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This is an eye-opening and previously untold story of a girl born and raised during a period of
great political and social upheaval in 20th century Communist China. Under Dictator Mao
Zedong, China divided its citizens into different classes by bloodline. The author describes how
she endured hardship and discrimination as a child and chronicles how most of her relatives
managed to survive this unimaginable period in history. The latter half of the book relays how
the author’s early childhood shaped her coming-of-age in high school during the height of the
Cultural Revolution. The book reveals how so many lives were thoroughly disrupted or
destroyed by the whims of Dictator Mao. It also describes the daily lives and eventual suffering
of the high schoolers during those turbulent times. The author’s schoolmates, known in China
as “the lost generation”, were participants and witnesses of all the chaos. They were also the
victims. They lost all hope but had to continue living in a twisted, modern communist yet old
feudalistic society. There was no political freedom, and no freedom to even fall in love. It is a
fascinating glimpse into a tragic period of 20th century China as lived by real people.Shortly
after President Nixon’s visit in 1972 the author was able to leave China and rejoin her parents
in America. She went on to receive her BSc, MSc and PhD degrees in Electrical Engineering
from UCLA. After graduation in 1982, Dr. Peebles then worked for the Aerospace and Defense
Industry in Southern California for the next 30 years. She is now retired and has, at last,
fulfilled a long-lasting promise to document her life experience in China during those troubled
years.

About the AuthorRamchandra Pradhan, Visiting Professor, Institute of Gandhian
Studies,WardhaRAMCHANDRA PRADHAN, a well-known social activist and Gandhian
scholar, taught at Ramjas College, University of Delhi, for several decades. As one of the
conveners of the Lokayan project and an activist-thinker of the Movement for Peace and
Alternative Development, he has travelled all over the worldand interacted with activists and
scholars across continents. He has been a recipient of the Senior Fulbright Fellowship (1979)
and the Indo-Canadian Shastri Fellowship (1993). He is the author of several books and is
working on a multi-volume study on the Indian Socialist Movement. Currently, he isaffiliated to
the Institute of Gandhian Studies, Wardha, Maharashtra.--This text refers to the hardcover
edition.
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WILDFLOWERAn “American Daughter”A Chinese “Black Bastard”Ann Lee PeeblesThe stories
in this book reflect the author’s recollection of events. Some names, locations, and identifying
characteristics have been changed to protect the privacy of those depicted. Dialogue has been
re-created from memory.Copyright © 2020 by Ann Lee PeeblesAll rights reserved.No part of
this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means,
including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior
written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical
reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.Published by Ebook
Tops Publishing (APub)Cover design by William A PeeblesPrinted in the United States of
AmericaDedicated to my grandmother; her unconditional love sustained me throughout my
difficult life in China.Most importantly this book is dedicated to my high school classmates. We
were a group of bright, vigorous teenagers when we entered high school. We had exciting
dreams of the future and were filled with youthful hope. When we left high school, our dreams
had been shattered and our hopes destroyed. I hope I have done them
justice.ContentsAuthor’s NoteFamily TreeThe Move To South GateThe Lee FamilyMy
RelativesThe PurgeWe Settle In Dayin LaneWe Are All “Mat To Floor” — Equally LowJoint
Public-Private OwnershipGrandmother And Me In ShanghaiUncle Nian To ShanghaiGod Pond
Valley VillageWe Were The Wild DucklingsA Mediocre Student, An “American
Daughter”My Childhood Friend JuanThe Execution Of A Korean War HeroMy “Rightist”
TeacherGreat Leap Forward And The FamineMr. ZongXinhua Middle SchoolThe Glory Of Our
FamilyStarting My High School Away From HomePrelude To The Cultural RevolutionXiao Mei,
An OrphanDreams Of Becoming A University StudentAcademic Excellence With Poor Political
BehaviorA Black Bastard (žÑ]=[P)“Destroy The Four Olds”Raid On Our DormitoryMember Of The
“Leisure Club”(••em>)Mr. Ding“We Counted The Mighty No More Than Muck” (|ªW�_S^tN�b7O¯)The Mini
March”My Belated Revolutionary Tour To BeijingThoughts Of Going To AmericaThe Lost,
Hopeless High Schoolers (€�N	\J)An “Intellectual Youth”Whole Family Down To The Countryside(Qh[¶N�
e>)Aunt Wei’s SuicideLabor In TrainingSi Nai Nai (VÛYvYv) — My Fourth LadyNixon’s Visit To ChinaThe
Epitome Of My LifePlay Safe, Seek Only To Avoid BlameThe Forbidden LoveI Want To Live
According To My Own Ability!The Lost GenerationMy Wish May Become TrueFinally, I Reveal
My SecretGood-Bye, My Closest FriendsFarewellAcknowledgmentsAbout The AuthorAuthor’s
NoteThe stories in this book reflect the author’s recollection of events. Some names, locations,
and identifying characteristics have been changed to protect the privacy of those depicted.
Dialogue has been re-created from memory.Some Chinese poems and phrases were retained
in Chinese form with English translation. I hope this will allow a greater appreciation by those
who read both Chinese and English.Family TreeThe Move to South GateIt was a cloudy, early-
summer day in 1952. The air was filled with humidity and drizzle. A thunderstorm threatened to
soon arrive. I was only five years of age and was with Grandmother, my sister Xiao Mei, and
cousin Da Di. We were walking along an unpaved road from West Gate to South Gate in the
little Chinese town of Yiyang. I had been told that we were leaving our big house in West Gate
and moving to a much smaller house in South Gate. My sister and cousin were both only 4
years of age. I often wondered whether they understood what was happening at that time.As
we walked, we were all complaining to Grandmother that we were very tired, that our feet hurt
and we just couldn’t walk anymore!Grandmother comforted us by saying, “My sweethearts,
don’t worry. We are almost there!”From West Gate to South Gate was about 1 mile, along a
muddy road. Finally, we arrived at the South Gate Bridge.Grandmother said, “Let’s take a rest



and sit on the riverbank until our boat passes.”The boat Grandmother mentioned had been
borrowed from relatives in a small village, God Pond Valley, where her parental clan lived. The
boat carried our furniture from West Gate to our new home in South Gate. We were too young
to understand the reason for the move. However, the sailboats in the river caught our attention,
and we were happy and eager to sit down and rest for a while.Yiyang was a small town in
Jiangsu Province. A river called Hucheng River (b¤WÎl³) encircled the inner-town. It was a typical
Chinese town where a river moved around the inner-town and, next to the river, a town-wall
had been built long ago to protect against enemy attack. There were four gates (North, East,
West, and South) with four bridges that linked the inner town to the regions outside. The inner
town was mostly occupied by the town hall and office buildings, and the majority of people lived
in the outskirts of town. There were also vast rice fields surrounding the town. The town-wall
was all but gone with only a few larger stones still lying around here and there. No new
structures had been constructed to replace the damaged ancient wall. I was told later that,
during the Japanese-Chinese war, the wall and most of the town itself were destroyed by
Japanese bombs. Over the years the bridges had been periodically rebuilt and repaired. At this
time, in 1952, the river still flowed and the four bridges still carried people and traffic between
the inner-town and the regions outside.Our original family home was located just outside the
West Gate facing the river. The West Side was considered an affluent neighborhood, whereas
the South Side was a neighborhood where poorer people lived.My grandfather had owned a
factory, Xin Yuan, which produced cooking oil and soybean products. We had occupied a large
family complex on the West Side. I vaguely remember that there was a storefront at the
entrance of the compound. Our clerks used to work there to greet customers and sell cooking
oil, soybean products, wine, and the like. Behind the store, there was a courtyard paved with
smooth gray bricks. To the left side of the yard were the offices. In these offices, my grandfather
and his managers conducted their business. According to Grandmother, at the rear of the
courtyard was a large two-story building. The downstairs was used for storage, where large
ceramic containers were filled with oil and wine. The upstairs provided living quarters for the
workers together with a small room, called the incense room, used by Grandfather for religious
purposes.The compound extended farther to the left, where there was another two-story
building. This building was separated from the first by a small courtyard. Our family occupied
the left wing of this building. In the rear were several storage rooms together with a large
kitchen. Two chefs cooked and provided food for both the workers and our family. A large
hallway separated the kitchen from the living quarters. Although our house would be
considered primitive by today’s standards, at that time, in this little town, it was considered a
luxurious compound of a wealthy family. Even then, it was reasonably modern with hardwood
floors and glass windows.At the rear of the compound was a huge backyard that housed the
processing factory. The backyard also contained a man-made pond and provided space to dry
the soybeans that local farmers delivered to us. The soybeans were used to make cooking oil.
The backyard always seemed a mysterious and sinister place to me — I seldom visited the
backyard. The adults used to tell us there was a huge, ferocious monster there. In reality, they
probably worried that, if we wandered into the backyard, we might fall into the pond and drown!
The entire compound occupied approximately 2 acres.Now we were moving from that large
family compound! I was a 5-year-old innocent child. However, I had noticed that Grandmother,
during that time, often cried. The riverbank where we rested was somewhat in ruins. We were
sitting on a large rectangular stone near the bridge, patiently waiting for our boat. Across the
river, houses lined the river’s bank. Between the houses were stone staircases that allowed
residents to use river water for washing clothes and cleaning vegetables. It was a typical



ancient, shabby, water town.As we looked out on the river, Grandmother suddenly shouted,
“Here comes our boat!”A small boat about 10 to 15 feet long without a sail suddenly appeared
in the distance. At the front of the boat Grandmother’s younger brother, Granduncle, pushed
the boat forward using a long wooden pole, while, at the rear, one of her nephews used a
similar pole to steer the boat.On the boat were a couple of mattresses made of fiber from palm
tree bark and a few pieces of old furniture in poor condition. There was also an old wooden
door that Aunt Zhen had begged the Liberation Army to allow her to take. It would become
Aunt Zhen’s bedroom door — the only door in our new home. It was a very modest amount of
furniture — all that was allowed by the new Communist regime. We waited and watched as the
boat passed by under the bridge, then we started across the bridge and walked towards our
future home.Our new home was located in a small complex that branched off Dayin Lane, a
small side street from the main South Gate Road. When we entered our new home, there was
nothing but a single, empty room. Altogether, the room occupied less than 400 square feet. It
consisted of a compacted dirt floor — no cement, no hardwood. Also, there was no ceiling.
When you looked up, you simply saw the gray roof tiles. There were three sets of triangular
wood beams supporting the roof. On the left side of the room, a wall was built up from the floor,
which stopped near the base of one of the triangular beams. We were told that another family
would soon occupy the space on the other side of this wall. On the right side of the room, there
was a solid wall. A small opening in the wall allowed a single person to enter another small
section of the house — an add-on room occupying roughly 60 square feet. It was clear that life
would be very different in this new home.During the months leading up to the move, our family
had continuously been tormented by the new Communist regime. This was because
Grandfather was a member of a religious group called Yi Guan Dao. He had joined for spiritual
support during a business downturn. After the Communists took over, the Campaign to
Suppress Counter-revolutionaries (•GS‹SÍ—iT}) in 1951 led to Yi Guan Dao being condemned as an anti-
revolutionary cult. Since then our household had come under siege.The Lee FamilyMy
grandfather was one of the five sons of my great-grandfather, Lee Da Qan, who started life as
a lowly salesman. Lee Da Qan worked for a small business that made soybean curd. His job
was to sell bean curd to the local village farmers.It is said that my great-grandfather was
actually the son of the Attendant King (King of Shi O•s‹), Lee Shixian, of the Taiping Heavenly
Kingdom, who died before my great-grandfather’s birth.Lee Shixian (gNN�•$) lived from 1834 to 1865.
He was a distinguished military leader during the late years of the . He was known as the
cousin of military leader , the Loyal King. Lee Shixian was a native of Province and grew up in
a poor peasant family. In 1851, at the age of only 17, he joined the Taiping Rebellion. During
the middle of the Taiping Rebellion, he led Taiping forces to many military victories and was
given the title, King of Shi (O•s‹).In 1860, Lee Shixian and his army were stationed in Yiyang until it
was overcome in 1864. During 1864, Nanjing, the capital of the Taiping Kingdom at that time,
was besieged by the Qing Imperial force led by , and the elite , led by European officers and .
General Gordon, a British officer, decided to cut through the heart of the rebellion and capture
Yiyang. After fierce fighting, the town of Yiyang eventually surrendered. After the fall of Yiyang,
Lee Shixian and his remaining supporters escaped towards Fujian, where he was eventually
assassinated by a traitor in .Meanwhile, Lee Shixian’s pregnant wife remained in Yiyang and
eventually wandered to An-Zhong village. This was the village of the Lee family clan and the
birthplace of my great-grandfather, Lee Da Qan, who was raised in An-Zhong village by his
widowed mother. His poor upbringing turned him into a hard-working young man. Every day,
Lee Da Qan carried bean curd with a bamboo shoulder pole. Each end of the pole was loaded
with heavy bean curd. He walked miles from village to village selling bean curd.It is said one



day he was in a village called God Pond Valley, where Mr. Rui, a landlord, lived. Mr. Rui saw Mr.
Lee as a fine young man. My great-grandfather had a broad, handsome face and was filled
with a bright spirit. Motivated by the boy’s “rich” face, Mr. Rui was convinced the boy would be
successful and have a prosperous future. After only a couple of conversations, Mr. Rui decided
that his only daughter should marry the boy! Great-grandfather was delighted.After the
marriage, with Mr. Rui’s financial help, my great-grandfather soon acquired his own bean curd
business. As Mr. Rui predicted, the business soon became very successful and grew larger
over time. With the money earned from the business, my great-grandfather accumulated large
areas of land and subsequently became the biggest landlord in the county.The happy couple
produced five sons and two daughters. My grandfather was the fourth son. By the time my
great-grandfather passed away, the Lee family not only owned a vast amount of land, but also
had acquired silk, cooking oil, and soybean curd businesses. My grandfather inherited the
cooking oil business, named Xin Yuan, located near the outskirts of Yiyang town. The first,
second, and fifth sons inherited land, and the first and third sons were given the silk
business.Xin Yuan’s business continued to boom even during World War II. During this wartime
period, my father and my aunt and uncles all escaped to Sichuan with their schools. Sichuan
was a province in southwest China. After the war, they all returned safely to Yiyang. My
grandparents were blessed with good fortune and happiness.In 1947, Grandfather decided to
expand his business into wine production. However, there was already a wine business in
town, named Zhen Chang Inc. As soon as Grandfather opened his wine business, Zhen Chang
Inc. aggressively slashed their prices to try to squeeze Xin Yuan out of business. Under such
fierce competition, Xin Yuan quickly started to lose money and accumulate a large debt. Under
such tremendous stress, in 1948, my grandfather had a breakdown, and, in search of peace,
joined a religious group named Yi Guan Dao. Very soon he experienced peace and so
continued to focus all his time and energy on his religion. This forced Grandmother to take care
of the daily business. She decided to end the wine production operation and concentrate on
the inherited core business — the manufacture and sale of soybean products. Finally, in 1949,
the business started to recover.However, there is an old Chinese saying that goes, “Flowers do
not always bloom, and the moon is not always round and bright” — that is, good things do not
last forever. So it was in our family. The good days did not continue. In 1949, the Communist
army crossed the Yangtze River and conquered the entire country. After the revolution, during
land reform, my grandfather’s oldest (Master I) and youngest (Master V) brothers were
condemned as landlords by the newly established Communist government. My grandfather’s
second brother (Master II) also inherited land but died before the Communists took over. So, in
his place, his wife was condemned since she was the landlord’s wife. Master III was
assassinated by bandits during the Japanese-Chinese war. After his death, the silk business
soon became bankrupt. It was a really sad period for the Master III family; but fortune ebbs and
flows, and on this occasion, Master III’s family was spared from the Communist government
purge. Unfortunately, our family would continue to be cursed with the scourge of the Yi Guan
Dao.My Maternal Grandpa (Chow)My Maternal GrandmotherMy parent’s wedding
pictureMother and AnnAunt ErmayMother's first StepmotherMy paternal grandmother and
childrenfront left, Da Di; front right, Da Mei (Ann);back right, Xiao Di; back center, Xiao Mei;
back left, distant cousinMy nanny and AnnMy paternal grandmother and childrenFront left,
Xiao Mei; Front right, Da Mei(Ann)Back left, Xiao Di; Back right, Da DiXiao Mei and Da
Mei(Ann), first day schoolFamily picturefrom left: Da Mei (Ann), Xiao Mei, Aunt Zhen, San Mei,
Uncle Nian, Xiao Di, Da DiMy RelativesGrandfather was a leading member of the religious
group called Yi Quan Dao. In early 1951, Grandfather suddenly disappeared for a couple of



days without informing Grandmother, who thought he might have gone to stay with his
concubine. Grandfather had a concubine who lived in a separate house together with their son,
whom we called Uncle He-Shen. Grandmother was angry and jealous. When Grandfather
returned, she kept nagging and complaining.That night, Grandfather told Grandmother,
“Ermay’s Mom, please don’t be mad with me!” Ermay was their oldest daughter and my aunt.
He sighed. “One day, when I am gone, you will regret your words tonight. I have a doctor’s
appointment in Shanghai tomorrow. When I am away, take care of the family. You and the
family are the most important things in my life.”These sudden, unexpected appeals to
Grandmother immediately aroused her suspicion. She thought to herself, He seemed so
sentimental tonight. He’s never this type of person. He’s been to Shanghai many times, so
what’s the big deal this time?Next day Grandfather left home for good! Grandmother never saw
Grandfather again. Then, a few days later, Yi Quan Dao was declared a counter-revolutionary
religious cult by the Communist government. Two Yi Quan Dao leaders, Dr. Hsu and Mr. Chen,
were condemned as counter-revolutionary and were immediately executed on the spot in the
middle of town. Their homes were searched, and their entire family properties confiscated.
Rumors circulated that Grandfather had received an early warning of the purge from their God.
He was told danger was pressing and he must leave at once.A year later, Grandmother
received a letter from Hong Kong. The letter was written as if it had come from Aunt Ermay,
who had been living in Shanghai when the Communists took power. She had many foreign
connections and friends in Shanghai and realized the urgency to leave, as did many Shanghai
residents at that time. My aunt evacuated to Hong Kong as a refugee.Although the letter was
signed as if from Aunt Ermay, Grandmother immediately recognized Grandfather’s neat brush
scripts. The letter indicated that “she” was in Hong Kong and was safe. “She” was sorry to
leave home in such a hurry and asked Grandmother to take good care of herself and the family.
Grandmother realized that Grandfather had escaped to Hong Kong. She was both relieved and
sad. She mentioned many times that if she had known that night was the last one with
Grandfather, she would have acted very differently. Grandmother buried her sadness and
regret deep inside until her death.After the purge of Dr. Hsu and Mr. Chen’s households,
Grandmother and Aunt Zhen realized that we would be next. Aunt Zhen was the wife of my
father’s younger brother, Uncle Nian. She had grown up in a business family. Her mother had
died when she was only 9 years old. She had two older brothers and two sisters. Due to the
early loss of her mother, she had become very independent with a shrewd business sense.
She was astute, quick-witted, and somewhat selfish. Before she married into our household, as
a teenage girl, she had already become quite wealthy. She traded cotton products for gain, and
then loaned money at high interest rates to those in need. In response to the possibility of a
purge, Aunt Zhen started to gather all her worldly possessions into two large trunks. There
were also two trunks of fur coats and picture albums that were left by my mother.My mother
was born into the wealthy and influential Chow family in Hangzhou in 1920. Her father, Tsung
Hua Chow(Th[—SN), graduated from Peiyang University, which is now known as Tianjin University, the
first modern university in China. In 1906, he was then sent by the Qing government to America
and enrolled at Brown University. Later he transferred to Yale University and graduated with a
PhB in 1908. In 1909 he entered the University of Chicago Law School and received his JD in
1912. Upon graduation, he returned to China and was appointed Chinese Assistant District
Inspector at Shiherwei and later became the Director of Salt Administration. Before World War
II, he had risen to Executive Officer of the China Central Bank in Shanghai.After his return from
America, he married my maternal biological grandmother. I was told that the young couple
wanted to design and construct their own new home. Before the house was completed, my



maternal grandmother became overly extended and died of pneumonia when Mother was only
an infant. Mother was initially raised by housemaids and then a stepmother. She grew up with a
wealthy and renowned father, but sadly with little love.Mother’s stepmother was college-
educated and was also from a wealthy, but traditional, family. It was an arranged marriage.
During the 1920s, Chinese society preferred girls to have little talent, but be virtuous (Ys[PeàbMO¿f/_·),
especially girls growing up in a traditional, high-class family. The stepmother had three children
with Grandpa Chow. She focused her entire energy managing the household and taking care
of the education of her children, including her two stepchildren.At that time, due to his high
position, many fellow workers flattered Grandpa Chow. One day Grandpa Chow was presented
with a 16-year-old pretty girl to be his concubine. She was 24 years younger than Grandpa.
Grandpa happily accepted the offer and purchased a house for the young girl without his wife’s
knowledge. For months, he hardly ever returned home for dinner. Eventually, his wife was
informed that her husband was residing in a separate house with his young concubine.In
Chinese tradition of the time, a wife had no right to interfere with her husband’s sexual life. A
wife’s duty was to serve her husband’s needs! Of course, if things had been reversed, this
would have been unacceptable. Mother’s stepmother continued her duty and took care of all
the children, but the disappointment and loneliness steadily took a toll on her. Her maids said
that she often stayed alone in her room, bending and twisting her fingers constantly.During the
Japanese invasion of China, Grandpa Chow followed the government and retreated to
Chongqing with his concubine and her children. My mother and her older sister also retreated
to Chongqing with their school. Grandpa Chow left his wife and the younger children alone in
Shanghai. Very soon afterwards she committed suicide and was found hanging inside a closet.
In her will, she divided all her possessions into five equal shares. Each child inherited one
share. Therefore, my mother, even though she was not her daughter, received a share equal to
that of the younger blood siblings. As part of the inheritance, there was a large amount of gold
for each child. Mother was always grateful to her stepmother for her kindness and
fairness.Prior to WWII, the Lee family had sent the children to pursue their higher education in
Shanghai. Aunt Ermay, my father, and their older cousin Uncle Shi Po (Master I’s son) attended
college. The two younger ones, Uncle Nian and Uncle He-Shen, attended high school in
Shanghai. After war broke out with Japan, Aunt Ermay and my father retreated with their
colleges to Chengdu and took the two younger siblings with them. Uncle Shi Po was the oldest
among them. He had secretly joined the Communist Party and went to Yan’an, which was a
citadel of the Communist Party at the time.During wartime, Grandpa Chow established a happy
life in Chongqing. The young concubine was not only beautiful but also smart and attentive.
They had five children together. Mother was never fond of the concubine and felt a strong
resentment. She was longing for her father’s affection, but seldom received it. She wandered
around to different places and took her first job. The lonely young woman finally met Father in
Chengdu, a major city in Sichuan Province.Father was a charming and thoughtful young man.
He was born November 11, 1917. During the war he was an instructor in the Chinese Air Force
Technical School in Chengdu. In 1945, when the war ended with the defeat of Japan, Father
was appointed as a liaison officer in The Advisory Team of the United States Air Force. Mother
and Father fell in love, and Mother brought Father to meet Grandpa Chow. Grandpa Chow
thought Father was a good-natured man and was very attentive toward Mother. Grandpa Chow
thought Mother was a softie and needed some tender love. He told Mother that Father was the
right one for her. My parents married on April 21, 1946, in Chengdu, and I was conceived while
they were still in Chengdu.The same year, they followed the KMT government and returned to
Nanjing. Very soon Mother found a job in a savings bank in Nanjing. After their marriage,



Mother continuously encouraged Father to study abroad — she wanted Father to follow in
Grandpa Chow’s footsteps.After I was born, Grandmother sent a wet nanny and her niece to
help the young couple. Her niece told Grandmother that Father loved to hold me and giggle
with me. Mother kept shouting to Father, “Go back to study and prepare for the United States
university entrance exam.”According to Grandmother, Mother felt she had a superior
background to the Lee family. After she visited the Lee family for the first time, she found that
her husband’s family was only a low, business-class household in a small town. Mother was
very disappointed. Mother was always proud of her elite family background.When I was a
couple of months old, nanny and Grandmother’s niece complained to Grandmother that Mother
had a very short temper and was very demanding. They could not take any more. Any small
misfortune would lead to a totally disproportionate reaction from her. Young master, as they
called my father, was always attentive to her, but in return she always responded that she
should have never married into such a family. Mother had concluded that anyone from the Lee
family would never be her equal.Grandmother proposed to let nanny take me to Yiyang so that
I could stay with the Lee family. Mother agreed. Maybe she thought I was a distraction from
Father’s studies. I prefer to think this way.I was the long-awaited Lee family’s first grandchild.
When I was born, my father was 30 years old. At that time, marriage at 30 was considered to
be very late. I was the precious princess of the family. My grandmother adored me. Later that
year, Aunt Zhen also gave birth to a boy, my first cousin Da Di. In May 1948, my younger sister
Xiao Mei was born. Grandmother sent a wet-nurse nanny to aid Mother a week before the birth
of Xiao Mei. I heard from Grandmother and Aunt Zhen that Mother and Xiao Mei’s nanny got
along well. Father had obtained an acceptance letter to attend the University of Michigan in the
USA. He left his family and sailed to the United States in 1948 when Xiao Mei was only 1
month old.After the defeat of Japan, a full-scale civil war between the KMT (Kuomintang) and
the Chinese Communist Party began. By the middle of 1948, many northern cities had fallen
under Communist control. Fearing a Communist southward attack, Mother relocated her work
to a branch of the bank located further south in the city of Hangzhou in Zhejiang Province. In
fact, this was her family hometown where her father owned many mansions around West Lake.
She had spent most of her childhood years in a lakeside mansion.Before her job transfer to
Hangzhou, Mother had sent Xiao Mei and her nanny to Yiyang. On October 1, 1949, when the
Communist Party declared the birth of the People’s Republic of China, Mother realized that
Father’s studies in Michigan would no longer be a temporary arrangement. Mother was
desperate to get permission to leave China for the USA and reunite with Father. Eventually she
received the permit to leave China and arrived in Hong Kong on April 1, 1950, where she had
to apply for a visa to enter America.In the meantime, the Lee family was expanding. In 1949,
my second cousin Xiao Di was born. In addition to two chefs and a number of maids, there
were also four nannies for the grandchildren. It was the happiest of times for Grandmother.
After seeing the business take off successfully and gaining two grandsons and two
granddaughters, she was able to spend time relaxing with the grandchildren and, of course,
playing Mahjong. Aunt Zhen told me that Grandmother was very good at Mahjong! She would
win most of the time. My nanny was crafty and took advantage of Grandmother’s love for me.
She often held me next to Grandmother and flattered her during the game. Once Grandmother
had won the game, Grandmother would play with me and reward nanny with a portion of her
winnings.The PurgeThere is no everlasting flower. The good times did not last long. The
Suppression of Counter-Revolutionaries movement came to our hometown in 1951. All nannies
were sent home. Fearing that a household search could occur at any time, Aunt Zhen tried to
hide four trunks filled with valuables and personal effects, which she felt were important and



worth saving. Two of these trunks, and their contents, belonged to Mother. Aunt Zhen
immediately asked her relatives for help. Her older sister was too afraid to get involved and
refused to help. Her second brother’s wife was a member of Yi Quan Dao, so help from the
second brother was out of the question.For many years, her second brother and wife were
unable to conceive a child. Grandfather suggested the wife join Yi Quan Dao so that their God
could help. Very soon, they gave birth to two sons! After this blessed outcome, Aunt Zhen’s
sister-in-law became a faithful member of Yi Quan Dao. During the Suppression of Counter-
Revolutionaries movement, she was classified as a counter-revolutionary and was placed
under constant surveillance by the neighborhood committee. Throughout every Communist
Party political movement, she would be singled out for public humiliation. In China this was
known as a class struggle session (bye—Y'O�)[1]. Insult and condemnation became part of her routine
life. Even under these intolerable conditions, she never lost her faith in Yi Quan Dao.Finally,
Aunt Zhen begged her oldest brother for help. Her brother hesitated. Aunt Zhen cried out, “I
have no mom and dad to help me. I am your sister! If you can’t help me, who can?”Finally, her
brother agreed to take one of the trunks. Another trunk was hidden under a friendly worker’s
bed. The last two trunks, belonging to my mother, were carried into the house of
Grandmother’s niece.The day we had feared was now upon us. The Liberation Army seized our
house and removed all our belongings. We (my sister, my cousins, and I) were very young and
did not understand what was going on around us. I vaguely remember being excited to see all
the soldiers. We were singing the popular Korean War song: “holding our heads high with brave
spirit, we cross the Yalu River”(–Ä•s•sÿ�l�f�f�ÿ�•è•Çž-~ÿl_).During the purge, the Liberation Army found a bullet
and Aunt’s dresser, and Uncle Nian was handcuffed and a gun placed to his head. He was
immediately taken away by the soldiers. Uncle Nian had been arrested! Grandmother and Aunt
Zhen were desperate and scared. The only thing they could do was cry. Although they had
anticipated the raid, they could never have imagined the enormity of the impact. Tears filled
their eyes. They felt hopeless and numb.Next day, Grandmother was ordered to the Public
Security Bureau to confess Grandfather’s counter-revolutionary activity and reveal his
connections. Grandmother sighed and claimed that she was never supportive of Yi Guan Dao.
Grandfather had a concubine and seldom came home. She cried out, “I am only a neglected
wife. I paid no attention to his activities and don’t know any of his friends.”The officer smashed
the desk with his fist and shouted at her, calling her a crafty, dishonest old woman.
Grandmother was determined that she would not involve or hurt anyone else because of the
chaos that was destroying her own family.On the other hand, Uncle Nian’s mind-set was
desperate and he was completely out of control. Officers asked him, “We found a bullet in your
dresser. Where is the gun?”He claimed the bullet belonged to his father, and he didn’t know
what had happened to the gun. But the factory workers reported that they had never seen
Grandfather carry a gun.The officer said, “The bullet was found in your dresser. The gun must
belong to you!”Under all this pressure and threats, he told the officer that he had given the gun
to one of his friends. Confused and desperate, he mentioned many names. All his friends
denied the charge!Aunt Zhen told me that Uncle Nian was a spoiled, rotten kid who never
experienced any hardships. When he was a child, Grandfather arranged for a servant to carry
him on his shoulders to ensure that he attended school. However, along the way, Uncle would
jump off the servant’s shoulders to escape school! During the Japanese invasion of China, my
grandparents let Uncle Nian and Uncle He-Shen follow their older siblings to Chengdu for
safety. Aunt Zhen said Father and Aunt Ermay were the only people Uncle Nian would listen
to.After the war, when he returned to Yiyang, Uncle Nian had grown up to be a 21-year-old
young master, but showed no interest in the family business. He enjoyed Chinese opera and



visited the theater often. He was a busy person — without a business! In 1946, with the
Japanese war ended and back from Chengdu, he married Aunt Zhen. It was an arranged
marriage. The marriage was well matched (•è_Sb7[ù). Both families were important, well-known
business owners in Yiyang. Unfortunately, this innocent young man was destined to carry the
family’s guilty verdict on his shoulders for his entire life.In fact, the gun belonged to Aunt
Ermay’s ex-husband who was an American. When Uncle Nian visited Aunt Ermay in Shanghai
before the Communist takeover, he admired the gun so much that he asked Aunt Ermay if she
would give it to him. Aunt Ermay gave the gun to Uncle Nian together with a bag of bullets.
Prior to the Liberation Army search, Aunt Zhen had thrown the gun and the bag of bullets into
the river on a dark night. Unfortunately, she missed one bullet.Fearing for her husband’s future
and understanding that there were four children under her care, she thought the security
officers would likely not want to harm her. Aunt Zhen was audacious and felt she had nothing
left to lose, and so went to the security office. She cried, sniveling loudly, with tears flowing
down her face. She explained that Uncle Nian was scared and was under tremendous
pressure and so did not tell the truth. She claimed many KMT soldiers occupied the town as
they were being defeated by the Communists and were retreating southwards. Some KMT
rogues looted and stayed in our house. The bullet must have been left by them.The officer told
her it was a foreign gun. She refuted this argument, and asked why a KMT officer couldn’t
carry a foreign gun. She continued to scream and cry loudly. She repeated Communist policy
— “Punish the guilty only.” She said it was unfair to transfer the guilt of her father-in-law to her
husband.She cried out, “How can I take care of four young children and one older mother-in-
law without my husband? I might as well die. I can’t handle the situation anymore.”She refused
to leave the security office. The officer was aware there were four toddlers, and Aunt Zhen was
only a young woman without earning power. Finally, the officer told her they would look further
into the matter. If no fault was attached to my uncle, they would release him.To add insult to
injury, someone had seen two trunks being carried out through the back gate before the purge.
Unfortunately, after the purge, this was reported to the Public Security Bureau. The office
immediately confiscated the trunks and condemned Aunt Zhen as dishonest and a bad
element in society. Aunt Zhen argued that the trunks were not her property, but belonged to my
mother. She contested that Mother was abroad and that she had responsibility to protect the
trunks for the two young daughters.During this early period of the People’s Republic of China,
the Public Security Bureau was run by young Communist Party members. Most of them were
from reasonably wealthy families and were college educated, just like Uncle Shi Po. They
became fed up with corruption at the KMT and years of foreign control of the motherland. In
response they joined the Communist Party. They were somewhat softhearted and displayed
some humanity.They told Aunt Zhen, “If you can prove the trunks belong to your sister-in-law,
then you can keep them.”Aunt wrote to Mother and asked her to declare that she owned the
trunks. Mother wrote back, saying that she did not need the trunks as long as family members
were safe. Mother did not understand the seriousness of the situation. She thought that if we
gave up the property, we would be rewarded with peace! She was in Hong Kong and was
anxiously waiting for an American visa so that she could be reunited with Father. At this
juncture in her life, these two trunks were unimportant to her. Aunt wrote again desperately
urging her to admit ownership and indicating that without such action, Aunt would be severely
punished for her dishonesty. Finally, Mother wrote to the Public Security Bureau and declared
ownership.Every year, during the summer, Grandmother and Aunt Zhen took these trunks out
for airing. There were many fur coats. Aunt Zhen always said that someday she would alter
them and make coats for the children and herself. Of course, at that time, Yiyang was under



Communist control and nobody would ever dare to wear a fur coat.One of the trunks contained
many photo albums. Inside one of the albums, there was a wedding picture of Mother and
Father. There were also pictures of Mother’s relatives, including her father and birth mother. It
was from these albums that I first came to know my father and mother. I always imagined that
one day Mother and Father would suddenly appear in front of me and we would be happily
reunited.After confiscating our family property, we were formally denounced as an anti-
revolutionary family. We were confined to our living quarters and were no longer able to walk
around the family compound, including the kitchen. The chefs were no longer allowed to cook
for us. A Workers’ Union had formed under the Communist Party. Little Dragon, one of the
workers, became the workers’ leader. He was supposed to watch every movement of our
family.Our life had suddenly flipped from heaven to hell. Uncle Nian was still in jail. To support
our family, Grandmother and Aunt Zhen started to wash clothes for the workers. Grandmother’s
nephew made a small stove to allow us to cook. The stove was made of mud. In the middle
there was a pit that supported a wok. An opening along the side allowed fuel (wood or dried
weeds) to be inserted under the wok. Every time, when we started cooking, smoke would
spread all over the house.Our factory produced soybean oil. The soybeans were poured into a
cylindrical container, and a machine-driven cylinder would squeeze the oil out of the beans and
leave a hard soybean residue cake. The soybean residue cake was about 1 foot in diameter
and half an inch thick. These residue cakes would be sold to local farmers. Farmers would
break down the cake and cook it with water and other grain to feed their pigs. They were
stacked in the hallway — golden in color and looking delicious, but very hard and dry to chew.
We children started to nibble on them. The chefs felt so sorry for us. One evening, when the
workers returned to their living quarters, one of the chefs snuck out a full wash basin of leftover
cooked food.He told Grandmother and Aunt, “Poor little kids, they are innocent. They did
nothing wrong and should not be left to starve. Please empty the food into another container
quickly and return the wash basin, so I can bring more food tomorrow. Don’t let others see
it.”Grandmother and Aunt Zhen were moved by his kindness. Tears welled up in their eyes, and
sadness pressed their hearts. They never thought their lives would come to the point where
they were pitied by their servants!A female Communist comrade moved into Grandfather’s
worship room. The female comrade had started to organize a labor union and conducted
meetings there every evening. In this room, Grandfather had conducted the Yi Quan Dao
rituals.Grandmother and Aunt Zhen worried about Uncle Nian who still remained in jail. Aunt
Zhen was like a cornered dog, ready to jump the fence at any time. During many of the evening
union meetings, Aunt Zhen would sneak close to the meeting room and listen to their
conversations. She hoped she could gather some information about Uncle Nian.Fallen from
grace, Grandmother and Aunt Zhen washed clothes for workers to earn some money to
support the family. We were always short of cooking fuel. Aunt Zhen started to sneak into the
forbidden kitchen area to steal firewood during the night when the workers were sound asleep.
Life was tough, but we managed to survive. Sadly, very soon, we were accused of listening to
the workers’ meetings, stealing state information, and causing a fire in the kitchen. We were
ordered to move out of our own home and forced to relocate to South Gate.We Settle in Dayin
LaneWe settled in a side alley off Dayin Lane, South Gate. This alley continued toward the
riverbank. Grandmother immediately put her brother, Granduncle, and her nephews to work.
They separated the original rice storage unit (which was now to become our new home) into
three sections. Simple weaved reeds were used to create two “walls” that were connected to
pairs of wooden roof beams.The left side of our new home became Aunt Zhen’s room. Later,
when we grew older, my sister, Xiao Mei, and I shared a small bed facing Aunt Zhen. Between



the beds sat the famous dresser, where the bullet had been found. Aunt Zhen had asked the
Liberation army to allow her to take the dresser with her. She argued that her parents had
given her the dresser as dowry and so it didn’t belong to her parents-in-law, therefore, it was
not the property of an anti-revolutionary family.A simple door had been erected for privacy. This
was the only door inside our home, except for the main front door. No wonder Aunt Zhen
begged for it as if her life was at stake. After all, a young woman needs a little privacy!In the
center of the house was the dining room/kitchen, where there was a wooden square table and
four wooden benches. The benches were about 5 inches wide and 4 feet long and were
arranged around the square table. This had previously been a dining set for workers at our old
house that the Liberation army had allowed us to take to South Gate. Behind the dining set,
there was a long, high, wooden console table that directly faced the front door. The paint had
peeled off over time, and some wood had also been chipped away. We usually kept hot water
thermos bottles on this table. In those days, hot water could be bought from a local hot water
store. For 1 fen (=1/100 Yuan), you could fill your bottle with boiling hot water.Granduncle and
Grandmother’s young nephews also built a double-wok cooking stove for us. The cooking stove
was built with bricks and mud. There were two fuel pits, and two woks above the pits. In
between the pits was a chimney to allow smoke to escape. The double-wok stove allowed us to
cook rice in one wok and, at the same time, fry vegetables in the other.Our next-door
neighbors were Mrs. Shi and her two sons, who were a few years older than me. Mr. Shi was a
Kuomintang army officer who escaped to Taiwan in a hurry, leaving his family behind. Only a 7-
foot-high wall, open to the roof, separated us from the Shi family. We could hear each other’s
conversations without ever visiting next door.Across the other side of the alley was Mr. Chang’s
family who had lived there a long time. He was an unlicensed doctor, who specialized in
external medicine. He drank a lot and continuously scolded his wife. His stepmother lived with
Mr. Chang, and, since she was an extra mouth to feed, she was also at his mercy and subject
to his whims. His oldest son’s large family also lived under the same roof. They had many
children and were still growing their family. My friend Emerald was their oldest daughter, their
third child. Emerald was a very faithful girl, who single-mindedly devoted herself to care for her
siblings.Mr. Wu’s family also lived across the street from us, next to Mr. Chang. Mr. Wu had
been classified as a big landlord. All his land and properties had been confiscated. In fact, the
house we shared with Mrs. Shi was originally owned and used by Mr. Wu for rice storage.
Between our house and the riverbank was a huge rice-processing complex that had also
belonged to Mr. Wu before the Liberation. He, his wife, and two youngest daughters now
occupied a very small section of the large house previously owned by Mr. Wu. That house was
located on the corner of our alley and Dayin Lane. They had been assigned two rooms, one for
a bedroom and another for cooking and eating. There was a separate side door to the alley for
them to use. We directly faced Mr. Wu’s large original home.Adjacent to our house was a small,
open yard. This was part of the now government-owned rice-processing factory, which was not
accessible from the alley or from our house. Farther down the alley, next to the open yard, was
a two-story house right on the corner of our alley and Dayin Lane. There were two rooms
upstairs and two downstairs, together with a kitchen for all the residents to use.One upstairs
room had been assigned to Mrs. Chen and her two children. Mr. Chen had been my
grandfather’s friend and a predominant member of Yi Quan Dao. Mr. Chen had been executed,
while my grandfather managed to escape to Hong Kong. Mrs. Chen shared the upstairs with a
widow and her son, a working-class family. She was a small vendor selling baked yams —
everyone in the neighborhood called her Aunt Yam!In the downstairs, one room was assigned
to newly widowed Mrs. Hsu and her only daughter. Dr. Hsu had been executed at the same



time as Mr. Chen, and was also a member of Yi Quan Dao. The other occupants were Mr. Yu
and his wife with a small child.Mr. Yu was also a small vendor, claiming to be part of the
proletariat. Mr. Yu was a short, skinny man with a pair of suspicious, crafty eyes. He was
always watching, watching over the hopeless widows and their innocent children. Who
knows...they might do harm to Communist China! Mr. Yu could sometimes be a bully, and he
made sure everybody was aware that he was in charge. It was only in front of his tall wife that
Mr. Yu became humble and meek. We assumed Mr. Yu was a government eye.Besides Mr.
Chang’s family, we were all newly-moved-in families. This little neighborhood was carefully
planned by the local government. We were the condemned anti-revolutionary families under
the watch of Mr. Yu and Aunt Yam, who were poor street vendors — part of the proletariat.The
widows were shedding tears during their lonely nights and thinking, How can I survive and
bring my children up?My grandmother and Aunt Zhen worried about my uncle who was still in
jail. There was so much pain and agony in the grownups’ lives. Yet for us, the children, we were
simply too young to understand, though I did notice that the smiles had totally disappeared
from the grownups’ faces.Most food was rationed by the government, but we had no money to
buy our rations. In order to make money and survive, Grandmother and Aunt Zhen wanted to
wash clothes for the local people. Sadly, there were no single men (like our factory workers)
around us, and therefore no need for such a service. People living around us were either newly-
moved-in, condemned anti-revolutionary families, or the so-called proletarian small
vendors.Later, Aunt Ermay in Hong Kong started to send us 30 Yuan every 3 months. She had
finally got a job. Aunt Ermay escaped to Hong Kong in a hurry, leaving most of her property
behind in Shanghai. She was now a refugee in Hong Kong. She never complained about the
tough life there, but my grandmother was very worried — a single girl in a strange place. A
mother’s heart never leaves her daughter, regardless of how far she has flown away.I often saw
my grandmother lean against the front door and wait for the mailman.She used to mumble,
“How come I still haven’t received Ermay’s letter yet?”It wasn’t the money. It was the comfort of
hearing from her daughter and, of course, to hear any news of her husband. In Aunt Ermay’s
letters there was always some hint about my grandfather.In fact, Aunt Ermay could not find a
decent job. She worked as a dancing girl in a night club. At that time, Hong Kong was flooded
with refugees from the mainland, and job opportunities were scarce. Aunt Ermay and my step-
uncle He-Shen, who accompanied Aunt Ermay to Hong Kong, shared a small rented room.
When Mother left China and arrived in Hong Kong, she briefly stayed with Aunt Ermay too.
Both my mother and Uncle He-Shen had no job at that time. Later on, my mother found a job
as a live-in assistant for a family while waiting for a visa to America, and Uncle He-Shen
worked as an airline attendant.Aunt Zhen was a shrewd woman by nature and loved to save
money. She wouldn’t even spend all of the survival money she received from Aunt Ermay. After
all, her husband was still in jail and she might need money for bail. Luckily, our nannies and
some of our workers were very kind. Every time they came to the town shopping or selling their
produce, they often brought us their seasonal home-grown food, such as sweet yams,
potatoes, and vegetables. My grandmother was very grateful and thanked them with all her
heart.They always replied, “My lady, I am so grateful for your kindness when I worked for you. I
am in debt to you forever. This little thing just shows how much my family appreciated your
kindness. We feel ashamed that we do so little to help.”Aunt Zhen told us that Grandmother
had always been very generous to anyone who needed help. Grandmother had a soft heart.
When maids and workers complained to her about their family difficulties, she would reach out
a helping hand without hesitation.Grandmother was the opposite of Aunt Zhen. Saving money
wasn’t in her personality. Sometimes, her impulsive acts of generosity made Aunt Zhen mad.



Grandmother recognized her own shortcomings. She had downgraded herself from being the
household elder and allowed Aunt Zhen to take charge of the money. There wasn’t any spare
money to give anymore. In fact, her humble personality and natural generous heart spared her
from the class struggle session[2] during every Communist movement. She always sought
universal harmony and never held personal grudges against anyone. Therefore, she had no
personal enemies, but she was the wife of an anti-revolutionary element.During the same year
we moved to South Gate, my cousin San Mei was born. She was Aunt Zhen’s third child, her
only daughter. With her birth, came extra income. Aunt Zhen became a wet nanny for a woman
who did not have milk to breastfeed her own baby. She sent her baby twice a day to Aunt Zhen
to be fed. Life was tough, but we learned to survive!We Are All “Mat to Floor” — Equally LowIn
the new neighborhood, I suddenly had many new friends to play with. Besides Emerald, there
were Xiao Qin and Mei Fang. Emerald was one year older than me. Xiao Qin and Mei Fang
were both my age. Xiao Qin was the youngest daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Wu, and Mei Fang was
the youngest daughter of Mrs. Chen.Inside the house was crowded, so the alley was our
playground. As we grew a little older, our playground extended to the lumber yard and
neighboring farm fields. The grownups had lots on their minds. We were like a bunch of wild
ducklings — only called upon at eating time. We had no toys. We played with anything we
could find, such as a piece of stone lying on the ground, a block of wood; these were our toys.
Only Mei Fang had a real toy. She had a big red bouncing ball that her college brother brought
for her when he came home during the New Year holiday. Wow, so big, it was the size of our
rice bowl! I envied her. She had a college-educated, nice brother. I loved to play with her big,
red bouncing ball.We also played hopscotch. We used a stone to draw squares on the alley
mud floor, then we threw stones into the squares and we hopped and jumped. One day, Xiao
Qin, Mei Fang, Emerald, and I were playing hopscotch and it was Xiao Qin’s turn. She was
aiming her stone into the far end square. Suddenly, Da Di, my younger cousin, stood in one of
the squares right in front of Xiao Qin.Xiao Qin shouted, “Da Di, what are you doing? Get out!
Let me throw my stone.”Da Di said, “I want to play too.”“Da Di, please get out of the way. We
are in the middle of our game,” I said as the older sister.Da Di insisted he wanted to play right
now and refused to get out of the square. Xian Qin was mad. She shouted, “We girls are
playing. Why don’t you find a boy to play with!”Da Di’s face became red, and he was getting
angry. He could see that Xiao Qin was hard to argue with. He was eager to find something to
stop her and annoy her.He shouted, “You’re the big landlord’s daughter!”At first, Xiao Qin was
angry and speechless. Then she suddenly burst into tears and ran home.Da Di saw Xiao Qin
crying and realized he had gone too far. He walked away. Even though she was only 5 years
old, Xiao Qin understood that her father was classified as a landlord and had been pulled out
for class struggle session many times. During these times, her family’s life was often tormented
and agonizing. Being called a “landlord’s daughter” was a huge insult, and it hurt her
tremendously. She was screaming to her mother and told her mother what Da Di had said.Mrs.
Wu lashed out and walked into our house asking for Grandmother. Every part of her body was
in anger. We all lived quietly in the new neighborhood and were in harmony with Mrs. Shi, Mrs.
Wu, Mrs. Chen, and Mrs. Hsu. Underneath, we knew each family’s situation, but never
mentioned it. It was painful for every one of the families. The adults were sympathetic toward
each other, but never visited each other. Mrs. Wu’s visit was alarming. Grandmother invited
Mrs. Wu in. Mrs. Wu could not wait even to say hello.She said to Grandmother bluntly in an
unpleasant voice, “Your grandson called our Xiao Qin ‘the landlord’s daughter.’ We are all ‘mat
to floor,’ equally low. People who live in glass houses shouldn’t throw stones! We don’t need to
smear ash on each other’s faces.”Grandmother was dumbfounded. How could her grandson be



so hurtful? She was ashamed of her grandson’s behavior. She apologized to Mrs. Wu and told
her that it was very regrettable that Da Di had said such a nasty word. She argued that Da Di
was only a 4-year-old child and did not know what he was talking about. She would punish him
heavily — spank him when he got home. She promised Mrs. Wu that it would never happen
again. At the same time, she also acknowledged we were in the same situation and shouldn’t
insult each other.Since then, the phrase “mat to floor, equally low” has been imprinted on my
mind. We were all a condemned class, and I was a child from a condemned family.When Da Di
came back, Grandmother talked with him and asked him to never, ever again use such a
hurtful phrase. Da Di didn’t get spanked. Grandmother never spanked us. To her we were
precious with no limits.Joint Public-Private OwnershipThe new Communist government had
adopted the Soviet economic model based on state ownership of industry, large collective units
in agriculture, and centralized economic planning. This was revealed in the first five-year
Communist manifesto. In the preface of the first five-year plan, it called for joint public-private
ownership (R³•DT�O\).The Public Security Bureau finally released Uncle Nian. They could not find any
anti-revolutionary activities connected to Uncle Nian, other than the bullet they found in the
dresser during the family raid. My uncle could now potentially represent Xin Yuan as part of this
planned public-private ownership, since my grandfather was a counter-revolutionary element
and had escaped to Hong Kong and my father was in the United States.Mr. Chen was our
business manager. During our family purge, Mr. Chen remained in charge of Xin Yuan’s
business and hadn’t talked to us for quite a while. Any further connection with us might
threaten his own job, so he had to draw a clear and firm “class line” between us.Suddenly Mr.
Chen paid us a visit. “Hi, my lady, I have heard the young master has come home.”Mr. Chen
still used the old title to address Grandmother. He greeted her with his usual flattering smile,
but displayed a little awkwardness.“Mr. Chen, we haven’t seen you for a long time. What wind
blows you here? You are now in charge of Xin Yuan. I am so surprised you even come to visit
us.” My grandmother spoke sarcastically with a smile.“My lady, you should understand the
situation I am in. I really hope you forgive me. From my heart, I have wanted to show respect to
you for a long time, especially since you have been so nice to me over the years. But the
political wind prevented me from doing so. I have come today to tell you some good news. The
workers’ union informed me that the government now promotes joint public-private ownership.
Young master now has a possibility to rejoin Xin Yuan.”Grandmother became very excited.
After his release from jail, Uncle Nian could not find a job. Rejoining Xin Yuan would be a
dream come true!“Really, how is this so?” Grandmother asked anxiously.“It is real. Little Dragon
[the workers’ union leader for Xin Yuan] told me so. The only thing you need to do is contribute
money. In fact, I contributed quite a sum myself. The workers are all excited. They have also
contributed their own savings to become part of Xin Yuan. Since the company belonged to the
old master, Xin Yuan’s entire worth was confiscated and now belongs to the government. If the
young master wants to be a partner in the new company, he must buy back some company
shares,” Mr. Chen answered.“How much?” Grandmother asked.“At least five thousand Yuan!”
said Mr. Chen.“How can we find that kind of money? You know our situation. We basically try to
survive and not let the kids starve.” Grandmother was disappointed.“My lady,” Mr. Chen
responded softly. “Young master is now staying at home with no job and no career. If you could
borrow the money to get young master into the company, I could train young master to manage
the business. Your family would then be part of the company business again, and young
master would have a job. I was your loyal servant before and will not betray you.” Mr. Chen
declared his loyalty.Grandmother told him, “We have to think about it. We don’t know if we will
be able to borrow such a large sum of money.”Mr. Chen acknowledged that it was a large sum.



However, he encouraged Grandmother to think about it and let him know her decision in the
near future.Grandmother discussed the matter with Uncle Nian and Aunt Zhen. Uncle Nian was
so bored and felt hopeless, and Aunt Zhen worried about his future. He had no skill of any sort.
Letting her husband stay home and do nothing was not a solution. The Communist government
promotion of joint public-private ownership was a mass movement. It made people believe that
being part-owner of a company would lead to prosperity. Grandmother, Uncle, and Aunt
dreamed that things would return to normal and that they might even again recover ownership
of Xin Yuan. They thought that the purge and the confiscation of their property were purely a
result of Grandfather’s involvement in Yi Quan Dao. Finally, they decided to borrow as much
money as they could within their means.Aunt Zhen started with her relatives. Her older sister-in-
law was reluctant, but Aunt’s brother and older sister joined together to provide some money. It
was difficult to refuse their sister’s request. Also, a well-known Chinese proverb says, “Ten
years east of the river, ten years west of the river — fortunes come in cycles.” Her relatives
hoped that Aunt Zhen’s prosperity would return again.Grandmother came from a farmer’s
family, and her relatives were either landlords or farmers. The landlords’ fortunes had been
stripped away during the earlier land reform movement. They were lucky to be alive. The poor
farmers never had much from the beginning, and things were no better now.So, Grandmother
started to visit her close friends, friends with whom she used to play Mahjong. At this critical
moment, she knew it was not the time for saving face. She received a cold reception from all
her friends. Not only did Mrs. Song not loan money to Grandmother; in fact, she asked
Grandmother to hide behind her stove to make sure her neighbors couldn’t see Grandmother
visiting. Grandmother remained tolerant through all these insults. Grandmother realized, for the
first time, that human feelings are very shallow. It was easier to ask for help than to actually
receive it. Rather than beg from her friends, Grandmother decided to negotiate with a local
business owner. She offered to borrow money at a high interest rate and too-good-to-refuse
terms. The owner eventually agreed to provide some money to Grandmother.So far, the money
they had gathered was still far from enough to satisfy their needs. Aunt Zhen had a few liang of
gold, which she had carried with her in her inner clothes during the house raid. They decided to
sell the gold to raise the required funding. We were a condemned family. Our house had been
raided, and we were not supposed to own anything. Aunt Zhen sent Uncle Nian to Wuxi with 5
liang of gold. Uncle sold the 5 liang of gold on the black market. He also pawned his Swiss
watch, a gift from his older sister, Ermay, that he had managed to keep during the raid. They
exhausted all possibilities, but were still only able to raise less than one-fifth of the required
amount. They were quickly running out of ideas.Grandmother and Me in ShanghaiAs they
pondered over all the possible options to resolve their desperate financial need, Grandmother
suddenly remembered that there were a few close friends of Aunt Ermay still living in
Shanghai. When Aunt Ermay left Shanghai in a hurry, she gave her house to one of her close
friends. In fact, Grandmother met the friend when she visited her daughter in Shanghai many
years ago when Aunt Ermay and the young girl were college schoolmates.Now the young girl
had married Mr. Pan and was living in my aunt’s house. Grandmother remembered that the girl
seemed a straightforward person who was very easy to get along with. Even though she had
been brought up in a wealthy family, she was not all high and mighty. Grandmother also had
stayed in the house for a short time when she visited her daughter. It was a European-style,
two-story, single-family home surrounded by a garden. Grandmother thought the house was
worth a lot of money. The lady, Ermay’s friend, came from a wealthy family and both her
husband and she were well educated. Grandmother convinced herself that it would not be a
problem to ask for some money under our current situation. After all, “Man proposes, God



disposes.” It was up to God, whether they would help us or not.

Wildflower An amarillo zoo

The Ground Kisser

Nancy W., “A Look Inside the Cultural Revolution. This is an extraordinary story of a young
Chinese girl coming of age during Mao's Great Leap Forward and the Cultural Revolution. Ms.
Pebbles was not only an eyewitness but a victim, and it is through her eyes that we see the
very personal way Mao and his programs crushed a whole generation of Chinese youth. This
book is Ms. Pebbles promise to herself, made almost 50 years ago, that she would one day
write this story so that it would not be forgotten. And forget, you will not.Well-written and
liberally flavored with a Chinese manner of speech and thought, it is doubly intriguing that an
American scientist reverts to such a philosophical and poetic traditional Chinese view of life
and the world.If we don't remember and learn from history, we are doomed to repeat it. This
book won't disappoint.”

Jack, “A Must Read!. Wildflower is a book you will not want to put down. For anyone that
enjoys history, the author provides a first hand account of what it was like to grow up in Mao's
China. It is also a story about a grandmother's loyalty and dedication to her family. Dr. Pebbles
provides a detailed account of her roller coaster ride through the Chinese educational and
political system and her dogged determination to survive it. In the end, she emerges victorious
and achieves her goal of coming to America and becoming an accomplished Ph.D level
scientist.”

KC, “A mesmerizing read!. Wildflower is a fascinating life journey of a young girl who survives
in a country with a rich history that isgoing through turmoil which ruins thousands of lives. A
must read for its historical significance told by someonewho survived a tumultuous period of
change in China.The book is a testament to the bonds of family, the resilience of the human
spirit, and the incredible perseveranceand intelligence of a young girl who grows up to see
changes that shape her as she navigates poverty, disgrace andthe whims of a capricious
government.  A mesmerizing read.”

Tom Lee, “Wildflower: An American Daughter, A Chinese Outcast. This is a beautifully written
book. It captures the difficult time in Red China thorough the eyes of a small town girl. I would
totally recommend this book. It gives a good understand how the Chinese lived under Mao's
dictatorship.”

The book by Michelle Deerwester-Dalrymple has a rating of 5 out of 3.9. 8 people have
provided feedback.
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