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Love Leather

R. LE LOOKED UP one morning from mending a vest at the

Love Leather and saw a very good-looking Asian kid, his old-
est grandson’s age, maybe, seventeen at the most, staring quizzically
at him from the sidewalk. When their eyes met through the glass
pane, the boy’s ruddy cheeks turned a deeper shade of red and Mr.
Le had to look away.

Behind him, Steven commented, “Ooh, a hotty! If he comes
in—baby, hide the dildos! We’ll have to shoo our twink for brows-
ing too long.” Then he offered his trademark baritone Lou Rawls
guffaw, “Hahhahah, hahr, hahr.” “Personally, Mr. Lee,” Steven
added, “I wouldn’t touch him with a ten-inch pole, know what I'm
saying? Not "less I want to be somebody’s bitch in the slammer in
ahurry.”

Mr. Le turned around. “Slammer? Shoe?” he asked, adjusting
his glasses. “Sorry. I don’t know this slammer and this shoe you
say, Steven.”

“Oh, honey, don’t be. I'm sorry,” Steven said, slower this time,
and with mild exasperation. “Shoo—SHOQO, as in, ‘chase out
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somebody.” As in ‘shoo, you crazy sex pig, shoo, get off me!” Slam-
meris jail” You know, ‘prison,’ like your re-ed camp? And a ‘twink’
is someone too young, underage, you know? Hairless, smooth,
smells like milk? And ‘being somebody’s bitch in jail’ means . . . oh,
never you mind what it means.”

An inveterate note taker, Mr. Le committed “slammer” and
“shoo, SHOO,” to his growing vocabulary, to be written down later
in his spiral notebook during lunch break. When he looked back
out the window, the twink was gone. He already knew “twink.”
And“dildos” he learned right away that first day when he asked Rog-
er Briggs, the store owner, about them. In a controlled tone, and as
he jntermittently cleared his throat, Roger Briggs told Mr. Le about
their usage, including those with batteries. When Roger left, Ste-
ven thanked Mr. Le profusely. “That was simply precious,” he said,
Jaughing clasping his hands as if in prayer. “You made RB squirm.”

Roger Briggs, a big, tall man, with most of his blond hair
thipned out and a beer belly, once served in the 101st Airborne
Division in Nam. He remembered enough Vietnamese to say “Let’s
lovecach other in the bathroom” and “How much for the entire
:Mm_:wu When Roger said the latter in Vietnamese, Mr. Le inevita-
bly Jughed, though why, exactly, he couldn’t say. Most likely, it was
because Roger said it in a toneless accent, and it sounded almost as
if soneone wanted to buy the night itself.

¢ill, whenever he listened to Roger Briggs talk of wartime
Viegwm, Mr. Le would often get the feeling that another Saigon
hadgone on right under his nose. Were there many Vietnamese
homosexuals? And were they finding one another in the dark al-
leys nd behind tall, protective flame trees?

Joger—who was once very handsome and fit when he roamed
the Siigon boulevards at night, and who read entire biographies
frop furtive glances in the moonlight—said yes. “There are many
versons of any one city,” he said, his eyes dreamy with memories.
Thes Was another Saigon that Mr. Le didn’t know, a Vietnam of
hursied> desperate sex, of bite marks, bruised lips, clawed backs,
andslty sweaty nights and punch-in-the-mouth morning denials,
andof unrequited love between fighting men that was just as pain-
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ful as shrapnel wounds. Just as there was another version of San
Francisco that Mr. Le couldn’t possibly have imagined when he
was reading his English For Today! textbooks years ago, dreaming
of the majestic Golden Gate Bridge and the cling-clanging cable
cars climbing up fabled hills.

Mr. Le’s last name is pronounced Lay, but Steven liked Lee bet-
ter, and somehow it stuck. If Roger Briggs corrected Steven half a
dozen times since he hired Mr. Le, who had extensive experience
working with leather, it was to no avail.

Steven was “poz,” he told Mr. Le right away that first day at
work, and his mind was out of control half the time because of
some “cocktail.” It made him “a chattypatty,” and “so please, Mr.
Lee, don’t you mind my rambling roses.” A few days later Steven
mentioned AIDS again, but sounded oddly upbeat: “I'm kept alive
by a drug cocktail! Imagine that, Honey Lee. Too many cocktails
unsafed me. But now? Now, gotta have me three a day— that’s three,
to keep me a-go-goin’. Well, honey, make mine a cosmo, please!”
Then he laughed his Lou Rawls laugh, “Hahhahhaaahhaah.”

Were Mr. Le to run the place, it’d be very different. For one thing,
Steven was bad at math and shouldn’t be working the register but
peddling leather goods to customers. He would have an assistant
make some of the leather pieces at the Love Leather rather than or-
der everything from a factory. He would offer wallets and purses
as well, and not just chaps and harnesses. If there was one thing he
knew besides working with leather, it was running a business. Back
in Vietnam, during the war, Mr. Le was considered prosperous. A
three-story villa in District 3, four servants, a Citroén, two shops—
the main one in Saigon, on Rue Catina, no less, the other near the
Hoa Binh market in the lovely hill town resort of Dalat—and a
small factory making leather goods at the edge of town, employing
over twenty workers. Not bad for a man in his late thirties. That
was, of course, before he was deemed a member of the bourgeois
class by the new regime and ended up spending close to four years
in a re-education camp after the war ended.

When he got out, almost everything he owned was gone. The
villa, the factory, the two stores—along with his beloved gray
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Citroén—were replaced by two rusty bicycles and a small, one
-room studio in a mold-infested building near Cho Lon, the old
Chinatown section. His wife and three children peddled wonton
noodles at a little stand, and the family worked tirelessly on the
street to scrape together enough money to buy a seat on a fishing
boat for their only son to escape. Vietnam had invaded Cambodia,
and the boy was facing the draft. Older boys from the neighbor-
hood were already coming back maimed or in coffins. Their son
escaped and, three years and a few refugee camps later, managed to
get to America. It took another dozen years after that for him to
sponsor Mr. Le and his wife and one of their two daughters. The
older, married with a family of her own in Vietnam, was ineligible
to be sponsored by her brother.

If he could, even now at fifty-seven, Mr. Le would start his busi-
ness again. He was saving money, taking notes, and talking to po-
tential investors, including Mrs. Tu, their neighbor and landlord.
Mis. Tu was rich, the owner of the popular Cicada Pavilion res-
taurant on Geary and 7th and a five-story apartment building. If
he had a successful business, he could send his two grandsons in
Vietnam to college in America. He could even fly his eldest daugh-
ter over for visits.

But to start all over again—what a dream! He wasn't taking
notes for nothing. It depended on the support of his family, espe-
cially Mrs. Le, and serious business backers. Alas, he was targeting
a clientele with an income as disposable as their penchant for kinky
sex. His dream would make anyone he knew, with perhaps the ex-
ception of Mrs. Tu, a widow who was targeting him, more thana
little queasy.

At home, his wife said in Vietnamese: “Minh a, how are those
lai cai? They're fondling you?” Then she laughed her girlish laugh.
Her hair was almost half gray, but Mrs. Le’s laughter always had a
wertaln twang that would send M. Le reeling back to the past, to
# huppler time before the war, before they were married, teenagers
100 shy to touch, He sat at the kitchen table in their San Francisco
apartment wich the partial view of the Bank of America building,
bt he was also walking down the tamarind-tree-lined boulevard
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near the high school when they first met. That was in Can Tho,
a sizable town in the Mekong Delta where he’d spent two years
courting her. Back then there was no hand-holding, not even when
you desperately wanted to. Mr. Le was extra shy. For about half a
year he trailed a few meters behind her and her laughing gitlfriends.

Then one day, opportunity knocked. She was alone. It had
been raining, and the straw flower attached to the tip of her stylish
purple umbrella fell off. She didn’t see it and kept walking. Mr. Le
picked it up from the mud, cleaned it with his handkerchief, and
went to her. In a stammering voice, he offered to tie the flower back
on. The future Mrs. Le blushed and nodded but couldn’t manage
a word. It didn’t help very much that her first name is Hoa, which
literally means “flower,” and there he was holding one in his hand,
hers to be exact. Under the pouring rain he stood trying to put
the flower back on, shivering. They started walking side by side the
next day, and, after months of courtship and enough bad love po-
etry to fill a small book, finally held hands.

“Why, what if they are? Minh o, jealous?” Mr. Le teased as he
looked at his wife, still thinking of her umbrella and that small
straw flower that got them together. Then in a rather mischievous
voice, he added: “So, what do you think, my little flower? Should I
bring home one of those rubber things for you to play with?”

Mis. Le shrieked and covered her mouth. She looked out the
window to Mrs. Tu’s apartment across the courtyard and drew the
curtain. She had seen the rubber dildos from the shop, had in fact
helped him with his work on the weekend when she could spare
time from her garment factory job, but the idea of having a large
rubber dildo in their apartment, even as a prank, was too hilarious
and far too shocking to entertain. What if their son and his wife
saw the thing in one of the drawers, say, by accident, when they
visited from San Jose? What if their second daughter came home
from college in Houston? What if their long dead ancestors who
stared out from the faded black-and-white photographs on the al-
tar could see the thing? And what if Mrs. Tu came over—unin-
vited as always?
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When she calmed down, Mrs. Le deadpanned: “Minh a, it’s
called dildo. If you bring one back, I'll beat you with it.” Mrs. Le
found it liberating to slip in a few dirty words in English in the
middle of her Vietnamese sentences. She could never swear in Viet-
namese. Dirty words would not fall from her tongue. But since her
husband started work at Love Leather, she’d learned many dirty
words from his notebook, and the two, like giggly teenagers, had
been using them with each other with gusto when alone.

One day, at the bottom of a page on the subject of sado-
masochism, she found her husband’s meditation on the Vietnam-
ese word 7zinh, which both she and Mr. Le were fond of using.

“Don’t know why, but Steven’s ‘sadomasochism’ reminds me of
the word ‘minh. 1t’s a difficult word to explain. “Minh 0i” literally
means, ‘oh body. What it intends: ‘my dear husband,’ or ‘my dear
wife,’ depending on who the speaker is. How to explain the usage
of this word to Steven? The self, when loved, is shared, no longer
singular, the self a bridge to another. ‘Minh’ can be ‘you,’ ‘minh’
can be ‘me,’ ‘minkh’ can be ‘us,’ all depending on the context— your
body is mine is yours is ours, as long as we exist in an intimate circle.
Also consider: ‘Nha minh’: ‘Our house, or ‘our family.” You and I,
through love, and its consequences, are connected in a way that
bonds beyond sex, beyond shared flesh—a communion of souls.”

When she read this passage, Mrs. Le was moved to tears and
resolved not to read Mr. Le’s notebook again. America—what a
shock to the system! This whole subculture, its obsession with sex
and youth and physical attributes and—more curiously—the penis,
was all very perverse to her. Until her arrival in America, she lived
in a world where the genitals never hovered in the imagination be-
yond a curse word or a dirty joke. It seemed to her American cul-
ture forced one’s eyes upon them, and now she, who couldn’t resist
flipping Mr. Le’s new pages to find out what he’d been up to at the
shop, had been slowly poisoned by it.

STEVEN FOUND OUT one day that the Asian kid’s name was Doug-
las, Douglas Kim, and he was of legal age, barely. “He browsed and
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he browsed—and he browsed,” Steven reported breathlessly. “In
the end he bought some Liquid Silk. He’s a talker, that one. He
was afraid to talk before ‘cuz you were around. Asked me if you
were gay. I said, ‘Pshaw, honey, Mr. Lee is as gay as Liberace is butch.
But if you need him to fix your penis harness or chastity belt, well,

»»

he’s your man.
“Liberty?” asked Mr. Le, reaching for his notebook. “Bush?”
“No. Liberace. And definitely not Bush. Butch. BUTCH. You

know, macho, strong, like ... I don’t know ... Barbara Stanwyck.”

Mr. Le remembered Barbara Stanwyck. His favorite movie of
hers was Bitter Tea of General Yen. In it she played a missionary
captured by a powerful Chinese man and, despite her resentment
and the horror of his cruelty, fell in love with him. He even re-
membered the TV show The Big Valley on the American television
channel in Saigon during the war. Although dark-skinned, Steven
had her air, and the same dramatic flair. “Steven,” Mr. Le offered, “I
think you're butch. You're too good teacher.”

Steven waved his hand, pretending to be bashful. “Oh pshaw,
Mr. Lee, I might be very, very beautiful, especially my Angie Dick-
inson legs, but 'm no teacher. And I'm certainly not butch. Just a
burned-out queen sitting on the dock of the bay.” Then he started
humming and gyrating.

Mr. Le, befuddled, watched Steven perform behind the cash
register and wondered if too much freedom could lead you astray.
This had been unimaginable to him as he hustled and bled and
scrimped for enough money to buy passage on that rickety boat for
his son to escape, dreaming of another America. But back then the
dream was vague and defined by what Vietnam was not. America
was safe. America was hope. America was where you don’t step on
land mines or disappear in the dark of night. It certainly did not
take the form of the wanton, unmitigated desires of Love Leather.

One afternoon a week later, Mr. Le turned around and saw
Douglas Kim at the other end of the store, where the porn rags
and dildos and leather toys were on display. Mr. Le could see the
kid’s hands in his jean pockets making fists as he leaned forward
to study the dildos and magazine covers. The boy’s clothing was
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50 loose his blue boxer shorts were showing. And the way his pant
legs draped over his tennis shoes seemed like an accident waiting
to happen.

Meanwhile, from behind the cash register, Steven pointed
conspiratorially at the kid’s back and mouthed silently to Mr. Le,
“Hide the dildos!” then giggled into his hand.

Douglas Kim turned. Their eyes met briefly. The boy looked
away immediately. In a fraction of a second Mr. Le saw all at once
resentment, shame, lust, and confusion in the boy’s eyes, and per-
haps something else, too: defiance.

The kid avoided looking in Mr. Le’s direction after that, but
Mr. Le intermittently glanced at his back. He imagined he could
hear the boy’s nervous breathing over Steven’s palpitating music.
He thought of his oldest grandson in Saigon and wondered if the
boy was doing as well as he had boasted on the phone to him last
week. He would, if he could, give Douglas Kim a scolding. No
kid should come in a place like this. He contemplated talking to
him, then Roger Briggs walked in and, instead of saying hello to
his employees, immediately zeroed in on Douglas Kim. Mr. Le
flipped through his notebook, trying to remember the words. As
Roger’s hand descended on the boy’s small back, Mr. Le remem-
bered the words. He stared at the boy’s neck and whispered, “Shoo.
Twink. Shoo.”

IN HER LIVING ROOM one bright Sunday afternoon with the win-
dows wide open, Mrs. Tu, whose satin peach pajamas matched her
swaying curtains, popped the deal as she poured chrysanthemum
tea for her neighbors and tenants. “Brother, sister, now listen. Mr.
Ba in Salinas, who runs a little factory making leather bags and
jackets, just told me he’s very interested in helping out if we buy
Love Leather. What do you think: I put in eighty and you come up
with twenty? We'll split fifty-fifty, counting your skills and labors
as the other thirty percent. With your skills, brother, and Mr. Ba’s,
we will sell those knickknacks for half what those leather stores
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are charging their customers—it’s a winncr. Of course, I can easily
put in the hundred, that’s not a problem. But I want you to have a
stake in it, you understand, so that you’re co-owners, not my work-
ers. We're like family, after all.”

Mrs. Le paused from drinking her tea and looked at Mrs. .H.:
for a full second. Xing-Xing, Mrs. Tu’s white cat, had leapt onto his
owner’s lap and was now purring under attentive, stroking fingers.

“Sister, you're serious? What you offer us sounds very mnsto:m, wcn
you know where he works, who the customers are, don’t you?” It
was a rhetorical question. It was Mrs. Tu, after all, who had v.n »mm.nm
to Roger Briggs, a regular at her restaurant, about Mr. Le’s skills

with leather. 4
Mrs. Tu was ready. “Lai cai clientele? Their money is as good as

anybody else’s. There are lai cai and lui duc couples in this build-
ing, some of the best tenants I ever had. Lai duc, lai cai. Makes no
difference in business, as long as the business is lai loi.” Then .wrn
laughed at her own joke. Lai duc in Vietnamese is slang M.OH les-
bian.” Lai loi, on the other hand, means “making a profit”—Mirs.
Tu’s witty way of rthyming gays and lesbians with money.

Mr. Le started to laugh, too, but stopped short when Z.a. h.n
gave him a look that could have frozen the nrnwmmbﬂrnac_d in his
cup. Mrs. Le gestured to the big mahogany cabinet, which was
graced by photos of Mrs. Tu’s grandparents, her parents, and her
two husbands, the last one an aged American who had left Tnnaﬁﬁn
building. A large bowl full of burnt incense sticks sat in front. “Sis-
ter, I know you are modern, but you are at heart traditional. If you
invest in that place, wouldn’t it mean you and I both r»i:m to help
my husband on a regular basis to keep the business going?

“I look forward to it.” Mrs. Tu took pride in the fact that an
came to America not as a refugee but as the wife of a midlevel Viet-
namese diplomat during the war. “As for modernity, 'm <m.nﬁ:m8.
ese, but I'm very modern. Must the two have to be contradictory?
Asyouknow, I studied French in Vietnam at Marie Curie u.:.& then
Vietnamese literature at Saigon University. Alors moi, je men fous

totalement ce qu’ils font les homosexuels.”
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M. Le understood French but his wife’s was at best rusty. He
was about to explain to her what Mrs. Tu just said, but thought
che better of it. He acted calm, but he could feel his heart beating
wildly in his chest. If he was half-consciously currying Mrs. Tu’s
favor, he still hadn’t expected this windfall of a proposal, this soon.
Yer there it was, looming near the horizon, Love Leather, soon to
be his. He could see it—money for the grandchildren, the entire
family in one place. He could taste this dream in the bittersweet
aftertaste of the tea.

«Pm not as modern as you, sister,” Mrs. Le said presently in a
cold, slightly sarcastic tone. “But I'm open-minded just the same.
I'm not worried about ai duc, lai cai either. My husband and I love
and trust each other. Why else would I agree to have him work
with them when you told us about the job? If anyone can seduce my
husband, let me tell you, that person must possess magic charms
because our love—"

Mrs. Tu didn’t lec her finish. She clapped her hands once and
XingXing jerked his head up, eyes wide and alert. “Of course you
are, Of course you're open-minded, sister. Why else would I pro-
pose it?” Mrs. Tu smiled as if everything had been agreed upon,
the business settled. But the smile stayed a bit too long on her face,
which now blushed brightly.

Mrs. Tu’s face reminded Mr. Le of people who felt the exact
o_%om#nllwsnﬁ and embarrassed. He felt sorry for her and quickly
Jooked down to study his empty teacup. When he did so, how-
ever, he incurred the wrath of his landlord. “Brother,” Mrs. Tu
said, looking at him, “I hear they have some kind of festival next
month. We should all go and see what it’s like, the lifestyle of our
clients. I believe it’s quite sexually liberating.” She was still smiling.

«p nd afterward, I would love to treat you both to a fancy dinner
ar the Pavilion.”

41t called Folsom Street Fair,” he said weakly. Though he hadn’t
seen the festival himself, he’d seen the photo album Steven kept
from the previous years. Images swam in his head of near naked
women in leather bras and leather thongs and overweight men in
Jeather chaps and harnesses, their butt cheeks showing. And then
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there were the photos of Steven, who had gone the year before as a
Marilyn Monroe in a blond wig. “Not a good idea,” he added.

“Oh? Why not?” Mrs. Tu feigned disappointment. She looked
over to Mrs. Le as if they were chummy and Mr. Le was spoiling
their fun. “If we are going to sell these knickknacks to them, we
need to face these people sooner or later. They may be sex addicts,
but they are sex addicts with disposable income. I've seen them.
Harmless fun, that’s all.” Then she dropped the clincher. “Trust
me, you two, if there’s one thing I know well, it’s making money.
Roger Briggs is inept. That store, well managed with cheap supplies
and with good advertising, could bring the rest of your family over
in three years, guaranteed.”

Mrs. Le, who knew nothing of the fair, but was familiar with
business dealings, put her teacup and saucer down so they wouldn’t
rattle. Then, her dark, steely eyes slowly met Mrs. Tu’s. “Eighty five-
fifteen,” she calmly announced.

“Goodness, sister, how marvelous! You never talked business to
me before, but I can see, honestly, that you're good at it. But let’s
talk about details later, how we share,” Mrs. Tu said and looked for
a reaction from Mrs. Le. “In business, it’s relationships that you've
got to build. So first we should check out the clientele, nest-ce pas?”

“N'est-ce pas!” harrumphed Mirs. Le, her face flushed with emo-
tions. For some time now she had been staring at the well-mended
tear in Mrs. Tu’s fleshy leather couch, where the cat had caused
much damage the month before, now barely visible. “It’s a date,”
she said. Her voice was cold but her body trembled slightly. “It’s
not as if I haven’t seen dildos and butt plugs and cock rings and
dykes on bikes! My husband taught me everything.” When she said
dykes on bikes,” Mrs. Le’s voice rang out despite her effort to hold
herself in. Mr. Le supposed it was his wife’s version of French, for
it caused Mrs. Tu to involuntarily clutch at Xing-Xing’s neck and
pull his face backward to reveal an expression he’d never seen be-
fore on a cat: that of utter astonishment.

My wife, he decided, shaking his head slightly, feeling strangely

amorous, is very, very butch.
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A WEEK BEFORE the festival, however, Mr. Le fretted. He couldn’t
concentrate at work. The feud between the two women occupied
him. He fretted about what his wife would see. Worse, he didn’t
know how to fend off Mrs. Tu, whose Jove seat, she told him, had a
new tear that needed mending, and she was in need of his assistance.

When Steven asked Mr. Le if he had been in the army, he could
barely hear him. “Bet you were a stud,” Steven said. “Yeah, you in
uniform. Hmm hmmhmm, I can see it now. All the girls in those
pretty slit-up oriental dresses and some of the boys in theirs, all hot
and bothered when you parade by.”

“My brother and me were soldiers, yes. I was soldier for three
years. I get shot in leg, they let me out.” Mr. Le paused from putting
a new zipper onto a pair of leather pants and pointed at his right
thigh. Then he added, choking, “My brother, not so lucky.”

There was a long, awkward silence between them.

“You know, Mr. Lee, 've been thinking. I'm 2 refugee, t0o,” Ste-
ven said. Mr. Le looked at him, fixing his glasses.

“Pm serious now,” Steven said. “I fled from my God-fearing old
man’s crazy Mississippi shit. It was not the beating; every kid I
knew got whopped. Hell, I even fancied myself a preacher when
I was young, if you can believe it. No, [ ain’t afraid of his belt, you
know what I'm saying? Just that way he looked at me when he
found me out and wished his faggot son was dead. So I ran. Then
here, I made real good friends but lost half to AIDS, and they were
more family to me than my family ever was. So I figured it’s kind
of like a war, too, you know, what I went through. I'm serious now.”

Steven’s voice was sad and low, but Mr. Le only nodded and
said nothing. AIDS is not the same as war, he was thinking, not
even close. People with AIDS at least knew carnal pleasure, which
in the end was what killed many of them. People who died under
bombs died right away or soon thereafter from their wounds. They
don’t dance behind cash registers to trance music talking up a
storm. They die without saying goodbye t0 loved ones, in horror
and screaming and in anguish. Bombs and bullets give you no time.

“My brother was very young. He was just a twink,” Mr. Le of
fered.
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Steven stifled a laugh, and Mr. Le looked at him sternly. He
could tell when his coworker was thinking something naughty. It
was there in the eyes. “Well, that’s a shame!” Steven said. “But may-
be some of his army buddies gave him a good time before the end.”

M. Le slammed the pair of scissors he was holding onto the
worktable. “Not everything in life is sex, Steven,” he said evenly.

“No.” Steven's voice rose to meet his. “But everyone’s ruled by
some kind of desire.”

M. Le frowned. But Steven backed down quickly, his voice
barely a whisper, “Hey, M. Lee, listen, I didn’t mean anything by
it. Mr. Lee, you can write down in your little notebook there that
Steven is a royal jackass. That's JACK-ASS. Honey, write down that
his sorry-ass libido runs amok.”

M. Le didn’t say anything: He took off his glasses and turned
to look out the window. For some reason, he half expected to see
Douglas Kim looking in. But all he saw wasa sun-drenched street.
That was when he fele Sreven’s hands on his shoulders, the warmth
passing through his shirt. Up close, Steven had a distinctive m:.xw:.
not unpleasant exactly, but powerful and salty. It vaguely remind-
ed Mr. Le of freshly rurned earth. “Libido. LIBIDO is sex drive,
pure lust and desire; it’s what makes someone a fool of his old
self,” Steven murmured quietly above Mr. Le. “I never had any
control, Mr. Lee. I've always been a fool. Fool for love. And look
where it gets me.”

With his mind’s eye, Mr. Le checked himself. No arousal, no
sexual feelings, no fear, no quickening thythm of the heart. Wmm.rnr
the opposite: lethargy settled in. Steven’s kneading was comforting;
he felt tired all of 2 sudden. He opened and closed his fists, his fin-
gers aching from the leatherwork. He wanted to laugh. He thought
of how he struggled so hard all his life—of the horrors he’d seen,
the war, the re-education camp where real whipping tore many a
dissident’s flesh and left horrid scars, and now he found himselfina
childish, ridiculously mns.:p:m.o_%nmm& world, where whips rarely
Jeave a mark but the pain and suffering are hyperbolized, become
theatrics—yet, how odd that this was going to fulfill his hopes and

dreams to reunite his family.
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mam'wnmhnundmmkhhh
ﬂm“ﬁﬂmgﬂmnud
- Farther out, Mrs. Tu stands with the s,
agape, her eyes wide with fear Most striking o
mmnmﬁqlwm{dukdm
- amrow, a pair of strapped-on wings p
\mhﬂmhmupmpin;upmd
_ 'mr% ﬂ-ﬁrﬂﬂvmﬂmn;ulf
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afterwards. More thap
e e

huhu‘.m.dﬁfﬂlml‘nd J'
vosce when he sy “Minh o, let's leave® h d Ty
her head. Since entering the fale, My, Le's fage jy I
and her fingees now §rip the parasoly hangjq o S
the meval bat in a crowededd bus, knuck ey (Urning Ay
ghing bunes wich  blond dominaciy 1y S IR
boots and a red leather m![lmh,ﬂr%ﬁ. o
o given Mrs. Le the grim resolve 1o brave g 2080
and thongs moon them with thar large bcl‘t:lnd‘
&maml tlﬂﬁ'\l‘ “IHWMML[‘ ik ..
shake his hand or even hug him. Mr Le eajj gi'y m ¢
women as they walk on, ﬁ:thnﬂlﬂliﬂlbh‘ tryin s :
Then he hears his wife say in 4 surprisingly 'h ;
ter Tu, mind holding my parasol for a Minuge)® el
*Sare,” answers Mru Tu as she takes thelvl o
fort” Tasol,
“Thank you. My husband made it,
sappy poetry that weighs it down mbﬂ ot
Mrs. Tu glances up Mr. Le's “Ode o Flaae.
shadow. She mumbles the words, and themi i
Le looks down and pretends to '!'mdr hkdm - Th
not before glimpsing an unusual ook on his wif
retricves the P-'I'Ild l.'l‘il:lmp}l. :jnpd with g :
~ Hefeels immense love for his wafe then, ng
% 2 Hhﬂriht she is willing to do in Uﬂﬂ"
g .‘;,.;. mhmuwr
' or his landlord's face seems to have jnf;
red and she now wears

1 I“'.-.
s
| [ —
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:—ummlhbmukl -k
e whirls in the air. Douglas Kim sreect.
wﬁ?“'m*hpm’muhh B
-hﬁku.rﬂ:hﬂﬂlhllthlﬂﬂnfhu _
h“w ric s fromm the welts on che hl‘ ¥ ,
-“:‘khhimnxr.hthu wite 8 ot She -
Wltrhhk\!plnﬂlhn“ e kO

P oack! d

“what!" Rogel Briggs exclaima He dazedly gy

of his daddy charscres now, © squeal. “Owt®
b o yells Mz Le. bur it is mch too g )

Jonger hear him.

The crowd roars with laughter
“You horrible! You cocksucker!” yells Mpy, L |
feroctous than Roger's had been. “You hit a boy?
Someching in M Les vouce gives weight pg |
].*huhmtkﬂl,uﬁlh:u;m“ i
Jooks down at Douglas Kim's naked back. Then he
and cries through his stupor, “1 hic & sex ol
My sex slave! He's mine! And he loves me.”
M Le ignores him and fumble at Doug
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