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The Joy of Siblings in Harmony

“One of life’s greatest joys is to have one’s parents alive and one’s siblings safe

and well.” — Mencius

There is deep wisdom in Mencius’s words. The pleasures that come from wealth,
success, and status can never compare with the warmth, comfort, and security that

family brings.

When my parents were alive, every trip home during the holidays felt like a refuge
from the world. The gains and losses, worries and pressures of daily life seemed to
remain outside the door. The sight of my parents’ gentle smiles and the sound of my

hometown dialect filled me with happiness and peace.



After my parents passed away, the home that had always called me back seemed
to lose some of its pull. My brothers and sisters became occupied with their own

families, and gradually the large, lively family we once shared grew more distant.

Now that we have all entered the autumn of our lives, we are more aware of how
quickly time passes and more appreciative of the opportunities to be together.
Whenever we meet, we revisit childhood memories, recall our years of growing up,
share life lessons, and talk about our children and grandchildren. In those moments of

laughter, the warmth of the past seems to return.

This four-day family reunion was tightly scheduled, yet every detail reflected the
care and thoughtfulness of my family. On the afternoon of July 3, when we arrived in
Guiyang, my second brother and Xiaofei were already waiting for us at the station.
Jason was given the best seat in Xiaofei’s spacious car—a massage seat—and was

treated like an honored guest.

At Xiaofei’s home, comfortable rooms had been prepared for us, more pleasant
than a hotel. That evening, we enjoyed a delicious feast of local specialties at a nearby

restaurant and experienced the warmth of genuine family hospitality.

The next day, Xiaofei took six of us—our eldest sister, Liang Ge, my second
brother, Jason, and me—to visit Tianhetan Scenic Area. Surrounded by mountains,
waterfalls, rivers, and caves, the landscape was breathtaking. As we enjoyed the

scenery, we also enjoyed the rare opportunity to reconnect and share family stories.

That evening, Xiaofei showed us Jiaxiu Tower, one of Guiyang’s most famous
landmarks, and we admired the city’s beautiful night views. The blend of historic
architecture and modern city lights revealed Guiyang’s unique charm and brought a

perfect end to the day.

On the third day, Xiaofei drove us back to our hometown, Zhongping Guantian,

where all seven of us brothers and sisters were born and raised.



The first thing that caught my eye was our old family house, both familiar and
strangely unfamiliar after so many years. Its green-tiled roof with red trim, white walls,
and red pillars looked neat and vibrant. Beside the spacious courtyard stood the walnut
tree under which | used to read and draw as a child. It remains tall and full of life, as

though quietly guarding our childhood memories.

It was midsummer. Green rice fields and cornfields stretched across the
countryside beneath rolling hills. The familiar rural landscape felt welcoming and

comforting.

Returning home, the most important thing was visiting our parents’ graves.
Following local tradition, we lit incense and candles, burned paper offerings, and

expressed our love and longing for them.

Standing before their graves, memories came flooding back. Although my parents
have long since passed away, they have never truly left our lives. | silently told them
about the years that had passed, the changes in our family, and the stories of our lives,

as if they were still listening.

| have always believed that paying respects to our ancestors is more than a
tradition; it is a continuation of family love. No matter how much time passes, parents
live on in the hearts of their children. Visiting them with gratitude and remembrance is

our simplest way of repaying their love and sacrifice.

Family traditions remain alive in our hometown. The men sat beneath the walnut
tree chatting and recalling old memories, while our hardworking nieces and
grandnieces bustled about preparing meals. Laughter filled the courtyard, and the

warmth of family could be felt everywhere.

During the day, the countryside was full of life and activity. At night, free from the
noise and bright lights of the city, it became peaceful and cool. Many young people are

not accustomed to such a quiet pace and often return to the city before nightfall.



I, however, found it hard to leave. This place holds not only the familiar mountains

and fields of my childhood, but also precious memories and deep family bonds.

Eventually, it was time to say goodbye to Xiaofei and his family. He had worked
tirelessly to make this reunion possible and needed to return to his life and work in

Guiyang.

After parting from him, we traveled with Xiaoqin’s family to Weng’an County. As
our car pulled away from the village, | kept looking back at the land | knew so well,

carrying with me both a sense of loss and a heart full of warm memories.

On the fourth day, we reunited with my eldest brother and Xiaoqin’s family in
Weng’an. To spend more time together, both my second and third brothers stayed on as

well.

As always, Xiaoqgin and Xiaolu took charge of organizing the gathering. In the
morning, we visited a waterfall and later went to a countryside resort, where we enjoyed

the mountain scenery and a generous farm-style lunch.

What | remember most vividly was our final dinner at my eldest brother’s home.
The dishes were simple but delicious: pork and red bean stew, cured pork with
shredded radish, steamed egg custard, and stir-fried green peppers. Each dish carried

the unmistakable taste of home.

These meals reflected not only skill and effort, but also love and affection. During
dinner, Xiaolu enthusiastically shared his cooking tips for the steamed eggs and

peppers, adding a touch of fun to the occasion.

After a few drinks, everyone became more talkative. Stories, jokes, and memories

flowed freely around the table.

My eldest brother looked energetic and cheerful. Usually a quiet man, he spoke

at length this time. My second brother remained as humorous as ever, expressing pride



in the achievements of family members and younger generations. My third brother was
still carefree and easygoing. After a few drinks, he occasionally lost his train of thought,

but together with my second brother he kept everyone laughing.

My sister-in-law had only recently been discharged from the hospital. Though still
somewhat tired, she was drawn into the lively conversations. Her favorite stories were
about my childhood. She reminded everyone how | would cry and complain whenever

things did not go my way, sending the whole table into laughter.

| had hoped to share some of my own reflections on life, but every time | tried to
speak, another story or joke took over the conversation. In the end, | simply listened.
Watching my brothers and sisters laugh and talk around the table, | realized that this

rare reunion was itself one of life’s greatest joys.

For many years | have studied Buddhism. Though enlightenment remains far
beyond me, Buddhism has taught me to observe my own mind and better understand
the roots of suffering. Buddhist scriptures tell us that after attaining enlightenment, the

Buddha’s first thought was to benefit all beings, including his own family.

| often think that if | can share even a small amount of what | have learned,
helping my family worry less and live more peacefully, it would be worthwhile. Yet
bringing Buddhist principles into daily life and influencing others is not easy, nor should

it ever be forced. | am still learning myself.

On our final morning, only my three brothers and | sat together for breakfast. Most
of the usual topics had already been discussed, so | finally had a chance to talk about
greed, anger, and ignorance—the three root causes of suffering in Buddhist teaching.
When difficulties arise, we can learn to look inward and turn those moments into

opportunities for growth and understanding.



My brothers listened attentively. They agreed that understanding principles is
easy; living by them is much harder. Their comments reminded me of a verse by Master

Shenxiu: “Always polish the mirror diligently and never let dust settle upon it.”

True practice is not mysterious. It means examining ourselves daily, correcting

our mistakes, and gradually returning to inner peace.

My brothers modestly said that they had little formal education and limited
knowledge of Buddhism. So, | shared the story of Huineng, the Sixth Patriarch, who
achieved profound awakening despite having little schooling. Buddhism is ultimately
about practice, not intellectual knowledge. | hope my family will continue to cultivate
kindness, do good deeds, reduce unnecessary worries, and live the rest of their lives

with greater happiness and peace.

Throughout this reunion, | was deeply touched by the love and care of my family.
From the rides they arranged to every thoughtfully prepared meal, everything reflected

their affection and generosity.

As the years pass, | understand Mencius’s words more deeply than ever. Wealth,
success, and status eventually fade. Family love endures. Having journeyed through
more than half of life, | have come to realize that family is life’s most lasting and

precious treasure.

May we all cherish our time together, treasure the people we love, and leave no

regrets where love is concerned.



