded to start dr[i]n[k][ilng [ilt
[(in [blars and [rle[s]tau[rlants in [p][llla[c]le of
[clar[blo[n]ated [l]light [b]eers! A[r]a[q][i] and J[o] Yu-[R]]i]
[b][o]th [n][o]ted [th]at [th]ey [r][e]s[p]e[c]ted the [p]assion
of [P][rlia[p]us, [a]nd th[a]t he was [e][s]s[e]ntially
[clo[r]r[ellc]t [iIn h[i]s as[s][e][s]s[m][e]nt that nothing was
[mlore A[mle[rliclan than stealing the do[ml][e][s]ti[c]
[c][u]lture of [o]thers [a]nd [rleb[r][a]nding it [a]s our [o]wn
- and Sjolju was in [f][a][c]t, [a][f]ter all, an o[p]timal bar
[dlrink, as it was [s][ple[clil[fllil[c]lally [d]es[ilgned to
[plrov[ilde more [o]f [a] [b]lu]zz than [b]eer, [blut not
qu[ilte the ill-[a]d[v][i]sed lift of the [a][v]erage [eilghty
plr]oof g[r][ai]n [a]l[c]ohol. Yet, [a][c]cording to [A][r]a[q][i],
[PIrllila[p]us was [d]ub[iJous [th]at [th]e [c]ountry [c]ould
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a[cltually [a][d]opt [Sloju, [p][rlima[rlily be[clause of
[pllelo[plle, h[e] [s]aid, likle the ml[e]d[i]lan [s]e[c]ond
[clousin, [p][eo][p]le who would b[e] [r]eti[c]ent to dr[i]n[K]
[s]Jomething [q]u[o]te-un[q]u[o]te [K]o[r][e]an on the
[rlegull]ar, [pllelo[plle who [c][llung to bellifelfs that
[pllelolp]le [Ni[k]e Ted [C]ruz [a][c]tual[l]y h[a]d [d][e][c]ent
i[d][e]as about the w[or]ld, that any p[er][s]Jon who [flound
[Tled [Clruz to ble] [phli[llo[s]o[phli[clal[l]ly] in[t][][ilguing
would obv[ilous[l][y] [blle] a [llittle [r]eti[clent a[b]out
im[bli[bling [Sloju, [w]hen it [w]as obviously the [c]ase
th[a]t, in fla][c]t, [T]ed [C][r]uz [w]as [p][rlo[b]a[b][l]y [0]ne
of the [tlop [tlen most des[p]i[c]a[blle [p]eo[p]le on the
[pllNa[nlet, [Pllrlia[p]us [n]oted [C][r]uz’s
[plirlevalrli[c][aJtions when [a]sked [qg]uestions li[k]e
‘[Dloes [AIC][A]P ever [ilnte[r][a][c]t wl[ilth [l]s[r]ael,
[s][ayling how it once again [d]emon]s]tr[aJted the
iinn][altely  [d]e[s][pli[cla[b]le [b][a]se[lline of his
[pler[s]o[n]a[l]ity. But [plle]o[plle likle the [m][e]d[ilan
[sle[clond [c]ousins [o]f [A]lm]e[rlilcla would a[c]tually
plrlefer to [dli[s][c]uss Ted [C][rluz with a [m]o[d]i[clum of
n[i][c]et[y] than just imbl[ilbe [K]o[r][e]an [r][i][c]e w[i]ne as
their [dlefault [d][rlin[k] of choice, [w]hich [w]as
[cl[llear[lly [w]hy this [clount[rly [w]as on the
[plirlelcllillpllilicle of an i[r]rever[s]ible de[c]line, [i]f not
[iln the m[i]dst of [i]t al[rlead[y]'! This [c]ount[r][y] was
[cl[llear[N[y] [flu[c]king [f][iIn[i]shed, [P][rlia[p]us said, and
it was [s]olely be[clause of thi[s] in[t]er[s][e]ction of
[TI[eld [C]r[u]z, [S]oj[u], and the [c]on[c]eptual [s]e[c]lond
[clousin of [c]our[s]e, A[rla[q][i] [rlep[ealt[e]d, [s][low[l][y]
alm[o]st  [ble[lllie]vllng what [P][rlia[plus had
[rle[p][ealt[e]d into his [p]oor ear[d]Jrums [d]ay [a]fter
[dlay th[a]t [w]eek. It [w]as [c][llear to [Plria[p]us at
[lJea[s]t [th]at [th]e [s]e[clond [c]ousin w[a]s [a] to[pli[c]
they mu[s]t a[c]tuall]ly [l]egi[s][/]ate [a]gainst, [n]o, [n]ot
ju[s]t [plont[ilfli[c]ate [a][b]out, [ble[c]ause these
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[sle[c]lond [c]ousins, they wouldn’t ju[s]t re[s]cind [o]f
their own [a][c]cord, [s][e]lclond [c]ousins were
[iIn[s]t[eald [ilnd[i]cat[ilve [o]f a [s]t[r][u]ctu[rlal [r][o]t,
[Plirlia[plus [th][ou]ght [th]at h[e] Jo Yu-[R][i] and
Alr]a[q][i] should all [m][o]ve to [clo[mm][u]ni[c][a]te with
their New York [s]t[a]te [rle[p][r]lesentat]i]ves to [s]ee [i][f]
they [c]ould [bleg[iln dra[flting a [b][i]ll o[p]posing the
[clon[c]e[p]t of the [s]e[clond [c]lou]sin [iln th[i]s
[cllou]ntry, was that [d]oa[b]le, [d]id [thley [th]in[k]?
[Allrlalq]i took [a] [blite of [aln [e]gg [rloll that was
[s]lome[hlow [s]till [s][clorching [h]ot five minutes a[f]ter
Jo Yu-Ri [plut the [p][ll[a]stic [p][ll[alte [d]Jown on the
tlalble. The [fl[alct it [flelt a h[u]n[d][rled [f][u]cking
[dleg[rlees [ou]t in Midtlow]n [p]ir]lo[bla[b]ly [d]i[d]n’t
hel[p].

n/w 920:1187 .775

1.13 Jo Yu-R[i], wi[pling her [plet[ilte [flingers on a
thrilcle [flolded na[p][klin, [s]mealrling [s][e]l[e]ct
[rl[elmnants of t[rlu[c]k [c][oo][kled egg [rloll g[rlease
onto the [p]ure white [pla[p]er, sh[oo][k] [h]er [h]ead
[s][i]de to [s][i]de and [sh]owed A[r]a[q]i the [p]age of the
[blJook [shle’d just o[plened u[p], A[sh]ble[r]lly]'s
[Slelf-[Plort[r]ait in a [Clonvex [M]i[rrJor and [m]uttered
[lJoo[k] at all th[i][s] [s][clir]lil[b]b[lling! in [rlefe[rlence to
the i[nJane [n][o]tes the [p][rl[e]viilous [o]wner of the
[plalpler[bl[aJck h[a]d [s]trewn all over the first [plage in
[plenlclil. Ar[a][q]i [a][s]ked her what [c]ond][i]t[ilon she'd
[blought the [bloo[k] in ex[a][c]tly, [w]las she a[w]are of
that [llevel of s[c][r]ib[b][lling [p]lr][ilor to [b][uy][ilng [ilt,
no, she [rle[pllllliled, [bJut to [ble [flair n[ea]r[l][y]
[elvelr]ly] other [plage of the [blook was [e]n][t]ire[l][y]
[cl[ll[ea]n, un[t]il of [c]ourse this [flinal [p]oem, the
[slel[f]-[tlitted [e]n[tlrly] of the [c]ol[l][e][c]tion
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obvious[l][y] [sJome n[i]tw[i]t w[h]o [p][r]o[b]la[b]ly [h]ad to
wr][ilte, I[ilke, a term [pla[pler [a][blout it, [A]lr]a[q]i
[slugge[s]ted, [sJome [Kk]ind of [d]i[s]sertation, and Jo
Yu-[R][i] [a]g[r][eled, head bowed in [d]ef[ea]t. [Allr]aqi
[a]lleged it [rlemained [r][ea]dable [e]ven if, s[u]re, the
in[c][e][s]sant [p][e]n[clil [s][c]r[ilbb[l][ilngs wl[erle a
[Milttle di[s]t[r]a[c]ting, [c]ertain[l]y off-[p]utting, he [c]ould
[tlotal[lly re[llate [tJo th[a]t! The fla][c]t of the m[a]tter
[wlas it [w]as in[c][rlea[slingly [d][i]ff[il[c]ult to [p]ay
[di[s][c]lounted [p][rli[c]les for used boo[k]s these [d]ays,
without [s]lome [i]n[c]e[s]sant and/or [i][n][a]ne
[s]cribb[lling [d]o[m]i[n][a]ting the [m]argins of [s]e[l]lect
plalges, without de[lllalys [iln sh[ilpplilng or
un[e]xp[e]lcltle]ldlly] [b]lelnt [c][o]lvers or s[u]b[p]lar
[plalpler[blalc]k [blindings, alth[ou]lgh J[o] Yu-Ri did
n[ojte of all the |[fline [p]loJems the [c]olle[c]tion
[clon[s]i[s]ted of she [flound the [t]itle [p]Joem [t]o b[e] the
l[e]ast e[s]sential, [s]o if one [p]articular [p]Joem had to
[ble [rluined [bly [s]aid [s]c[rlibb[l]ing sh[e] was at
[llealls]t g[ll[ald it [w]as th[a]t one. [B]oolk]s, [Alr[a]l[q]i
[al[s]serted, were [a][c]tually [b]e[c]loming [s][llow][l]y
im[p]o[ss]i[b]le to a[c]quire, as [p][r]o[d]u[c]tion volumes
[d][r]o[p]ped [d][ue] t[o] the [i]n[c][r]ea[s]ing [i]I[l]ite[r]a[cly
[a]ll [a][r]lound them - it was [b][a][s]i[c]al[lly a [c][a][s]e of
when [ble[flore a [flunctional em[b]largo would [t]a[k]e
hold in [tlerms of [a][c]qui[rling [d]e[clent [b]loo[k]s at
[alffor[d]a[blle [plirliicles, they were [r][a][plid[lly
[rleverting [b][a][c]k to the Middle [Alges or something,
with  [rlare [lli[b]rla[rlies g[aJted aw[a]ly [flrom
[a]l[fli[clion[a]dos [j][i]zz[ilng them[s]elves over [s][iim[p]le
a[c]cess to [p]r[ilnt[e]d [pla[p]er. [J]o Yu-Ri [thjought [th]e
e[m]ergence of the [P]DF [b]l[alc[k] [m]ar[k]et [r][a]n
[clounter to Alr]a[qli’s hy[p]er[blo[lli[c] [c][l]laims [b]ut of
[clour[s]le she [p][rle[flerred to [ple[rluse [ph][y]s[i]cal
[clopies as w[e]ll [s]o she [f][e]lt the ove]r]all [p]ull of his
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[llament. [BJut J[o] Y[u]-Ri then a[b]ru[p]t[lly
[clon[tlin[u]led on [t]Jo n[o]te [iln a [m]ore v][i]go[rlous
fla]shion her [a]g[rlee[m]ent with [A][r][alqi [rlegarding
[Plria[p]u]s, [d]id he kn[o]w [th]at ju]st [th]e [o][th]er
[dlay, [w]hile [w]at[er]ling h[er] bok choy p[l][a]nts w[i]th
h[i]s m[a][s]s[ilve ph[a][ll][u]s, he [t]old [a] s[t]o[r]y [a]bout
[rlen[d]lezvousing  with [a]ln  [e]xotic  [d]an[c]er?
[Pllrlia[p]us [s][aild he’d ml[e]t the [s]t[rli[ppler just [a]
[cllou]llp]le wl[ee]lk]s [p]r[e]lv[ilous and th[a]t sh[e]'d
[alsked to m[ee]t wli]th h[ilm, which he [s]aid to Jo
Yu-R([i] h[e] a[s]sumed m[ea]nt she [i]n[t][e]nded [t]o b]i]lk
him out of s[olme [c][a]sh [a]t her [c]l[u]b in [A][s]toria,
[blut [a][p]parently, to h[er] s[ur][p]irlise, [Plrli[allp]us
wasn'’t [a][bJove that, [s]o h[e] actual[l][y] showed [u]p to
the [c][l][u]b, J[o] Yu-[R]i t[o]id A[r]a[q]i, [b]ut [th]en, [th]le
d[a]ncer, h[a]lf in the [b][a]g [a]c[c]ording to [P]ri[a][p][u]s,
t[o]ld him she [a][c]tual[l][y] [m]eant to [m][ee]t out[s]ide
the [c][llub, [s]o as her shift en[dled he toolk] the
[d]an[c]er [d]lown the [s]treet to [sJome hoo[k]ah [s][p]ot,
[sIm[o][k]ed [shli[sh]a then, a[c]cording to [P][rlia[p][u]s,
[g]u[o]te-un[g]u[o]te [r]ailed [h]er in [h]er [S]U[V] on a
[slide [s]t[r][ee]t after she m[o]ved her [Kk]id’s [c]ar[s][ea]t
to the [slide. Jo Y[ul-R[i] was [s][llight[l]y
fllj[albberg[alsted [a]Jt the [a][n]ecd[o]te, which
[PIria[p][u]s [c]ontinued, [n][o]ting [h]Jow the chi[c]k [h]ad
[s]ome [i]ssues wililth [s]u[i][c][i][d]al [i][d]e[a]tion, but to
Jo Yu-[R]i, she [rle[l][ayled to [A][r]alq]i, it was [a] [l]ittle
[clon[c]er[n]ing, [n]o? jlu]st [ble[c][au]se she’d hli]red the
gluy] [ble[clause his [ph][a][lllus w[a]ls [s][u][pp]osed to
[ble [blenef[flli]c[ilal [flor [p][ll[a]nt growth, and [w]hile
[c][l[ea]r[lly that [w]as id[ea]l for bo[k] choy [c]ul[t]ivation
in [M]id[tlown [M]anhattan she wasn't [s]o [c]ertain she’d
get the [m]axi[m]um v[a][l]Jue of his [ph][a][ll]us if he was -
[plllJowing [s][lJuts in [S]U[V]s on [s]ide [s]t[r][ee]ts [n]ext
to [sh]i[sh]a e[s]t[a]bli[sh]ments, A[r][alqi [f][i][n][i]]shed?
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n/w 751:996 .754

1.14 [N][o], Alrla[q]i [n][o]ted, it was [c]ertainly un[c]outh
that [P][rlia[p][u]s was, you k[n][o]w, [p]otentially having
[s]ex wlilth [s]tr[il[pplers out[s]ide [sh][i][sh]a [s][p]ots in
Qulee]ns, but [s]t[i]ll w[i]th that [s]aid [h]e [h]ad [c]ome to
[qluestion Jo Yu-[R]i’s a[rlith[m]etic just [s][llight[l][y],
[mlo[sitll[y] [ble[c]lause while he under[s]tood the
pha[lljus of [P]ria[p]us was [bleing em[p]l[oyled for [blo[K]
chloy] [clultiv[a]t[ilon [alnd [e]ng[alg[ilng [i]n [iJI[i][c]fi]t
[a]lct[ilv]ilties, [a]lnd th[a]t th[a]t [plar[t]i[c]ular [a]dd[i]t[ilon
[s]leemed to [p][or]tlend [p]o[or] out[clomes. But th[rlee
[pllus flour], A[rla[q]i [s]aid, [d]i[d]n’t [e][q]ual [s]even, not
exa[c]tll]ly], be[clause tru[l]ly] it [e]lqlualed [s]le[v]en
[p]lus the [Florm [s]e[v]en, [ble[c]ause [s]ans the [Florm
[sle[vlen it would [b]e [b]a[s]i[c]ally impol[s]si[b]le [flor
them to [e][v]en [c]on[c][ei]ve of [s]e[v]en. [B]ut, A[rla[q]i
[nloted, Form [s]e[v]en [b]y its [vle[r]ly [n]ature [d]i[d]n’t
e[n]g[alge i[n] the [s][a]lme unitary [m][i]x[i]ng [th]at [th]e
[m][a]them]a]ti[c]al [s]even did, [w]hat Ara[q]i [w]as
[s]laying, h[e] [r][e]ite[r]lated to Jo Yu-[R]i, [w]as it [w]as
[plo[s]si[b]le [PI[rlia[p]us , [b][eling a divine [b][eling (of
[slorts!), was [p]r[o][b]a[b]ly n[o]t [tlethered [tlo the
[s]ame [r]u[b][rli[c]s of a[r]lithmeti[c] as o[th]ers, [th]at
[P][rlia[p][u]ls was ve[rly [plo[s]sib[lly [c]l[o][s]er to the
Form [s]e[v]en [th]an [th]e [m][a]the[m][a]ti[c]al [s]e[v]en,
[iIn [wlh[ilch ca[s]e, [w]hile s[ur]e, his [s]ojlourlns with
[cller]tain [A][s]to[r]i[a] [s]t[r]i[p]pers was [p][r]o[b]a[b][l][y]
in [plloor] taste, it might not [a][c]tua[ll]ly] h[a]ve a
[pllalllpla[blle effe[c]t on her [b]o[k] choy?

n/w 258:336 .768
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1.15 Jo Yu-[R][i] [fli[a]shed [b][aJck [blir][ielflly] to a
[b][u]llbllou]ls [plenis that was [s][p][rlayed in
[ollr]a[ffl[i]ti] onto the [floun[d][aJtion of a home on
Blrlid[g]ham th[a]t she [p][a][s]sed [w]hile [w]alking to a
[Flami[lly [Dlo[ll]ar [th]e o[th]er [d][ay], it was [l]ike [e]ver
[s]in[cle she [e]m[p][lloyed this [P][r]ia[p]us she'd [b]een
[s]u[rlrounded on all [s][ildes [blly] un[rle[p]entant
[plenfis], which [p][rlo[bla[b][lly, she [rle[f][l]lected,
[s]ler]ved h[er] [rlight [flor going into [b]usin[ess] with a
Hle]lll[eln[ilc [elnt[iltly] ([e][s]ple]clilallllly] a [s]o-[c]alled
de][iltly])- At the [s]lame [t]ime [g][rlowing f[rlesh [b]o[k]
choy [iln Mlild[t]low]n [glave her a [clompet][i]t[ilve
[aldv[a]lntage no one else h[a]d in [K]orea[t][ow]n, so was
it [a]ll [p]o[s]sibl[y] worth it? As [A][r]a[q][i] [rle[c]eived the
[tIlalb ([alfter [d][r]liIn[k][ilng h[i]s [sle[clond sh]iltty
p[sleu[d]o [l][t]alian [p][i]lsner), at four [tlwenty [p]m (as
op[p]lo]sed to J[o] Yu-[R][i's [rle[c][eilpt b[eling
[rle[c]leilved at th[r][e€e] [tlwelve [p]m) he w[rlote out the
[tlilp] and, when l[ay]ling the [p][a][pler down on the
[tl[a][b]le next [tlo Jo Y[ul]-[R][i]'s the [tl[wo] [r][ea][l]ized
[bloth [t][a]bs [c][alme to ex[a][cltllly [tlwenty-nine
[eilghty-four a p[ie]lce, with [ea]ch [t][a]b ex[a][c]tly
[clon[s][i][s]ting of a [tlwent[y] thr[ee] b[u][c]k s[u]b[t]otal
with a dollar eighty [flour [tlax a[ss]e[ss]ment and [f]ive
even [t][ilp, [w]h[ilch [w]as a b[i]t of a [c]oin[c]iden[c]e,
al[m]ost like a ch[a]nce event th[a]t h[a]d [sJome [s]ort of
[clos[m][il[c] [s][ilgn[ilflil[c]an[c]e? The [tjwo [s]tared [a]t
the [tlwo [t][albs in [slilence [a]s [a] chu[bbly [w]h[i]te
gluy] hammering [a][w][ay] on his xy[llo[ph][o]ne
[sIllolw(lly [fllalded to [b][l]ack.
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