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Half Baked
Yu-Chieh (Andrea) Chung

My love,

It never occurred to me to look up the definition of “half-baked,” until 
today. You probably don’t know this about me yet—there are days when 
I simply have the urge to look up a word in the dictionary. Today is one of 
them. Most of the times, I know what the words mean, but I want to know 
the official definition, what they really mean.

I would have leafed through a physical dictionary if I had access to 
one, because I have a special fondness for the type of paper most 
dictionaries are printed on, and I love to be distracted by the possibility 
of encountering other interesting words along the way. But just like you 
are several thousand miles away, there was not a dictionary within my 
reach when I wanted it. Just like we had no choice but to communicate 
through screens and apps and the Internet, I reluctantly looked the word 
up online. The Oxford Dictionary defines half-baked as “Not fully thought 
through; lacking a sound basis.” I chuckled as I read on, “Foolish.”

I think I’ve heard more compliments in the past month or so, since 
our relationship started, than in the first two decades of my life. That’s 
probably not true, but I feel this way because I’ve never heard the ones 
you give from anywhere else. You’d probably deny it, but you do have 
a way with words. Perhaps it’s because of all the Rumi you read. “I like 
your smile,” you said, “half-baked. Not full, just half.” I told you I liked the 
word, “Half means there’s more to look forward to.”

I surprised myself that day the conversation took place. I didn’t think 
I was capable of coming up with a comeback so swiftly and couldn’t 
understand how, as a person who always gives her all and aims for the 
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best, I was so quick and happy to be associated with something that’s 
just half. My professors will not accept half-written papers, a half-knitted 
scarf won’t keep you warm, and I certainly won’t eat a piece of cake that 
is only half baked.

The other night, over Baileys and some fancy dark chocolate that was 
sweeter than the potion, some friends and I began a discussion on 
relationships. Kyle had just had a huge fight with his girlfriend whom he 
has been with for over two years. He looked at me and said, “Believe me, 
a relationship is the best at the stage you’re in.” Fresh and nice, as you’ve 
been telling the people around you. Or, I thought, “yeah, half-baked, not 
full.”

As it turned out, I thought I knew the meaning of half-baked, but I didn’t. 
When I found out the official definition of the word, I couldn’t help but 
wonder if that day you actually meant to say I smile like a fool. Maybe I’m 
a “half-baked chick”—it’s a real term mentioned in the example sentence 
in the dictionary. And is this a half-baked relationship?

My friend Joyce won’t need to think about it before saying yes. Yesterday, 
we finally caught up after spending more than three months apart from 
each other, and rescheduling the call for three times. I took my time 
recounting to her how we first met at a party, and didn’t meet up again 
until the last day of my three month stay in New York City. I told her about 
the jazz bar, the diner with horrible pancakes that gets a rush of drunk 
people between 3 and 4 am, the big Christmas tree by the seaport, the 
lemon ginger tea at the deli, your office, the sunrise, the first kiss in that 
POPS, the last dinner at Saigon Shack, and the goodbye. She listened 
quietly, and finally said, “It just seems … so sudden.”

I was never in a relationship in the five odd years that Joyce and I have 
known each other, so I knew where she was coming from. But beyond her 



141 

words, there was an air of disapproval. How can you be with someone 
whom you’ve spent fewer than twenty-four hours with? What about the 
gap in age and the difference in the color of your skin? The conversation 
went off on a tangent and we didn’t go any deeper with our discussion. I 
know there will be many more Joyces, and you do, too.

I like how we don’t talk or think in depth about it, but simply acknowledge 
the facts and let them sit aside. This is probably a privilege that only 
belongs to lovers in a newly blossoming relationship. We know the 
gravity and complexity of it all, but we still get to say with a nonchalant 
smile, “It’s going to be an uphill battle, if we get really serious.” We like to 
consider ourselves rational adults, but love is a fundamentally irrational 
concept, and in the face of it, we will probably always be half-baked: we 
can’t think straight, let along think through. But I think that’s okay. I feel 
like some things are not meant to be thought through. Sometimes it is 
necessary to allow ourselves to be emotional creatures, and let feelings 
run through our bodies.

Have you ever felt so sure about something in life that you start to think 
there’s no way there can be anything wrong with it? It’s a terrifying, 
dangerous thought, but you make me think it. Therefore, I am learning to 
embrace the idea of being just half, not full. It’s beautiful, being one half 
of a whole, when I know you’re the other half there. Although I don’t agree 
with Kyle’s pessimist view on relationships, I will cherish this half-baked 
stage of ours, while looking forward to all that is to come. I will keep on 
smiling that half-baked smile, fully convinced that I never misunderstood 
the definition of the word. I’ve always known what the word really means, 
since the first time I heard you say it. I know the only meaning that 
matters to me, the meaning you defined.

Love,
A.
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