
I was born during the decade-long cultural revolution, which ended after Mao’s death 
in 1976. Like millions of Chinese, my family went through turbulent times. After 
Mao’s Red Army won the civil war in 1949, they nationalized land and private 
enterprises, and sent the landlords and rich merchants to prison. My grandfather 
caught pneumonia and died in jail, because my Grandmother couldn’t afford the 
medicine to treat him. Widowed at 28, Grandma toiled in rice paddies and raised 4 
young children in extreme poverty.  
 
When I was born, my grandmother came to live with us to take care of me and my 
two older brothers, because my parents were sent to countryside to be reeducated by 
the peasant class. Mao started the cultural revolution to get rid of his political rivals 
and to persecute intellectuals who might challenge his ideology and policies. My father 
was a scientist and my mother a college professor. They became the “lost generation” 
because they spent their prime time raising hogs and planting trees instead of doing 
scientific research.  
 
We grew up dirt poor. Actually, my only toy was playing with dirt. We invented some 
fun games with sand and rocks. The elementary school I went to was converted from 
a hundred-year old small wooden temple. When it rained, he roof would leak, and 
teachers would order us to get the buckets to catch the rain water. Class would 
resume after the commotion and excitement. Life was a mirror image of George 
Orwell’s 1984. Each day began with a half hour party propaganda through the PA 
system and ended with everyone submitting a self-criticism letter or a report on 
someone else’s wrong doing.  
 
Grandma never went to school. During the 1920’s, bonded feet and illiteracy among 
women were considered virtues. Because she couldn’t read or write, she wanted us to 
get a good education. Sometimes, when she went to the wet market, she would bring 
me along, because she wanted to make sure the peddlers wouldn’t short change her. 
She was the cook, the nurse, the washing machine, the cleaning lady, the sewing 
machine, and the school counselor. When blackouts hit us, she would patch up my 
torn sleeves under the dim kerosene light. She would tell me that even poor people 
should show dignity without holes in their clothes or shoes.  
 
When I got admitted to college in the U.S., she apologized that she didn’t have any 
money to send with me because she never held a paying job. She didn’t realize that 
what I learned from her, such as unconditional love, work ethics, honesty and 
humanity, money couldn’t buy. I became who I am all because of her. When I started 
at Wellesley College, life wasn’t easy at the beginning because of the cultural and 
language barriers. Also, because I came from a completely different educational 
system where there were no free discussions in classes, we couldn’t challenge 



authority, and everything was fed to us. I was so brainwashed by the government’s 
propaganda that I thought it was the Communist Party that defeated the Japanese in 
WWII and achieved world peace. We didn’t learn anything about America’s 
participation or the entire western front. Those were transformative years.  
 
I graduated at the top of my class, which gave me confidence that I could achieve 
anything as long as I put my mind and effort into it. I also learned two valuable 
lessons from my American education: 1) There are two sides of every coin, and 2) 
Truth has three faces: your truth, my truth, and the facts. I went on to get an MBA 
from Columbia University and pursued a Wall Street career before retiring 4 years ago 
to Hilton Head Island.  
 
I'm normally a private person. Prior to coming back to the US in 2016, I wasn't 
interested in politics, nor was I well-versed in policy differences. I had always voted 
for the Democratic nominee for their pro-choice and gun-control philosophies. This 
time it is personal. The country is under attack by violent mobs, and those on the left, 
including Joe Biden, want to inflict revolutionary changes to America. Those born in 
this country may not appreciate the greatness of America and what it stands for. But 
for those who choose to call America home, there is no better place to pursue 
individual happiness than this land of the free and the home of the brave. Without 
America, there won’t be a free world, and people like me won’t be able to pursue the 
American Dream.  
 
A friend recently asked me if the current political environment in America resembles 
the 1960’s Cultural Revolution. The Chinese revolution lasted for a decade. Therefore, 
the devastation to society is far greater. But in another sense, what’s going on in 
America is worse. The people in China didn’t have any choice: they were either 
brainwashed by the communist government or they were forced to participate in the 
destruction. In America, people choose to burn down churches and loot minority 
owned businesses. People choose to let the radicals get away with murder. People 
choose to live in echo chambers and let the mainstream media dictate their thoughts 
and feelings, and people choose to ignore the travesty of socialism in pursuit of a 
utopia that never was, and will never be. American people have a choice to make 
today: stop the mob now or let the country burn. That’s why I’m speaking up.  
 

Thank you for reading. 
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