I'm sitting on the subway, and the
stranger across from me is openly staring
at my bare legs. His gaze crawls up and
down my body. It doesn’t really help, but I
cross my ankles and fold my hands together
so my arms cover my thighs. He smirks at
me. I want to snap at him, but the train is
empty besides the two of us, and as much
as I hate to admit it, I’'m scared of how he
would react if I did.

As a writer, I often think about the
universality of my writing. I think anyone
who has ever engaged in creative work is
likely to have pondered the same. When
I write, I make every effort to be honest,
but there are times that I’'m afraid to do
so because I worry about how it will be
received. So for a long time, I avoided
writing about being a woman and the
genuine anger [ harbour about the
experience. I felt that it required a delicate
touch, and I dawdled over how I could
make it more digestible, less angry, more
of an appeal, a plea, than a rant. But I would
be lying if I said I wasn’t angry. They say
tears are a woman’s weapon. And it’s true
that womanhood brings me sorrow, but
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the leitmotif of the novel that is my life.
Because of it, I get less attention, but also
more attention, depending on the context.
Catcalling, for example, usually involves
lewd imitations of Mandarin, Japanese, or
Korean along with the typical sexualised
content. Being a woman and being a
minority have many similarities, and
they intertwine and amplify each other,
pressuring me — us — into silence.

The instant I stepped foot
into America, however, being
an Asian woman became the
leitmotif of the novel that is
my life.

Idon’t represent every woman, nor am
I familiar with all their experiences. But I
do know what it’s like to make sweet, polite
excuses to turn a man down because you’re
afraid he’d react poorly otherwise. I know
the unease of walking through an unknown
neighbourhood late at night, and how it
feels to look back and realise a particular
incident involving men was much more

serious than you previously thoughfAnd I
know that almost every woman in my life,
minority or not minority, has lived tArough
a similar story. We deserve a worldfwhere
that isn’t true, where fear is not a universal
experience for half the population. Aworld
where we can take the subway alofie late
at night without feeling scared. have
become angry, and we should be angrier
still. We deserve it. We deserve bette

Hayley is a senior studying Psychology. She has beer@riting
for Generasian since her first semester at NYU. This pice is
dedicated to anyone who has experienced womanhd@¥, in all
its joys and vulnerabilities. To Asian women everyw|fi@re: You
are seen, and you are loved.
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