Clla pter One

AT THE AGE OF TWENTY-TWO, | became a woman. Yan took my
virginity. He was my first lover, a married man.

“Meimei, | want to hold you.”

But you are, | thought, gasping for air under Yan’s compact
body. He had been lying on top of me for at least two hours like
a mountain. His hip bones pressed and ground my abdomen with
a slow, determined motion that made me feel that he wouldn't
let me go until I was crushed and ground into dust. My stomach
felt numb, as if I had been pressed under a nether millstone for
days and nights. Where did he get this weight?

He was small, only two inches taller than I, with thin hairy
legs, narrow hips, the ribs lined up on his chest like my grand-
ma’s washing board. When I asked him about this, he would point
to his huge head with an ear-to-ear smile. I only needed to take a
look at his black hair whirling around on the top in all directions
and his chin always pointing to the sky, and I would burst out
laughing. His most distinguished facial features, however, were his
bony, hooked nose, which took up a third of his face, and under-
neath, his red, watery lips that hung like a new moon between his
ears. Sometimes | teased him that his nose must weigh a pound.
Yan argued that it was all his brain, which was at least twice as
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large and wrinkled as a normal person’s brain. True. His round
head looked so huge on top of his little neck that sometimes |
imagined if | just flicked my fingers at his scalp, the blue veins that
stood up along the neck would explode and his head would break
off and roll on the ground. When Yan took my hand and put it
inside his pants, | grasped something hot and sticky, trembling
like a bloody newborn rabbit. What alarmed me the most was
that this thing was expanding rapidly, and soon my fingers could
no longer wrap around it. Was he going to penetrate me with this
gigantic monster, thicker than my wrist, harder than my grand-
ma’s washing stick, and hotter than a red iron rod? The thought
threw me into a panic and I withdrew my hand quickly.

“Meimei, my delicious Meimei, Gege wants to hold you and
eat you up, little by little,” Yan moaned as he pressed down hard-
er, wrapping me with his long arms and legs like an octopus. |
felt his heart thumping against my chest as he sucked my already-
swollen lips deep into his mouth and cupped my breasts firmly
with his hands.

Finally. I'm going to lose my virginity tonight, 1 said to myself. Why
not tonight? It would have to happen, just a matter of time. If |
tried to put it off again, he would be really mad at me. My room-
mate Wang Ying had left earlier in the afternoon to visit her aunt.
It was now past eleven. She had missed the last bus back to school
for the night. The door was locked. I had checked it twice before
Yan pushed me down on the bed. No one must see what we were
doing. To fool around with a man before marriage was bad
enough. To fall in love with a married man could ruin both of us.
Yan was leading my hand into his open fly again. At the touch of
my cold fingers, the thing twitched like a live fish in a sizzling pan.

“I want you, Meimei, I want you,” Yan murmured repeatedly
as he chewed my ears and cheeks, his saliva dribbling all over my
face. “I can’t take it anymore. I'm going insane if I don’t hold you
tonight. You'll let me, Meimei, won’t you, my sweet meimei?”
His whisper smelled of garlic and fish. The thing in my hand was
moving up and down, the way my father pounded garlic in a
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mortar with a stone pestle. My father ate garlic every day, either
mashed or whole, always raw.

What did it look like? I had never seen a penis in my life. Not
true. I did see one at a bus stop in the suburb of Shanghai when
I was nine. It was a drizzling afternoon. The waiting shed had
only three people—my mom, a bald old man, and me. My moth-
er went to the bathroom. I took out The Western Journey to read.
The Monkey King had transformed himself into a fly and entered
the Iron-Fan Princess’s stomach. The old man said, “Hey!”

I looked up. He had something red and rubbery sticking out
through his open fly. Why did he insert a rubber pipe between his legs?
I thought. To suck out all the extra fat and water from his round tummy?
He circled his hand around it and began to pull and push it so
hard that he made strange, painful noises, and his face was all
contorted. Was he trying to peel the skin off the pipe? If it hurt
so much, why did he do it? Suddenly, he bent over. White liquid
gushed out from the tip of the red pipe and made an arc in the
air before it fell on the ground. At this moment, something
clicked in my mind. I blushed heavily but did not turn my back
to him. By the time my mother returned, he had already but-
toned up. I pointed at his back to my mother. “What?” she said.
But the old man turned his face. His look scared me. I shook my
head and ran to the other side of the waiting shed. My mother’s
voice chased me like a whip. “Why are you so red? Damn, who
spit on the floor again? People are such pigs!”

“Why ARE You so stiff? Relax, Meimei. Gege wants to know
you, and you want the same thing, don’t you? The only way to do
it is to go inside you. This will be our true union. No one can
separate us again. Meimei, please breathe with me. Now, inhale,
exhale. Again . . "

I breathed deeply, in, out, in, out, but I just wanted to laugh.
This was too much like having a baby. I saw my mother giving
birth to my little sister at home. The nurse told her to breathe
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exactly like this. Instead of relaxing, I began to feel the cramps in
my stomach. Funny that it always happened this way. I spent
many sleepless nights in my dormitory bed, calling Yan's name in
silence. I wanted him to come inside and make me die. But when
he humped me with his swollen loins, I got all tight and crampy.
Although I called his name in my bed, the images that answered
my call were all different men. None of them had Yan’s face.
Maybe he was too ugly? Maybe I regarded him too much as my
brother, father, and teacher?

About a month and a half ago, Yan called me meimei, sister, for
the first time, while we were waiting for the beginning of 1980.
He sat on Wang Ying’s bed, me on my own, our fingers inter-
twined over the desk between us. We had just reached an agree-
ment. | was going to take the 1980 college entrance exams in
June and Yan would tutor me. He made a schedule for my daily
study: 4:00-7:30 A.M.—Chinese and history; g:30—11:00
p.M.—geometry and political science. I had to teach from
8:30-4:00 PM. In the next five months, I had to catch up with
all the junior high and high school courses I had missed during
the Cultural Revolution.

“What you learned during those years is useless for the
exams,” Yan commented with a sneer when I told him I was a top
student in high school. He was right. Because the Cultural
Revolution began when I was in the third grade, I had spent most
of my school years working in the countryside and factories,
reading Mao’s red book, and writing papers to criticize myself or
others. “Don’t you worry a bit about it,” Yan said. “I'll help you
from the very beginning. We'll make it, I'm sure.” He waved his
fist in the air, his Adam’s apple rolling up and down along his
neck. Yan was really excited.

He's helping me to realize my lifelong dream, 1 thought. What can 1
do for him? If I really pass the exams, not only will I give him everything
I have for the rest of my life, but also in my next life I'll become an ox or
a horse to serve him.

“What are you thinking about?” He squeezed my hand. Before






