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A Washington Post Best of 2012 pickThree generations of a family living under one roof reflect
the dramatic transformations of an entire society in this memoir of life in 20th century
ChinaWhen Wenguang Huang was nine years old, his grandmother became obsessed with her
own death. Fearing cremation, she extracted from her family the promise to bury her after she
died. This was in Xi’an, a city in central China, in the 1970s, when a national ban on all traditional
Chinese practices, including burials, was strictly enforced. But Huang’s grandmother was
persistent, and two years later, his father built her a coffin. He also appointed his older son,
Wenguang, as coffin keeper, a distinction that meant, among other things, sleeping next to the
coffin at night.Over the next fifteen years, the whole family was consumed with planning
Grandma’s burial, a regular source of friction and contention, with the constant risk of being
caught by the authorities. Many years after her death, the family’s memories of her coffin still
loom large. Huang, now living and working in America, has come to realize how much the
concern over the coffin has affected his upbringing and shaped the lives of everyone in the
family. Lyrical and poignant, funny and heartrending, The Little Red Guard is the powerful tale of
an ordinary family finding their way through turbulence and transition.

From BooklistThere’s a funny and telling scene in Huang’s memoir in which the author, raised in
central China in the 1970s, recalls his first trip to London on a student visa, and recounts his
wonder at seeing grass grown just to be mowed. Yet as mysterious and misunderstood as the
West is to Huang, so his description of life under Mao will come as a revelation to readers. The
food rationing, party politics, and Cultural Revolution that Westerners have a vague knowledge
of are all viewed through the highly personal lens of Huang’s family. Using his grandmother’s
stubborn insistence on a traditional burial, banned under Mao, as a set piece, Huang
demonstrates the tightrope many Chinese walked between their personal belief in ancient
Confucian teachings and the public demands of the Communist government. Restrictions are
relaxed, only to be renewed, and Huang struggles to come to terms with where his true
allegiances lie. Today, as China continues to rapidly evolve, Huang, who now resides in the U.S.,
is firmly on the side of family and freedom. --Patty Wetli --This text refers to the hardcover
edition.Review"...unveils a story that is new and refreshing and adds a different perspective into
the canon of immigrant literature." - The Chicago Sun-Times--This text refers to the mp3_cd
edition.About the AuthorWenguang Huang is a Chicago-based writer and translator. His writing
has appeared in The Paris Review, Harper's, the Chicago Tribune, The Christian Science
Monitor, and the Asia Literary Review. Huang is the English translator of The Corpse Walker,
God Is Red, and Woman from Shanghai. He grew up in northern China.READER BIOAdam
Verner has worked professionally in the voiceover industry for nine years, voicing everything



from audiobooks, commercials, online videos, and even the voice of a beer coaster. Yes, indeed,
a beer coaster that screams, "Beer thief!" when your brew is snatched. He came to voiceover
from a stage background, holds a bachelor's in theatre from Bradley University and a master of
fine arts from the Chicago College of Performing Arts at Roosevelt University. --This text refers to
the mp3_cd edition.Read more
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BILITYAFTERWORDPart One1.DEMANDSAt the age of ten, I slept next to a coffin that Father
had made for Grandma’s seventy-third birthday. He forbade us from calling it a “coffin” and
insisted that we refer to it as shou mu, which means something like “longevity wood.” To me, it
seemed a strange name for the box in which we’d bury Grandma, but it served a practical
purpose. It was less spooky to share my room with a “longevity wood” than with a big black
coffin.In 1973, Grandma had turned seventy-one, or seventy-two by the Chinese counting in
which you are already one at birth. All of a sudden, she became obsessed with death and was
scared. My sister, Wenxia, and I still remember the night when Grandma first broached the topic.



Over dinner, Mother had launched into her usual tirade over household chores. She had visited
a neighbor’s house the night before and seen how their eldest son willingly pitched in to wash
dishes after dinner. “He polished the stove squeaky clean,” Mother said, looking at the four of us.
“Too bad I have given birth to a bunch of lazybones.” We all hunched over our bowls silently.
Grandma, impatient with Mother’s whining about mundane household tasks, announced that
she might die soon.It never occurred to us children that Grandma would die someday. Ever since
I could remember, she had seemed old, with wrinkles and brownish age spots on her
face.Father put down his chopsticks, looking startled and concerned. “Are you feeling
sick?”“Not . . . yet.”Mother couldn’t resist. “What do you mean by that?”It turned out her fear was
based on the old Chinese adage, “When a person reaches the ages of seventy-three or eighty-
four, the King of Hell is most likely to make his call.” Considering that she had only one year to
reach that first threshold, Grandma wanted to be ready. She asked Father to start planning her
funeral. Following her death, Grandma wanted to be buried in her native village in Henan
Province, next to my late grandpa.Annoyed that she had been upstaged by Grandma, Mother
left the table. Father looked relieved that his mother wasn’t suffering from some serious physical
ailment. “Don’t start imagining things,” he said. “It’s a new society now and people no longer
believe in those superstitious sayings.” He picked up his chopsticks and went back to slurping
his noodles.Grandma never went to school, but she had a library full of sayings in her head and
dispensed them freely. A few months before, a neighbor was planning a small banquet at home
to celebrate her father’s upcoming fiftieth birthday. She came to Grandma to seek advice on a
proper gift for her father, but ended up getting an earful on why she should give up on the plan.
“Back in our village, people never celebrated their birthdays before they turned sixty,” she said,
and backed up her point with a Chinese saying, “Enjoying a banquet of meat and drink at sixty,
one’s life would never cease.” Grandma warned that making a fuss over one’s birthdays too early
could harm longevity. Our young neighbor nodded gratefully.When I heard the story, I asked
Grandma to explain the science behind it. She brushed me off. “If it has been passed down from
generation to generation, it has to be true,” she told me. In later years, I was surprised to hear
friends who grew up in different parts of the country repeat a similar saying about celebrating
birthdays at sixty, echoing what Grandma had said to our young neighbor.We thought
Grandma’s new obsession with death was a phase and she would snap out of it soon, but as the
cold, dark winter approached, she began to sleep less and less and the subject seemed to
linger on the edge of every conversation. Oftentimes, Grandma would pretend to chat with me
and my siblings at dinner, but we all knew she meant for my parents, especially Father, to hear.
She said people in her native village were very particular about burials—the location and
maintenance of yin-zhai, or residences of the dead, were believed to be critical to the well-being
of the future generations. In addition, people spent extravagantly on funerals because it was
considered an ultimate expression of filial duty. Grandma then recounted the story of a virtuous
young woman in a poor family near her village, kneeling on the street and offering to sell her
body so she could collect money to give her deceased father a proper burial.According to



Grandma, the Huang family clan had a harmonious and prosperous life in a village in the
northwest of Henan Province, on the northern bank of the Yellow River. In the late 1920s,
tuberculosis hit the village and Grandpa was one of the first to succumb. It was a bloody death.
The family paid a well-known feng shui master who recommended moving the family cemetery
plot outside the village, next to the Yellow River, as a way to stem the outbreak. In those days,
there was a popular legend about a big dragon resting under the Yellow River at the very point
where it bordered Grandma’s village. The feng shui master assured everyone that the spot he
had chosen for Grandpa straddled the dragon’s back. “The new burial ground will bring luck to
our family,” Grandma continued. “When I reunite with Grandpa in my next life, a generation cycle
will be complete. It’s good for all of you.”Grandma repeated the story countless times. We would
look at one another and mouth her words as she spoke them. My elder sister would call
Grandma a superstitious woman. Even Father agreed and told Grandma not to tell the story
again.At first, my parents ignored Grandma’s plea, but she only became more determined.
During a chat with a neighbor, she learned a startling fact—burial had been outlawed in our city
of Xi’an. The neighbor said that if a city dweller died in the hospital, the doctor wouldn’t allow
relatives to take the body home. It went to a big icebox in the morgue and then was sent for
cremation. A young man had bribed the morgue keeper and retrieved his mother’s body so he
could have it buried. He was caught, and the police intercepted the corpse and sent it straight to
the crematorium, so he had no time to perform even perfunctory rituals.Grandma was in a panic.
She seldom left our residential complex and was clueless about the changes sweeping China.
She got most of her news from neighbors, from my parents and from me. Sometimes, knowing
the kind of stories she liked to hear, I would make one up to get her attention, but I didn’t dare lie
when Grandma asked me about the cremation law. Yet in telling the truth, I scared her. She
waited until Mother was outside chatting with her friends and approached Father, who was
sipping tea by a coal-burning stove near the front door. She sat down on a chair next to him, had
me bring her a basin of hot water so she could soak her tiny bound feet. “Jiu-er,” she said, using
Father’s pet name. “Please don’t burn me after I die. Will you promise me that?”My sister and I
were doing our homework under the light of the single bulb that lit the room. The word “burn”
caught my attention. I watched Grandma and Father from the corner of my eye.“I’ve told you,
there is nothing to be afraid of,” Father said, sounding a little impatient. “What difference does it
make? When we die, our mind and body cease to exist. You won’t know or feel
anything.”Grandma shook her head; her face was a grimace of horror. “No . . . I don’t want to be
tortured in fire after I die,” she said. How would she reunite with her husband in the next life if her
body was reduced to ashes? As they talked, Grandma grew more and more agitated, and began
stomping her tiny feet, sending the water from the basin splashing across the floor.Father stood
up and grabbed a towel for her to dry her feet and spoke softly, “We’ll talk later. Let’s not interrupt
your grandchildren’s homework.”Father found himself in a difficult situation. Initially, he fully
intended to follow the regulations—bring Grandma’s ashes home, hold a simple ceremony, and
then bury the urn next to Grandpa. The practice of burial had been banned since the Communist



takeover in 1949 and the government stepped up its crackdown in the mid-1970s. The mandate
for cremation carried both practical and ideological reasons—burial wasted land that might
otherwise be used for agriculture or buildings. Land for farming was scarce; urban residents
were crammed into smaller and smaller dingy apartments. Father saw sense in the policy and
tried to reason with Grandma. In the 1960s and 1970s, China faced threats from the Soviet
Union and the United States, which then had a heavy military presence in Southeast Asia. To
protect China’s industry from possible attack by “Soviet Revisionists” and “American
Imperialists,” the government moved many strategic industries inland. Xi’an was chosen for the
manufacture of military equipment and heavy machinery and as the site of universities and
scientific research institutions. Within a few years, the city’s population exploded to six million
(now eight million). As a result, Father said many young people at his company couldn’t get
married because there was nowhere for them to live. They waited years to be assigned an
apartment. In other words, the dead had to make room for the living. And traditional funeral
rituals were expensive, and rife with Buddhist and Taoist tradition, which was contrary to
Communist ideology.At the time, the Cultural Revolution, though winding down, had not yet run
its course. Chairman Mao’s political campaigns in the early 1970s included condemnation of
Confucius and the eradication of old traditions and rituals. Funerals and weddings were
simplified to reflect these views. Father said he had attended a public denunciation against a
company official who gave his son a traditional wedding ceremony. Someone from the village
with a grudge against the official tipped off the authorities that he had hired a red sedan chair to
carry the bride and paid a band to play traditional operatic tunes. The official’s denunciation was
severe. Walls were plastered with big white posters painted with black characters: TRANSFORM
OLD TRADITIONS AND CUSTOMS! LIVE SIMPLY AND OPPOSE WASTE! Posters even
covered an outside wall of the communal lavatory in our residential complex.For me, the thought
of dumping Grandma’s body into a furnace was rather scary, but at school we were taught that
the traditional burial was a symbol of the decadent and cruel past of the pre-Communist era.
There was a popular picture book for schoolchildren, A Silver Dollar, which told of a poor family
in Father’s home province of Henan. During the famine of 1942, the family sold the daughter to a
wealthy landlord as a maid. When his mother died, the landlord killed the girl by putting mercury
in her drink so that she could serve his mother in the afterworld. At the funeral procession,
pallbearers carried the girl sitting on a seat in the lotus position, with a fake lamp in her hands.
The mercury preserved her peachy skin color, making her look as if she were alive. The story
horrified me, making me believe traditional funerals to be abhorrent.Superstition, I thought, was
worthy of condemnation. At school, I was the head of the “Little Red Guards.” During the annual
singing contest, my classmates and I performed a song called “Down with Confucius, Oppose
Old Rituals.” I even helped put together a display on the school bulletin board that featured a
cartoon of a big “revolutionary” fist pounding on an old man who was supposed to be Confucius.
Grandma would hear nothing of my political activities at school. She even said Confucius was a
saint. I was often vexed by her adherence to the old ways. On most things, I could bring her



around with Father’s help, but on burial, she was firm and resisted all of our attempts to dissuade
her.A filial son, Father had always respected Grandma’s wishes and seldom argued with her in
front of us. This was different. At dinner, he talked for the sake of Grandma about how
Communist leaders Chairman Mao and Premier Zhou Enlai had embraced the idea of cremation
back in the 1950s. “If our great leaders don’t even ask for exceptions, what’s so special about
us?” After attending a coworker’s funeral at Sanzhao Crematorium, in the southern part of the
city, he told her, “It wasn’t bad.” The body of the deceased was brought over; relatives, friends,
and coworkers gathered for a brief wake. Instead of the traditional sutra chanting and wailing,
sad yet upbeat Communist-style mourning music played over a loudspeaker. Government or
company officials delivered eulogies; family members thanked the officials and gave brief talks.
After everyone bid good-bye, the body was slid into a furnace and the ashes were gathered at
the other end and placed in a cinerary urn, which was taken to a big hall, like a library. Important
leaders were accorded a bigger memorial service, and they didn’t have to wait in line for the
furnace, but everyone went the same way. On Qingming, or Tomb-Sweeping Day, relatives
retrieved the urn and paid tribute to the deceased in a big yard behind the
crematorium.Grandma was skeptical. Neighbors had told her how crematorium workers never
completely emptied out the furnaces after each cremation. “When they scoop out handfuls of
ashes from inside the furnace, how would you know they’re mine? You might pay tribute to
someone else’s mother at Qingming.” Grandma ended the conversation by standing and
clearing the table.Mother couldn’t bear to see her husband beaten so easily. “Where do you
expect us to bury you? Have you ever seen a cemetery around here? What makes you think
your husband’s tomb is still there in Henan?”Grandma dismissed her with the wave of a hand.
“I’m sure the Huang family maintains the tomb and they have kept a place for me.” She made it
clear to Father that she would be buried in her native village with a traditional funeral, and that
she would not be denied her last request.2.VENERATIONAs one of the few survivors of wars,
floods, and famine in the pre-Communist era, Grandma was always venerated in our
neighborhood. On the first day of the Lunar New Year, while most of my classmates got to sleep
in after a night of firecrackers, Mother woke us before sunrise, had us dressed in new clothes,
and rushed us through breakfast, shouting, “Hurry up and eat your dumplings . . . people will be
here any moment.”Then neighbors and friends would stream in early in the morning to wish
Grandma a happy New Year. They believed that some of her longevity might rub off on them if
they started their year by visiting her. Grandma would sit on her bed at the far end of the living
room, a new quilt covering her feet and legs, looking fresh in her baggy navy blue shirt with
buttons down the side, a black velvet hat on her head. She would nod and beam as our guests
described her as a “faithful widow” and complimented her for raising a big family like
ours.“Huang Mama, your sufferings and sacrifices haven’t gone wasted,” they would shout into
her ear. “Look at your family—it’s a full house with four grandchildren. They will grow up to honor
you and take good care of you.”A couple of times, with her eyes glistening, she’d respond, “Let
me tell you, it wasn’t easy!”Our neighbors, especially Mother’s female friends, made a big thing



of Grandma’s being a “faithful widow.” It was true that Grandpa had died a long time ago and that
Grandma had never remarried, but her widowhood never struck me as anything unusual.
Families portrayed in revolutionary propaganda movies always had a tough, gray-haired
grandma figure wearing a loose blue garment with buttons on the side and patched-up holes on
the sleeves. Of course, in the movies she would be a fervent revolutionary who faced the enemy
guns heroically to protect her children and other comrades. There was never a grandpa.In the
spring of 1974, on a class field trip to a village outside Xi’an, some friends and I came across a
crumbling stone arch with faded Chinese characters standing lonely amid piles of garbage. My
teacher said it was a chastity arch from the nineteenth century, erected in honor of a young
widow who remained faithful to her husband after his death. My teacher pointed out that it was a
testimony to the suffering and oppression of women in feudalistic society, where they were
regarded as “possessions.” Noticing that we looked baffled, she explained by citing a different
story, which was a familiar plot in traditional opera.In the city of Suzhou during the sixteenth
century, a young woman lost her husband. Grief-stricken, she vowed to take care of her in-laws
and make raising her son her sole purpose in life so that her husband’s bloodline could continue.
However, her loneliness became too much to bear, and she flirted with her son’s tutor who
turned her down out of righteousness end lectured her on the importance of being faithful.
Ashamed of her lapse, she chopped off two of her fingers to express her remorse and
determination that her son should come first. In the and, her son passed the imperial exam and
rose to a high government position. Touched by her story, the emperor crowned her a noble
mother and she became an example for other women to follow, sustaining a rigid Confucian
moral code that put men before women and deprived women of happiness.“Confucian moral
code” meant little to me, but the story sounded a lot like Grandma’s life, though my father never
attained a senior government position and Grandma never received any recognition as a noble
mother from Chairman Mao. I wanted to learn more about Grandma’s life, of which I had heard
only fragments. In the evenings, after I was done with homework, I would beg her for stories. She
was at first a little surprised and embarrassed, perhaps even suspicious, that I was suddenly
interested in her story. “There is nothing to tell,” she would say. “It was so long ago and I don’t
remember.” But when she was in the right mood, she would let herself wander and tell a story. I
became entranced by her Henan accent. Sometimes she kept talking long after I had fallen
asleep.Grandma was born in the Year of the Tiger, which comes every twelve years and,
knowing that, my sister Wenxia and I calculated that it must have been 1902. My sister had
rummaged through Father’s files and found our family registration document, which listed her
birthday as April 14. Grandma said she made that up because people in the rural areas didn’t
pay much attention to a girl’s birthday when she was young. When she arrived in Xi’an, the
Public Security Bureau wouldn’t accept that as an excuse so she plucked a date out of the air.
“It’s a lucky thing not to remember your birthday—you can live forever,” she said.Her parents
were farmers in a village in Wen County in northwest Henan. They owned some land, which
seemed the standard to measure one’s family wealth. Her only childhood memory involved the



binding of her feet. She was six when her mother began wrapping her feet tightly with cotton
bandages. A younger sister began the same ordeal four years later, even though the practice
was banned when the revolutionaries toppled the Qing Dynasty in 1912. Grandma said the most
insulting thing that could be said about a woman was “She has ugly big feet.”“Most well-to-do
families would bind their daughters’ feet,” she said. “With big feet, a girl would never find a
husband.” The first three months were excruciatingly painful, even though her mother claimed
that the bones in her feet were soft and relatively easy to bend inward without having to break
them. Grandma could scarcely leave her bed and passed the time learning to sew and knit. Her
feet became badly infected, so each time her mother rewrapped her feet, she would put thin
shards of porcelain against Grandma’s soles, tighten the bandages, and make her walk around
to drive the shards into her flesh. The idea was that drawing off the blood and pus would make
her feet even smaller. Grandma would sometimes pass out from the pain, but her mother would
not relent. After soaking Grandma’s feet in herbal water, her mother would put the bandages
back on, tighter than before. “I cried a lot,” she said. A lifetime later, her feet are wrapped with
strips of wide cloth in the morning and unwrapped at night, though in winter she often left the
strips on for extra warmth.As a small boy, I shared Grandma’s tiny bed, sleeping at the opposite
end. I would sometimes clutch her tiny feet in my arms. Her toes bent inward, like tiny pieces of
dough flattened by a rolling pin, the feet themselves pyramid shaped, like the pig trotters that
Mother sometimes cooked.Grandma said she had several suitors at the age of fifteen. Her family
was cautious and, after much negotiation through a village matchmaker, settled on the Huang
family, which owned a large swath of prime farmland along the Yellow River and lived in a big
courtyard house. The Huang were descended from a military officer who served the Qing
Emperor Tongzhi in the 1860s.She was seventeen when she married, so long ago that she had
no recollection of what Grandpa looked like on their wedding day. Photography had reached
China’s big cities but was unheard of in the countryside. When my sister pressed her about
Grandpa’s looks, she said he was “short, like your father, but had big eyes and pale skin.” To her,
big eyes and pale skin were the epitome of good looks. She acknowledged that Grandpa had a
farmer’s bad temper, something that flared in Father from time to time, but he treated her well.
“Your Grandpa would pick some apples or apricots in the orchard, wrap them in his shirt, and
bring them home for me,” she said, which I took to mean, in her shy and roundabout way, that
she was saying he loved her.Everyone lived under the same roof, Grandma and Grandpa, his
parents, his younger brother. Grandma gave birth to two boys. Father was born in 1928, the Year
of the Dragon, traditionally an auspicious year but one that brought calamity to the family.At the
beginning of that year, a member of the Huang clan married a young woman from a wealthy
family in a faraway village. “The dowry came in dozens of carts—clothing, bolts of fabric, quilts of
silk, beautiful wooden cases, jewelry, several big horses.” It seemed that the family had struck
gold in what everyone said was a “perfect match.” No one noticed the bride had also brought
with her a cough, which worsened over time until she could scarcely breathe. A few months after
the wedding, she died. Everyone said it was a tragedy, until her husband began coughing,



too.The bride had brought laobing into the village—tuberculosis. Soon Grandpa developed a
cough. Instead of sending for a medical doctor, the Huang family consulted a local shaman, who
prescribed the burning of incense. The shaman said a former tenant, who harbored grudges
against my great-grandfather, had put a curse on the Huang family, and he tried to lift the curse
with chanting and incense. Soon the house was so filled with smoke that it was suffocating.The
chanting and incense burning failed to save Grandpa, who died soon after. Grandpa had left
word with his parents, saying that Grandma could remarry after his death, but if she did so, she
would have to leave their two sons behind to be adopted by his brother and sister-in-law.A feng
shui master was summoned to find an auspicious spot for Grandpa’s burial, one that would drive
away the deadly cloud that seemed to hang over the Huang family. Perhaps the feng shui master
took too long over his calculations, because on the day of Grandpa’s burial my uncle collapsed
at the cemetery. This time the family took him to a doctor who diagnosed him with TB. He died a
month later at the age of eight. And so it went, until Father was the only surviving male of the
Huang clan.Grandma was only twenty-seven and had lost her husband and eldest son. She
cried day and night; at one point, she claimed that she even lost her sight. She said that she
thought of hanging herself, but my father was only four months old and she pitied him. Like a
“faithful widow” in those ancient Chinese stories, she vowed to protect her son and continue the
Huang family bloodline.Father was raised in a house of widows. They banded together to share
the running of the farm, hiring laborers to plant and harvest grain. They were difficult years,
though there was still worse to come. In the summer of 1933, the Yellow River flooded. The dam
that was supposed to protect the region collapsed and the whole region was submerged.
Houses were destroyed; people and livestock drowned; everything of value was washed away.
Grandma and Father climbed an old tree and waited three days for the water to recede. A
relative told me that the county chief was an incompetent transplant from the south and had
grossly underestimated the severity of the Yellow River flood.There was no flood relief, no
rescue operations. Instead, he encouraged people to pray and promised a three-day opera
festival if their prayers stopped the rain and stemmed the flood.Disaster struck again in 1938
when invading Japanese troops marched into Henan, and the region was rife with bandits and
Japanese collaborators who looted grain and livestock and robbed the villagers of their
valuables. Without any men, the Huang family was an easy target. “Bandits broke into our house,
snatching grain and valuables,” Grandma said. “They used wooden sticks to knock on the floor
and walls. If they heard any hollow sound, they would dig a hole to see if we had hidden
anything.“When a family is in decline, even the animals want to leave,” she said. “We owned ten
big horses. Before the Japanese troops arrived, we hid them in a secret garden behind the
house. As the troops were passing, the horses started to whinny and the soldiers seized them
all.”There was little food and the wheat never had a chance to ripen. Peasants picked the fields
clean of wheatgrass, which they ground for juice or dried and ate as a powder. The family’s
priority was to keep Father nourished, often at the expense of everyone else.Soon Grandma
realized that the family would face starvation if they stayed put. She decided to take Father and



make for a city in Shanxi Province, which meant walking several hundred kilometers on bound
feet. Grandma’s sewing skills served her well. During the day, Grandma made clothes for
wealthy families; at night, she slept in an abandoned temple with her relatives and fellow
villagers. When a wolf snatched away a three-year-old boy playing outside the temple at sunset,
and all the adults could find were his bloodstained and tattered clothes, she and Father returned
to her home village, which offered no sanctuary. In the spring of 1942, not a single raindrop fell in
the region. Starvation was widespread. In the autumn, a plague of locusts ate everything that
was left. Grandma said they lived on grass roots and tree bark. Others lived off the recently dead
or the passing strangers they trapped, killed, and cooked. Half of the surviving Huang family
died, including both her in-laws. Mother took Father, who was now twelve, and fled
Henan.During the hardest times, Grandma and Father begged on the streets, until they
contracted typhoid and lay racked by fever in an old crumbling temple. A woman living nearby
saw them when they crawled out to beg and took pity on them, leaving food and drinking water
each day for Grandma to find.It was Xi’an, the capital city in the neighboring province of
Shaanxi, that finally offered Grandma and Father a refuge. The invading Japanese never
reached Xi’an. The fertile land and mild climate made a haven for Henan refugees. For a rural
woman who had never seen a lightbulb, the big city was baffling. Through fellow villagers,
Grandma found work as a maid to the owner of a large jewelry store, Mr. Ren, who needed help
looking after the children of his wife and his concubines. Grandma and Father moved into a
small one-room house adjacent to a spacious courtyard mansion in the eastern section of the
city. Grandma cooked, washed clothes, and nursed Ren’s children. I remember Grandma as a
proud woman, and I asked how she handled the transition from sheltered daughter of a wealthy
rural family to a maid. “I did it for my son,” she said. “Only a parent would understand.”Grandma
gained a reputation as a tough and capable woman, but there were limits. When one of Ren’s
concubines accused her of stealing a gold ring, Grandma grew angry in her denial, mortified by
the attack on her character, and the concubine slapped her so hard she fell unconscious to the
ground. Rather than leave, Grandma stood her ground. Three days later, the concubine found
the ring, which she had simply misplaced. She never apologized. Whenever Grandma talked
about the incident, her bottom lip would tremble. She and Father lived under Ren’s protection for
fourteen years, raising five of his children. The job provided an anchor for my teenage father who
was eager to start out on his own, working during the day and attending school at night.When
the Communist government was established in 1949, all their suffering turned out to be a
blessing. Grandma and Father were classified as poor peasants, true proletariats, and all the
opportunities of the new society were open to them. Father was given a job at a textile factory. In
the late 1950s, the government took over Ren’s jewelry stores and he became an employee. He
could no longer pay for Grandma’s help, but Father had a stable income and she felt it was time
to retire as a maid.In 1956, Father married a woman who grew up not far from his native village
and had been brought to Xi’an by her aunt. The woman was my mother. Father was twenty-eight
then, but Grandma never let go of him. They all lived together inside a tiny two-bedroom house



in Ren’s courtyard. When my older sister and I were born, Grandma took it as a sign that the
Huang family might again prosper. She took care of us when Mother was away at work.Often, to
the frustration of Father, Grandma never showed any interest in the revolution that had ended
her suffering and the subsequent political campaigns against those who had exploited her.
Instead, she always blamed the family’s hardships on her own fate and the vengeful ghost of a
former tenant who, she said, had placed a curse on the family.In 1966, at the outset of the
Cultural Revolution, Red Guards took over Ren’s courtyard house, confiscated all his
possessions, and pushed his family into a corner room. The rest of the house was opened up to
families of revolutionary activists. Grandma, a member of the oppressed and exploited
proletariat, was offered a bigger room in the mansion and was asked to speak against her former
boss at public denunciation meetings. Grandma declined both offers and insisted on staying in
her little room. The Red Guards didn’t know what to do about this illiterate old lady with bound
feet, this ally of the revolution. When Ren was paraded through the streets, Grandma secretly
took care of his children. “After all, I had raised them like they were my own,” she said.When I
was in elementary school, Grandma constantly embarrassed me in front of my friends. My elder
sister and I participated in different kinds of after-school music performances and parades to
promote the latest Party policies. Grandma would wobble outside and look for us. When we
appeared, she let us have it in her richest Henan accent. “You goof off outside after school,
doing this revolution and that revolution, but never bother to come home and take care of your
brother and sister. What kind of crap is that?” She made such a ruckus that many of our friends
had come out to watch and they were all laughing. We were mortified. From then on, classmates
would mimic Grandma’s actions and accent to tease us.

The Little Red Guard A Family Memoir Wenguang huang pdf The Little Red Guard A Family
Memoir wenguang wang The Little Red Guard A Family Memoir wenguang zhang The Little Red
Guard A Family Memoir wenguang liang The Little Red Guard A Family Memoir Wenguang
huang summary The Little Red Guard A Family Memoir wenguang liu The Little Red Guard A
Family Memoir wenguang sun The Little Red Guard A Family Memoir wenguang mao The Little
Red Guard A Family memoir of The Little Red Guard A Family memoir pdf the little red guard the
little red guard pdf the little red guard summary red guard meaning why were the red guards
important red guardian daughter purpose of the red guards red guard specs red guards facts
what does red guard do red guard instructions are rash guards good for toddlers

The Death of My Father the Pope: A Memoir The Art of Death: Writing the Final Story (Art of...)
The Autobiography of My Mother: A Novel (FSG Classics) Native Country of the Heart: A
Memoir Running in the Family (Vintage International) The Latehomecomer: A Hmong Family
Memoir Crazy Brave: A Memoir Confessions: An Innocent Life in Communist China The Kiss: A

http://ebook-download.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/Wa18oYTP/e/EJBo/OPMw/BJzya/The-Little-Red-Guard-A-Family-Memoir-Wenguang-Huang


Memoir Mao's Last Revolution Unforgettable: A Son, a Mother, and the Lessons of a Lifetime
The Cowshed: Memories of the Chinese Cultural Revolution



Merayjayne, “Beautifully written, insightful, and a must-read!!. I couldn't stop talking about this
book as soon as I opened it. It gave me so much insight into life under the Communist regime in
Modern day China. Not much a follower of world politics, I was astounded by how the author
was able to create a page-turner by intertwining the turbulent political climate over a twenty year
period with his own personal story. From this, I understood how the well-intentioned ideals of
Communism were twisted by corruption to hurt the very people it sought to protect, and how the
politic uprisings over three generations affected everyday life. As a first generation Asian
American, it was easy to relate to his confusion of growing up with two different ideologies,
finding his own beliefs, and struggling to understand why his parents made sacrifices for
seemingly outdated traditions. Story of my life. I absolutely loved this book and will be
recommending it to everyone for a long time. It has also inspired me to find out more about my
parents' stories.”

Steve Wong, “Mom, Dad and Mao. I just finished reading `The Little Red Guard' half an hour ago.
It's absolutely great.I was quite taken by the portraits of his father, and mother and grandmother,
and each come off as tragic characters in their own way. As I read it, I imagined that the triangle
between them has been replayed millions of times through history, yet unique in each case. The
humor is nicely restrained and subtle and so very effective. The image, and metaphor, of
grandmother's coffin invading the author's families' lives is very powerful, and it made for a
terrific opening and then it works well as a recurring theme all the way to the end. Like all the
best themes, it is simple and direct and physical and obvious, and funny too. And I found myself
laughing out loud at several places, like when his sister calls to say `Mother is gone' and she
actually means she's gone off with yet another man. I will recommend this book broadly,
because I think it will appeal to readers anywhere.”

A. Ho, “Through Obedience Comes Disobedience. "The Little Red Guard" is relevant in so many
ways beyond its cover story. Author Wenguang Huang neatly wraps his experiences of growing
up, family responsibility, political influences, and death into a multi-colored memoir.The irony of
life bleeds through the pages. In some ways, it is so painful, it can only make you laugh. Through
obedience comes disobedience, especially with family - both the one who raises you with their
sweat and tears, and the one that governs your country.The permanent influences of political
unrest is prominent in Wenguang Huang and his family's life, but "The Little Red Guard" only
reminds you that "small" family matters can still counter massive political movements anywhere
in the world, China or otherwise.All in all, "The Little Red Guard" is a fluid read and an easy hook
to catch on to - a story you only hope will resolve. You don't need to know much about China,
communism, or feel politically/socially enraged to understand and to feel the workings of a family
living beyond just living, no matter the limitations.”



The Owl, “A Memoir to Remember. In this, the Age of the Memoir, few such works capture the
essence of a life and its times as compellingly as Wenguang Huang's "The Little Red Guard."
The author shows us post-revolutionary China with its stifling conformity and brutish contempt
for human achievement and takes us through to the current era of rampant materialism--
Communist style. The framework is simple: A boy is put in charge of of his grandmother's coffin--
guarding it, hiding it and sleeping next to it at night. Burial is forbidden by a government
desperate for land--at first for farmland to feed the revolution, later for handbag factories and tai
chi schools. But grandma insists on burial next to her beloved husband, who died before
cremation became the rule. She must remain intact to properly join him in the afterlife. Her
devoted son, Wenguang's father, obeys her wishes, even though he fears losing status as a
highly-regarded Communist Party factotum.The tale unfolds at the level of "ordinary" people
living in near poverty and obedience to authority. Yet, as the grandson grows into manhood and
samples the best of Western education, his slavish devotion to Party rapidly fades. Hiding a
coffin no longer seems a foolish violation of government rule but more a symbol of family ties
that trump any doctrines dictators may try to impose.”

Shirley Evans, “I've waited for this for a long time.. Over several years, I have read articles by
Wenguang Huang and books that were translated by him. I have hoped that he would eventually
write his own book instead of just doing translations. I finally got my wish.This book is a view into
a culture and a family that, in final analysis, is not really that much different than my own. The
book begins with a simple request by an aging grandmother that she be buried next to her
husband and not be cremated, as was the requirement to conserve land in Communist China.
We move through the years with Wenguang's family as his father struggles to honor his mother's
request, even though that may jeopardize his career and status in the community and even
though it may endanger him and his family. As time went on, Wenguang's father died, and the
burden of honoring the last wishes of Wenguang's grandmother passed to him and the rest of
his family.This book was well-written, is interesting and was a joy to read. I am so glad
Wenguang wrote this book to share some of his life and experiences with us. The language,
culture and customs of China may be different from the U.S., but matters of the heart are
universal, and this book was written from the heart. I definitely recommend this book and hope
purchasers enjoy reading it as much as I have.”

Kriti S, “Good read. Good read. One time read. I was expecting more details of Mao regime in
the book but got a good insight of the culture and family life in China.”

The book by Wenguang Huang has a rating of  5 out of 4.5. 58 people have provided feedback.
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