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Echoes of Time by Winnie Mo

Siblings are like little streams—starting from the same spring, but each
flowing in its own direction. We never really know what kind of people the kids
around us will grow up to be—their personalities, their paths, their choices all get
shaped by time and the world around them. There’s an old Chinese saying: “At three,
you see eighty,” meaning a child’s early traits can shape their whole life. But life has
taught me that personality is just a seed. What really matters is the soil and the

weather—the ups and downs, the sunshine and storms that life brings.

There were seven kids in my family. The oldest and youngest were girls, and
the five in between were boys. | was the youngest, and everyone called me
“Yaomei,” the little sister. When my oldest sister got married, | was a little kid. My
parents worked incredibly hard to raise such a big family. Looking back now, it's hard
to imagine how they managed to get through those tough years.

My sister the first to married, my oldest brother wed soon after. His wife—my

sister-in-law—quickly became my mom’s right-hand woman. She was incredibly



capable, almost like Wang Xifeng from Dream of the Red Chamber—managing the
household with skill and confidence. At that time, my mom was overwhelmed with
taking care of the whole family, so my sister-in-law stepped in and took charge of

looking after me.

She combed my hair, taught me how to do simple housework, show me how
to read and write, and even walked me to school. | hated going to school back
then—my parents had to scare me with a stick just to get me out the door and when

my sister-in-law came with me, | felt safe enough to get into the school.

In the village where | grew up, once a child got married, they’d move out and
start their own household. If they couldn’t build a house, their parents would give
them a room, and they’d manage their own food and daily work. It was a kind of
tradition—a way of passing on responsibility. My brother and sister-in-law lived with

us for a year before they moved out.

Even after they moved, not much changed in our daily lives. When | was six,
my sister-in-law had her first baby girl. | was thrilled—it felt like | had a new
playmate. From then on, | was happy to go to school, because | knew I'd get to play
with the baby when | got home. Then came two baby boys, and naturally, my sister-
in-law’s attention shifted to her own kids. She started caring less about me, and even

got a bit critical. | felt like | was being pushed aside, and it made me uneasy.

| often heard grown-ups talk about how sister-in-laws could be mean to their
younger sisters-in-law, and with my own experiences, | started feeling anxious and
unhappy. As my parents got older, my brother and sister-in-law took on more
responsibility at home. | realized that if | wanted a way out, | had to focus on school.
So, | worked hard and got into a teacher’s college—a place everyone admired
because it guaranteed a stable job. Back then, the government paid for everything—
food, housing, tuition. That was when | started feeling confident. My life was finally

my own.

Once there were no more conflicts over money or control, our relationship
naturally got better. My sister-in-law became kinder, and | did my best to help her
kids with their studies whenever | could.



More than anything, | knew | had to leave the mountains and see the world.
My dad always said, “Read ten thousand books, travel ten thousand miles,” and that
saying quietly grew in my heart. | knew that only by learning and exploring could |

change my life—and maybe inspire the younger ones in our family to do the same.

Life has a way of helping those who hold on to their dreams. When China was
swept up in the wave of xia hai—a movement where people left their hometowns to
seek opportunities in coastal cities. | made a bold decision and stepped out of my
comfort zone, leaving behind a secure teaching job to dive into the unpredictable
world of business. | headed to Shenzhen, chasing the dream of reaching Hong

Kong.

During that journey, | was so focused on moving forward that | didn’t have
time to look back. Everyone in the family was busy with their own lives, working hard,
dealing with their own struggles. We all knew that those years were filled with

bittersweet memories that we didn’t always talk about.

Now, I've come to understand a line from the Diamond Sutra: “All things are
like a dream, an illusion, a bubble, a shadow.” Life is short. What matters most is
living in the moment and cherishing what we have. In the quiet rhythm of everyday
work, and during holidays, | get to feel the warmth of family and friends’ connection

and enjoy the beauty of nature.

This holiday, | decided to visit my two nephews in Putian- | hadn’t seen in
years. The childish faces | remembered had grown into strong, confident men. | was
so impressed by how thoughtful, respectful, and warm they were. Their maturity
showed me that real wisdom doesn’t come from books—it’s built slowly through life’s

ups and downs.

In just a few days, they worked together to make sure | was well-fed,
comfortable, and happy, without a single complaint. Their care made this trip feel
extra special. Their trust and kindness reminded me of the warmth of family and
made me reflect on what family really means. In the end, all those
misunderstandings and worries from my younger days quietly faded away—
becoming gentle echoes of time.



