“%)L%& {1815 Letter to my children

Talk with each other; do not make a decision alone.

Share with each other; provide what the others lack.

Help each other; cherish your happiness in your daily life.
This is what I expect of you, my children.
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. Big Grandma

Peng’s grandma’s cousin. The first year we met her, she lived in a
small, neat house on a hillside. A big house was being built next door.
We talked about her life, and Terry asked her to tell us a story from
when she was a little girl. Her face clouded over as she told us her
mother starved to death when she was five.

The next year, the huge new house her successful businessmen
children had built was finished. Terry asked her if she would move
into the new house. She said, “I really like the old house better!™




Letter to my children

To talk about one's life, to talk about what happened before... well, we know that everybody had some hard luck, we have shared the same difficult
experiences sometimes.

My name is Zhou Meng'mei, [ was born in 1938. My mother died when I was five years old. Then [ was orphaned when my father died when I was
nine years old. I got married when I was nineteen. I had four children in ten years, two girls, and two boys. And then my husband died after a short
and painful illness.

I married again with my second husband, Mao, when [ was thirty. Then we had three children in all, two girls, one boy. In my life time, [ had seven
children, and [ am now seventy years old.

It is difficult to me to look back, or talk about my life, but I am afraid that my children know nothing about it. So, I have asked someone to write
down the story for me, as an oral letter to my children. The first thingis, I don't know why did fate make such fun of me. Why did it leave me an
orphan when [ was small, at the time that the whole country was in a state of ferment? (Japanese aggression and Chinese Civil War)

I got up so early every morning, found some firewood and sold it, and wove cloth to make a living. This was my lifestyle for more than ten years.
Carried a shoulder pole and went out to work in the morning, and sat down to weave cloth with an oil lamp until midnight. I didn't go to school and
study there for even one day. [ cried in the silent night in a cold, empty room. [ didn't complain for anything, but my poor fate.

I got married to Chen, my first husband. We built a house in a mountain cave. We had four kids. [ carried one on my back, leading two by my hands,
and with the biggest one following behind, we climbed the mountain in search of wild vegetables and fruit for food. Chen and [ both worked hard to
feed the family. But we were still starving, so later we had to move to Jiangxi Province to live and work with his older sister. Life was so difficult,
but what worse was, my husband got sick on the journey and died several weeks later. [ was left behind with four children.. how could we survive?
His aunt (my husband's older sister) and [ agreed to leave the oldest boy with her. Then I walked back to my old hometown, carrying the two small
girls in bamboo baskets on a shoulder pole, with my small son following behind. It took us four days, and we finally came back to our old home in
the mountain cave.

I suffered much when I married my second husband, Mao. We had three kids later, and then there were eight together in the family. We worked the
whole day in the farm fields, but it was still hard to feed the family. I kept bees, planted vegetables myself and sold some of these things in the town,
to be able to buy rice. Because I sold something and did not only work with the Help Each Other Group, I was denounced as a capitalist during the
Cultural Revolution. My life improved when Deng Xiao'ping opened China, and now my six children are grown up.

It's difficult for me to remember all my life:

When my children got sick, [ prayed for them.

When my children went to school, I cooked breakfast for them.

When my children made mistakes and their father lost his temper, I interceded for them.

When my children left the school to the bigger society, I worried about what kind of job they could get, and their future.
When my children got married, [ ran around to make preparations.

I worked so hard and suffered so much in exchange for the happiness and success of my children. My two Sons and four Daughters have now grown
up and have their own families and their own business. With age and several kinds ofillness, I fall into decline from day to day, just like the sun
goes down behind the mountain and the light fades. I don't want my children to make a lot of money; I just wish them to be living in honesty and
happiness.l only hope they will always stay together as a family, all live in peace, and don't quarrel and hurt each other for trifling things, such as
money.

Talk with each other; do not make a decision alone. Share with each other; provide what the others lack. Help each other; cherish your happiness
in your daily life. This is what I expect of you, my children.

This letter is for my children at the day I die.
28th,May,2007 13
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