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






