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Reaching out to
Asian Women in Distress
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Sisters of Survival be laid side by side, the contrasbecame sister warriors as one|
would be startling. Education, braved social stigma within
family background and social her privileged life and the I
bench, not touching, not speaking. status would have assured that other the ravages of poverty td
As people walked past, they saw wiBeir paths would never cross - emerge victorious from their I
women sitting side by side, who except perhqps as strangers in private hells. They became
could not have been more apart, int,he street or in a polite conversaheir children's' heroes who
appearance, in social status, and tion between the served and theéook on the world so that they

perhaps, destiny. One wore an air G€rver: could breathe. They became

privilege, marked less by her elegant advocatgs for other women
accessories and more by her de- And yet they sat together on tharapped in the minefield of

meanor and posture. Her hair bench, connepted as fevy wouldanger and pain.

gleamed, her skin glowed, her manVer be, as friends, as sisters of

cured nails shone as she picked gt the skin. Skin that bore the As the sun started to set, the
the pale skin on her ring finger marks.of rampant abu;e that hatvo women stood up and
where till recently rested a much  NOW trl_umphed by healing. Theywalked toyvards the pgrk en-
envied wedding ring. The other ~ Were sisters of blood that had t.rance, still not speaking. And
stared at the pale skin on her friencr%e,e” shed as they protecteq thejet they was an unseen con-
finger and then glanced at her own children from the fists of their ne(;tlon, an unspoken conver-
bare hands. Her quick bitten nails husbands. They were sisters of sation. After all they were

lay still on the rough material of herScréams that had been muted ssisters of survival, sisters of |

The two women sat on the park

thrift store skirt. Her neatly plaited that the neighbors.would not triumph. I
hair had never seen the inside of a N€ar- They were sisters of tears ,

Fifth Avenue salon. Her narrow feethat had once shimmered in their - Monalisa Roy |
were shod in scuffed shoes with  €Yes as they questioned God and |
cracked heels. If their lives were to their destinies. And then they y,

- o e o e e O e O e e O e e e e e e e e e e P

&#
+
#&+ #
# J*
& +0' # 1
# #




