
by Yodel Sloth 

Walking down the street in New York City 

in a leather vest and Levi's 50l's and boots, 

I project the image of a self confident, heavy, 
fat butch who happens to be Asian. There is not a 

day that goes by where someone in the service industry 

neglects to address me as "Sir." The notion of a big, strong, 

hefty Asian woman who weighs at least 200lbs is a foreign 

concept to most people. The "ideal " Asian woman continues 

to be the myth of petite tiny waisted creatures like the 

passive geisha, the Singapore girl 

"Strike two." The wait for the telephone feels like an eternity 
as my ears burn over the last couple of remarks that prick 
my brown skin like burrs. I've heard worse, I remind 
myself. 

Suddenly I am near enough to touch the woman with 
shoulder length brown tresses that hasn't stopped staring 
at me. I hear the dyke next to her snort, "The Chinese girl 
would be cute, yeah, if she weren't so fat ... " I know they 
are talking about me. No figment of the imagination, I am 
the only fat dyke in the place, and the only one looking 
vaguely Oriental. The little wave of hurt that washes over 

me quickly dissipates. This 
servant/stewardess, or the wanton and 

submissive oriental massage girl. This 

myth is equally prevalent in the gay 

and lesbian world, with some added 

twists. 

She glances at me in that 

mixture of interest and 
revulsion that I know so well. 

isn't strike three. I smile at the 
loud mouthed dyke's friend, the 
one who stares so impolitely at 
people. She smiles back. 

I flash a slow grin again 

A cool March evening in Greenwich 
Village, New York City, there's a hint 
of rain and a leather jacket will keep 

You can tell she doesn't and turn abruptly towards the 
door. Ten steps down the block 
I can sense her behind me. 

do fat women. 

you warm. Leaning forward with one foot on the bar rail, 
I shoot a glare right back at the woman staring at me. 
She's pale, her brown hair touches her shoulders and her 
white blouse is tucked neatly into her slacks. She glances 
at me in that mixture of interest and revulsion that I know 
so well. You can tell she doesn't do fat women. At least not 
in public, where her friends can see. 

I think to myself that I could probably make her 
scream if I squeezed her really tight. She puts her hands 
on her hips and laughs, soundlessly, the jukebox drowns 
out everything except the boring argument of the couple 
next to me. Fold my arms over my chest and scan the room. 
I am the only woman of color in the bar tonight, the rest of 
the clientele is Caucasian, different shades of pink, I 
remind myself. 

Check my watch and decide to make a phone call, 

gritting my teeth to wade through the bodies standing and 

chatting. Sometimes I hate overhearing conversations 

between women that I would rather not know. One stopped 

She's thin, almost waif like. I have no problem shoving her 
against the doorway of a brownstone and pinning her 
hands over her head. She looks excited. Perhaps she is not 
as vanilla as she seems. I press up against her as a lone car 
picks up speed as it passes by. 

"I didn't know Chinese girls were so aggressive ... ," 
she smiles. 

"Tell your friend that I am not Chinese." My voice is 
deep. 

"Korean, then?" She ventures. 
"No." I bring her face to mine and kiss her. She follows 

me up three flights of stairs to my apartment. We kiss and 
tear at each other's clothes as I open the door. 

Candles are lit. Brown skinned women look good in 
candle light. I am unashamed of my body. I am proud of it. 
The deep brown skin that turns reddish brown in the 
summers, the short cropped jet black hair with a hint of 
salt and pepper. My heavy, solid body, the fat that adds 
velocity to my ability to make love. I wouldn't trade my 
body for any other. I know it too well. 

The waif girl takes off her me dead in my tracks: "Oh, that film 

festival was just too 'third world' for me 

, babe," one woman pushed her locks 

back while she said this and her freck

led companion guffawed, confiding: 

She's thin .. .I have no problem shirt and slacks and shivers in 

"I know what you mean ... I mean, 
does everything have to be about India 
or China?" 

shoving her against the doorway her underwear. I stand there
in a pair of boxers and take 

of a brownstone and pinning her her in my arms. She sighs and

hands over her head. collapses into the folds of my 
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She tells me that she wants to 
"Strike one for this joint," I mutter to myself. Near the 

bar again, my head cranes around to find the drunken 
redhead who pronounces to her mousy young friend: 

be dominated. I smile once more and tell her that she doesn't 
have to ask so nicely. I throw all my weight on top of her. 
We stay up most of the night. 

"Honey, there's no way you'll stay unemployed in this town. 
.. I mean, you're free, white, and over 21." These two 
harpies smirk to each other over bottles of Bud Light and 
bring thin menthol cigarettes to their lips mechanically. 
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In the morning, we wake up late and have breakfast 
around the corner. In the daylight she seems more annoy
ing than at the bar. After we say good-bye and good luck, I 
chalk it up as just another conquest. 
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