
 

A novel in vignettes, in which Lakshmi, a thirteen-year-old girl from Nepal, is sold into prostitution in India. 

Page 120, “Lucky to be with Habib” A man with fish like lips comes into my room and says, “You’re lucky 

to be with Habib.” He is squeezing my breast with his hand, like someone is shopping for a melon. I try 

to push him away, but my arm, stone-heavy from the lassi, doesn’t move (“lassi” is something they used 

to drug her). “Is this really your first time?” Habib says. He unbuckles his belt. The fish lip man removes 

my dress. Then he is on top of me and something hot and insistent is between my legs. He grunts and 

struggles, trying to fit himself inside of me. With a sudden thrust I am torn in two. I hear, coming from a 

distance a steady thud, thud, thud and register that this sound is the sound of the headboard hitting the 

wall. After a while another sound interrupts the rhythmic thud of the headboard. It is the muffled sound 

of sobbing. Habib rolls off of me. Then I understand: I was the person crying. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


