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FOREWORD



James Lindsay


March 2023


It was dark, and I was looking out the window of yet another jet. I was flying home from yet another trip, and we had maybe fifteen minutes more until we’d touch down. I pushed the button on the side of my phone and turned off its light and looked out the window. Streetlights, storefronts, porch lights, and headlamps blinked back up at me from a few thousand feet below. I was looking at the country that I love, my home, and I thought to myself: This can’t happen here.


Like on most of my flights, I had been reading. In this case, I was reading Thought Reform and the Psychology of Totalism: A Study of “Brainwashing” in China by Robert Jay Lifton. In that book, published in the early 1960s, Lifton explored the psychological impacts of “Thought Reform” in the CCP-run brainwashing prisons in Mao Zedong’s China; as with reading any close-up case study of any totalitarian project as it collides with the individual human, it was harrowing. This can’t happen here.


But then it hit me, hard, as I looked down at the white, orange, blue, and yellow lights below me, dotting the nighttime landscape of Anywhere, USA. This is already happening here. It was instantaneous recognition followed by immediate grief and panic. This is already happening here. This is diversity, equity, and inclusion training at work. This is social-emotional learning at school. This is already happening here.


Mao proudly asserted that his revolution was based upon “Marxism-Leninism with Chinese characteristics,” and in my reading of Lifton’s book, I suddenly realized my intuition about what has been happening in America over the last decade, most visibly and tangibly since 2020, is the American cultural revolution: a Maoist cultural revolution with American characteristics. And I was right: This can’t happen here. It has to be stopped.


The American cultural revolution is here and has progressed a long way toward its goals of destroying America from within to transform it into something based on some new mutation of Marxist theory. In early 2020, before virtually anyone knew who George Floyd was, I warned several senior officials that in my estimation, there would be a “Chinese-style cultural revolution” based on critical race theory kicking off in the United States within the next six months, but at the time, it just didn’t seem plausible. I warned of an impending “anti-racist cultural revolution” through much of that year and used it to name the mayhem that erupted in the wake of the death of Floyd virtually immediately. I hoped someone would know how to stop it before it fully started.


How did I know? I’m not telling this story to puff myself up or make me look smart or special. It’s far simpler than that, which is great news because it means anyone can do it. I got lucky, in a sense. It comes down to something very straightforward: I had spent most of the previous year reading about critical race theory in detail to understand what I had been seeing going on around me in our country over the previous decade, especially since 2015.


In the two and a half years since, I have taken the time to study many of Mao’s tactics, strategies, and formulas, and his fingerprints are all over the American cultural revolution. I have also had the honor and pleasure of meeting brave voices within Chinese American communities who are speaking up and speaking out, telling their stories and raising the alarm: This thing that’s happening here; we know what it is! It’s Maoism! Among those voices I found Xi Van Fleet, who has written this admirable manuscript to tell her story of living through two cultural revolutions, one Chinese and one American, and to draw parallels between them. The evidence is undeniable. The theory, the practice, the strategies, the tools, and the results are all the same. The American cultural revolution is a Maoist Cultural Revolution with American characteristics. In these pages and in her speeches and interviews, Xi makes that fact abundantly clear. She also communicates viscerally what I felt on that plane that night: This can’t happen here.


America is a special nation. It was a refuge for people like Xi from many other places around the world when Communists and other tyrants were robbing them of their freedoms and human dignity. It provided them liberty and opportunity like no other nation on earth could have done or ever has before. Now it’s under extraordinary threat, and America may be repaid generously and saved from its own destruction because it stood through that crucial time as the beacon and promise of liberty in the world. People like Xi and millions of others came to this country in the hours of their darkest need, and they brought their stories with them. How it happened. What went wrong. What’s coming if we don’t wake up and stop it. Their stories are becoming our story, and that’s a gift we should treasure.


It’s my great honor to have been invited to write the foreword to this noble work that sounds one of the most important alarms that has ever rung in the world. May you find it as clarifying and encouraging as I did.















INTRODUCTION
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The year 2020 was a watershed moment in American history. The outbreak of a pandemic brought ashore to us from the Chinese Communist Party (CCP) and the death of George Floyd created the perfect storm. This storm delivered a heavy blow to America, a blow so severe that America now appears to have been possibly changed forever.


Suddenly, many Americans, focused on working hard, raising their families, and minding their own business, awakened to the realization that they hardly recognized their own country anymore. Overnight, it seemed new realities were being forced upon them, challenging everything they believed to be true. From the progressives came the demand that one must comply with their cause to remake America by denouncing all its institutions, all its traditional values, and its very foundation. To do otherwise incurs being ostracized and demonized on social media, in schools, in workplaces, and even within families. To do otherwise, one is now simply labeled a racist. To do otherwise, one may lose their livelihood.


Many awoke only to find that they have become oppressors for being born white. Others found that they must now consider themselves hopelessly oppressed and incapable simply because they were born non-white. Many are bewildered that reality and common sense no longer mean anything. During the riots in the summer of 2020, viewers were told they were watching mostly peaceful protests while buildings were burning in the background. All of a sudden, no one is sure how to define a woman and everyone must now believe men can have babies. Parents were dumbfounded to see firsthand through Zoom classes what their children are being taught in public schools—that America is an unredeemable, racist country.


During the pandemic, average Americans found themselves less and less free to make choices for themselves and for their families. The government at every level now, from the school board to federal authorities, demands submission to tyrannical orders that often appear nonsensical and politically charged. Parents who speak out at school board meetings can now be labeled as domestic terrorists by the US Department of Justice. Americans are now told to accept a new reality where the police have become villains and criminals have become victims who are allowed to roam freely in our cities and communities, terrorizing the citizens.


Hardworking, tax-paying Americans have found themselves strangers in their own country. What is happening? Why? For what purpose?


But wait… I have seen all of this before.


Like most Americans, I also felt like I was hit by a storm. Unlike most Americans, this storm hit me once before, more than fifty years ago, when I was only seven years old, just starting school in China.


The storm was the Great Proletarian Cultural Revolution launched by Mao Zedong, the Communist dictator who ruled over China from 1949 to 1976. And it lasted ten years, covering most of my school years.


In my memory, it also appeared to happen overnight, just like it did here in America in 2020!


Overnight, we were told the country we lived in was rotten to the core and needed to be dismantled. Instead of looking for racists, we were ordered to look for “counterrevolutionaries.” Just like the term racist now has an ever-changing, fluid definition, such was the term “counterrevolutionary.” The term was applied to anyone Mao did not like, anyone we thought Mao would not like, anyone who dared to question, and anyone who was not enthusiastically participating in the Cultural Revolution. Everyone frantically joined the ranks of the revolutionaries. To be left out meant ending up an enemy of Mao.


People turned against each other in search of enemies and in defense of Mao. Friends turned against friends, neighbors against neighbors, coworkers against coworkers, and family members turned against each other. As children, we were taught to report on family members, including our parents.


Cancel culture ensued, and on its path anything that was not pure Maoist—including our Chinese heritage—was literally destroyed. Statues were toppled by mobs. Books and art were burned. In the course of the Chinese Cultural Revolution, artifacts, symbols, traditions, and customs of 3,000 years of Chinese civilization were removed from our daily lives.


By the death of Mao in 1976, up to twenty million lives were lost, and China as we once knew it was burned to the ground by the flames of the Revolution.


Back to 2020 in America again, this storm not only shocked me, but also enraged me. But instead of crying on the couch, I took action. I did so because I know full well how America, my beloved adopted country, could also be burned to the ground like China was if we don’t stop it.


Rage and a burning desire for action made me abandon the Chinese wisdom that my parents and Chinese culture have drilled into me: The bird who sticks its head out first gets shot. I decided to stick out my head and take the shot. America has been my home for over three decades, where I have been afforded the freedom and prosperity fought for and defended by generations of Americans. Now it is my turn. For the first time I took the giant step and joined the fight in defense of our children, and in defense of America. I went to a school board meeting with hundreds of concerned parents in my hometown of Loudoun County, Virginia, to deliver a one-minute comment. In those sixty seconds, I drew the parallel between critical race theory (CRT) and the Chinese Cultural Revolution, and warned the audience that CRT is Marxism.


Loudoun County is now known across the country for the parent revolt against CRT and the tyrannical order of school COVID shutdowns. I found myself in the midst of this new revolution.


The video of my speech went viral. After my first appearance on Fox News, invitations poured in, asking me for interviews and speeches.


Through speaking at political and educational events, as well as online feedback from my interviews, I realized that most Americans do not know much, if anything at all, about the Chinese Cultural Revolution, Communist China, Communism, or cultural Marxism in general. That explains why so few have recognized that the root of today’s “woke revolution,” not to mention its ultimate goal, is Marxism followed by Communism.


So many people have encouraged me to write a book so that my message can reach more Americans. Even with all the media coverage and speaking opportunities, I simply could not tell the whole story that a book can. There are few, if any, such books available now at a time when they are so badly needed. It was during a podcast interview with former Speaker of the House Newt Gingrich that he urged me to write a book. I became convinced that I should take up this challenge.


In this book I tell the tale of two cultural revolutions: one driven by Mao and the Chinese Communist Party (CCP) and the one that is unfolding in today’s America. Using my personal experience and extensive historic research, the book demonstrates the stunning similarities of these two revolutions. It guides readers to see that:




• Both revolutions use Marxist tactics of division, indoctrination, deception, coercion, cancelation, subversion, and violence.


• Both revolutions aim to destroy the foundation of traditional culture to replace it with Marxist ideologies.


• Both revolutions weaponize youth, using them as their means to an end.


• Both revolutions share the same goal of achieving absolute power at the expense of the people.


• Both revolutions lead to the same ending: loss of freedom and totalitarian rule.




The horrific historic events and shocking tales that are recounted in this book will hit it home to readers that history is being repeated here today.


This book also tells my personal story—as a child growing up under Communist rule, as an immigrant who learned to understand and believe in American exceptionalism, and as a proud citizen who made the decision to fight against the rising authoritarianism in America—and how I overcame fear and reluctance to get involved in the conservative movement to save America.


This book intends to alarm you, enrage you, pull you off of the couch, push you into action, and inspire you to join the fight for the survival of America.















CHAPTER 1



Leaving the Kitchen Table
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I never expected any of this. Nor is there any way possible I could have planned for it. All I knew before I headed out that afternoon in June 2021 to attend a school board meeting, one for which I had signed up to speak, was that I had something important to say and I would be limited to two minutes to say it. I was on the clock and my time had come.


What brought me out of hiding—as a typically quiet Asian American—and eventually into the national spotlight was my local school district’s insistence on promoting and practicing critical race theory (CRT) in the classrooms in Loudoun County, Virginia, where I live. This has been going on for several years in schools throughout much of America.


CRT is a Marxist ideology built on lies and a false narrative. It preaches a dogma that is pushed forward by Marxist-driven organizations and forces such as Black Lives Matter (BLM) and cancel culture, working together to transform America into a Marxist state. It’s happening in plain sight, yet many people don’t see it. I do. How can I not see it? I witnessed Communism’s tyranny and violence when I was growing up in China. This was during the Mao Zedong–led Cultural Revolution that swept through the country between 1966 and 1976. This Cultural Revolution led to the total destruction of Chinese society and traditional Chinese civilization. Never in my wildest dreams did I think I would live to see a repeat of this in America, but that is where we are headed—and that includes Loudoun County, Virginia, where I now live.


America has been home for me for almost forty years, one that I love so much since leaving my native China to come here at age twenty-six. After personally experiencing the shackles of Communism and the human atrocities that go along with a Communist regime, I am heartbroken and terrified to see not only the signs, but the actual totalitarianism happening right here in the United States of America.


I recognized the ideology of CRT as a tool meant to lead America away from individual freedom and liberty to a dark and menacing way of life that is familiar to me. It was against this backdrop that I realized my life was about to change. On June 8, 2021, during the public comment portion of the Loudoun County school board meeting in Ashburn, Virginia, I was determined to stand up and speak out against the tenets of CRT that were being used in our schools to indoctrinate our children and sow the seeds of Communism in America. For a full year prior, a divide had grown between the school board and the parents. The board had grown nontransparent and openly hostile to parents. But none of this stopped the many parents from showing up week after week to fight for their kids and their country.


On that Tuesday afternoon, when I arrived at the offices of administration where the school board held its regular meetings, I was surprised to learn that Brenda Sheridan, the chairwoman of the school board, reduced the speakers’ time for their statements from the original two minutes to just one minute!


I had carefully written my speech and rehearsed it several times, timing it to make sure I could get through it in under two minutes. I hurriedly entered the large boardroom taking a seat in the third row behind the speaker’s podium, among hundreds of parents and community members who were also there to speak or just to listen. I sat down with urgency to cut my prepared statement in half, as I was informed that Ms. Sheridan seemed to take pleasure in slamming her hand down on the loud buzzer when the timer ticked down from sixty seconds to zero, and unceremoniously cut off your mic while telling you to “yield the mic.”


Cutting a speech in half and having it still be meaningful is difficult for most people, but it was even more difficult for me. English is not my native language. I was about to make a public speech for the first time, and it would be on a subject that was emotionally taxing for me even without a mic in front of me. Thoughts about the Cultural Revolution mixed with present-day America were a jumble inside my head, and I had to again sort them out, cutting it all down in size to keep it to no more than one minute. Nervousness doesn’t quite describe what I felt… and I didn’t have a pen. Thanks to the supportive parents around me, who would soon become my friends and partners in this fight, I was given a pen and encouragement. I continued my frantic efforts to edit my planned statement before my name was called by Ms. Sheridan from the school board dais.


When it was finally my turn to step to the mic and speak, I took a deep breath and then delivered my swiftly revised presentation in just under a minute, all the while wearing a COVID mask in accordance with local protocols. I was actually thankful for that mask—oddly, it served as my security blanket.


I made it through my presentation with a few seconds to spare:




I’ve been very alarmed by what’s been going on in our schools. You are now teaching and training our students to be social justice warriors and to loathe our country and its history. Growing up in Mao’s China, all this seems very familiar. The Communist regime used the same critical theory to divide the people. The only difference is that they used class instead of race. During the Cultural Revolution, I witnessed students and teachers turn against each other. We changed school names to be politically correct. We were taught to denounce our heritage. The Red Guards destroyed anything that was not Communist—old statues, books, and anything else. We were also encouraged to report on each other just like the student equity ambassador program and the bias reporting system [in Loudoun schools]. This is indeed the American version of the Chinese Cultural Revolution. Critical race theory has its roots in cultural Marxism. It should have no place in our schools.





When I ended my statement, I returned to my seat briefly, then walked out of the meeting room and exited the building. I had to hurry back to work to make up the time that I took for the meeting. Ian Prior, a Loudoun County public school dad, was among those parents and community members supportive of what I had said. He later told Fox News that my brief speech “should serve as a stark warning,” adding, “I think for a while now, school systems have really put this stuff in the schools right under our very noses, and we just weren’t aware.”1 Most of the parents, including myself, had blindly trusted our children to the system, believing that our schools educate not indoctrinate the children.


Walking out of the meeting, I was pleased with my presentation. I had briefly stumbled over my word choices in a few places, but the important thing is that I spoke with knowledge and conviction. I didn’t freeze up and I had covered everything I wanted to say without missing any key points.


What I didn’t realize then was that my stark warning had a lasting effect on many people in that boardroom, and so many others across the country who would later hear my story. For the first time, CRT was compared to Mao’s Cultural Revolution by someone who actually lived through it. A new dimension was added to the discussion and a new tool was created for the fight against American Marxism.
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Going in front of the school board had not been an impulsive decision. I didn’t just wake up one morning a week before the school board meeting and decide I would give the board members a piece of my mind concerning CRT. Getting the courage to get up and speak in public, regardless of the topic, or the size and makeup of the audience, was a huge leap for me. I look back now and see how it had begun almost exactly a year earlier in the wake of the death of George Floyd, a Black man, at the hands of a white police officer in Minneapolis, Minnesota, on May 25, 2020.


My transformation from reclusive political observer to outspoken political activist occurred in the immediate aftermath of Floyd’s death. Within days of his tragic death, George Floyd was hailed as a “martyr” and hero despite having a reportedly lengthy criminal past that included numerous arrests and multiple felony convictions. Soon he was being remembered as a hero.


Protestors across America gathered to honor Floyd by condemning racial injustice and police brutality, calling for defunding the police. However, this so-called protest “movement” quickly grew into something sinister and destructive—a series of violent, yet apparently well-orchestrated riots (most media still categorized them as “peaceful protests”) that touched—and, in some cases, torched—many major cities.


Across parts of America, police cars were vandalized; stores were looted; law-enforcement officers were shot and wounded; businesses were set ablaze; entire city blocks in cities such as Seattle were cordoned off and claimed as protest “autonomous zones” by armed rioters.


Watching this chaos and violence unfold day after day on television reminded me of the chaos, violence, and horror of China’s Cultural Revolution that I had witnessed as a schoolgirl.


What’s really scary is the striking similarity between China’s Cultural Revolution and what has happened and is continuing to happen here in America. I know what it is that is happening here because I’ve seen this on both fronts: far-left progressive forces, using weapons such as CRT, woke-ism, BLM, and cancel culture, in order to root out conservatives and any resistance to their radical agenda. If we speak out, we risk being ostracized and losing our place in this society. Free speech now is only allowed for the loud progressive left. Our First Amendment rights are under attack. Our Second Amendment rights are under attack. Our freedom is under attack. Our country is under attack.


Watching the Floyd-inspired riots in 2020 and seeing the parallels to China’s Cultural Revolution was an epiphany for me. Enough is enough. I felt a personal urgency to get involved politically and to do my part in my small slice of this world, in order to help keep America from going over a cliff. It was hitting home, too, for Chinese American parents with school-aged children. They were now being scorned by their sons and daughters whose confrontational attitude and unprecedented disrespect went well beyond the usual teenage angst and rebellion. Chalk this up to the promotion of CRT in schools, where the teachings are designed to violate and disrespect the sanctity of family and usurp parental values. Many students now questioned their parents’ attitudes about race and oppression, accusing them of being racists.


What I had seen in 2020, as well as what I had recalled from years earlier, remained so vivid for me that I was determined to not let people dismiss this as not happening, as unreal. It was a full-blown Marxist revolution, American style. I also read online on WeChat, a Chinese social media similar to Facebook, how many Chinese people in China were laughing at what was going on in the US, calling it the “American cultural revolution.” Those who laugh at us would love to see the downfall of America.
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Until the rapid spread of CRT and the 2020 riots, my interest in politics had been a private thing—mostly conversations at the kitchen table or on the phone, after work, with like-minded friends. Then, one night in particular, I came across a Fox News segment featuring Dan Bongino, a popular television news commentator, political influencer, and radio and podcast host. Mr. Bongino spoke about the importance of getting involved politically, starting at the local level—encouraging viewers to use their voices to make a difference. That’s possible in a country where a majority of Americans still cherish and choose to exercise free speech. I felt he was speaking directly to me about what I needed to do. Getting out into the “public square” and becoming politically active would mean a big change for me, though. It is intimidating for most, but for me, even more so. It would mean coming out of my shell personally and revealing myself politically. Taking Bongino’s pep talk to heart, I stepped away from my kitchen table and out from behind my cell phone, and into the action. I joined the Loudoun County Republican Committee (LCRC).


In joining the LCRC, I was mostly interested in the issues of election integrity and stopping the spread of Communist ideology in the United States, of which CRT is only a part. Soon after joining the LCRC, I was appointed as a precinct captain. That suited me because of my strong interest in election integrity. I now had a role handing out sample ballots, which put me in a position to help educate and urge voters to vote for conservative candidates.


Eager for even more action, I also eventually joined the Loudoun County Republican Women’s Club, and quickly became friends with its members. They were warm and attentive, encouraging me to share stories from my experiences in Mao’s China. They told me I should consider expressing my thoughts and opinions at local school board meetings, that I had important things to say that the school board needed to hear and take seriously.


“But I don’t have children in school anymore,” I said.


They told me it didn’t matter, that as a taxpayer I still had a right and maybe even an obligation to speak out about it. Emboldened by such support, I saw it as a chance for me to grow, to become bolder in standing up for my beliefs and country—this was no longer just about me.


“What do I say?” I asked.


“Whatever you want to say,” was the answer I received.


That’s how I got onto my fast track, choosing to start off with calling out CRT in Loudoun County schools.


Before I even made the decision, battalions of conservatives and even moderate Democrats had been joining together to stop tyrannical school board policies and indoctrination by going to school board meeting to voice their concerns and objections. The progressives were not happy about the pushback.


In early 2021, a secret Facebook group called “Anti-Racist Parents of Loudoun County” was formed, which included six of nine board members and over six hundred teachers and parents. Their goal, as one group member put it, was to “combat anti–critical race theory advocates and websites… to ‘gather information’ on critics of the controversial race-based education platform, to ‘infiltrate’ their groups and sought ‘hackers who can either shut down their websites or redirect them.’”2 This radical group made a list of outspoken parents the group aimed to silence. The parents were labeled as “racist” for daring to challenge the school board. One of those on the list is Jessica Mendez, mother of two girls. She told me that someone from the group sent letters to her employer and reported her as a racist.


To the dismay of the progressives, these brave parents did not back off. Instead, they launched a movement known as Fight for Schools, led by Ian Prior, to fight back and recall those radical school board members. The movement had already generated lots of media attention. That explains why my speech to the school board would go viral as part of a larger movement.


Our prominent role in countering the far left’s activism infiltrating our public schools had resonated throughout the state, the country, and even the entire Western world. Here in Virginia, it played a major role in turning the state red and helping to influence the victory by Republican Glenn Youngkin in Virginia’s 2021 gubernatorial race. This was a major upset for the Democratic Party and sent a message to parents across the country to be brave, strong, and involved, because their voices matter.
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On the morning of the day after my school board appearance, I got a call from a Fox News reporter who had heard my public comment and wanted to interview me for a story. At first, I wasn’t sure I wanted to do the interview. I feared that I might say things that may be politically liable or could end up hurting me or my family. I was also concerned about the exposure, about stepping into the national spotlight. Remember, this was less than twenty-four hours after I had just finished public speaking for the first time in my life, and that meeting was in front of a local audience of hundreds, not the millions who read Fox News. Doing the interview would mean stepping out of the safety and comfort of my private life.


Am I ready for this?


Apparently, I was, because I agreed to do the interview, even while realizing that once words came out of my mouth, there would be no retrieving them. As they say, you can’t un-ring a bell! You could hear the hesitation in my voice when I told the reporter writing the story for Fox News Digital, “I can’t really just say what I mean, even though the other side can say whatever.” My point was: The far left can speak out without consequences. That’s not always the case for people expressing conservative viewpoints.


I then went on to tell the reporter: “To me, and to a lot of Chinese, it is heartbreaking that we escaped communism and now we experience communism here… I just want Americans to know that their privilege is to be here living in America, that is just the biggest privilege. I do not think a lot of people understand. They are thinking they are doing the right thing, ‘be against racism’ sounds really good. But they are basically breaking the system that is against racism.”3


That piece on Fox News Digital was trending. People were paying attention. People were interested in my experience and wanted to hear what I had to say.


A day later, after the article was published, I got another text message from the network, this time from a producer working on Sean Hannity’s show on Fox News. The producer invited me to be interviewed on Hannity—that night! Once again, it was decision time, and it would be an even bigger step than my earlier article interview. Is this really happening? As they say, it all happened so fast.


Later that afternoon, I was seated in a mobile TV “studio van” that had been dispatched to my home. As the earpiece was placed snuggly in my ear and I was doing the sound check, just minutes away from my airtime with Sean Hannity via a satellite feed from the van, it hit me that I was about to go face-to-face with millions of viewers. I stared into the black hole of the camera’s eye. While the screen was a black, vacant space, I focused my eyes on the bright pin light by the lens. I was now keenly aware that America was watching… and I was ready.


Or was I? I was once again nervous and worried that I could possibly freeze up during the interview. I was having an entire dialogue with myself inside my head. Hannity would be speaking to me any minute. What if I make a fool of myself in front of the entire nation? Television viewers would be tuned in, in seconds: What if they wonder why this unknown Chinese woman is stepping into the national spotlight, a total novice? I thought: Do I look nervous? How do I look? Should I smile? What if he asks questions and I do not have the answers?


Then I heard that familiar voice setting up our segment for his audience. And then I heard him speaking to me! Hannity started by asking me what had happened to me back in China. He mentioned how I was six years old when the Cultural Revolution started, and then he asked me to explain what I had seen and experienced. Just like at that June 8 school board meeting, I knew that I had very little time to make my key points. I went straight into why this inexperienced Chinese woman was there speaking on the topic of schools and CRT, expanding on what I had told the school board. Hannity was kind enough to let me run with it.


When I was finished with my segment, which also included former US congressman Jason Chaffetz sharing airtime with me, I felt good about what I had said and how I had come across. It felt like I was doing God’s will. I’m not religious, but I believe there’s something greater than me guiding my way. Afterward, when I watched the replay of myself on the segment, I was like, “Oh, my God!” It’s really difficult seeing yourself on TV. You can’t help but be your own worst critic. All in all, once I got past my initial reaction to seeing myself, I felt quite good about how I had done, and most importantly, I believe the viewers received my most important points in the way that I had hoped.


Once my appearance on Hannity was posted on YouTube and I was able to view it, all of my worries washed away. More than six thousand comments from viewers had been posted and they were overwhelmingly positive. What really pleased me was seeing reactions from people who have lived under Communism in countries such as China, Vietnam, Cuba, Poland, Romania, Russia, and Serbia. They shared their own stories about their families and what they had seen and experienced, saying that I had been absolutely right in relating my experiences growing up in Communist China to what’s going on in America. That was important to me because it validated my story and solidified that what I was doing was not just right, but vital.


My appearance on Hannity set other things in motion for me. Soon I was taking requests from not only other media outlets but also various organizations and political action committees wanting me to share my story and perspectives. The next big thing I was invited to was the Conservative Political Action Conference (CPAC) 2021 America Uncanceled event in Dallas. It was live, with thousands of conservatives in attendance. I was on a panel with three attorneys—two of them had worked for the Trump administration and one had worked for President George W. Bush. I was worried afterward that I didn’t do very well, considering my lack of previous experience speaking before large crowds. But I managed to say the most important thing that needed to be said: the Communist infiltration in America is complete; it is absolutely everywhere. I also said we are in a war, a war of life and death for our country. We received a standing ovation afterward. It was very moving. I must have touched so many by sharing my story, as many came up to me after I spoke, some even asking to give me a hug. That further bolstered my confidence.


The next big event for me was a Heritage Action Sentinels conference held in November 2021 in Orlando, Florida. After I gave my speech, people told me it brought tears to their eyes. It was basically the same message I had been proclaiming elsewhere, about Communism and how it has already taken root here in America. Around that time, I also did interviews with Glenn Beck and Newt Gingrich, among others. During my interview with the former Speaker, he said to me, “You have to write a book. When you finish that book, we’re going to have to have another interview.” I took his words to heart.


I’ve had similar experiences and reactions from other interviews and appearances I’ve been involved with. That includes one of the best in-depth interviews I’ve had, which was with Jan Jekielek, host of American Thought Leaders, a program produced by the Epoch Times. Other similar speaking or interview opportunities for me have included speaking with Moms for America in front of the National School Boards Association, as well as speaking out against co-parenting with the government for the Independent Women’s Forum in front of the Capitol. I appeared on a panel in Dr. Ben Carson’s anti-CRT rally in Loudoun County and did many other interviews on Fox News and Newsmax. I also received recognition from Mark Levin, the conservative radio host and bestselling author, who played a segment of my school board speech on his radio show.


Next came Twitter.


It is said that one of the fastest ways to spread information is through word of mouth. In order to continue sharing my story and warning of the dangers of Communism in our country and to encourage people to step off the sidelines and into this fight, I began to ramp up my social media activity. So, I took my battle to Twitter, where I am able to engage with people from both sides.


Before I became an activist, my only social media footprint was on Instagram where I would share my photos. (What many people don’t know about me is that I am an amateur, but serious, photographer. Even with my pictures on Instagram, I was never an influencer.) Stepping up my social media game in the political arena has been quite the experience, and I am still feeling out the best way to present myself and my messaging. It is quite the roller-coaster ride for me. I was quite surprised when one of my tweets received about two million views. It’s a high-wire act for me at times and can be nerve-racking, holding my breath as I read comments. When I see that my message is resonating with users, it can be quite exciting and gives me so much hope that together we can save our country.


One of my first engagements on Twitter was memorable. It was with a woman—obviously a liberal—who also lived in Loudoun County. I had posted about the Pledge of Allegiance and she responded by claiming people were being “forced to pledge to the American flag.”


Are you calling this oppression? For real?


“I don’t know about you,” I wrote back, “but I lived under Communism, and that is REAL oppression. I can’t say much about why you hate America this much, but we are going to teach OUR children to love this country because this is the best country in the world.”


She did not respond.


I did not expect that I also would eventually engage in a fierce Twitter exchange with Nikole Hannah-Jones, author of the infamous 1619 Project. On February 26, 2023, I responded to a tweet from Hannah-Jones that condemned “the narrative of American Exceptionalism.” I replied on Twitter, “Yourself and I, an immigrant from China with 200 borrowed dollars in my pocket when I arrived more than 30 yrs ago, are the proof of American Exceptionalism.” She then demanded that I be specific. So I replied: “Natural rights is unique to American founding. Bc of it we were able to abolish slavery, Jim Crow, anti-Chinese laws… to allow individuals to succeed. What is not unique to America is slavery, which still exists today. Ppl fighting for human rights in China are jailed by CCP.” A crowd of Twitter users joined the debate. It was a marvelous sight to behold. Twitter as a platform allows me to directly challenge Hannah-Jones when the left-controlled mainstream media only cheers her on. To my surprise, the conservative media widely reported the story the next day. More TV and radio interviews followed. My message was really getting out. I loved it.


Many people with whom I have interacted via social media have been good sources of encouragement for me. I need such support in a world where ideas and words are all we have, when in any other setting, fists, swords, or pistols would possibly be used. One friendly Twitter follower once said something really touching to me, writing: “Please continue to shout on the rooftop. You need to tell us, you know, what we’re dealing with here, with your own experience.”


That’s the kind of support that tells me my voice has become a powerful influence in the fight against American Marxists. I am now totally committed to this mission, and you will definitely hear more from me in public forums.


When I think about how far I have come since this journey began, it shocks me to see all I am doing that I couldn’t even imagine doing had I not taken the chance. I hope that when people read my story, they will become inspired and maybe believe in themselves enough to speak out and step up in the fight for America.


First, though, let me take you back to the China of the 1960s and 1970s, and tell you about what I saw and experienced as a schoolgirl during the turbulent, decade-long Cultural Revolution. As I take you on this journey, I will point out the eerie parallels between what took place then and what is happening now across America.















CHAPTER 2



Growing Up in Mao’s China


[image: image]


When I see sickles on Communist flags, I often think about my poor little fingers.


After entering the fifth grade at the age of ten in the midst of the Cultural Revolution, we were sent to the countryside for a month to live with the peasants, where we helped with what was called “double-task season.” This included harvesting early-season rice and planting the rice shoots for the later summer season. This wasn’t just some simple field trip. It was the real deal. Mao’s orders.


I used a sickle for the first time to cut the rice stalks, and, like so many of my classmates, I cut my fingers many times. One student almost severed her little finger.


Let me back up some. My young life growing up in China was divided into two distinct parts: life before the Cultural Revolution and life after. It was like day and night, the calm before the chaos.


I was six going on seven when the Cultural Revolution started in 1966. It was a sudden thing, or at least it seemed that way to my almost-seven-year-old self. I don’t recall much about life during the time prior to the start of the Cultural Revolution, only that it was peaceful and uneventful for me, in the way that it should be for children. The Cultural Revolution was a political campaign launched by Mao Zedong, China’s supreme ruler, with the goal of rooting out all capitalist/bourgeois elements in the Chinese Communist Party (CCP) and all levels of the government in order to prevent the derailment of Chinese socialism. It was a campaign of all campaigns that turned China upside down.
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The author (far right) with friends and neighbors in China in April 1969










I was born to parents who belonged to the revolutionary cadre class, which was made up of CCP bureaucrats similar to civil service employees in America. Both had joined the Communist Revolution as progressive and idealistic youths who shared the vision projected by the Chinese Communist Party—to “liberate the oppressed from the oppression of the oppressors.” We lived in the city of Chengdu in the Sichuan province. Because my parents were cadres, we were considered a privileged class. We were given the privilege of sharing a bathroom with four families, while many had to share a community outhouse that served an entire building of residents. Our five-person family was given the privilege of sharing one and a half rooms, while many others were forced to share a single room as multigenerational families. The shared kitchen was one room that each of the families occupied, a tiny space for a coal stove and a little table. That was my home until age sixteen, when I was sent to live in the countryside, where I would essentially work as a peasant.
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The author in Tiananmen Square in November 1986 after obtaining her US visa










My greatest privilege growing up was that I was spared the hunger and starvation that many of my fellow countrymen suffered. I was considered well fed even though we only had the very basics. As a little girl, I had a constant yearning for sweets. One day, I noticed a container of what appeared to be white sugar on the kitchen shelf. I couldn’t believe my eyes! When there was no one around, I got hold of a chair, climbed on it, and grabbed that container right off the shelf! I eagerly put a heaping spoonful of it into my mouth. Imagine my surprise when I found out that what I had taken for sugar was actually salt! To me, this little incident from my youth seems so symbolic of Communism itself—deprivation and deception, which now it seems so many young Americans cannot comprehend.


Since the work of both of my parents required them to be away from home for long periods of time, they enrolled me in the boarding option at my school, where I lived six days out of the week. Being a boarding student was like living in an orphanage. Again, I found myself more fortunate than so many others. There was a teacher at my school who really cared about me. The students called her Teacher Huang. She was my saving grace. She was a young woman and a new teacher. In fact, my class was the first class she taught at the school. She really took a liking to me. The feeling was mutual. She was like a surrogate mother who took it upon herself to look out for me. I don’t remember much about being in class or what was being taught, but I do remember my time with her.


On Sundays, when my parents were unable to come and take me home, Teacher Huang and her newly wedded husband would take me to the zoo or to parks. Those are the good memories that stand out for me before everything changed so quickly and so violently with the storm that would be known as the Cultural Revolution.


It was spring of 1966—for me, the second semester of first grade—when the Revolution started, and schools were immediately affected. One of my earliest and most vivid memories of the Cultural Revolution was the sudden appearance of giant posters in the school cafeteria (the only indoor space with high wall space for posters), denouncing teachers and school administrators. They were called “big-character posters,” characterized by large lettering and cartoon-like depictions that were drawn so big they could be seen and read from a distance. By design, they were made large enough to intimidate and strike fear into people, and they were effective. They were the social media back then. Just like today’s social media, anyone could post a poster—anyone except those who were the target of the Revolution, to be more precise.


How would I describe what I saw and felt? Chaos, frenzied commotion, fear, and bewilderment. What was happening?!


I was too young to fully understand the content of the posters, but I could tell they were critical of the school’s administrators and teachers. I remember one poster with eye-catching drawings attacking a certain female teacher for dressing nicely and wearing heels. She was being condemned and admonished for being “bourgeois,” the people despised and openly disparaged by Mao. Soon afterward, the attacks escalated. One day, I saw a group of older students follow this teacher and call her names. They eventually surrounded her and started to spit on her. Before long, she was covered in spit from head to toe.


I also remember another teacher from my school, and her husband, who had adopted a daughter because they were unable to have children of their own. For that, she was accused of oppressing and exploiting a helpless orphan child. The older students raided her home—it was just a single room in a faculty dorm where teachers were housed. Nothing was sacred—not a person’s personal belongings, nor their homes.


After the raid on the teacher’s home, I remember seeing their adopted daughter at the back corner of the building in an area that had been reconfigured into a communal kitchen. The girl, who was about ten years old, was in a squatting position on the floor and crying uncontrollably, her head buried between her arms and legs. Her mom had been taken away by the students for a struggle session (public shaming). I was really confused. The students claimed to defend this little girl against her oppressive parents, but they made her cry. During my boarding time at the school, I had seen a lot of this teacher’s daughter after school on campus, and she seemed to be a happy girl, loved by her parents. What was going on?


One day, I walked into the classroom and saw a message on the blackboard: No classes for three days. It had been written there by my teacher, who obviously did not know those three days would turn into almost two years. There was no official school announcement about the closure. The fact is, there was no one running the school, as all the school administrators were ousted from their positions.


No one was prepared for it. Everyone was shocked. Like I said, day and night. One day it was school learning as usual; the next day all hell was breaking loose. I think me telling my parents that night about what was going on at school is how they found out about it. I don’t remember their reaction. Probably not much, because both of them were busy dealing with the hell that was breaking loose in their workplaces as well. It was through some older kids that I eventually learned that school would be closed indefinitely. In fact, it wouldn’t be until late 1967 that Mao’s Cultural Revolution Committee issued an order for schools to reopen with the slogan “Carry on the revolution in the classroom.”


There was no school and no parental supervision, as the parents were caught up in the Cultural Revolution at work. That meant studying the latest instruction from Mao or the Central Cultural Revolution Committee, participating in self-criticism to see whether we were in line with the instruction, and holding struggle sessions for those found to be out of line with the Party on any given day. As children, we were free to roam around outside. It afforded me a front-row seat for the Cultural Revolution as it played out on the streets. I saw so many “struggle sessions,” a form of public trials that intended to brutally shame and denounce the targeted individuals, and parades of trucks full of people who were deemed enemies of the people, with their sins and crimes written on a big sign they had to wear over their chests and a tall paper cone hat on their heads. The signs included their names written in large characters with lines crossing them out, as if to symbolize the very existence of these men had been canceled. All I knew was that they must have been really bad people. Why else were the Red Guards calling them out in the open for everyone to see and denounce? I have the entire Chapter 6 devoted to this topic of the Red Guards. In short, they were the indoctrinated and mobilized youths who vowed to carry out the Cultural Revolution by loyally following Mao’s orders.


One day, I was outside watching a rally with a friend of mine when a line of trucks came by with men in the back, all of whom wore those large signs and tall cone hats. As fate would have it, one of the men on the truck happened to be my friend’s father. On his signboard was his name, crossed out and replaced with the phrase “little reptile,” which meant he was a follower of a denounced Party leader. My friend started crying upon seeing her father disparaged and humiliated like that. At that moment, it hit me that it could just as well have been my father, because my father was a low-ranking cadre just like my friend’s father. I prayed that my father would not do anything wrong to be caught and paraded, too.


What I witnessed in Chengdu was happening all over China. The Red Guards would run down whole streets. Practically no one was off-limits from Red Guard persecution—even Li Jingquan, the governor of the Sichuan province, was subjected to a struggle session, which I witnessed.


Eventually, the Red Guards started fighting among themselves because of factional disputes, with each side asserting that they were the only true representative of Maoist thought. The violence escalated to something that looked like a civil war. One day, a stray bullet struck just below our window when we were having dinner. If it had been just a little bit higher, it would have entered our home and one of us might have been badly injured, or worse. It was at that time we started to see posters everywhere on the streets with photos of the dead, allegedly killed by one Red Guard faction or another. I remember especially well one such poster with photos of a mutilated body with eyes gouged out and the body cut open. I had nightmares because of it for a long time.


One day, we heard loud music coming from a distance. The music was a Chinese funeral march and it sounded awful and scary. We all stopped what we were doing and started running toward the sound of the ominous music. Information was passed back through the throngs of people, letting us know that it was a corpse parade. The corpse parade was designed to gain public sympathy for one faction of the Red Guard over another by demonstrating themselves as victims of a competing cruel and inhuman faction. Just as I got close enough, I was overcome with fear and suddenly stopped. I realized that if I continued forward, I would never be able to unsee what I was going to see. Yet, my imagination filled in the horrific scene that I did not see, and I was haunted by endless nightmares. Sadly, my uncle died of cancer in a hospital during that time. Because the Red Guards were ransacking hospital morgues for bodies and claiming them as murdered comrades to boost the size of their corpse parade, my mother had to help my aunt arrange to have his body cremated as fast as possible.


Those were chaotic times, not just on the streets, but at home, too. With both of my parents absent from home so much, I was given the job of taking care of my sister, three years younger than me. That’s when I became her “mother,” taking care of her and myself most of the time until after 1969, when things quieted down somewhat. Meanwhile, my little brother was placed in the care of a couple.


When schools were finally reopened at the end of 1967, I was classified as a first-semester fourth grader, as if no one even noticed we missed so much school time. (I am reminded of this today as American children suffer after being deprived of their education, not by COVID, but by the bad COVID school closure policies mandated by most state governments in 2020.)


The school I returned to was no longer the school I attended before the Cultural Revolution. Old textbooks were now banned, but no new textbooks had been procured yet to replace them. The only new textbook provided was a collection of Mao’s quotations, commonly known as The Little Red Book. All academic study was replaced by reading Mao’s Little Red Book. We not only recited Mao’s quotations, we also sang songs that were composed of his quotes.
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