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Cecilia Amaya
My Life in New York
Hello! My name is Cecilia. I’ve lived in Queens, New York for five years. I came here from El
Salvador in 2000. I first came to New Jersey but a better job opportunity took me to New York
in 2012. Now I am a home health aide in Manhattan.
I wake up at 6 am, brush my teeth, and do my chores. For example, I cook my breakfast, wash
the dishes, and if my stove is dirty I clean it. I also clean the floor, the bathroom, and the
bedroom. If I have dirty clothes I wash them and then take a shower and get dressed. At 12 pm I
take the train because I start work at 1 pm.
I like to spend my free time in stores when it is the winter season, but in summer I like to go to
the park, beaches, museums and many other places. I like to visit my family and friends all the
time. My family lives in New Jersey far away from me, but anyway, I try to go see them twice a
month.
My family is small. I have two sisters, a brother, six nieces, and my parents. I feel blessed
because we are all together. My mother had a bad accident last year but she is better now. My
father is a strong man and healthy. My nieces study in New Jersey near their homes. They are
intelligent girls.
I am friendly but I am a little shy. Every day try to talk with others.
I got married in 2014. I feel happy and comfortable. We don’t have children but we are happy.
I live in a small apartment with roommates. Sometimes it’s difficult for me because everyone has
a different way of life. In New Jersey I lived by myself. I’m thinking about moving back to New
Jersey. There it’s easy to get a better job. I’ll probably change jobs because New York City is too
expensive and my salary is low.
I need to learn more English and get a better job. I need to change my life because in my opinion
I don’t do anything important in my life but I can do something important in the future.
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Good and Bad Moments about Money in my Life
My name is Cecilia. I came from my country El Salvador seventeen years ago to escape the war,
gangs, and lack of opportunities. I am a poor person but in my country I was poorer than now. I
feel blessed to be here because this country gave me an opportunity to live here. When I first
came here, I worked hard in many factories, car washes, restaurants, and many more jobs. A few
years later, I felt financially solvent but I never saved any money because I thought it wasn't
important.
In 2005, I had a bad car accident. My hands and back were seriously injured, I lost my job, and I
was on disability for fifteen months. It was then that I learned that it’s important to save money
because I didn't have any money to pay for my rent, transportation, utilities, food, and many
more things. Every day I cried because it was sad for me. After I got off disability I found a new
job and started to save money because I didn’t know when I would need emergency money
again.
Years later I had $10,000 in savings but a cousin called me from my country and he told me that
his daughter had a serious illness and he needed money to save her life, so I lent him all my
money. I lost my money and my cousin too because I never heard anything more about them. I
felt sad because it was my money and my effort of many years.
But now I feel better and happy because I’m saving money again, I have a job, and I feel healthy.
In my opinion, no matter if you have money or if it’s difficult to live, always say thank you for
everything.
My Favorite Foods
I am a person with some problems because I like to eat a lot, but I like to cook too. I try to cook
different dishes from new recipes that I find on TV shows, in the newspaper, or from a friend.
But in my country my grandmother made me pupusas. Pupusas is a Spanish dish. My
grandmother prepared them with blended red beans, special mozzarella cheese, and pork skin.
Everything was put into special mashed corn. They were very delicious. Now I try to make them
for my family and friends.
Went I came to the USA, I found different delicious dishes, for example Italian, Arabic, Asian,
and American food. I like American breakfasts: pancakes, omelets, and orange juice. For Arabic
food, I like kebabs with brown rice. For Italian food, I like spaghetti with meatballs. And for
Asian food, my favorite is salmon with sesame broccoli and oven-baked potatoes.
I don’t have any allergies to food, but one time I ate fish and I had an allergic reaction. I went to
the doctor and he said he didn’t know what happened—maybe the fish had been out of the
refrigerator for a long time.
I like to eat fruit, for example, oranges, mangos, pineapples, cantaloupes, watermelon, bananas,
grapes, pears, apples, coconuts, and many more.
Health Story
In 2012 my uncle went to the emergency room because he had difficulty breathing and the
internal doctor was there to talk to him about cardiac problems. A few days later, the doctor did
many heart tests and told my uncle he needed heart surgery.
But my uncle gave them false information about his health. He didn’t tell them he smoked 30 or
40 cigarettes a day and drank a lot too. When the doctor opened his chest, the veins were black
from smoking which caused thrombosis in his brain and lungs. When the doctors did the
operation my uncle went into a coma.
Now he lives in Texas with a sister but he can’t talk, eat by himself, or walk. He lost all mobility.
He tried therapy but it was not enjoyable for him. He just smiles, breathes with a tank of oxygen,
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and needs a wheelchair to move and a special bed. It’s difficult for him and others. He was only
40 years old when the problem started.
Because he isn’t getting better, his children feel worried because he is in bad condition. We are
worried too because every day he fights with many illnesses; for example, pneumonia,
bronchitis, fever, flu, ulcers, and many more difficulties. They have to bring him to therapy, help
him from place to place, and take a shower and move him every two hours. It’s hard for
everyone to take care of him.
My Current Job
I am a home health aide. I work for Premier Home Health Care. I am a person who likes to help
others. I enjoy spending my time with people who need my help. My patient is a nice person;
every day he is waiting for me happy with a smile when he sees me. He just speaks Italian and
English, so I try to practice my English with him. It’s funny because he corrects me every time I
don’t pronounce a word correctly. His family is nice to me. I feel like one of their relatives.
I enjoy my job and enjoy practicing my English with my patient. But the first day I felt nervous
because I didn’t know who my patient was. But days later, I felt better because he is a good guy.
Some days we play bingo and sometimes he talks to me about his life. When he was a child he
lived in Pennsylvania with his parents and eight siblings.
We also do exercise and watch TV shows and TV news in English. When he feels sad, we look at
photos and he tells me about many trips he took in his life. He went on many cruises and went to
many different countries. He was a person who did everything himself but now he needs help all
the time because ten years ago he had a bad stroke. But day by day he tries to exercise, take
medication, feel happy, enjoy time with his family, and be more optimistic about his life. God
bless him and his family. I hope I can work a long time with him.
My Father Is Still Alive Now
My father’s name is Andres. He was born in Cabanas, El Salvador. He is 77 years old. Now he
lives in Kearny, New Jersey with my mother, my sister, and his four granddaughters. He’s a little
taller than me and a little fatter too. My face looks like his.
He is retired now but he worked as a truck driver in my country for almost 40 years. In this
country he worked at a printing factory for five years. He is responsible and he’s a gentleman.
When I was a child, he was always worried about our education and he made sure we had a
house and food, and that everyone was healthy. Now he takes care of my mother because last
year she had an accident in their home. He was a healthy man when he was young, but now he
has many illnesses as a consequence of age.
I remember when I was a child we visited many parks, beaches, and relatives’ homes. We got
together with a lot of family members and friends. He enjoys spending time with family. Last
year his granddaughter got married and next year another granddaughter will get married too.
He feels happy and proud about that.
We lived through many beautiful and bad days. I felt sad when he punished me or gave me a
time-out, but now I’m thankful for every time he corrected me. I love him.
When I was nine years old he had a bad car accident. I remember when I saw first him in the
hospital, it was very hard for me because he couldn’t move. He was in bad condition, but the bad
moments have past and better times have come. When he came to the USA our lives changed
because this is a different country and there are other opportunities for us. We have had many
beautiful experiences.
He is a lovely father, grandfather, husband, family member, and friend. Now he can’t drive
because his reactions are very slow. Now he likes to spend time with my mom in parks near their
home, visit friends and relatives, and watch TV, and in the summer he grows plants in his yard,
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paints the house, and fixes many thing at home. He doesn’t like to cook but tries to for my
mother. Now he has a relaxing life.
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Shu Fang Chen
My Life in New York
My name is Shu Fang Chen. I am from China. I came to the U.S. seven years ago. I live in New
York. I like my neighborhood.
I have one son. He is in college. He goes to college upstate. I miss him. In my free time, I like to
lie in bed and watch TV. I like to eat ice cream, but l can’t eat too much because when I eat ice
cream my body feels cold.
I have been studying English for two years. I can speak a little but I can’t spell. I really want to
write well in English. Now I have to study hard. This year my teacher is Jon. He teaches very
well. I think after this year I will be able to speak and spell well.
I like to cook. When I have a day off, I usually buy seafood and meat. I always cook soup because
I like to eat soup.
I work in a nail salon. I have been doing this for six years. I don’t really like to do this, but I need
to make money.
About Money
When I was twenty-three years old, I lost my gold necklace and gold bracelet.
One morning at 7:00 am I was walking along the street, when suddenly one thief took my
necklace and bracelet. I was very scared. At the time there weren’t any other people on the
street. I yelled loudly. There was one man far way. He looked at me but he didn’t come to help
me.
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The thief took my necklace and when he looked at my hand, he took my bracelet too. He ran
down the street to take the bus. After five minutes the man who was far away walked up to me
and said, “Did you lose something?” I was very angry. I didn’t answer him.
After a day all the neighborhood knew about this matter. When I saw my neighbors, all of them
asked me about this matter. People just wanted to know how much money I lost. I didn’t want to
answer them, so I stayed home for a week.
After a month the police called me to go to the police station. When I arrived at the station, I saw
the thief standing there. The police asked me if he was the one who took my necklace and
bracelet. I answered yes. The police told me he sold my necklace and bracelet. “He is poor now,”
they said, “and he does not have any money to return to you.”
Sweet Food
When I was a child, I remember my grandfather really liked to eat sweet food. Sweet food is my
hometown’s local specialty. When my grandfather wanted to eat sweet food, my grandmother
was busy all day because it is difficult to make. She needed to make it for thirteen people to eat
because she had eleven grandchildren. We all liked to eat sweet food. She usually cooked it once
a year for Chinese New Year. We really liked New Year, but my grandmother didn’t like it
because she needed to spend the whole day making it.
In 2005, one day I went to my friend’s house. When I arrived at her house, I smelled a bad
smell. I wanted to ask her, “Why does your house have a bad smell?”
Suddenly she put something in my mouth. I was very scared. She just told me it was a delicious
fruit, but it had a bad smell. She said, “This is a very expensive fruit. I know you’ve never eaten
it. It is especially for you.”
“This is indeed very good,” I said, “but the smell is very bad.” The fruit was durian. After that
time I’ve never eaten it again because I don’t like it.
My School
When I was in elementary school, I never got in trouble in school, but I never understood the
homework, so I didn’t get good grades in school.
In middle school I needed to live at school. I went back home once a week, and every Monday
morning I needed to bring a week’s worth of rice to school. My grades still weren’t good. One
day my mom said, “If you don’t improve your grades after one year, you should drop out of
school.”
In my high school, I still lived at school, but now I had good grades. Every week my mom gave
me thirty yuan, so now I didn’t need to bring rice every week. I was very happy because the rice
was heavy for me. Now I had money. I could buy my favorite food. I didn’t need to eat rice every
day.
Hospital
When I was pregnant with my son in 1995, I was in a clothing shop one day when I got a
stomachache. I called my husband to take me to the hospital. After an hour I saw my doctor. She
said my son was almost coming out. But after one day my son did not come out, so the whole
night my stomach hurt.
The next morning the doctors said I needed to have surgery. When I was in the operating room,
the doctors got everything ready, but then there was a power outage. I was lying on the
operating table and it was very cold. Nobody cared about me. After an hour the doctors told me
there wouldn’t be surgery now, so I needed to give birth by myself.
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When I heard the news, I was sad. I was unlucky. I was in the operating room for three hours
giving birth to my son. Afterwards I felt very cold. When I went back to my hospital room, my
mother gave me two quilts, but I still felt cold and very tired. The nurse told me not to go to
sleep, but I couldn’t keep my eyes open because I hadn’t slept for two days. My mother sat next
to me and kept talking. Now I know mother is the greatest.
Bakery Job
When I came to America, I didn’t know how to speak English. I didn’t know what kind of job I
could do. One day I was walking on the street when I looked at the window of a bakery and saw
they needed a salesperson. I walked into the shop to ask about the job, and a woman asked me,
“Do you speak Cantonese?” I said no, and she told me to leave my phone number and that she
would call me back. After one day, the woman called me to offer me the job, but she needed me
to work early in the morning, 6 am to 10 am—just four hours, $4.25 per hour.
Every morning I woke up at 5:30 am. When I woke up I heard the garbage trucks in the street. I
had never worked at a bakery before, so the first day I didn’t know how to work. I just watched
my colleagues work, but I still didn’t know how to give change. So the first day I did not do
anything. Everyone looked at me like I was crazy. But I knew I had never worked at a bakery
before so I needed time to learn.
After two days I knew how to do the work. After I had worked at the bakery for two weeks, they
changed to another boss, but I still continued working there. The new boss gave me six dollars
an hour. I was very excited and I thought the new boss was a good man.
After two months I quit my job and I found another place to work.
Love Father
My father was born in China. I liked my father. He was very kind, and he was tall and thin. He
had two older sisters and three younger brothers. He was the third child in his family, but he
was the first boy, so my grandparents loved my father very much.
My father got married young. He was a carpenter and a hard worker. Fifteen years after he got
married, he had a little health problem. One day he went to the hospital for a check-up, and
afterwards the hospital told us my father had a heart problem. He couldn’t work too hard, so he
needed to retire early. The doctors told us he needed to relax, and not do heavy jobs or lift heavy
things.
He passed away in 2001. He was 49 years old. I miss my father.
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Xiu Zhen Chen
My Life in New York
I come from China. I have lived in New York for about ten years. I have three children. I have
two daughters and one son. My first daughter is a college student.
I live in Brooklyn with my family. My neighborhood is safe and quiet. My house is next to the
library. My children and I usually go to the library after school. They do their homework there.
I worked before full-time, but I don’t work now because I have English class four days a week. I
need to learn more English, and then I can talk to my children and their teachers.
From Monday to Thursday, I take my daughter and son to school. Then I eat breakfast, and after
that I walk to school. My English class is from 9:00 to 11:00 AM. I like my English class. My
classmates are friendly. My English teacher is Jon.
My First Long Trip
My first job was as a kindergarten teacher’s assistant. At that time, I was very poor. And my
family was poor too. My salary was only 250 yuan monthly. In the second year of my work, our
kindergarten’s leader took us on a long trip during the winter recess. We were going to Beijing
for vacation. We only paid half of the money for this trip. Our kindergarten paid the other half.
This trip cost 2,000 yuan. It was very expensive. I really wanted to go to Beijing, and I could go
by plane for the first time. I was excited but annoyed because I didn’t have enough money.
Then I told the director about my situation. The director told me, “If you want to go, I can lend
you the money.” I was so grateful to her. That summer, we went to Beijing by plane together.
When I flew to Beijing, I felt very excited and curious. In Beijing, we visited the Forbidden City,
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the Ming Tombs, the Summer Palace, and the Great Wall. We were very happy! It was my first
time on the train too. I thought it was perfect.
But on this trip, I spent 1,500 yuan. I needed to pay 1,000 yuan to my director. I was very
worried! “If I don’t spend money, I will pay it off after a few months,” I thought. “I’ll make more
money as soon as I can.” Then, after my work, I helped my friend to sell clothes at night. I
worked from 5:30 to 9:30. I got 20 yuan a night. Although I was tired, I was very happy!
A few months later, my friend’s daughter couldn’t understand her homework. Then my friend
asked me to teach her daughter to do the homework every day. I got the same amount of money.
I was her tutor for three years. The girl’s family lives in New York now. After that I was another
boy’s tutor. I kept this job for two years. The boy’s family was rich, but they were kind to me. I’ll
never regret taking the trip.
An Interesting Story
My middle school’s name was Pei Ying. At that time, almost all of the students lived at the
school. We had to live and eat at the school because we came from villages. We used to go home
once a week. We paid three yuan every day, and we needed to bring twenty pounds of rice every
month to school.
In our village, we had new rice every year. Our rice was good. But when we brought this rice to
school, a worker at the school changed the new rice for old rice. We didn’t like to eat the old rice.
After that, we talked together, and we brought half new and half old rice. Then the worker asked
us, “Why don’t you have new rice?” We told the worker that we didn’t have enough rice to eat at
home, so we bought old rice at the store, because at that time the stores only sold old rice. After
that we could eat better rice.
I Like Durian
A few years ago, my mother-in-law brought a durian from Hong Kong. Because at that time, my
town didn’t have durians for sale. When she came home and opened a box, the box had pieces of
durian in it. It smelled very bad to me. I pinched my nose with my fingers. I went to the
bedroom as soon as I could, and I shut my bedroom door. My husband, mother-in-law, fatherin-law, and his brothers liked eating the durian. They ate it in the dining room. Except me, I
didn’t like it.
Later, my husband thought he could take the durian seeds and skin to our bedroom. He said he
really liked this flavor, but I didn’t. I told him, “You need to brush your teeth and change your
clothes.” He patiently talked to me, and he put the rest of the durian in the refrigerator, and then
he asked me to try it again. But I still didn’t like it.
Over the years, my husband asked me to try durian again and again. Now, I can eat durian.
Whenever I see a durian, I want to eat it. I think durians are healthy, but you shouldn’t eat too
much each day. Durians are my favorite fruit!
An Accident
One day five years ago, I got a call from my husband’s phone, but it was not my husband. A man
said, “I am Zhang. I am your husband’s coworker. Your husband fell down from a ladder when
he was working. I called 911. An ambulance drove him to the hospital. Now he is at the Bellevue
Hospital emergency room.”
I was very scared. I picked up my children from school and we quickly went to the hospital by
taxi. The hospital was very big. I needed to register, then I asked the clerk, “Where is the
emergency room?”
I found it after ten minutes and I talked to the nurse. The nurse said my husband was currently
in surgery. We had no choice but to wait during this period.
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After five hours, the nurse told me my husband’s surgery had been completed and was very
successful. He was moved to the ICU. This was in another building.
I found the ICU and we waited in the lounge. After two hours, a nurse told me we could see my
husband, but only one by one for a moment. I was nervous when I saw my husband. My
husband felt tired. He didn’t want to talk.
After that, the nurse told me, “If you want to know about the operation, you can make a phone
call to ask his doctor.” She gave me his doctor’s telephone number and my daughter contacted
the doctor immediately. The doctor said, “Your husband’s right elbow was injured badly, but his
surgery was successful. Don’t worry.”
After three days, my husband left the hospital and came home. After a month or so in a cast and
a sling, my husband needed to go to physical therapy three times a week. He insisted on
exercising. Now his right hand has recovered.
I Loved My Job
In my country, I was a kindergarten teacher. I loved this job.
After I graduated in 1992, I became a teacher’s assistant. I taught three-year-olds. My class had
twenty children. My partner was a very experienced teacher; she taught me a lot about how to
teach children.
After a few years, I changed to another kindergarten. This was a private school. Here I was a
teacher. I taught four-year-olds, but my class had fifty children, and each class had three
teachers. Every day, I needed to talk to every child, play with them outside for two hours, and
encourage them to do something by themselves. Sometimes they helped us clean the chairs,
tables, and cabinets, mop the floor, or fold the blankets. They especially liked to mop the floor. If
a child was shy, his or her parents told me to let their child help me, because if a child helped us
do something, I would give them a reward: red flowers. After nap time, we often helped the girls
comb their hair, so they were very happy. After school, they told their parents and their friends.
Every day, we gave them a safe and happy life. Over the year, they could improve their self-care
ability. They loved our school. They loved their teachers too. I enjoyed this job very much!
I Love My Father
My father is very nice and friendly. I love my father.
My father never hit me or argued with me. When I was in fifth grade, my father taught me to
ride a bike. When I tried riding on the bike, I was very scared. I said, “I don’t want to ride!” But
my father didn’t get angry. He said, “Don’t worry. Try again.” Then I tried again and again, and
after a few days, I could ride the bike by myself. But the first month, when I rode my bike to my
middle school, he said he needed to go with me. Then he had to ride back home for one hour.
But he felt happy.
My father was an architect. In my hometown, everybody knows him because my father built
their fireplaces. He was a good architect. Every winter, my father was very busy. Sometimes he
worked at night.
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Yu Yu Chen
My New York Life
My name is Yu Yu Chen. I come from Taishan, China. I’ve been in New York for one year. It is
not difficult to live in New York, but it is not easy either. It depends on your attitude. I live in
Chinatown with my roommate. It is a very convenient place. My neighbors are friendly, and the
neighborhood is safe and clean. I really like to live there.
I work in a supermarket as a cashier. It is a big market. In my job, I can talk to different people
every day. It is a good way to practice my English. I also have some very good co-workers there.
They are friendly and really nice. So I like my job.
Every Monday to Thursday, I have English class. I study English at University Settlement. It is a
good class to improve my English. I like the class very much because I have a good teacher and
some good classmates. So I will study hard.
I usually get up at 7:50 in the morning. After brushing my teeth and washing my face and
getting dressed, I leave my apartment at 8:30. Then I go to a bakery to buy my breakfast. I
usually have milk tea and bread. Then I walk to school. I arrive at 8:55. I start class at 9:00 and
finish at 11:00. After that, I walk to work. I work from 11:30 to 8:30. After I get home, I make
dinner for myself; sometimes it is noodles, and sometimes it is corn. I don’t like to eat rice in the
evening. Then I take a shower. Before I go to bed, I use my cell phone for a little while. I often go
to bed at 12:00.
That is my day in New York: simple but happy!
Where Is My Money?
When I was seventeen years old, I got my first salary from my first job. I was a student at that
time. I worked as an intern in a hotel. I found the job through my school.
13

I was very happy to get my first salary, so I went shopping to buy many gifts for my parents and
my friends and even myself. I had no idea how to save a little money. I spent more than I earned
at my job. One day, my mom asked me, “Do you have money in your account now?” I said no.
My mom was very surprised: “You’ve already worked for three months! Why don’t you have a
little money?” I couldn’t answer my mom’s question. I didn’t know where my money was!
After that, I thought for a long time. I realized that I didn’t know how to save money. Then I
went to ask my parents and I read books. I wanted to know how to save money. Finally, I got it:
1. Make a monthly budget.
2. Don’t go shopping too much, even online shopping.
3. Buy only things I really need to buy.
4. Look at my bank statement at the end of the month and check what I don’t need to buy.
Finally, I knew how to control my money. I wasn’t afraid when I had an emergency. And the best
thing was my account finally had money inside!
A Story of My Middle School
In 2006, I was a middle school student. I was a good student in middle school. My favorite
subject was English, and my favorite teacher was Lin.
In my middle school, I had classes from 7:30 to 5:30. Before the classes began, we had thirty
minutes to exercise. We did exercise at the playground together. After that, we began classes.
Each class was forty minutes. We had a ten-minute break after each class. During the break time
I felt very happy because there was a snack bar in the school, and my parents gave me ten yuan
for snacks. So I went to the snack bar during the break with my classmates.
We had four classes in the morning and four classes in the afternoon. Between morning classes
and afternoon classes, I had lunch at the school cafeteria. The food there was very cheap: it was
two or three RMB for two meats, two vegetables and one soup. But the food wasn’t very yummy.
I didn’t like it, but I had to eat it. When lunch time finished, we had an hour for a nap. That was
a great time in our day. I really enjoyed it. After that we continued the classes.
The special thing in school was I had to live there. I couldn’t go home every day at that time. I
could only go home once a week, after all the classes finished on Friday. So I made some good
friends in my middle school. We studied together, we ate together, we played together and we
lived together!
Seafood in My Hometown
My hometown is Taishan, China. It is a very beautiful city. It has a lot of beaches and it is by the
sea. So it has a lot of seafood too. And Taishan City is famous for its seafood.
The seafood in my hometown is very fresh and cheap. The fishermen sell seafood everywhere.
Some sell to the restaurants, some sell to the stores, some sell to the people who are visiting the
beach. And if you know how to buy seafood in the seaport, it will be cheaper. But the fishermen
are very smart. If they know you are not from Taishan, they will charge you more. They don’t do
that to the natives.
We usually go to the beach in the summertime. We play there and eat seafood there. It is very
delicious and fun. I don’t like seafood very much, but I have a favorite seafood dish: it is scallops
with mashed garlic rice noodles. It is some rice noodles at the bottom, then put the scallops in
the middle, and then put the mashed garlic and some mashed scallions on top and steam them
for about fifteen minutes. Then you can get a very delicious dish. It tastes very good. I like it very
much.
Taishan also has many kinds of seafood, like crab, shrimp, oysters, etc. People also make dried
seafood, especially fish and shrimp. People kill the fish and wash it, then put a lot of salt on the
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fish. After that they put the fish under the sun. The salted fish will shrivel up in the sun. Many
people like to eat that too.
If you ever go to Taishan, try the seafood!
How to Keep in Good Health
Everyone wants to be healthy. Health is very important to everyone. But most people are
concerned about money or something else other than their health. Even myself. They are
working hard so they don’t have enough time to exercise and sleep.
In my past 23 years, I didn’t know how to keep in good health. I liked eating many different
kinds of food, especially junk food. I ate a lot of cookies, candy, chocolate, and chips. I couldn’t
help eating them all the time, except when I was sleeping. I also didn’t exercise in my daily life.
And I often played games on the computer until midnight.
Everything happens for a reason. So, I finally got overweight. I gained 40 pounds in two years.
That meant I would get trouble with being overweight and have problems like diabetes, high
cholesterol, and high blood pressure. I felt upset. So, I decided to keep fit.
First, I thought I’d better exercise every day for one hour. I could run, jog, or walk fast for
exercise. People who can keep exercising are healthier than people who don’t exercise.
Second, I had to stop eating junk food. The reason why is there is too much sugar, fat, and
cholesterol in junk food. The more I ate, the unhealthier I got. I had to eat more fruits and
vegetables. And I should not smoke or drink.
Third, I had to keep a good mindset all the time. Don’t get too angry. Be happy all day. Have a
good sleep and relax and listen to music in my spare time. In my opinion, this is a good way to
make you healthier too.
Let’s keep healthy from now on!
Dream Job
There are many kinds of jobs in the world, such as writing, nursing, teaching, and engineering.
But different people choose different jobs as their ideal careers. This is because everyone has his
own interest. Everyone has his dream job, but if you ask me, my answer will be: no comment.
Because I don’t have any idea about my dream job at this moment.
I used to want to be a teacher. Teaching is a great job in my mind. And the teachers are great
too. They have to know various kinds of knowledge. They have to take care of lots of students at
the same time, and help the students to solve any problem. So, teaching is not an easy job at all.
I didn’t work hard enough in studying, so to be a teacher is not my dream job anymore.
I still have to think about my dream job. I am an outgoing girl, and I like doing some exciting
things. I think my dream job will be very fun, interesting, and relaxing. Maybe being a tour guide
is the best choice for me because I can work and play at the same time!
I believe I can find a good job that I like one day!
My Father
Each person’s father is the same: they all love their children very much. In order to raise their
children, they do not hesitate to sacrifice everything.
My father is one of the most important people in my life. He is 54 years old. He lives with my
mother in China now. He is tall but not too strong. He looks very serious. But actually he is an
interesting person. He is a talkative man. He likes to talk very much. His smile is always so kind,
so kind.
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My father never hit me except once. It was because I said a bad word to him. I was so sad when
my father hit me. But now I understand that it was because he was worried about me. He didn’t
want me to be so rude. I learned a lot from him. He is my mentor.
Moreover, although our family is not wealthy, he gives me all the things I want. And he works
very hard to support our family.
I know that he loves me and I also love him! I hope he knows how proud I am of him!
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Si Ting Fan
My Life in New York
My name is Si Ting Fan. I have lived in New York for seven months. I live with my husband and
mother-in-law. I go to school Monday to Thursday. I have a job. I work as a cashier. I take the
subway every day.
I go for a walk every weekend with my husband. We like to buy fresh fruit. Every day, we eat
some fruit after dinner. I like to watch movies in English with my husband. I can learn some new
words in movies. I like to talk with my husband. He is very funny. He gets up very early every
day. He doesn’t like to sleep for such a long time. But I like to sleep. I can sleep for a long time. I
like to watch TV in bed.
Sometimes I go to play with my cousin. He is very cute. I love children. I am very happy when I
see children.
I have a sister. She is very beautiful. I like to talk to her. She likes to eat meat, so she is a little
fat. We both like to go to the beach in the summer.
Life in New York is very difficult. I don’t know how to talk with people in English, so I go to
school to learn English. My teacher is Jon. He is very handsome. His class is exciting. I can learn
better in his class. My classmates are very nice.
After class, I go to eat my lunch. I go to the supermarket. I have to buy some food and bread. I
don’t like to cook. My husband cooks dinner every night. My mother-in-law makes soup every
day. I’m very happy with them.
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Money
Money, I think, is very important. We need money to buy food, clothes, everything. If I don’t
have money, I can’t buy whatever I want.
I really wanted to work when I was in high school because my family was poor when I was
young. They didn’t give me a lot of money. But I wanted to buy new shoes and clothes, so I
wanted to work to make money. When I graduated, I found a job as soon as possible so I could
save up to buy something.
I like to travel. Every year, our family would travel during the holidays, but we spent a lot of
money. After that, we needed to work hard. In China, married people need to give lucky money
to children. I really liked New Year’s Day when I was a kid, but I needed to use most of my lucky
money to pay for the school.
I remember one thing. My parents borrowed some money from my uncle and aunt to let me go
to high school. We were so poor, so we couldn’t pay the school tuition. My uncle and aunt were
very nice. They helped us a lot. But now I can help them when they need money. So money is
very important.
About My School Life
I watched cartoons when I was in elementary school. I turned on the TV after I put down my
backpack. I rode my bike to school when I was in elementary school. I went to school with my
sister.
In my middle school, I was a little shy. But I had two best friends; we played together. We
exercised after class. We did research when we didn’t understand new words. We loved to read
in the library. We woke up at 7:00. There were eight classes every day. Most of the students liked
to go to music class. I got great grades in middle school, so I went to the best high school.
In my high school, it was very strict. We had to wear uniforms. We woke up at 6:30 and went to
sleep at 11:00. I had a lot of homework. We had a test once a month. If I didn’t know how to
figure out the answer, my classmates helped me. Every morning, we had to hand in the
homework before class. I went to the deli to buy snacks with my best friends after class.
Delicious Food
I want to talk about my favorite food. Actually, I have two favorite foods. One is cherries. The
other is durians. They are both delicious.
I remember when I was a child, I didn’t like durians because the smell is very bad. But my aunt
said it was very delicious and good for health. I didn’t believe her. Then she ate it once or twice a
week. The durian smell was around the house. After I saw her eat it so many times, I wanted to
try it. The first time, I just tried a little piece. But I didn’t feel bad when I ate it. After that, I
really liked to eat durian. It’s very good for health, but don’t eat too much at one time.
Now let’s talk about another delicious food. I like to eat it but it’s very expensive in China. I don’t
know why I like to eat cherries. I could eat them every day. In New York, they’re cheaper than in
China. So I really like living in New York because I can buy them any time I want to eat them.
Cherries are good for health too.
Many foods are delicious; you just keep trying and trying. If you don’t try, you’ll never know how
it tastes.
Accident
In our lives there are a lot of accidents. Every day accidents happen. Some are small, some are
big. If the accident is small, we can treat ourselves. But if the accident is big, we need to go to the
hospital.
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When I was a child, my father was in a motorcycle accident. Actually, I don’t remember clearly. I
heard my mom say, “Your father is in the hospital.” “Oh, what happened?” I asked. She said he
had had a motorcycle accident. He was in the emergency room now.
After that, I went to the hospital. I saw his skin was very damaged. Maybe it was serious, maybe
it wasn’t. I was just a little scared. My mom took care of him for a few days. Then he came home.
Luckily, it wasn’t bad. He drove very carefully after this accident.
Last year, my uncle had a big accident too. One day, I heard my sister said uncle fell down from
a ladder. It was very serious. He hurt his head and was bleeding a lot. They called an ambulance.
In our hometown, the doctors just give simple treatments and they said our uncle’s injuries were
serious, so he had to go to People’s Hospital.
He had surgery. But after surgery he was still in a coma. The doctors said, “If he doesn’t wake up
as soon as possible, maybe he will pass away.” So we were all worried and stayed at the hospital.
My uncle was in the ICU. We just waited outside. The next day, he opened his eyes, but he
stayed in the ICU. We were happy because he was alive. After a few days, he came out of the
ICU. In the regular hospital room, our family members took care of him one by one. About two
weeks later, he went home.
I hope we can be safe during our lives. I hope everyone has a good life.
First Job
I have had five jobs in my life. When I was eighteen years old, I got my first job. I had just
graduated that year. I got that job through my uncle. I sold many kinds of shoes. My boss had
four stores in my hometown. The store I worked at was not far from my home. But I couldn’t go
home except on my day off. I remember I had to work 10:00 am to 10:00 pm. It was very long
hours. Every day, we were very busy. We could watch TV, play on our phones, or talk when there
weren’t any customers. So I enjoyed that job. My boss and co-workers were very nice. We were
happy every day. We worked together, we ate together, we lived in the same house.
I remember the happiest thing was going on a trip together. I was so excited, because I could go
on a free trip with my co-workers. That was my first experience to go to Shen Zhen Happy
Valley. It’s a famous place. There are a lot of rides. I was very excited and a little afraid because I
had never gone on an amusement park ride before this trip.
We also went into the haunted house. I was very nervous and a little expectant. When I went
through the haunted house, my heart beat faster. There were a lot of ghosts that came out. We
had fun the whole day. We were all tired when we got home.
I liked that job, my co-workers, and my boss. I worked there for two years.
My Father
My father is 55 years old. He is a tall man. He likes to smoke. I always ask him to quit smoking.
He has dark skin. I inherited this from him.
My father is a strict person. Sometimes he is very funny with others, but not with me. When I
was a child, I was always afraid of him. My father was very skinny, but now he isn’t. When I was
a child, I didn’t understand why he wasn’t fat. He had a hyperthyroidism. But this is not a
dangerous situation. He got an operation and felt better.
He likes to eat snacks. Now he’s fat because he’s retired and doesn’t do any exercise. His favorite
activity is ma jiang. He always plays with neighbors. In our town, there are a lot of old people
and children. It’s very lively. He enjoys his life very much.
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Yueh Hong Hsia
My Life in New York
I live in Brooklyn, New York. I’ve been in New York for almost ten years. I live with my mom, my
daughter and my husband. My mom helps me with everything.
I work in a hotel. My job is cleaning rooms. It is a hard job, but I like it. I have rights and
benefits at my job. I feel free working at this hotel.
I need to wake up early every day. I like to cook for breakfast for my daughter. I need to make
food for myself and bring my daughter to school by 8:00 AM. After that I need to go to my
English class.
Even on Sunday I’m still busy. My daughter has piano lessons, and I usually work on Sunday
too. I have two days off a week. In my free time I like to go to the gym.
This is a very nice English class. My teacher Jon is handsome. He speaks clearly and loudly. My
classmates are mostly women. There are only three men. They are friendly. Most of my
classmates are from China. I like my English class a lot.
My life is getting better because I have English class now. I like New York more and more.
Credit Card
In the twenty-first century we use credit cards. I like to use mine. It is more convenient than
cash. When I was in Taiwan, I got my first credit card. I was so excited. The first time I used this
credit card was in Shanghai. I used it to buy a lot of things. I never thought this was money. I
just signed my name. I got many things, and when I came back to the Taiwan airport, I still
wanted to buy skin care products, so I used this credit card. The clerk told me that my card was
maxed out. I was surprised that I couldn’t use it. After one month, I received my credit card bill.
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It was about $7,000. And there was a very high interest rate. I paid this bill with all my savings. I
didn’t like to use a credit card for ten years. But now I like using credit cards again.
New Teacher
When I got into high school in 1990, I was so happy because only twenty percent of students
could get into high school. We had two choices: we could study the sciences or the arts. I chose
the sciences because math was my favorite subject.
My math teacher was a young man who had just graduated from college. He was tall and slim,
wore glasses and he usually wore gray clothes. He was from another city and had a heavy accent.
There was never any expression on his face. My classmates and I always copied his accent to
make fun of him. I didn’t like him very much. One day I told him, “Why don’t you go back to
your city? You have a heavy accent. I don’t understand you.”
After that, he didn’t care about us. Whatever we did in class, he just taught by himself. I was sad,
and my math skills got worse. I had been number one or two, but now I was last. I just waited to
graduate.
My Friend
We are born in the hospital and we die in the hospital. When people get very sick, they need go
to the hospital.
One night when I was 22 years old, one of my friends went out drinking until 4:30 AM. While he
was going back home, he had an accident. His car crashed into another car and he went to the
hospital by himself. At this time he called me: “I’m in the hospital. Can you come? I need your
help.”
I went to the hospital. I saw him lying on the bed and I asked him what happened. He told me,
“My car was damaged. Now it’s just garbage. But I am lucky to still be alive.”
Then the police came and asked him, “Were you drinking?” My friend answered, “No. I was
tired. I fell asleep.” Then the police left.
When my friend went to get an x-ray, he needed to sit in a wheelchair. I pushed him to the
radiology room. But I didn’t know how to push the wheelchair. It was very hard for me. I
couldn’t make the wheelchair turn. So we crashed into the wall. My friend was in a lot of pain.
After that he got angry. He didn’t want me to push him again. He rolled the wheelchair himself
to the radiology room.
The doctor said to him, “You have so many broken bones. You should stay in the hospital for one
week. After you go back home to rest for three weeks, come back to the hospital for a check-up.”
The hospital saved my friend’s life. Hospitals save human lives.
My First Job
My first job when I graduated from high school was at a hotel. This was a new hotel; they needed
fifty people for work. They hired new graduates. Everyone had to be 1.6 meters tall and about 17
or 18 years old. These requirements were very high.
They divided us into different departments. I was in the customer service department. When I
worked I had to wear traditional clothing and high heels. My position was meeting planner.
Usually companies or government departments came to our hotel to have meetings. I needed to
know how many people would come to the meeting and arrange guest rooms, arrange meals,
and reserve meeting rooms. I also had to prepare fruit, cigarette, and tea.
This hotel was very strict with employees. I had long hair, but the requirements were that
everyone had to have cute short hair. We also couldn’t fall in love and we had to provide service
with a smile. If someone complained about us, money would be deducted from our bonuses.
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But employees had good benefits. They had free meals and good salaries. During the Chinese
New Year, everyone wanted to take a vacation, so there were fewer people working in the hotel.
But the hotel was very busy.
I Love My Father Forever
My father is a handsome, kind person. His skin is a little dark and he has pretty eyes. He is
medium height and he always has a smile on his face.
When I was a child, my father worked for the government. But in China you could only have one
child. My father likes kids a lot. He wanted one more kid, so he asked the government what he
could do. The government said, “If you want one more kid, you cannot work for the government.
Your choice.” After that my father quit his job. Now I have two sisters.
My father is a successful man. He learned about business and opened a restaurant close to a bus
station. Business was very good and my family got rich. We always had money in our pockets.
My father loves us a lot. He always took us to the movies and the circus. Whatever we asked him
for, he gave it to us if he could.
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Wei Run Li
My Life in New York City
My name is Wei Run Li. I’m twenty years old and I live in Brooklyn. I have only one sister and
no brothers, so right now my sister is living with me in Brooklyn. My mom is living with us too
at the moment, but she is going back to China in a few weeks to visit my dad.
Right now, I am working in a Spanish and Chinese restaurant. The restaurant is so busy almost
every day, so I don’t have a lot of free time because my job is full-time.
Every day I have to wake up at 7 o’clock in the morning. First I brush my teeth and take a
shower. Then I make my breakfast. I usually have two pieces of bread and one glass of milk with
one scoop of Gold Standard protein. Sometimes I eat whole oats with some milk and two fried
eggs. After that I have to walk to the train station to take the D train to English class, but only
four days a week (Monday to Thursday). On the other days (Friday to Sunday) I go to the gym.
After English class, I have to walk to the train station again and take the F train to work.
My work starts at 12:30 and I get out at 10:30 at night. But on Friday and Saturday I get out at 11
o’clock at night. It’s so hard and tiring for me.
In my free time, I like to go out with my friends, but unfortunately, I don’t have a lot of friends
in New York City. Sometimes I like to go to play pool, go to the beach, go to the gym, of course,
and maybe go to travel to another country.
I really love my English class because everybody is very friendly with me. My teacher Jon is a
really good person and I think he is a good teacher for us too. Sometimes when we don’t
understand something, he tries to explain to us and make some examples. He is amazing.

23

My Family Money History
When I was four years old, my parents wanted to leave China and move to another country. But
at that moment we didn’t have enough money to buy the tickets to go to another country, so my
parents had to find a solution for that.
One day my father went to his sister’s house and asked her if she could lend him some money,
but she said no because she didn’t have much money either. Later she told us she wanted to
leave China too and go to Hong Kong, so my mom helped her. At that moment she had the
money but she didn’t have the Hong Kong visa, so my grandfather helped her to get those
documents. She wanted to save that money for herself and leave China. That's why she didn’t
want to lend us that money.
After that my parents went to ask some friends who they could borrow some money from, but in
my hometown almost no one had much money. Almost everybody was poor, so my parents
decided to stay a few months longer in China to get the money.
So one day my uncles told us they could lend us the money because they got good jobs and their
sons had sent them some money too. My family was very happy to hear their news. Then we
bought the plane tickets and left China. When we arrived in the other country, we called my
uncles and said we would return the money as quickly as possible and they said it was okay, that
we could give the money back when my parents got a job and when our financial situation got
better. We told them we were very grateful to them.
My School History
When I was in elementary school, I was very intelligent and very friendly and I always did my
homework, paid attention in class, did the exercises correctly and handed in the homework on
time. I was very friendly because I was from another country.
When I was in elementary school, sometimes students from another class would pick on me.
They dropped my food on the floor and sometimes they hit me and said something bad about
me. One day I told my teacher what happened because I didn’t want those guys to hit me
anymore. So the teacher told the director about my situation and the director suspended those
guys for a few days and called their parents.
When I was in middle school I was still intelligent and very smart because I really wanted to
finish my middle school and continue on to high school. Sometimes in middle school people hit
me too because I didn’t pass my homework to them, but I made a lot of good friends too. They
helped me with my class exercises and talked with me when I was worried.
After that I told my mom I didn’t want to live in this state anymore, I had to move another state.
Then we moved to Merida, Mexico to continue my studies.
When I was in high school my grades dropped because I worked and studied at the same time. I
fell behind, but my high school was fun. Everybody was friendly to me, and no one hit me or said
something bad about me. People liked to talk with me and do projects with me. My physical
education teacher liked me too, because I loved sports and competed in running and I won.
My Food History
When I was five years old, my parents and I moved to Mexico. It was like a new life to me.
Everything was so different. First of all, the food. Mexican food is very spicy. I remember the
first time we went to a Mexican restaurant and I ordered tacos, I saw a very flat and thin tortilla
with some vegetables and meat inside like pork, beef, onions, radish and some cilantro on top. It
was very delicious but really spicy. My parents ordered seafood with yellow rice. That rice had a
little shrimp, lobster, squid, crab, and many kinds of vegetables in it. My sister ordered birria
soup. That soup was red and it had pieces of beef, some beans, carrots, and potatoes in it. It was
spicy too. After that day, my parents and I thought almost all Mexican food was spicy, but over
time I got used to eating spicy food.
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In Mexico, there are many different types of sauces for food. Almost all are spicy sauces. That's
why now my sister and I love spicy food.
When I was sixteen years old, I was so skinny because I ate a lot of junk food and I didn’t like
vegetables or fruits, so I told myself, “I don’t want to be skinny anymore.” That’s why I started
going to the gym because I wanted to look like a big man, a strong man with more muscles.
The first thing I had to do was change my diet, so I started to search on the internet for a healthy
diet to gain muscle mass and not eat junk food, fatty food, or drink sugary beverages. So I had to
eat more vegetables, fruits, beef, and chicken breast. I had to do more exercise and work out
very hard, too.
So right now I am a strong man.
Hiking Day
When I was ten years old, my school had an event about going to the mountains and natural
places. All my class was excited and interested about that.
I was in elementary school and we were all kids, so almost no one had the money to go. The trip
cost 500 pesos, but I was embarrassed to ask my mom for the money, so I had to get the money
by myself. So I went to work as a bagger in a supermarket.
After one week I almost had enough with the money from my work and my savings; for the rest I
asked my mom. All my class knew the trip was coming soon, so we planned to bring some food
to not spend a lot.
The day finally arrived, and all my class was ready for the trip. Everybody had a bag with them.
The bus came for us and we went hiking.
We arrived at a beautiful hill in the north of Mexico. The hill was very steep, and there were
many small trees and plants around. When I was walking, I felt a little tired, so I sat on the
middle of the hill and I took a rest and drank some water. It was amazing because a lot of birds
were singing and the sky was very blue.
Suddenly one boy went behind me and pushed me down the hill. Quickly my teacher went to
help me, but I was still on the ground. I couldn’t feel all my arm, especially my left shoulder, and
I couldn’t stand up. So the teacher helped me stand up, carried me to her car, and drove me to
the hospital.
The radiologist did an x-ray of my arms and my shoulders and then he showed me the x-ray
images. Then he told me my left shoulder was dislocated. I felt very scared because I couldn’t
move my left arm, and I started to cry. The doctor told me it was not a big problem, then he
grabbed my hand and forcefully moved my bone into its place. It sounded like “truooc.” It was
terrible. After he finished, I felt better. He gave me a few pieces of candy and I started to smile,
then he put some kind of cast on my arm.
After a few weeks, I felt I could move my hand again, I was very happy and very thankful to my
teacher and my mom bought some gifts for her. So after that day I never liked to go hiking again.
Puerto Rican Cuisine
One day one of my mother’s friends called her and talked to her about her friend who would
open a new restaurant in Puerto Rico, so she asked my mother if she knew someone who wanted
to go there and work in the restaurant—but someone who had experience in cooking. Then my
mother told her she would help her find a person to go there and work for them. The next day
my mother talked to me about that job, and asked if I wanted to travel to Puerto Rico and work
there. But at that moment I was working in my cousin’s restaurant and I didn’t want to leave.
But my mother told me if I went there I would get more experience in cooking, better pay, and
meet more friends.
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So one week later I bought the airplane ticket and flew to Puerto Rico. When I arrived, the boss
came to pick me up and he took me to my apartment.
The next day he talked to me. He saw I was very young, so he refused to hire me. He thought I
had no experience in cooking. Then I told him it was fine, I would find another job elsewhere.
But the next day he fired someone and then he finally agreed to hire me. He told me he would
give me a chance to work there with them, one trial week. If I didn’t work well, he was going to
fire me.
The restaurant was a buffet. Everything was new to me and very different from Mexico. But I
never gave up, I tried to learn as fast as possible, like how to cut vegetables, fruits, fish, and the
most difficult was cutting meat. Every time I wanted to be more efficient, each time be faster and
do better. Then I learned how to prepare salads and make different kinds of sauces.
After one week of training the boss decided to hire me at his restaurant. The boss told me I was a
hardworking, efficient, and very smart person. After that week he started to teach me how to
cook, I was so excited to learn. In less than two months I learned to cook almost all the dishes at
the restaurant and finally the boss gave me a little raise. But I was not satisfied with that raise
because I already knew almost everything.
A few months later, I finally decided to leave Puerto Rico and return to Mexico.
My Father’s Story
My father’s name is Zhuo Neng. He was born in China. Right now he is 48 years old and lives in
China. My father is a very serious, honest person. Sometimes he gets a little angry and
sometimes he’s funny. He isn’t very tall.
In his free time he likes to watch TV and read the newspaper. Sometimes he likes to talk with
people and he really loves to go for walks.
He used to live in Mexico with me but when he got sick so he retired and went back to China
with my mother. So my mother takes care of him now.
My father was a chef. I still remember my mother told me when he was in China he finished the
high school and he started taking cooking classes. After he finished he left China and went to
Mexico to get a new job. A few months later my family and I went to Mexico too. I remember the
first time he got paid he bought a lot of things for my sister and me. We were so happy.
When he came back home after work he rarely talked to me. At that time I thought maybe he
had a hard day’s work; maybe he was very tired or maybe he worried a lot about us. Sometimes I
tried to talk to him but I couldn’t have a long conversation with him. So that’s why my
communication with my father was more and more distant.
The bad impression I have of him was sometimes he fought with my mother when I came back
from school. I didn’t like that. It made me very angry. The good impression I have of him is his
honesty. He likes to help people when they need it.
Right now I still communicate with him by phone and video call. I hope he will recover quickly
and come to visit me with my mother.
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Xiao Xia Li
Nice to Meet You
My name is Xiao Xia Li. I am a new student at this school. I am from Guangdong, China. I have
been IN New York for two years. I live in Brooklyn now.
I like to live in New York City. It is a big, beautiful city. There are four seasons here. In the
spring, I like to go to the park to see the cherry blossoms. In the summer, I like to go to the
beach and enjoy the sun. In the fall, I like to look at the many colorful leaves. In the winter, I like
to play outside and build a snowman with my kid.
English is important. Because I don’t speak English very well, I meet a lot of the problems, such
as looking for a job, taking public transportation, and educating my kid. So now I take an
English class. I want to improve my English and learn more skills to get a job.
My First Pay in New York
My first salary came from a supermarket promotion job in New York. It was about two and a
half years ago. I had just come to the United States of America. At that time I really wanted to
get a job and depend on myself to make a living. I wanted to be an economically independent
person. In fact, there is a big distance between the ideal and reality.
I made a new friend named Sally. She told me that her company was hiring someone to do
supermarket promotion. It was a day job in the supermarket. The company was going to
promote THE product Pocky this weekend, eight hours per day, with a daily pay of $80. I was
interested in this job and I asked Sally to give me chance even though I didn’t have any
supermarket promotion experience in New York. She said, “Okay!”
27

On Saturday I arrived at the supermarket early and waited outside for Sally. When I saw her, she
told me that because I was a new person and without experience in supermarket promotion in
New York, her company would only pay me $70 per day. That news upset me. But I was aware
that I had to work and increase my experience so that it would be possible to get higher pay in
the future. So I accepted the job.
I began my work. First I used paper cartons to arrange a temporary stall and hang up a poster of
the new flavor green tea Pocky. Then I opened a few packets of Pocky and put them on the stall
and prepared them for customers to try. Next I took a hand inflator and filled some balloons
with air. After that I sold the Pocky to the customers. I worked in the supermarket for the whole
weekend. I got the job done and depended on the cooperation of other workers at the
supermarket. Even though I stood for eight hours per day, I was happy to work.
After one week, I received my pay of $140. I was thankful to Sally. I think that I made a wise
decision. I seized the opportunity to gained experience and got my first pay in New York.
Cake
I like to eat cake, especially birthday cake. When I was a child, I always thought my birthday was
every day. So I could eat cake every day. If I did not eat birthday cake on my birthday, I thought
I did not grow up.
There are various styles and different flavors of cake. But they have some food additives, some
food pigments, and too much sugar. They are also expensive. I wanted to eat healthy cake. So I
had an idea. I had to learn how to make healthy cake.
First, I read a lot of baking books and watched videos on the internet and researched how to
make the recipe. Then I made one simple eight-inch cake—sponge cake. I bought a mixing bowl,
a cake pan, and a hand-held electric mixer. Next, I prepared one cup of flour, five big eggs, half a
lemon, half a cup of oil, and half a cup of sugar. I had to separate the egg whites and yolks. Then
I used the hand-held electric mixer to mix the egg whites and a little lemon juice. In another
bowl, I mixed the yolks, oil, flour, and sugar. After that I mixed the two bowls together, but
didn’t use the electric mixer. After that, I put the soft dough into the oven. I set the temperature
at 310 F. Then I waited for forty-five minutes. Finally, I saw my sponge cake was risen and
golden brown.
I chose my favorite recipe, mixed it together with confidence, and waited for the golden moment
to bite into it. It was soft and delicious. I was happy.
If you like to eat cake too, you might as well try to make a healthy cake yourself. What an
interesting thing it is!
Accident at Work
About six years ago, I worked in a small installation engineering company. The company was
mainly engaged in monitoring antitheft equipment installation and debugging.
One day, I was working in the office as usual. When the phone rang, I answered the phone. It
was my co-worker Cheng. He told me that our co-worker had an accident at the construction
site. They went to the hospital. He wanted someone to help at the hospital. I hung up the phone
and went to the hospital.
When I arrived at the hospital emergency room, I saw my co-worker Long was lying in bed. Two
nurses were stanching his bleeding. His wound was on the left side of his mouth on his chin. He
was bleeding too much and there was blood on the bed sheet. I was afraid. Then my co-worker
Cheng gestured for me to come over to the other side of the emergency room. Cheng said that I
had to go to the admissions desk for Long and that he would still stay here.
Later I showed Long’s insurance card and paid the hospital 500 RMB to register. Then I brought
some receipts and went to the emergency room again. The nurses treated the wound and talked
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to Cheng and me because Long’s wound was too deep and they needed to do a detailed
examination and an operation.
Cheng and I waited outside of the operating room and Cheng told me about the accident. Long
wanted to make a hole in the ceiling with an angle grinder, so he stood on a ladder. But the
ceiling was strong, and his hand couldn’t hold the angle grinder. The angle grinder fell down and
hit his face and neck. So his wound was bleeding too much.
The doctor said that Long was lucky. It almost hit his large artery. The doctor sutured Long’s
wound, and he got a total of eighteen stitches. Long stayed in the hospital for three weeks. Long
has had two scars on his face and neck since he was 26 years old.
All my co-workers were shivering from this accident. We must always pay attention to workplace
safety.
Temporary Cashier
I was an accountant at a small company. One day, my boss asked me do some of the tasks of the
cashier, because our co-worker Cui took maternity leave for three months. I agreed to this
arrangement.
I was very busy between my two positions of accountant and cashier. My boss gave me 7,000
RMB in cash from the company’s reserve. I used this cash to pay the company’s daily petty
expenditures, such as office supplies, some goods payments, and expense reimbursements. In
addition, I could receive some cash from our company’s customer’s project payment. I had to
record every single transaction in a cashbook and check the reserve money balance to make sure
it equaled the cashbook’s balance every day. If the cashbook’s balance and the cash balance were
not equal, I would be in trouble. I had to count again even though it meant I had to work
overtime.
Near Lunar New Year, my boss authorized me to withdraw 80,000 RMB in cash from the
company’s bank account for the workers’ wages and some payments for goods. That was my first
time to face 80,000 RMB in cash. When I withdrew it at the bank counter, I put all of it in my
hand bag. It was so heavy. My mouth kept saying “God bless me, God bless me…” as I rode my
motorcycle and carried my ponderous hand bag.
At holiday time it was always crowded on the street. In general, it took about twenty minutes to
ride to the company but I spent double that time. Fortunately, I arrived at the company’s office.
The 80,000 RMB and I were both still alive. I heaved a great sigh.
Later, my boss came to my office and said, “Did you withdraw the money from the bank?” “Yes, I
did,” I said. “If I would like you to deposit that money back at the bank, what would you think?”
he asked. “Are you kidding me?” I replied. He heard my answer and he smiled and said “Yes.”
Although I was a cashier for only three months, it added experience to my career.
My Father
My father is Mr. Li. He was born into a poor family with his six siblings. He was the oldest son in
his family. When he was a child, he learned from his father how to build things with wood and
repair them.
When my father finished middle school, he had to go to work and support his family. He worked
in my hometown’s production team. He was a carpenter. He could make wooden furniture, such
as desks, chairs, and tables. He liked to collect good wood. He always said he would build a lot of
furniture in the future. But he did not have free time. In my memory he was always so proud of
his work.
When he got married, he changed his job. He opened his own business. He opened a small store.
He built shelves and did electric wiring and plumbing. He also sold groceries. He wanted to earn
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more money for our family and feed his three children. He always got up early and came back
late.
Now my father is retired. He still likes to keep good wood then when he has a new idea he likes
to build new things.
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Xue Ying Li
My Life in New York
My life in New York is very busy every day. I usually get up at 6 am. Then I go to the bathroom
and brush my teeth and wash my face. After that, I cook breakfast for my family and wake my
children up. After breakfast, I wash the dishes. Then I take my children to school. And then I
take the train to school.
My class begins at 9 am and the ends at 11 am. After school, I go to a restaurant to eat lunch.
After lunch, I go to the supermarket to buy some food. And then I take the train home. I pick up
my children and we go back home at 5:30 pm. Then I cook dinner for them.
After dinner, I help them with their homework and read a book with them. After that, we
sometimes watch TV. Sometimes we play games. After that, we take a shower. We go to bed at 9
pm every day.
This is my life in New York every day. It is busy and fun. I love my life. I love my family. I love
New York.
In my free time, I sometimes go shopping. Sometimes I love to go to the coffee shop. I love to
surf the internet and enjoy a coffee. Sometimes I go on a trip. I love to travel everywhere.
Sometimes I love to sleep at home. Sometimes I love to listen to music. Sometimes I love to
watch movies. Sometimes I visit the museum. Sometimes I love to read in the library. I enjoy my
life every day, all the time.
My First Salary
When I was sixteen years old, I was a high school student. I got my first job during summer
vacation. My best friend Julian told me, “My uncle’s factory wants to hire some students to do
packing. Do you want to work with me?”
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“Really?” I said. I was very excited, because I thought I would make a lot of money. “But,” I said,
“I want to ask my mother.”
When I went home, I asked my mother, “Mom, Julian’s uncle wants to hire some workers. I
want to work. I want to make a lot of money. I want to pay my tuition myself. I don’t want to
depend on you.”
My mother laughed and said, “Up to you. Making money isn’t easy. It’s hard work. You have to
learn to accept the difficult things in life as well as the good ones.” I was very happy and I told
my friend.
The next day I went to work. I began to work AT nine o’clock. Julian’s uncle taught us how to
pack the cups and put them into boxes and how to use the scissors and paste. “Ok, this is so
easy,” I thought. I did one and I felt it was interesting and fun. And then two and three… After
one hour I felt tired. After two hours I felt very tired and bored. At twelve o’clock, we had one
hour to eat lunch and have a rest. After one hour, the work began again. I packed and packed
until five o’clock.
After work I felt very tired and sleepy. I went home. I quickly went to bed. But I didn’t want to
tell my mother. I didn’t want her to make fun of me. I went to work for one month. Day after
day, the time went slowly. A month later I finished my work. I got 600 RMB. It was not enough
to pay my tuition. But I learned a lesson. Like my mother said, “Making money isn’t easy.” Live
in the moment. Cherish life. And I learned to take the rough with the smooth.
A Story about My Birthday
When I was sixteen years old, I had a surprise party in my high school. I still remember that day.
I remember that day was a sunny day. I woke up at 6 am. I thought, “Today is my birthday.
Maybe nobody will remember my birthday.” I was a little upset. I went to school. I didn’t tell my
friends. Nobody said happy birthday to me. Maybe they didn’t know today was my birthday.
After school, I got ready to get home. My friend told me, “Ms. Li wants to tell you something in
classroom.” I went back to classroom. I opened the door. There were my classmates all in the
classroom, and there was a birthday cake on the table. They sang a birthday song to me, “Happy
birthday to you, happy birthday to you…” I was very excited and very surprised. I said thank you
to all of them, and I made a wish. I hoped we would have a life-long friendship.
My Food Story
In China, there is a lot of delicious food. I like many different kinds of food. Seafood is my
favorite kind. Seafood porridge and ginger fried crab are my favorites. Today is Christmas Day.
So I want to buy some seafood to celebrate. I'll buy a dozen crabs and one pound of shrimp at a
Chinese supermarket. I'll wash them, clean them, and cut them. When the rice in the pot is
boiled, it will become porridge. I'll pour two crabs and few shrimp into it. And then cook it for a
few minutes. So I can cook it according to my own taste. I can add green onions, garlic, and salt.
Then I'll cook ginger fried crab. I'll use a little pan and put a little salt, the ginger, and garlic in it.
Then I'll add the crab and stir it to change the color. And then I'll put in a little water, soy sauce,
and vinegar and mix them. Last I'll dish them up. And everything will be finished. My family will
begin to party. We will enjoy ourselves and be happy. It'll be very delicious. Because this is my
best.
A Stomachache
When I was a little girl, my grandmother planted many longan trees. Every year, she grew a lot
of longans in summer. I liked to eat longans. They are very sweet and good for your health.
Every summer, I went to my grandmother’s home to eat many longans. One year in summer, my
grandmother called me: “My sweet heart, the longans are ripe. Come here to eat. I miss you.”
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I was very happy. I went to my grandmother’s home. I saw there were many ripe longans in the
tree. Some longans fell down. I sat in the longan tree and I began to eat. “Wow! It is very sweet!
Wow! I like it!” I ate and ate. I was very happy and enjoyed it. I couldn’t stop eating, because it
was very delicious. One hour, two hours… I ate a lot of longans and I was full. And then I picked
some longans and climbed down the longan tree. I took the longans home. And then I ate them
on my way.
After midnight, my stomach began to hurt. I drank some hot water, but it became more serious.
I began to break out in a cold sweat. I couldn’t move. I told my parents and they gave me some
medicine. I took the medicine. A few minutes later, I went to the bathroom. I felt better. But I
began to have diarrhea. I went to see a doctor. He gave me some medicine and said, “Don’t eat
too many longans anymore.” From now on, I dare not eat too many longans.
My Parents’ Jobs
I remember my parents really loved their jobs when I was a child and they were very busy. My
father worked in government. My mother had a small hotel with my aunt. They were very busy
every day. Every morning they brought my brother and I to school and then they went to work.
My father worked in the armed forces for a few years. He taught the new soldiers kung fu and
how to shoot. So he often wasn’t at home. He was a serious guy. My brother and I didn’t like
him. So he didn’t spend much time at home. We were free and happy.
My mother worked in her hotel. She received customers and cleaned the rooms. She was
enthusiastic, nice, and talkative. So we really loved her. Sometimes the customers lost things or
money in their rooms and my mother would keep it until the customers came back.
Year after year they stuck to their posts. Although it was very hard, they still loved their work.
Now they are retired. They travel everywhere. They don’t want to live in the U.S. or Canada
because they want to enjoy their lives. They often talk about their jobs and interesting things
about their jobs.
My Father
My father’s name is Li Jin Qu. He is average height. He has short black hair. He is a serious guy.
My father worked in the government. He worked in the armed forces for a few years. He taught
the new soldiers kung fu and how to shoot. He is strong and healthy. But he smokes. I often
advise him to give up smoking. It isn’t good for his health. But he doesn’t quit. He is stubborn.
When I was a little girl, I didn’t like my father. I was always afraid of him. He asked us to study
hard and get good grades. He often told us about when he was a child. When he was a child, his
family was very poor. When he was five years old, his father was gone. So he studied very hard
and he was admitted into the best school.
After high school his family had no money for his tuition, so he joined the army. He still worked
hard in the army and he liked his job. My father told us his dream was to be in the air force, but
he has trachoma.
He is retired now. He likes to plant flowers and vegetables now. He likes to play chess with his
friends. He likes to travel everywhere. And he is nice now.
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Li Lian Liang
My Daily Routine
Every weekday I get up at 6:30 AM. I cook breakfast. Then I brush my teeth, wash my face and
comb my hair. After that, I eat breakfast. After breakfast, I get dressed. At about 7:30, I bring my
son to school. Then I walk to the subway station. I take the Q train to Kings Highway and
transfer to the B train to Grand Street.
At about 8:45, I get to school. My class begins at 9:00 and ends at 11:00. After class, I go to the
grocery store to buy some food or something else I need. Then I go home by train. At about
12:30, I get home. I begin to cook lunch. I usually cook dumplings or noodles for lunch. After
lunch I do my homework. I spend one hour on doing homework.
At about 2:30 PM, I go to pick up my son and we go to the Mellon playground. My son plays
with the other children, and I usually walk around the playground. At about 5:00 PM, we go
home. I begin to cook dinner. After dinner I do dishes and clean the table and do the other
housework. At about 8:00, I take a shower and brush my teeth. Then I check my cell phone and
read some news from the internet. Sometimes I chat with my friends on WeChat, sometimes I
watch TV, sometimes I play games on my phone. At about 10:00, I go to sleep.
Lucky Money
When I was a child, I was very excited for Chinese New Year. In Chinese New Year, there were a
lot of delicious kinds of food in our home. In our city, there were many activities for children.
The happiest thing was I could receive lucky money from my family and relatives. My mother
and father gave me 200 yuan, my grandma gave me 10 yuan and my aunt gave me 50 yuan.
Usually when grown-ups give children lucky money, they put the lucky money in a red envelope.
In the New Year I could receive about one thousand yuan.
For a child, a thousand yuan is a large number. I was very happy that I could own so much
money. I could buy many things: toys, a beautiful dress, shoes, and my favorite snacks. And I
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could also deposit some money in the bank. During the whole year, if I needed money to buy
something, I could use my lucky money to buy what I wanted to buy. I didn’t need to ask my
parents for an allowance.
I still remember when I was thirteen years old, I spent 300 yuan to buy a new bike. It was a good
thing for me because I didn’t need to walk to school. I could ride my bike to school and other
places. In my memory, nothing could beat Chinese New Year.
Now I am an adult. Every Chinese New Year, I put money in an envelope and give my son and
other young relatives lucky money. I am also very happy because I see children are very happy.
A Flood in Our School
In my first year of high school, there was a big flood in our city. Before the flood came, my
classmates and I were very worried. We stayed in our dormitory and listened to the flood news
on the radio. We didn’t have class for several days. We called our families. We all wanted to
leave the school, but we didn’t have the guts to go out because we knew the flood was coming.
Also it was raining. It rained heavier and heavier.
On the third night, the water started to come into our school. The water went over the campus,
and flooded the first floor. One of our classmates woke everybody up and said, “Go, go! The
water is flooding our dormitory!” We all got up immediately. We ran to the mountain behind our
school. It was still raining. We all got wet and we were very scared.
The next morning the rain stopped and it turned sunny. The water started to retire. We went
back to our school. There was a lot of mud covering the floors. We couldn’t walk easily in the
mud. We had to clean all the dirty and wet stuff. Some of the stuff we couldn’t use any more. We
were all very upset about the flood. We wished the flood would not come any more.
My Favorite Salty Pancake
When I was in elementary school, I had a favorite snack called salty pancake. There was a street
food stall close to our school. When the class was over, we all went outside to buy salty pancakes.
The boss of the street food stall was an old man. He couldn’t make many salty pancakes to sell,
so not all the children could get a salty pancake. Many times, when I arrived at the street stall,
there was a long line there. If I wanted to buy one, I had to wait a long time. When I bought a
salty pancake, I ate it immediately. It was very delicious. I still remember that taste. But
sometimes when I waited for a long time and it was my turn, it was sold out. Everybody after me
was disappointed. We had to wait for another day.
After I finished elementary school, I went to another town to go to middle school. Every
vacation, I went back to my elementary school’s street and found that street food stall to buy my
favorite salty pancake. But in the second year of middle school, one day I went back to that street
and I couldn’t find that street stall. I asked the boss of the store on the street, and he told me the
old man had passed away. I was sad. I missed the salty pancake and the old man. After that, I
never ate salty pancakes anymore.
My Painful Leg
One morning when I was ten years old, I got up and I felt my left leg hurt a lot. I couldn’t keep
my left leg straight. I tried to straighten the leg, but it was too painful to straighten. I had to
bend my left leg to walk. I touched the painful spot, and I felt there was a lump there. It was
between my thigh and calf. My father took me to the hospital on his bike. It took us an hour to
get to the hospital. When we arrived at the hospital, we needed to wait two hours to see the
doctor.
The doctor checked my leg and said, “It is not a big problem. You don’t need an operation; you
just need some ointment.” And then he let us pay and take the ointment. The ointment was
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some black paste. It smelled very bad and the smell was strong. I hated that smell, but I had to
rub it on my left leg every day.
The next day, I felt better. I just felt a little bit of pain. The third day, I could walk straight and I
didn’t feel pain. My mother told me I couldn’t eat duck meat or some kind of seafood (for
example: crab) because it was bad for my leg. After a week, my left leg recovered. I didn’t need to
use the black paste.
About one year later, one day my mom cooked duck meat. The duck meat smelled pretty good.
She told me, “Don’t eat that!” But I thought I was okay. At last I ate a couple pieces of duck
meat. The next morning, my left leg hurt again. I was very worried. I was worried I couldn’t walk
and I had to use that black paste again. Finally, I needed to go to the doctor again.
For several years, I didn’t eat duck meat or crab, and I never felt that leg pain. I thought I was
completely recovered. I began to eat duck meat again. Unfortunately, my left leg hurt again and I
needed to go to the doctor again. Since then, I rarely eat duck meat or crab. Until now my left leg
still hasn’t completely recovered. So I have to control myself and not eat that food.
Learn from Work
In 2000, I graduated from high school. I got my first job from my uncle’s recommendation. I
was an office clerk in a lighting factory. It was about three hours from my home, so I had to live
in the factory. I thought, “I am new. I don’t have any work experience. I need to work harder
than other people.” And I also wanted to learn a lot of from working.
My dormitory was close to the lighting sample room. One night after working for two months for
the factory, I saw the light in the sample room was still on. I went into the room, and I saw
Fanny was taking pictures of the lighting. Fanny was a computer major, but she was also a
lighting catalog designer. “Is there anything I can do for you?” I asked Fanny. “I need to finish
my sample book in a month. I have to work overtime this month. If you help me, that would be
better,” Fanny said. I said, “I have time in the evening. I can help you this whole month, but you
need to teach me how to do it.” Fanny said, “Of course. I can teach you.”
In this month after work, I went to help Fanny. It was not easy for me to do this thing. It took
me a lot of time to learn and do it well. I learned how to put the lighting pictures into the
computer and use Photoshop to erase the picture’s background, and then insert a new
background.
One month later, we finished this task. Fanny and I became good friends. She also taught me a
lot of computer knowledge: how to surf the internet, communicate online, and how to use
Outlook, Word, and Excel. I thank her for her teaching. Now I still keep in touch with Fanny.
My Father
My father’s name is Qiang. He is sixty-three years old. He is not a very tall man. And he is
skinny. He is a construction worker. He has been a construction worker for more than thirty
years. He never drinks alcohol, but he likes smoking. He always smokes very cheap cigarettes. I
don’t like him to smoke. I’ve told him many times to quit smoking, but year after year, he has
never quit smoking.
He only likes to do one kind of exercise, which is running. Every morning he gets up at 5:30 and
he spends one hour running around our neighborhood. After that he will go to tea with his
friends. Playing ma jiang is his favorite free time activity. When he has the day off, he must play
ma jiang.
My father is not a strict father and he is very kind. He always believes his children. When I was a
child, when my father asked me if I finished my homework, I always said “Yes” and he just said
“Okay.” But he never checked.
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He likes to help others. He helps our neighborhood a lot. Everybody living in our neighborhood
knows he is a helpful person. I am very proud of that. I love my father, but I haven’t seen him for
almost two years. I am expecting to see him this summer.
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Dan Lin
Life in New York
One year ago, I moved back to New York. Before I lived in another city. After I moved back to
New York, my son started going to school. I needed to look for a job. My husband kept his same
job. During the first two months I couldn’t find a job. Two months later, I found a job as a
supermarket cashier. I like my job.
At the same time, I’m a housewife. Every morning I make breakfast for my son and myself. After
breakfast I take my son to school. In my free time, I go to the supermarket to buy something and
talk to my neighbors. We talk about our jobs, our lives, our kids, our hobbies and a lot of other
things. I like my neighborhood. It’s quiet and safe. And my neighbors are very friendly.
On Saturday I take my son to go swimming. He has swimming class for one hour. The teacher
teaches him how to swim. He enjoys it.
Lucky Money
I like Chinese New Year. It’s a big holiday. It’s very important to Chinese people. More than 90%
of Chinese people come back home from different places to celebrate the holiday. So Spring
Festival traffic is very busy.
Children like Spring Festival because they can get lucky money. Before Spring Festival, all the
parents get a lot of red envelopes and put some money inside. Then they give the red envelopes
to their kids. It brings luck, health, and safety, and a lot of other good things. When kids get the
lucky money, they are very happy. With their lucky money, they can buy anything they want, like
books, basketballs…
After Spring Festival, people visit their relatives. Chinese people call this “Bai Nian.” Usually
people bring oranges when they visit their relatives. Chinese people usually like it.
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When I was a child, I liked Spring Festival, too. I could wear new clothes and get a lot of lucky
money. I liked it when my family visited relatives. I could eat a lot of candy, and then put some
in my pocket.
Elementary Things
In my memory, elementary school was the best time. At that age you don’t think too much. I
liked going to school when I was in elementary school.
One day I told my mom, “Can you wake me up early tomorrow, mom?’’
My mom asked, “Why? Every morning when I wake you up, you always say you want five
minutes more.”
“I want to go to school to play with my classmates. That will be fun,” I said.
My mom smiled. “I’m so happy that you like to go to school now.”
The next day, my mom woke me up early. I ate breakfast and then picked up my school bag and
went to school. My mom didn’t know I brought a lot of playing cards in my bag.
“Hello, everyone! I brought a lot of cards. Let me show you,” I said.
“Oh, really?” My classmates came to my side. We talked about playing cards. My classmates
showed me their cards, too. We had fun.
In the summer time, we went on a school trip. We took a bus. We went to the seaside. We picked
up shells and we played in the water. We had fun.
Tang Yuan
In my hometown, there are a lot of famous foods, like fish balls, Chinese-style wontons, and tang
yuan. When I was a child, I usually liked to eat them. Tomorrow is Chinese Dongzhi. In my
hometown, people usually make tang yuan for their children. Tang yuan is a Chinese dish made
from sweet rice flour mixed with a small amount of water to form balls and then it is cooked and
served in boiling water. Tang yuan can be small or large, and you can make sweet tang yuan or
pork tang yuan.
When I was a child, my mom usually made tang yuan for me. Now that I am a mom, I usually
make tang yuan for my family. Tomorrow is Chinese Dongzhi. I will cook pork tang yuan for my
family for breakfast. When I cook tang yuan, I will tell my son, “Wait a few minutes, don’t eat it
right now. It is hot and it will burn your tongue.’’ Tang yuan is also served as a dessert on
wedding days in China.
Health Story
Five years ago, my son, my husband, and I came to the United States. When we arrived in the
United States, my husband’s brother-in-law came to JFK airport to pick us up. We put all our
luggage in his car. He told us, “We will drive to Reading, Pennsylvania.’’
We lived there for two months. One morning, my son’s crying woke me up. I opened my eyes
and then asked my son, “What happened?’’ He was still crying. He opened his mouth and
showed his tongue. I saw a lot of little red spots on his tongue. I touched his forehead. It felt very
hot. I was scared. I had never seen anything like that. I told my husband to wake up. After an
hour my husband’s friend came. He took us to the emergency room because his English is very
good. He could help us translate with the doctor. We were lucky because when we got to the
emergency room, it was not busy. My husband’s friend helped translate our child’s information.
After one hour, it was our turn. The doctor asked a lot of questions and checked my son’s body
parts.
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After everything was finished, the doctor told a nurse to give my son some ice cream. And then
my son forgot his fever and ate the ice cream. I saw him smile. The doctor told us, “Don’t forget
to take the medicine.’’ After that we left.
Job Story
I’ve been a supermarket cashier for about two years. When I started this job, I was very excited.
My coworkers are very friendly. At the supermarket we usually accept food stamps, debit cards,
credit cards, and cash. When I take care of a customer at check-out, they usually don’t want
change: quarters, dimes, or nickels. They always say, “I owe you one cent or two cents. I will give
it to you next time.” I don’t know why twenty percent of the people are like that.
I remember one busy day. Every check-out station was busy. There were a lot of customers in
line. One customer bought stuff that totaled forty-two dollars. He opened his bag, took out a
plastic bag, and a lot of quarters dropped out. He counted the quarters: five dollars, ten dollars…
I told him it was a busy time. He said, “Quarters are money, too.” Another customer answered,
“If everyone like you paid in quarters, what would the cashier do?” At the moment the guy’s face
was shy. He took out a twenty-dollar bill in exchange for the quarters.
About My Father
My father was born on November 12th, 1957 in China. He is from a small town. He has two
brothers and one sister. He was a handsome man when he was young. He has big eyes, a tall
nose, and a sexy beard. In my memory my father is a strong, responsible person.
My mom told me my grandpa passed away long, long ago, when my father was in elementary
school, so my grandma took care of her children by herself. It was very hard. My dad knew his
mom was very tired every day. He tried to help his mom do something. During his free time my
dad learned how to cook, and he made food for his family and tried to take care of his younger
sister. At the time people usually worked in the fields, doing farming to support their families.
During the summer vacation and winter vacation my dad helped his mom work in the field and
do farming.
A few years later, my dad got married to my mom. Two years later my parents had my older
brother, and two years after that my parents had me and then two years after that my parents
had my younger sister. My dad wasn’t like other dads who preferred sons. In my memory, my
dad treated everybody equally without discrimination.
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Sen Liang Lin
My Life in New York
I am from China. I am a pastor. I work at a Chinese Church. I live in Manhattan, New York. I live
in an apartment with my wife and my son. My wife is friendly. My son is a university student. He
is well-behaved, so I have a happy family.
Usually I work four days a week, so I have a lot of time to help my family. I make breakfast for
my family every day. We have a good breakfast time. It is a good start to our day. Sometimes I
cook dinner for my family.
Now I have an English class. I go to English class four times a week. My classmates are friendly.
Now I study English and I work. I am busy. I only have a little free time. In my free time, I like to
watch TV and listen to music.
I like living in New York. I have many friends here. They are kind. Sometimes we go out to eat
together. We are so happy.
First Time Earning Money in the U.S.
During my first winter in the U.S., I was a seminary student. I lived in New Jersey, I rented a
house there. One day my friend told me, “A big snow will come.” I really hoped the snow would
come because in my hometown it never snowed. In the afternoon, I saw many white things come
down from heaven. I was very happy. I walked in the white road, I threw the snow to hit trees,
and I took many photos. After thirty minutes, I felt a chill and I ran back inside. I called my
friends in China and told them it was snowing. I was very happy that night because I had never
seen snow.
The next morning, I woke up to see that it was white outside, and that the snow had stopped. I
wanted to go out, but I couldn’t see the road. I couldn’t walk on the snow. I saw my neighbors
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were cleaning the snow. I thought I would go to clean the driveway, so I found a tool to clean the
snow. It took me about three hours to clean up my driveway.
My landlord came in the afternoon, and he saw the clear driveway and he asked me who did it. I
told him that it took me three hours to clean it up. Then he said to me, “Thank you.” I told him
this was my first time to clean up the snow. I was very tired. He left for half an hour and when he
come back, he brought me an envelope. I opened it and saw $200. I asked him, “What do you
mean?” He told me that I deserved it. I was very happy. This was the first time I earned money
in the United States. This is something I’ll never forget.
A Good Friend
I remember one thing that happened in elementary school. One day a new student came to our
class. He had long hair and big eyes. He looked like a girl. One teacher told us that the student’s
name was Qi Wang. He had transferred from another school.
The teacher needed the students to help the new student. But I wanted to make fun of him.
During the break, we called the student “Girl,” and some students made fun of him. Later the
student reported this to the teacher. The teacher was angry. He called us into his office and we
stood there for one hour. We were unhappy.
I thought we should find an opportunity to get revenge on the new student. I needed to call my
good friends to beat him. So one day after school, we stopped him and beat him up. We were
very happy we got our revenge.
The next day, he didn’t come to school and our teacher came and he took the five people who
were involved in the fight to the principal’s office. The principal notified our parents. I knew we
were in big trouble. I was very worried.
I waited a long time. My mother finally came and the principal told her about my beating up the
new student. My mother was very angry. She apologized to the school for me. After she talked to
the principal, my mother brought me back home. On the way my mother told me that fighting is
wrong and that I shouldn’t bully other students. She told me that classmates are like brothers
and sisters and friends and that we should help each other.
In the evening, my mother took me to Qi Wang’s house to apologize. My mother apologized to
his parents, and I also apologized to Qi Wang and I assured everybody I wouldn’t fight again. He
forgave me and took me to play with his toys. We became good friends. Since then I’ve never had
a fight.
To Get Healthy
When I was twenty years old, I was unhealthy. I was skinny and I often got sick, so I often went
to see the doctor. But the doctor told me, “You don’t have any problems.” But I felt bad. One day,
I told my friend about my bad health. She was a gynecologist. She said, “Don’t worry, I can help
you get healthy. I’ll cook some special food for you. You need to eat it twice a week.”
Later, she often invited me to her home to eat her special food. The food was noodles. They
weren’t any different from other noodles, but they were delicious. I liked to eat them. After two
months, I asked her, “What special things are in the noodles?” She smiled and said, “The
noodles have some special thing from a placenta. It’s a good drug for your health.” But I was
very angry because it was from a pregnant woman. Since then I’ve never eaten her noodles. But I
got healthy. Now I’m rarely sick.
An Accident
A month ago, after Sunday services, my friend drove me and her mother home. When we arrived
at her mom’s home, she and her mom got out of the car. When her mom took out the key to
open the door, suddenly her mom fell down. My friend called out, “Mom, mom!” but her mom
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was unconscious. I heard her shouting, and I quickly got out of the car. I saw her mother lying
on the ground in front of the door. We called 911.
After ten minutes, the ambulance came and took her mom to the emergency room. The doctor
did some tests. We were very worried. We waited for about forty minutes. The doctor told us,
“She had a cerebral hemorrhage, she needs surgery. But there are three possibilities. The first,
she will recover. That’s good. Second, she will be in a coma. Third, she will die.”
My friend agreed to the surgery. We waited for about two hours and the doctor gave her mom
surgery. After surgery, they sent her mom to the ICU. I thought, “Her mom will recover.” So I
left the hospital. An hour later, I got a phone call from my friend. She told me that her mother
was dead. I was very sad. In just a few hours, an accident took the life of her mother.
Your Favorite Job
Jobs are what everyone has to face. The world provides many different professions for us. Some
people work because they like this occupation, some people work just for their living expenses.
To do a job all your life that you don’t like is very painful, so doing your favorite job is the best
thing.
I used to be a businessman and I have also been a hair stylist. But now I am a pastor. I like the
job I have now.
When I was a businessman, I was busy during the day. In the evening, I attended various dinner
parties. This was not how I wanted to live. So I went to an adult education beauty salon class,
and after studying for half a year, I got the course-completion certificate. So I opened a salon,
and I became a hair stylist. I not only provided service to customers, but I also trained other
workers. I could bring beauty to customers, and that made me very happy.
During this period, because I am a Christian, I often went to church. God touched me to help the
church do some things. Little by little, I found that I not only liked the church, but I also
preferred to help the members of the church. Finally I felt God’s calling upon me, He wanted me
to serve Him full-time. I successfully entered Fujian Theological Seminary, and after many years
of studying, I became a full-time evangelist. Now I am a pastor. My job is to help people to get
the grace and help of God. I found the happiest job is the God-arranged job.
My Father
My father’s name is En Lin. He was born in Fuzhou, China. He lived only in Fuzhou, so he
usually spoke Fuzhounese, but sometimes he spoke Mandarin. He got married in 1977. He had
three children. In July, 2010, he passed away.
My father was a carpenter. He wanted to give his children a better life, so he worked very hard.
He was always very busy. He started a small construction company. He built houses and made
furniture. Because of fatigue, he looked much older than his actual age. He paid a lot for his
family.
My father was a very nice person. He was very kind and he was always very friendly to
everybody. He always helped everybody. I remember when I was a child, my dad always taught
me to help people. Once one of my classmates had trouble with his family, so he decided to give
up his studies, and my dad encouraged me to help him. My dad told me, “Everyone has trouble
sometimes. If you help him, he will be able to survive the storm.”
My father was also a devout Christian, and on Sunday he always went to church with his family,
which also made his children develop good habits.
One day in July, 2010, I received a call from my brother. He told me dad had returned to
heaven. I was very sad. I want to say to my father, “Dad, I love you. We’ll see each other again in
heaven.”
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Xiu Kui Ng
My Typical Day
I live with my family in Manhattan. It is a safe neighborhood. My neighbors are very nice. They
don’t make any noise. The place is quiet and clean.
I am a homemaker. I usually get up at 6:30 in the morning, I make breakfast at 7:00 and I eat
breakfast at 8:00. I walk to school every Monday to Thursday. I cook dinner at 6:00 pm and I
usually eat dinner at 7:00 pm. After dinner I do the dishes and I watch TV. And I do my
homework before I go to bed. I usually go to bed at about 11:00.
I like to go to English class. I like to learn English. I like the teacher. He speaks clearly. I don’t
know many words. I want to learn how to speak correctly in English.
My favorite free time activity is walking. It is good exercise and it helps me get strong. I like
walking.
My life is simple. I hope I can stay healthy. I want to learn more things.
Cheating
Money is an important part of our lives. We use it to buy food, buy supplies, and everything. If
you don’t have money, you don’t have a good life. Maybe you can borrow it from someone else,
but it isn’t a good idea.
Anna and Mrs. Yang were neighbors. They lived in the same building for twenty years. One day
Anna took her dog for a walk, and a young boy who lived in the same building asked her, “I
forgot to bring my wallet. Can you lend me some money? I will give it back to you soon.” Anna
lent money to him.
The boy said thank you and looked at the dog and said, “Your dog has a cough. I know a pet
doctor. Can you give me your phone number? I will make an appointment for your dog to see the
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pet doctor.” One month later, Anna received the boy’s call. He didn’t talk about the pet doctor,
but he went to her home. He asked to borrow money from Anna again.
When Anna met Mrs. Yang at a park, Anna talked about that. Mrs. Yang said, “Oh, he asked me
to lend him money too.” They thought he was cheating them, so they didn’t lend him any more
money.
Money can’t do everything, but no money can’t do anything. Making money is important, but
finding a good job isn’t easy.
One Day in Middle School
When I was in middle school, I had a lot fun with my friends. During break time, we went
outside and played. We spoke loudly, laughed and ran around.
One day we were enjoying ourselves when something happened that I still remember. It was a
beautiful day. It was sunny, warm and mild. While we were playing outside, a boy was running
after a girl, trying to catch her. He was running very quickly. Suddenly, the girl stopped running
and the boy ran into her and the girl fell down. Wow! The girl screamed. We looked at her
quickly. She started crying, because when she fell down, her knees hit a rock on the ground. The
skin was broken and bleeding. We called a teacher and sent her to the clinic.
After that, we didn’t run fast gain, but played carefully together.
A Special Melon
Vegetables are good food for everybody. People eat them every day. It is healthy food. Some of
them taste good, some of them don’t taste good. When I was a child, we didn’t have a lot of meat
to eat, so vegetables was the main food for dinner. I remember one day, we had some stir-fried
meat with bitter melon. The dish looked very delicious. I ate a piece of meat with bitter melon.
The bitterness filled my mouth. I spit it out immediately. I didn’t like the taste. Later, when we
had bitter melon for dinner, we always had two or more vegetables to choose from.
Over many years, I tried little by little to eat bitter melon. I slowly began to like to eat bitter
melon. Now I like to eat it very much because it is not only a vegetable, but also it is medicine. It
can clean people’s bodies of some unhealthy things. Some Americans like to eat bitter melon too.
A Knife and Hand
Many years ago, I went to a supermarket to buy food. There were a lot of customers there and
the supermarket wasn’t large. When I was walking in the meat section, thinking about buying
something, I felt something scratch my left hand. I looked at my hand immediately. Oh no! My
hand was bleeding!
I was scared. At that moment I had no idea what to do. I turned back and I saw an old man who
was working in the supermarket. His hand was holding a knife. He knew it was the knife that cut
my hand. He made a big mistake. He shouldn’t have been holding a knife when he left the
working area. So he was very scared too. He said, “Sorry, I am so sorry.” Then he went to the
doctor’s office with me right away, but the doctor didn’t help me because the wound was big and
deep. I had to go to the emergency room.
When we arrived at the hospital, a doctor disinfected the wound and gave me some anesthesia.
My hand stopped bleeding and the doctor gave me more than ten stitches on my hand. I couldn’t
work for a few weeks.
After many years, the scar on my hand has healed, but I’m still scared when I think about it.
Now I am very careful with knives.
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We Are Together
I used to work at a small restaurant. It was a good work environment. It was organized and
clean. When I worked there, if sometimes another section needed help, the manager asked me to
do different things.
I liked to work there because all of my co-workers were nice and friendly. Even though work was
difficult, we didn’t feel pressure. The manager was especially understanding. He cared about
workers, as everybody knew. I remember my co-worker, Mandy, one day received a phone call
from her daughter’s school. Her daughter was sick. She needed to pick her up, but it was the
busiest time of the day. She was very worried. When the manager found out, he told Mandy to
put down what she was doing and go to pick up her daughter.
It was just a little decision, but at the moment, the manager was very respectful. All of the coworkers told Mandy to not worry anymore. We worked together and we helped each other, so
working there was both hard and happy.
A Responsible Person
My father was average height, average weight, and he had big eyes. He was an outgoing and
talkative man, so many people liked to talk with him.
Also to his children he was very responsible and careful. He taught his children very seriously.
He always taught his children to be polite, honest, and respectful to other people. Even though
sometimes he was strict, he was a kind man. He helped someone who had a difficult life, he gave
them advice and support, let them know they weren’t alone, that he was together with them
through the hard times.
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Lily Sun
My Life Story in the U.S.A.
My name is Lily. I came here from Hong Kong in 2013. I lived in New Jersey for about one year,
and then I moved to Brooklyn, New York because most 0f my friends are living in New York and
my husband’s parents are living in New York too, so we wanted to be closer to them.
I have an 11-year-old daughter that keeps me busy all day. In the morning I have to make
breakfast and pack a lunch for her. After that I have to get myself ready for school. My husband
usually drives me to school, so I can eat my breakfast in the car, because every morning I am too
busy and I have no time to eat. After my English class I usually go to yoga class for two hours
then I go food shopping for dinner and then I have to take the subway home because it’s too
much trouble for my husband to come pick me up.
After I get home I have to prepare dinner. Sometimes my daughter has piano class, so I have to
drop her off at the piano class and pick her up an hour later. After we have our dinner, my
husband does the dishes and my daughter and I do our homework.
Lost Money but No Regrets
Jamie was my best friend and we hung out together almost every day. At the time we were both
single. Every time friends got together for a party or to have dinner I always caught the boys’
eyes because my friend Jamie was overweight but cute and I was considered attractive. So she
was very jealous. Although we had fights and argued, we still remained best friends.
In 1995, Jamie finally got married and her husband was living in Malaysia. She moved to
Malaysia to live there, but we still kept in touch and remained best friends.
In 1997, I received a phone call from her. I knew that she was having financial problems because
she invested a lot of money in the stock market and the market crashed and she needed money
to recover. I did not hesitate to lend her 100,000 Hong Kong dollars.
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But a few months later I was surprised to receive a phone call from her husband telling me that
Jamie had passed away from a heart attack. I was very upset for a few months. I had lost my best
friend forever, and the money I loaned her will never come back to me again. But I have no
regrets for the money that I lost. She is gone from me forever.
Bully Classmate
When I was in elementary school, I was very strong and active. Nobody could pick on me. One of
my male classmates was being very strong and mean, and he always picked on the female
classmates in the class.
One day, when I went to class, the mean boy blocked the door and he didn’t let me in. Then I got
very angry and pushed him away. Then he tried to fight back, and I chased him around the
whole stadium. Finally he ran into the classroom and shut the door. I was angry and pushed the
door open very hard and broke the door lock, and my hand was cut and bloodied from the door.
All my classmates were terrified, including the boy. I was still chasing after him. Then he felt
afraid. After that, he never bullied me or other female classmates anymore. Finally, no male
classmates humiliated female classmates anymore. But a small scar was left on the palm of my
left hand. But I felt good, because after that we were very happy every day. Ha! Ha! It made a
very deep impression on me.
I Am Loving It
When I was twenty years old, I traveled to Thailand. The whole group liked to eat durian except
me, because the smell is not good and it smells like poop. All the people told me it’s very good
and healthy, but I still refused to eat it. Then when we went back to the hotel, someone brought
back the durian to the hotel. The hotel security guard stopped her and said don’t bring a durian
to the hotel, because the smell is not good for the other guests. In Thailand the durian is fresh
and cheap.
During the whole trip, everyone ate durian almost every day except me. But on the last day of my
trip, I finally tried it and loved it. The very first day we were back in Hong Kong, I made a special
trip to the supermarket looking for durian. Then I realized the durian in Hong Kong is not as
fresh and cheap as in Thailand.
A few years later, I went back to Thailand to visit again. But this time I came back not for the
tour, but for my durian and I am loving it!
Thankful Typhoon
On October 8, 2008, I was living in Hong Kong. That night a typhoon hit Hong Kong and the
city was in a state of emergency. No one was allowed to go out. My daughter and I had just
finished dinner and we sat in the living room watching TV. Suddenly my stomach hurt and I had
a really bad pain and couldn’t stand up and I felt very dizzy and weak. My daughter was only
three years old at the time. Fortunately my nanny was still awake and she heard my daughter
crying and came out from her room and saw me lying on the floor. Then she called 911.
Because of the typhoon, the whole city was like a ghost town. But thanks to the typhoon, the
ambulance came very quickly and brought me to the hospital. The doctor put me in the
emergency room right away because I was bleeding so bad internally and the doctor examined
me and found out it was from the uterus. That was very serious and I needed surgery
immediately. I was still half awake and I heard a very familiar voice. Then I opened my eyes and
saw the nurse next to me. It was Mai, a girl that was in the same yoga class as me.
She recognized me and gave me extra care during the surgery and the next seven days that I was
in the hospital. After the surgery, she told me the doctor had to use four pints of blood to save
48

my life because I was losing lots of blood, and the doctor said if we had been delayed twenty
minutes, I would have been dead. Thank God, the surgery was successful.
I have to say I am thankful for the typhoon. It saved my life. If the city hadn’t been in a state of
emergency, the ambulance wouldn’t have gotten to the hospital in time.
After that, Mai and I became best friends.
Part-Time Job
After I got married my husband worked every day and sometimes he had to travel because of his
job. I was bored staying home by myself so I decided to search for a part-time job. One day my
friend told me the travel agency that she worked for was looking for a part-time tourist guide. I
was so happy and went for the interview and I got hired right away.
My first trip was going from Hong Kong to Hainan Island in China. When we arrived at the
Hainan Island Hotel, my job was to assign rooms to each traveler. Before I made any
arrangements, a gentleman rushed up to me and asked me to assign his wife and children to a
room on the lower floor. I told him no problem. The hotel only allowed four people in a room,
and he was traveling with his wife and three children, so he needed two rooms for his family.
The next few days of the tour I noticed that he and a single lady traveler were acting very fishy.
After returning back to Hong Kong, I told my co-worker what happened, and my co-worker said
this is not unusual and it happens all the time. What a bad guy he was! Now, the only thing I can
do is to wish his wife will never know what happened.
On another tour to Thailand, there were two single men in the group and they requested two
rooms. I wondered why, because they had to pay more money. When we arrived in Thailand,
they were so excited. At night they hired a local tour guide to take them to a red light district to
have fun. At midnight I was by the front desk to arrange breakfast for the group and I saw them
come back with two beautiful women. I smiled.
Half an hour later, I saw those two women leave the hotel with a smile. The next morning the
tour went on and I saw the two men were very quiet and kind of upset but I didn’t ask why. At
the end of the tour I asked the local tour guide if he knew what went on that night and he said
they hired two women that night without knowing they were lady boys. I was laughing.
Father Story
I grew up in a big family with four sisters and one brother. My parents and grandparents all
lived in the same house till I was eighteen years old. My father was the only son—that’s why he
was so spoiled by my grandparents.
My father is very tall and handsome and very kind with people. When he was a child, he always
got good grades. But he never had to do any housework around the home.
My father studied business in college. He was a shoe manufacturer, so he had to travel a lot to
see clients in other cities. Sometimes we didn’t get to see him for months.
He was very strict to with us. He always tested me on new words, and because I was bad in
school, I was afraid of him. I still remember when we were having dinner, no one was allowed to
talk at the dinner table. If anyone made noise, he would use his chopsticks to hit us. That’s why
we were so afraid of our father.
Because his business was successful he had too little time for his children and family. Now he
always says he is missed too much of his family’s precious time.
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Reina Takami
My Life in New York
My name is Reina Takami. I came to New York two years ago. I live in Brooklyn with my family
now. I have two children, a four-year-old boy and a two-year-old boy. I think they are the best
gifts from God. I love them so much.
I go to school to learn English from Monday to Friday. I get up at 6:00 every day. Morning time
is always very busy for me. I prepare breakfast for my family. After we eat breakfast, my older
son and I leave home to take the B train to go to Manhattan. After I drop him off at his school, I
go to my school to learn English.
Speaking English well is very important for everyone who lives in the USA. Speaking English
well can make more opportunities for me to get a good job. So I want to improve my English to
get a good job and live a better life in New York.
Money and Opportunities
I always thought about what kind of adult I should become when I was a teenager. At that time, I
was interested in Japan and Japanese culture. I read a lot of Japanese novels translated into
Chinese in high school. I wanted to read those novels in the original versions. I had an idea: I’ll
go to Japan to learn Japanese. I didn’t tell my parents my idea. I understood that my parents
didn’t have enough money to send me to study in Japan.
A few years later, there was a boom to go to Japan to study or work in northeastern China. They
got much better money than in my hometown. Their success stories encouraged me. I told my
parents that I wanted to go to Japan to study Japanese and go to a university in Japan. Although
they didn’t have enough money, they still gave me the greatest support. They used all of their
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savings, and they also borrowed a lot of money from relatives and their friends. Finally, my
dream of going to Japan was realized.
I studied and worked very hard in Japan. A few years later, I paid back all the debts to my
family. I also had the life that I wanted. If I hadn’t gone to Japan, I would have regretted it until
the end of my life. I thank all of the people who lent money to my family from the bottom of my
heart. They gave me a big chance in life.
Money is valuable, but opportunities are invaluable. If you can use your money to get an
opportunity to do something, don’t hesitate, you should do it—especially young people. This is
the point that I want to make.
My Sweet Memory
Children love snacks very much. When I was a child, I loved snacks too. At that time, my parents
didn’t have enough money to buy me snacks. But my mother always tried to make snacks for me.
My favorite snack was my mother’s handmade pancake. It was very delicious.
Popcorn was also one of my favorite snacks. It is different from American-style popcorn.
Usually, a popcorn vendor carried a popcorn machine to go to many places where many children
were living. When the vendor arrived at a new place, he shouted “Popcorn!” with a loud voice to
make everyone hear him. When I noticed the popcorn vendor was right there, I always asked my
mother to give me a cup of dried corn or rice, a big bowl, and 3 RMB. At the same time, the
vendor used coals to make fire and prepared his popcorn machine. When the children came, he
started to make popcorn. He put dried corn or rice into his machine, and he also added some
sweetener to it. When I was a child, I just knew the sweetener was sweet. But now I know it’s a
kind of chemical and it’s harmful to my body. But at that time, I didn’t care about that.
The popcorn machine is a kind of pressure cooker. It takes almost ten minutes to make popcorn.
When the popcorn vendor finished his cooking, he used a big net to cover the popcorn machine,
and opened the machine with a big noise like an explosion. The children all covered their ears.
At last, the vendor poured the popcorn into a big bowl which the children brought from home
and took the money. When I ate that popcorn, I thought I was the happiest person in the world.
The vendor came to my hometown irregularly; we didn’t know when he would come again. So
when I finished eating my popcorn, I looked forward to seeing him again.
When I grew up, I learned the popcorn machine was made from lead. It’s very harmful to our
bodies. I didn’t eat that popcorn anymore. But the memory is still so sweet.
Near Misses
When I was pregnant, I went to the hospital for a check-up once a month. When I was about five
months pregnant, I went to see my doctor to have a regular check-up. After the doctor checked
my baby’s heartbeat, he said, “Your baby’s heartbeat is very strong.” I was so happy to hear the
doctor’s words.
But when I got an Ultrasound, things changed. The doctor took a long time to examine the
Ultrasound image. I thought something bad would happen. My doctor told me my baby was
good, but maybe there were some problems with my baby’s heart. I should get another
Ultrasound examination by an expert doctor. The expert doctor was a woman, and she only
came to my hospital once a week on Wednesdays. So I made the earliest possible appointment.
The appointment was the next Wednesday. It meant that I had to wait for nine days. It was a
hard time for me. I was so nervous waiting for the day to come.
On Wednesday, I went to the hospital again. The expert doctor checked my baby very carefully. I
was so scared. Finally, the expert doctor told me, “Don’t worry. Everything is okay. Your baby is
very strong.” I was relieved by the doctor’s words. My husband and I celebrated that night.
I was very happy, because it was only a near miss.
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Teamwork
I worked as an electronic parts buyer in a Japanese company for ten years. I loved my job. I am
so proud that I have so much experience in purchasing. When I was a buyer, every day was so
exciting. I negotiated terms of contracts and the parts’ prices with suppliers, and adjusted the
parts’ lead time. When some quality issues of the parts came up, I went to our supplier’s factory
many times with our company’s quality assurance staff to improve the parts’ quality.
In my opinion, a good buyer builds a good relationship with suppliers. A good relationship
means a win-win connection.
I will never forget one thing that happened. My company’s new product’s first production
schedule was very tight. Usually we needed one month to deliver a key part. But at that time, we
only had ten days to produce that part. I requested and negotiated with our supplier. I visited
our supplier’s factory every day to check the parts were made within the shortest time. This part
had over fifty steps to manufacture. I had to make sure that no time was wasted with every step.
Finally, we made it. I carried the parts from Shenzhen to Hong Kong. And my co-worker took
the earliest night flight to carry the parts to our factory in Japan. We did what we thought we
couldn’t do at the beginning. Our supplier, my co-worker, and I made the impossible become
possible. It’s the power of teamwork. Thank you to everyone who helped me at work.
My Smart Father
My father is a tall, handsome, and smart man. He was an engineer, and he worked at an electric
power company. He retired five years ago. He likes to play sports. He was a good basketball
player when he was young. He plays table tennis every day now.
I’m the only child of my parents. My father loves me very much. And I love my father very much
too. But when I was a teenager, I didn’t understand his love. I thought he was too strict with me.
Especially about my studies.
When I was in middle school, my parents had to go to work every day. So during my school
break, I was at home alone. My father told me not to watch TV, just study. I really liked TV at
that time. I couldn’t keep from watching TV. One night, when my parents came back from work,
my father asked me, “Did you watch TV?” I said, “No, I didn’t.” But my father knew I was telling
lies. I didn’t know how my father knew I watched TV.
The next day, I checked every detail before I turned on the TV. For example, the position of the
TV cover and the position of the TV cord. And when I finished watching TV, I did my best to
return everything to their original places. But my father still knew I watched TV and he was
angry with me. I did the same thing for three or four days. But I failed. My father knew I
watched TV every time. Finally, I gave up watching TV. And until now, I still don’t understand
how my father knew I watched TV at that time. He never told me the truth. Maybe I can ask him
once more this evening. I hope he can tell me.
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Ingrid Villanueva
My Days with My Daughters
I get up at 5 am every day and I take a shower at 6 am. My daughters and I eat breakfast
together then we take the bus and train to their school. After I drop them off at school at 8 am, I
walk four or five blocks to school. After school I walk to my work. I usually start at 11:30 am.
I work in a fast food restaurant: McDonald’s. I like my work. The people there are very friendly
and I like it when the work is busy because the time passes quickly. I have a thirty-minute break.
I finish my work at 5 pm. I work five days a week, Monday to Friday.
After work I pick up my daughters at school. Their school finishes at 5:20 pm. We take the train
again and the bus. When we get home, my daughters take a shower and I cook dinner. We eat
together and we do homework.
On the weekends, we get up late—at 8 or 10 am. On Saturdays we clean the house, do the
laundry and buy food for the week.
About Money
When I moved to the U.S. eight years ago, I got my first job in Texas. I had to work twelve hours
a day, six days a week. My first check was $700. I was excited because at this stage of my life, I
was single. I worked only for a month because in Texas most jobs are temporary.
I needed to find a new job and I started in a fruit factory. I worked only eight hours a day, five
days a week. They paid me $7.25 an hour. I worked there for only three months and then I found
another job in a corn dog factory. The name of the company was Sara Lee. I worked there for six
months and I earned $10 an hour, I worked ten or eleven hours a day, six days a week, and my
pay was $600 per week.
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After that I moved to New York because my husband ran out of work and my family offered him
a better job in New York, so we decided to move. When we arrived in New York, my husband
started working in a supermarket stocking vegetables in Queens. I could not work because I was
pregnant.
After my daughter was born we got jobs at a fast food restaurant. We both earned $7.25 per hour
and earned $300 or $400 a week. We worked there for a year but the work got very slow, so we
had to leave. My husband started to work in construction and I started to work cleaning for
Jewish people. Now I work at McDonald’s and my husband still works in construction and we
never have any problems with money.
School Memories
When I was in elementary school, I didn’t have many friends because I was very shy. I
remember we had a special teacher. She was older than the other teachers. We studied only six
hours a day, and we needed to wear uniforms. We had two uniforms. We had one for physical
education: we had to wear T-shirts, pants and sneakers. The other was for regular days.
Every day before class we sang the national anthem and sometimes we had trips. We went to
parks, aquatic parks, museums and amusement parks.
When I was little, I had a best friend. Her name was Lorena. When we started school we were
both six years old.
When I started high school I moved to another school. We wore uniforms there too and we had
many subjects.
My Food Story
When I was a child in my country, we ate a lot of vegetables, for example, tomatoes, onions,
beans, avocados, carrots, potatoes, and corn. I think we ate healthier food because we were poor
but we didn’t have money to buy snacks like chips or candy and we ate at home every day.
My grandmother cooked soup and she made tortillas. She liked to cook. We usually ate bean
soup or chicken soup because my grandmother raised animals like chickens, pigs and ducks. At
my house we grew lettuce, avocados, coffee, lemons, oranges, and mangoes. A lot of fruits.
When I came to live in North America, the food was different. Everything here is bought in
supermarkets. We can’t grow and we can’t eat fresh vegetables and fresh fruit. I miss the food in
my country. In the U.S., we changed our eating habits. We eat more unhealthy food. Here we eat
a lot of sugar, fried potatoes, and chips, and we cook with a lot of oil.
Now I have a big problem because my daughters do not like vegetables and they like to eat food
that is similar to their school food: pizza, sandwiches, rice, fries, and chicken nuggets. They want
to put ketchup on everything. I make salad at home but they don’t like to eat it. I buy a lot of
fruit and they don’t like to eat it. I don’t know what I can do. When I make healthy food, they
don’t eat it. They only drink a cup of milk.
My Grandmother
I remember when I was seventeen years old, my grandmother was sick. She had a headache and
then fainted. We took her to the hospital, and the doctor said she had had a stroke and that she
needed to receive physical therapy.
She was okay in the next month, but then she had another stroke and we went to the hospital
again. The doctor said she needed to stay in the hospital because my grandmother couldn’t
move, she couldn’t speak, she couldn’t walk, she couldn’t do anything. She needed to use a
wheelchair and wear diapers because she couldn’t use the bathroom by herself. I needed to help
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her take a shower, change clothes, and eat because she had five other grandchildren but they
didn’t want to help her. I didn’t know why.
When I remember, for me it’s very sad because I loved my grandmother. She was very special to
me. She loved me. Finally, in March, 2013, she died. I miss my grandmother. If I could have one
wish, I would like to see her again.
Jobs
My first job was when I was eighteen years old. I worked in a clothing factory. I did different
jobs there; for example, sticking price tags and checking sewing and finally doing general
revision of the work that everything was correct. I worked in this place for a year and a half then
immigrated to the United States.
I moved to Fort Worth, Texas. In this city I had different jobs, all temporary. My first job in
Texas was in a corn dog factory. A corn dog is bread with a sausage inside. I worked in the
packing area for two years.
Later I worked in a fruit factory. There we washed the fruit then put it in machines which cut the
fruit and separated it. Next we put plates under each machine and arranged each kind of fruit on
the plate. I worked there for six months.
Later I worked at the Mattel company loading and unloading packages of toys. I worked there
for one year then I came to New York in 2009. Later I started to work at Hooters restaurant in
the kitchen area and later I worked in a cleaning company. In this job I cleaned different places;
for example, in the Bronx, Manhattan, Brooklyn, and Queens. I cleaned buildings, apartments,
and penthouses. I worked for this company for almost five years. Now I work at McDonald’s
restaurant. I’ve work there for almost two years. I work in the kitchen area.
My Father’s History
My father’s name is Justo Villanueva. He was born in El Salvador. He is tall and skinny. He
looks angry but he is a nice person. His hair is black and curly. He is a construction worker.
When I was a child, I went with him to his job and I helped him. But I lived with him for only
four years because he got married again and when his wife was pregnant, she had a miscarriage,
and my father started to drink a lot of alcohol and he took drugs. His wife left and I went to live
with my uncles. I saw my father once a month. He never married again.
I thought he did not love me because he forgot about me every day. I cried because I didn’t like
living with my uncles but I couldn’t live with my father.
I can’t remember a lot of things about my father, but when I was eighteen years old I lived with
him again but this time I was an adult. I rented a house with him but he continued using drugs
and drinking a lot of alcohol and I decided to travel to the United States because I couldn’t live
with him now.
I still talk on the phone with him but our conversations are not very long. He continues to live in
El Salvador. I help him economically but not with anything else. But finally he stopped using
drugs.
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Sophia Wang
I Introduce Myself
I’m an old woman. I live alone in Flushing. I depend on my sons to support me because I don’t
have any job. I have trouble with my spine. It’s a physical disability. So I am really sad. I can’t
carry any heavy things. That’s why I always pull a wheel bag with me.
My daily routine is very simple. I get up in the morning. I go to the bathroom. I make food for
myself. I go to English class. I go shopping at the supermarket. I get home and I go to sleep. In
my free time, sometimes I go to the library to read the newspaper, but most of time I sleep at
home because I get tired easily. I really enjoy my English class because learning new knowledge
will help my brain develop.
I have a big family but they don’t live with me. They go through the world as long as they like. I
like to see that everybody in my family is successful, that they enrich their lives and are able to
experience a variety of challenges.
Writing is difficult for me. I have run out of thoughts. I can’t think of anything else.
Money
Everybody might hear about “no money, no honey.” That hints money is important for our lives.
Throughout the world, we can see a lot of people are seeking money at each moment. Some do
hard work to get more income. Some depend on their talents to create things to make money.
But some use tricks that are against the law using other people’s personal information. Money
might tempt somebody to commit crimes such as credit card fraud. If thieves do it, the victims
will feel vulnerable. I once suffered this trouble. At that time, I felt anxious and innocent.
The event happened four years ago. I got a call from the bank to remind me, “You have to pay at
least the interest. If you still delay and ignore the bill, you will lose credit.” I was really shocked
and scared. Someone had stolen my credit card and used it to buy things like sneakers,
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sportswear, ties, wallets, and a television. It was very evil because I still kept the credit card with
me. Actually, I’d been in California and this fraud came about two weeks after I had left there.
For this reason, the bank gave me some tips: “Go to the local police station, get proof of this, and
send the document to the bank.” I followed this step in a hurry. Two months later, I got good
news that the police arrested the criminal who was my former neighbor. He was clever but lazy
and greedy. If he could have found a right way to make money, maybe he would be wealthy
instead of going to court.
Money is honey that everybody likes. Donald Trump was able to stand out among the candidates
for president of the U.S. He said he would give up a large salary of $400,000 and only take $1
because he makes money in the real estate business and he is very rich. Trump is 70 years old
but he is still full of energy and wisdom. Maybe the retirement age might be delayed to 80 years
old. “In fact, many retired people still have jobs to make money,” Melody said. That’s evidence
that money is honey. People like to chase it. If you have money, you will have the power to
change your lifestyle and improve your quality of life and environment.
A Horrible Feeling
Back to my childhood. The event happened at the elementary school when I was in the second
grade in Jinling Midroad Elementary School in Shanghai, China.
One day, my teacher wanted to sit but he missed his chair. Suddenly, I heard his heavy body fall
down and it was really loud. I felt the whole floor was shaking in the room. I looked at him. His
face turned red and angry. And then I farted. At that moment, in my stomach, the gas was
increasing from the mixing of my stomach acid and soybeans that I had eaten for breakfast that
morning.
Immediately a violent sound came out of my teacher’s mouth: “Who is farting? Get out! Stand
outside of the school!” His voice scared me. I went through the school gate silently and the ugly
weather was cold and rainy, and there was a strong winter wind.
I was expecting him to come to me. I waited and waited but he didn’t appear. After school, a
school worker brought me my backpack and said, “Go home.” I got sick at home. I was afraid of
my foolish teacher. He was a hero from a factory because he lost his right index finger. It was
crushed by a machine. So the Communist Party assigned him to my school to educate us.
Food Story
I wonder why most people eat food too much and always spend time thinking what to eat for the
next meal? When I was a little girl, I lived in a small place in Shanghai with my grandma who
was not my real grandma, but she was the only one I depended on at that time. She was short,
fat, and quiet. She rarely talked to anybody, including me. But she worked hard making money
for our food. She had a special recipe for her own homemade seasoning. Whatever she cooked,
she had to mix it in. Do you know what her secret seasoning was? It consisted of fat, hot red
pepper, and extremely bitter herbs. She said the fat was for a healthy body, the pepper for
nutrition, and the herbs for killing inner worms if you had any.
You know almost all kids like sweetness, and me too. I hated her seasoning and refused to eat it.
I wondered how come it could help me grow up healthy? It just traveled through my organs:
through my mouth, esophagus, stomach, intestines, and dropped out of my anus, that was all. I
asked my grandma, “Why?" She just gave an unhappy look. I wondered and wondered and was
full of questions in my heart when I was a child. I knew my grandma was really anxious and
worried in her inner heart about my health; however, she just didn't know how to express her
feelings with speech.
One day she brought me to see a Chinese medicine doctor who gave me some bitter herbs and
told me to take them on time every day. Back at home, my grandma wanted to attract my
attention to her delicious food, so she tried to make thousands of different dishes with her
special seasoning. I had to eat more bitter herbs and my grandma’s bitter meals again and again.
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In her serious manner she said, "Eat it, eat it!" angrily and I was angry too. I said, “I don't want
it, I don't want it!" That is my food story with my dear grandma in my childhood in Shanghai,
China.
My First Baby
I had my first baby in 1966. In my memory, I went for a walk in the street with the breeze
blowing in the dark night. I felt a little uncomfortable in my bottom and my water broke. But at
that time, I didn’t have any experience with that. I thought maybe I had eaten too much chicken
soup at dinner. I went to the toilet in the park again and again, and the urine kept going down
through my pants into my shoes. “Why? What is happening to me?” I asked myself.
I went to the hospital emergency room in a hurry for help. I rushed to the front desk, asking a
nurse about my peeing situation. She gave me an order to lie down on a bed for a rest in the
hallway. “Your water broke,” she said, “but your baby is on the top of the stomach. So it isn’t
ready to be born.”
I followed her words and lay down on a canvas bed. And then I had time to look around. It was a
chaotic state: crowded patients, pacing relatives, and a busy nurse in the distance. Near me,
some were moaning in pain, some sleeping, and some were shouting. Suddenly, I shouted too.
Pain! Pain! A lot of pain came from my bottom in a moment of natural violence, then came calm
and peace. I was really scared of what was happening to me!
Someone helped me find a nurse who just said, “She’s only seven months pregnant. The baby
won’t be born. Make her relax.” Suddenly I shouted once more, then calmed down. That was an
experience. It twisted me again and again and I almost suffered to death. What an evil! I was
frustrated and screaming loudly.
Some people around me carried me in the canvas bed to the delivery room. Suddenly I felt
something dropping out of my bottom before the nurses came. I was exhausted and my senses
were hazy and I heard a nurse saying “You gave birth to a daughter” and placed her on my chest
for a while. I was very happy at that moment. I felt I was a really lucky mother in the world. No
one could compare with me. I was really proud of my beautiful baby. I had to call my busy
husband. One nurse said, “He is waiting outside for you and although your baby wasn’t ready to
be born, she is healthy and active.” That was true. I heard my baby crying loudly.
Interesting Job
Through the world, we can see most people at least have a job sometime in their whole lives. No
wonder! People make money to just fill their stomachs with food to give them energy that they
need for daily activities. At work, people through cooperation and communication complete
tasks, and also have lots of fun, and me too.
I had a really complicated job when I was seventeen. I was brave but pure at that age. Someone
recommended me to a boss in the Fashion Clothing Company. When I first met the employer, he
told me his secret. He said, “I lost money gambling, and I owe someone money. So I’m going to
go abroad. I hired you to keep my property safe. So if you guys can sell the inventory, I can pay
you.” I felt excited and responsible, and I signed a contract for one year with this bankrupt boss
immediately. Don’t laugh at me!
The next day, I came to work early because I wanted to be an enthusiastic employee. I organized
the meeting table with stationary and seven cups of tea in the office upstairs. I checked the
inventory, counting how much clothing we had at the warehouse behind the office. I greeted my
six coworkers. I went downstairs, the metal rolling door had been raised and the store opened,
with stylish mannequins in pretty clothes in the middle of the window. It was a nice day with
fresh air and shining light. But few customers walked in to buy our products although I was
friendly and pleasant to them.
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Every day the same situation repeated again. Three months later, we were involved in trouble.
We didn’t have enough money for our salary. Six coworkers made the decision to quit this job. I
paid the utilities and maintenance fees with my own money. How come? It really challenged me.
How could I make this business bloom? How could I reach the breaking dawn from the
darkness? I was motivated to do research and I discovered that there was an economic
recession. And people wanted to get cheaper goods than before.
I got a new idea. I rented a stand at a street market on weekends where attractive housewives
went to purchase clothes for their family members and I offered an 80% discount when they
went shopping there. The result was I sold out fast. It was a miracle! People were crowding each
other around my stand, grabbing their chosen clothes. Business blossomed.
After two months, there were no clothes in the warehouse or store. I waited for my boss to come
from abroad. I still had half a year to work for him. I knew what people liked according to
psychology: they liked things with good quality and a cheaper price.
I considered factory clothing. When the factory received a foreign order, the factory usually
produced more than was necessary. So during the annual clearance period, the clothes were
usually on sale by the ton, cheaper and in popular styles. So I hired four workers to fix and iron
them and they sold out. Six months passed by, and my boss came to Shanghai from Hong Kong
and sold his small company to me with a mortgage from a bank. Little by little, I made contracts
with five factories and I needed more workers. When I was nineteen, my small company
business was as amazing as a cherry blooming.
My Father
My father didn’t leave much of an impression on me. In my growth process, he was completely
absent although he gave me life and I had inherited his character, features, and intelligence.
My family history is really complicated. I grew up with my grandmother without my father, and
my grandmother was not my real grandmother.
I know my father had different points of view from the Communist Party. I think of my father
like a mountain: just standing somewhere and never moving to me.
I am not sure if he has already passed away or is still living in the world. If I had the chance to
meet my father, I would ask him some questions: “Why did you leave me alone in China? What
did you do during the past time and the present? What about your daughter?”
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Qiong Wu
My Life in New York
My name is Qiong Wu. I am from Anhui, China. I have one brother and two sisters. I have one
daughter. I live on the Lower East Side of Manhattan. My daughter lives with me. I have a big
family. They live in China. I am a single mother.
I have been here since 2008. When I first came here, I worked very hard because life in New
York is not easy. I am a hairstylist. I work in a Chinese beauty salon.
I can’t write very well in English. I’m taking an English class this year. The school’s name is
University Settlement. My English class is from 9:00 to 11:00 in the morning, Monday to
Thursday. My teacher’s name is Jon. He is a very good teacher. I like my teacher. He’s doing a
good job.
My favorite free time activity is reading books.
Money and Friendship
When I was a teenager, I lived in a very poor town. My parents had four children. My brother,
two sisters, and I were in school. I clearly remember a lot of things that happened in our life.
One day in 1978, my father’s friend came to my home. He looked very anxious, sad, and
helpless. He wanted to borrow money from my parents. His son was in the hospital, and he
needed to have surgery. I don’t remember what kind of surgery his son needed, but I know my
parents worked very hard to save money for us to go to school. My father said, “We only have a
little money for my children’s tuition. We need to keep this money.” But my mother wasn’t
worried. She took out all the money and gave it to their friend to cure his son.
After seven years, they returned the money, and my mother never regretted it. I still remember
my mother told us that she never thought they would pay us back, because we were poor people,
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but they were poorer than us. Now more than thirty-five years later, they still have a good
friendship.
My School Story
When I was ten years old, I studied in my very small town at Shang Shang Elementary School.
My teacher’s name was Lu Ping. She was my favorite teacher in elementary school. She was from
Shanghai, a big city. She was a new teacher. Everybody liked her. Before she came to school, we
didn’t have music class. When she came, we had singing and dancing class. All the girls were
happy.
In my middle school, there always were some bad students who bullied other students. The bad
boys especially liked to make fun of the girls. One day in the morning the father of a girl whose
name was Zha Fang came to school to talk to the vice principal. He said his daughter had cried
last night and she didn’t want to go to school anymore. She had told her father that a boy whose
name was Zhao Gang had hit her. She hated school. After that the boy got in trouble. But the girl
never came back to school again.
My high school was better than middle school. The teachers had experience and were
responsible, especially the math teacher. Everyone liked his teaching and everybody answered
his questions. Sometimes I miss my teacher.
Special Fruit
In 2004, I took a trip to Malaysia with my good friends. We had a good time and visited many
famous places and ate a lot of delicious food. On the second day, we went to a restaurant. We
had a very good dinner. After dinner, I smelled something very strange. It was like the smell of a
public bathroom. We asked the waiter, “What is that?”
The waiter told us, “This is a dessert. It’s called crispy durian cake.”
My friends wanted to try it, so they ordered one each. I was very curious, so I tried a little. Then
I went to the bathroom and threw up. I lost my appetite that night, but my friends all loved it.
They even bought more to take home. But they got stopped at the airport because durian is fruit.
After many years, I didn’t try it again. In 2008, I came to the U.S.A, and I worked with
Malaysian people. They always brought durians to the shop, and they taught me how to eat it.
The first time you eat durian, you should hold your nose, then eat it. You will love it. I was
afraid, but I tried it again because everybody says durians are delicious. It was. Now I eat durian
and I love it.
Take Care of Your Teeth
One day when I was 23 years old, I got sick. My teeth hurt. That made me very unhappy. I could
not eat, I could not work, I could not sleep. It was very serious pain. Then I thought that maybe
in a few days the pain would stop, but it didn’t. The pain got bad, and the whole night I could not
sleep. So I went to see the dentist.
The dentist was very busy. I waited for a long time. Finally the nurse called my name then the
dentist took a look at my teeth. He said he needed to take out two of my teeth. These teeth were
new-grown. They are called wisdom teeth. They grow the wrong way, and they push other teeth.
That is why my teeth hurt.
“This is a small surgery,” the dentist said. “We will give you anesthetic, so you won’t feel any
pain.”
I said “Okay,” then I signed an agreement and sat in the chair. The nurse helped the dentist give
me anesthetic. I felt my mouth become numb. Then I saw the dentist pick up a small hammer. I
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was so scared, so I closed my eyes. I could feel they used different tools in my mouth but I
couldn’t feel any pain.
Half an hour later the dentist told me, “It’s done.” I was so happy it was finished.
Later that night the anesthetic wore off and I started to feel pain in my gums. Now I clean my
teeth very carefully every single day. I don’t want to see the dentist often.
Working in a Hotel Kitchen
My first job was at a hotel kitchen. I thought it was an interesting job because I wanted to be a
cook and it was a great opportunity to get paid while learning from a chef. The chef that taught
me about cooking was from my hometown, Anhui. Because he had great cooking skills, he won a
lot of awards for cooking.
I was really lucky to learn from him for a while. In the beginning, I was very excited and hardworking. A few weeks later I thought the job was really boring and tedious: it was washing and
chopping every single day.
After a few months the chef taught me a few simple stews for the employees at the hotel. Now
when I think about it, it was a really tough time. The chef required me to learn the basic skills,
like knife skills and flipping the pans. That wasn’t easy. I cut myself all the time and I was unable
to flip a pan that heavy. Finally, when I cut my finger again, I decided to give up my ridiculous
chef dream.
Although it was a short-lived experience, it taught me a lot of things. I learned how to cook
Shanghai food and Jiangzhe food. But I never want to go back to that kitchen ever again.
My Father
My father was a very handsome man. He was tall and strong. My father was a kind-hearted,
industrious person. He was a good husband and a good father. In my memory, he always
respected my mother and loved his children.
My father was a construction worker. He was a very skilled brick maker. In my hometown, a lot
of people knew him. In that poor place, he made a lot of money. My brother, my sister, and I had
a happy childhood.
One year, my mother had an operation because she had a lump on her neck. All of us children
were scared. We all waited outside of the operating room. I saw my father crying loudly, and it
was then that I knew my father loved my mother a lot. Fortunately, my mother was okay.
My father died in 2004.
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Alyssa Xie
Alyssa in New York
I’m a cashier. I work in the Chinatown Po Wong Hong Supermarket. I usually work on Friday
and Saturday. Sometimes I also work on Sunday because the store is busy.
I have three classes: English class, computer class and movie class. I go to school Monday to
Thursday. The English class is 9 AM to 11 AM, Monday to Thursday. The computer class is 11
AM to 1 PM, Tuesday and Thursday. The movie class is 1 PM to 3PM, Tuesday to Thursday.
My husband is a construction worker. We have four children: one son and three daughters. My
oldest daughter and son are in college now. My second oldest daughter is in high school, and the
little one is in the fifth grade. We are all busy on weekdays. On Sunday sometimes we go to a
restaurant together. Sometimes I go shopping with my husband. I go to China to visit my
mother once every two years.
In New York I’m very busy, but I enjoy that!
Fake Money
Thirteen years ago, my brother had a small store in Pan Yu, China. His store was next to my
sister’s store. The store sold different tissues and napkins. When my sister-in-law had a baby, I
helped my brother take care of his store. One day, a young man came to the store and bought
some tissues. He was average height and average weight, but I couldn’t remember his outfit. He
bought about twenty RMB’s worth of things and he gave me a hundred RMB bill. When I
received it, I felt it was fake. Then I double-checked it, and it was fake!
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I returned the money to the man and asked him if he could exchange the bill. He asked me for
the reason, and I told him I would not accept this bill. After half an hour, he came back with a
fifty RMB bill, and it was fake too. This time I told him directly that this bill was fake. He had a
guilty conscience, so he left with his empty hands and embarrassment. I told my sister about this
incident and my sister taught me that I should rub the money if this happens again, because you
can identify the fake money easily.
My Middle School Trip
When I was in the seventh grade, I had a special school trip. All the students in our school went
to a mountain near a lake. Everyone had to carry different things. For example: rice, salt, pots,
pork and some fruit. It took about an hour and a half to walk there. On the way, all the girls sang
songs together. We were so happy. The boys helped some girls carry heavy things and listened to
the songs.
When we arrived there, we were so excited. The mountain was very beautiful! The air was very
fresh! We took a lot of pictures. After that, we started to cook lunch. We had six people in a
group. Everyone had to do different things. When we were cooking many interesting things
happened: someone forgot to bring salt, someone forgot to bring bowls, and someone’s face was
full of dust. Very funny! We were laughing!
Many people had never cooked before this trip; we just put the rice and other food together and
added water and salt. When we were finished cooking, we tried it. Oh! Very delicious! Because
we cooked it together and it was our first time cooking outside!
Food Story about My Son
My son, Sky, is nineteen years old right now. When he was about eight years old, I brought a
durian home one day. After he got home from school, he asked me why it smelled like someone
pooped in the house. I laughed at him and told him it was the smell of durian, which is the king
of fruits. I opened the durian that night and wanted to share it with my family. But Sky refused
to eat durian and he stayed very far away from it. I thought I should not let him be picky, so I
told him it tasted delicious and he should really try it. Then I forced him to eat a little bit. And he
didn’t like it.
After one week or so, I brought another durian home, and this time I forced him to eat a little bit
as well. But he started to change his opinion a little bit. He ate a little bit more than the first
time. About one year later, Sky asked me, “Mommy, why don’t you buy durians anymore?” I was
surprised by what he said. Then I asked him, “Do you like durians now? I thought you hated it!
Don’t you?” He told me he liked it now. I was so happy that he wasn’t being picky and that he
started to like what he hated before. In my family, we all like to eat durians!
Health Story
When I was six years old, I remember one day, I broke my right sole. I remember that happened
in the summer. I followed my sister to a stream to wash clothes. While my sister was standing in
the stream washing clothes and talking to her friends, I climbed a tree. I sat in the tree and
played with the leaves.
After half an hour, my sister called me to go home. I jumped down from the tree. I shouted in
pain! I saw the blood coming out. “Oh no! There is a shard of glass in my sole!’’ I cried. It hurt a
lot. My sister was very scared when she saw my sole. One of her friends ran to our house to tell
our parents, but my parents weren’t at home. Only my uncle was at home.
My uncle carried me on his bike to the hospital. The doctor checked my sole and gave me
anesthesia. Then the doctor took out the glass from my sole. I got about four or five stitches on
my sole. My uncle was joking with me. He said, “You can’t climb trees anymore.” I cried again.
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My sister comforted me, “Don’t worry. You will be okay. Uncle was just kidding. But don’t jump
from trees anymore.” Suddenly I was smiling.
But I stayed home for about one week because I couldn’t move my foot. After that, I did not
climb trees any more.
My Old Colleague
Eight years ago, I worked at a bakery on Mott Street. I worked six days a week from 12 pm to
10:30 pm. One of my coworkers named Zhen was very funny in my point of view. She always
forgot to do something she was supposed to do and these mistakes always made me laugh.
In our store, we were mostly busy in the morning and afternoon. One morning I was
substituting for my coworker. My boss told Zhen to stand at her spot and serve the customers. A
while later, a customer asked Zhen if there was chashao bao and Zhen told her there was
chashao bao over there. So the customer asked Zhen to get it for her. But Zhen told the
customer, “No! I can’t leave my spot because my boss told me not to move.” When I heard this, I
thought it was very funny and I totally cracked up.
There was another time that she made a mistake. Whenever a customer ordered a milkshake,
she always forgot to add the flavors or fruit or anything that the customer wanted to be added.
Her silliness was what made me laugh all the time. However, Zhen is a nice, direct, and zealous
person. It’s just sometimes she is not careful enough. Right now we are still in touch.
My Father
My father passed away a few years ago, but he will be in my heart forever! In my memory, he’s
thin and average height. He has short gray hair. He’s kind, honest, and hard working, but he’s
not outgoing. Usually he doesn’t talk a lot. When I am unhappy, I just talk to him, and he pays
attention and listens to me.
I remember when I was seven years old, I didn’t like to get a haircut, so my father bought me a
big bag of candy after I got a haircut. I liked to eat that candy, so after that I liked to get a haircut
because I loved the candy. Another thing was when I was in middle school, one of my classmates
made fun of me and said bad words to me. I was crying and very sad. My father comforted me
and he tried to cheer me up.
My father had three brothers and two sisters. He had four children: three girls and one boy. I’m
the third child in my family. He had different jobs in his life. He worked at a sugar factory, and
he was a track worker and farm worker. He worked at state farms for a long time until he
retired. He worked seven days a week, except rainy days. He was working very hard!
I still miss him a lot. He is in my heart forever!
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Joyce Yang
My New York Life
My name is Joyce Yang. I came to the United States about three years ago. I am from Fujian,
China. I have a son. He is ten years old. He is in middle school. I have a brother and a sister. I
am a manicurist. I work in a nail salon.
I study English at University Settlement. My teacher is Jon. He is a great teacher. My English
class is from 9:00 AM to 11:00 AM. After class I usually go to work. I drink coffee every day. I
like black coffee: no sugar and no milk. And I drink tea every day. I don’t like to drink water
because water has no flavor. I eat a lot of fruits and vegetables every day. I eat breakfast at home
and I eat lunch and dinner in my nail salon. I need to bring my lunch and dinner to work, so
every morning I am busy. I don’t like to eat out. I like to eat healthy food.
I work six days a week. I am off on Mondays. When I am off, I like to go shopping. I exercise at
the gym about four times a week. I usually run and lift weights.
My Lucky Money
When I was a young girl, I loved Chinese New Year because I could get a lot of lucky money.
During Chinese New Year, giving lucky money to children is a tradition.
When I was a young girl, my father and mother gave me lucky money every year. When I was a
young girl, my relatives would give me lucky money. But my father and mother had to give my
relatives’ children lucky money too. Sometimes when we visited my parents’ friends, they would
give me lucky money. My parents had to give their friends’ children lucky money too.
I would save my lucky money. I really looked forward to Chinese New Year as a child because I
could receive a lot of lucky money. Now every Chinese New Year I have to give my parents and
children lucky money.
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My Elementary School Life
When I was seven years old, I went to elementary school. In my country, elementary school has
six grades. My elementary school’s name was Hua Qiao Zhong Xin Elementary School. In my
elementary school, every grade had two classes. One class had forty-five students. My
elementary school was strict. I needed to wear a uniform in elementary school. I had a lot of
homework in elementary school. I was a good student in elementary school. I got 95% or 100%
on every test, and I did my homework every day. Math was my favorite subject in elementary
school. I always got 100% in it.
Mrs. Gao was my favorite teacher in elementary school. Now I think she is retired. My best
friend was Yi Hong Zhou in elementary school. We went to school and played games and did
homework together every day because we were neighbors. In my elementary school, every
spring and fall we took a trip. Sometimes we went hiking, and sometimes we cooked outside.
I was happy in my elementary school. I miss my classmates and teachers.
Ma Po Tofu
We all know that tofu is white in color. When I was a young girl, one day my father made pork
with ma po tofu for lunch. This is pork-braised tofu in soy sauce. My sister and I told my father
to make it again. Since then I have fallen in love with ma po tofu. I felt that the food was
especially delicious.
My mother told me tofu was good food. And I slowly began to like tofu. Tofu is rich in plant
protein. There are many ways to cook tofu: steamed, fried, boiled, or braised in soy sauce.
Now tofu is my favorite food. But I like ma po tofu best. Ma po tofu is hard to cook. When I go
out to eat, I need to order ma po tofu every time because ma po tofu at the restaurant is very
delicious. In a restaurant, there is a large fire and a large pot. Almost every day I have to eat tofu.
My Son’s Head
In 2011, my son was six years old. In the summer, my family and I took a trip. One night we
stayed at a hotel. When my son went to take a shower, he was wearing flip flops. The floor was
very slippery. My son fell down. Two minutes later he cried out. I ran to my son. He was lying on
the floor. There was a lot of blood. I was crying. I didn’t know what to do.
My sister called 120. After twenty minutes the ambulance came. My son was carried to the
ambulance, and my husband and I also sat in the ambulance. Fifteen minutes later we arrived at
the hospital. My son went to the emergency room. The doctors began to deal with his wounds.
My son kept crying and saying, “Dad, it hurts! Dad, it hurts!” Thirty minutes later, the doctor
helped him bind up the wound.
He received a total of seven stitches on his head. Then my son went to get a CT scan. After thirty
minutes my son finished the CT scan. The doctor looked at the CT scan image. He told us there
was no problem. I breathed a sigh of relief. Then the doctor prescribed some medicine.
The doctor said we had to come back the next day for the medicine and also a tetanus shot. After
a week my son’s head wound healed. Now, five years later, on his head he has a scar. I often
remind him now: “Walk a little more slowly. Don’t run.”
My Last Job in China
From 2008 to 2011, I worked for the Tian Yi Chuan Mei Company. This was an advertising
company. I worked there for about three years. I did sales and marketing. I liked this job
because I could talk to many different people. I didn’t have to stay in the office and I could make
more money.
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Our company did advertising for buses, taxis, bars, and billboards. I had ten co-workers. They
were very friendly. We had a party twice a month. We ate a lot of food, drank, and went to KTV.
My boss’s name was Jun Lin Zhao. He was very nice. Right now sometimes I talk to my boss and
co-workers on WeChat.
I left this company in 2011 because I needed to take care of my son. My mom took care of my
son while I was at work, but she was going to take care of my sister’s son. So I quit my job.
If I go back to China, I think I will go back to work for this company. I liked this job.
My Father
My father’s name is Xiang Pei Yang. He was born in 1946. He was a worker. Now he is retired.
He is a tall man. He has gray hair and a gray beard. Now my father is old. He likes to wear a hat
very much. He likes to smoke and drink alcohol. He likes to cook very much. He cooks very well.
I like my father’s cooking.
When I was a child, I was afraid of him. He looked very serious. But my sister wasn’t afraid of
my father because my sister was the youngest and my father spoiled her. After I grew up, I was
not afraid of him. Actually, he is not bad. He is a very kind father and also very humorous.
There is an old saying in China: “Father is a mountain.” I haven’t seen my father for about four
years. I miss my father. Sometimes I call my father. I call him Lao Yang. We often joke like
friends. This summer I want to go back to China to see my father. I can eat my father’s food
again.
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Wei Wen Zeng
My New Life
I immigrated to the United States about three years ago. That was a big challenge for me because
everything was different. The most difficult thing was that my English was very low, so I couldn’t
find a job or communicate with other people. I decided to go to school to study English. I also
need to take care of my children because my daughter is in high school and my son is in middle
school.
Now I lived in Midtown Manhattan. My neighbors are friendly. My neighborhood is very
convenient. There is a hospital near my home. It takes me ten minutes to get to the subway
station. There are many restaurants nearby.
From Monday to Friday, I get up at 6:00 am. I brush my teeth and wash my face. I make
breakfast for my family. Sometimes I prepare lunch for my son because he doesn’t like school
lunch. I leave my home at 8:00 am. I take the train to get to school. My English class is from
9:00 am to 11:00 am. My computer class is from 11:00 am to 1:00 pm. My movie class is from
1:00 pm to 3:00 pm.
After class I usually go to the supermarket to buy some food. When I get home, I spend one or
two hours doing my homework then I cook dinner for my family. I eat my dinner at 8:00 pm. I
share funny or interesting things with my children. We have a happy dinner time every day.
After dinner, I go to sleep at 12:00 am.
On Saturdays and Sundays, sometimes I watch movies with my friends, sometimes I go to
Central Park when the weather is wonderful, sometimes I just stay home and relax, sometimes I
go to the library to borrow some books. By the way, I like to walk fast for exercise. I exercise five
times a week. In New York, I am really busy, but I enjoy it.
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Money Is Important, But Sometimes It Is Useless
I got married when I was 21 years old. I worked and lived in my husband’s hometown: Jiujiang,
China. It’s a quiet, clean, and beautiful small city. We had a big family—my parents-in-law, my
brother-in-law’s family, my sister-in-law’s family and my family—who lived together for about
ten years. We had a great time because all the family members were kind, especially my sisterin-law. She had big black eyes and curly hair. She was very talkative and funny. In my memory, I
never saw sadness or anger in her face. We called her “Pistachio.” She and I weren’t only
relatives but also friends. We both loved music, dancing, traveling, and delicious food. From
then on, my husband and I also started to run our own construction business. Then my family
moved to Shenzhen, Guangdong. When we had free time, we went back to visit them.
Sometimes they came to visit us.
One day, my husband was very sad when he got home. He told me his sister had cancer in her
brain. It was very serious. She needed to have surgery as soon as possible. The surgery would
cost about 15,000 yuan. It was a lot of money for them because my sister-in-law was a clerk and
her husband was an engineer. At that time, we had just gotten a loan from the bank for our
construction project. We decided to pay for the surgery for her because we thought that life is
more important and we loved her. We delayed finishing the construction project because we
didn’t have enough money to do it on time. We also had to pay some penalties.
After the surgery, one of her eyes couldn’t see but she could still work. Four years later, her
cancer came back. She had her second surgery and received radiation for a long time. She
became very weak and her beautiful hair started to turn gray. She wasn’t able to work, but she
was still optimistic and strong.
She passed away in June, 2012 after she had been tortured for more than eight years by cancer.
She was only forty-four years old.
I still remember her smile. We did our best but we weren’t able to keep her at last.
A Profound Experience
When I was in fifth grade, the students in my school learned about agriculture.
It was a wonderful day in spring. I got up at 5:30 am and went to school after breakfast. We were
wearing uniforms and took school buses to the countryside. It took us about an hour and a half
to get there. There was a very big farm: there were three vegetable fields, two fruit gardens, and
an area for the animals. Many tractors were working in the fields. Some farmers were clearing
out the weeds and some farmers were feeding the animals. We were so excited and joined them.
But we weren’t able to distinguish between the crops and the weeds. Many of us picked the crops
and threw them away. Our teachers stopped us when they found out. They let the farmers give
us a class about this knowledge. Later, we did it well. The farmers also taught us how to plant
the crops and how to feed cows and sheep. That was very interesting. We learned a lot about
agriculture.
After work, the farmers cooked lunch with the vegetables we picked ourselves and fresh pork
that came from the farm. It was really delicious. I still remember it clearly.
The First Time We Cooked
In my earliest memory, my mom was always very busy. She was a biologist. She did her job very
well. She also needed to take care of her four children. She was good at cooking. When my
sisters and I had birthdays, my mom always cooked delicious food for us, but she never cooked
for herself.
I don’t remember which year it was, but it was my mom’s birthday. She still went to work as
usual. My oldest sister told us, “Today let’s work together and cook a birthday dinner for mom.”
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We put money together that our parents sometimes gave us for snacks. We went to a street
market to buy a chicken, some pork, tofu, peppers, mushrooms, and spinach. That was the first
time we cooked. We didn’t know how to do that. We just followed our imagination and cooked
them. We tried to cut the pork into pieces, but we weren’t able to cut too small. We washed the
mushrooms and spinach. We put a whole chicken into a pot and boiled it. After two hours, we
made four dishes: fried tofu, pork fried peppers, steamed spinach, and chicken mushroom soup.
When my mom came back home, my youngest sister held her hands and took her to the dining
room. She was so surprised and happy. She hugged all of us and said, “Thank you, babies!” We
sat around the table and began to eat. The tofu was really salty. The pork was too tough. The
spinach was over-cooked. Only the chicken soup was okay. My parents were still smiling. We
enjoyed our first time cooking and ate it all.
Thanks, God! Thanks, Everyone!
In January, 2011, my son was eight years old. I took my children to go on vacation to San Yan.
It’s a beautiful city. It has a very long beach. It’s summer time all year. We stayed at the Hilton.
Customers swam in the sea every day. I only took my children to the swimming pool in the hotel
because we couldn’t swim. Our third day there, only my son swam wearing a rubber ring
because my daughter didn’t feel well. I sat in the chair near the swimming pool and talked on the
phone with my husband. My daughter sat beside me and read a children’s book. Suddenly my
daughter shouted to me, “Mom, my brother is out of sight!” I threw down my cell phone and ran
ahead. I only saw the rubber ring floating on the water. I cried and shouted loudly, “Save my
son! Save my son!”
Many people ran rapidly and jumped into the swimming pool. After two minutes, my son was
saved from the deep end of the pool. He couldn’t breathe at that time. A hotel employee gave
him CPR. After a while he started breathing but he didn’t wake up. Someone on the scene called
the hospital. An ambulance arrived in a few minutes. We took the ambulance to the nearest
hospital. My son was sent to the emergency room directly. Three doctors and two assistants
went to the emergency room to save him. A nurse came out holding a paper and said to me,
“Sign your name here.” At that time, I didn’t know what was on the paper at all. I just signed my
name like a robot.
He stayed in the emergency room for two hours and eighteen minutes. My daughter and I stayed
outside to cry for two hours and eighteen minutes until the nurse told me my son woke up. Then
he was sent to the ICU. One of the doctors pointed to me and asked my son, “Who is she?”
“Mom,” he answered with a very weak voice. The doctor pointed to my daughter. “Sister,” he
answered. My tears came out with a smile.
My son was saved and his brain wasn’t injured. He recovered very quickly. Two days later, he
was the same as usual.
Thanks to God! Thanks to everyone!
My English Teacher
When I graduated from middle school, I got good scores and went into the best high school in
Nanchang. This school was very good and strict. Most of the students were excellent. Even
though my math and physics were okay, my English always fell behind. Sometimes I wasn’t able
to pass the tests. Sometimes I got low scores. I always lost my confidence.
One day, my English teacher called me and seven other classmates to go to her office. She talked
with us one by one. Then she told us, “This isn’t your fault because your foundation is low. You
can’t give up. I will help you.” After that, she came to school one hour early to teach us to
pronounce and read from the beginning. After school, she left school one hour late to teach us
grammar and writing. She did this for about one year. All of us were able to catch up. Some of us
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went to the top of the class. She was very happy. It wasn’t easy to do it because she also needed
to take care of her family.
After I left college, I seldom used English in my life. I almost forgot it all until I came to the U.S.
When I first arrived at JFK, I couldn’t understand any words. Fortunately I still remembered
some vocabulary and grammar that my English teacher taught me. I held a pen and a paper
every time and everywhere when I wanted to do something because I just could write a little bit
by using English. It helped me pass the most difficult time. Thanks to my English teacher.
Now I study English at University Settlement. My listening has improved a lot, but my speaking
is still very poor. I need to work harder and practice more. I dream one day I can speak English
fluently.
Father in My Heart
My father was born in 1932. He has four brothers. He is the second child in his family. When he
was seven years old, his father and his uncle were shot by Japanese soldiers when they walked
out of their house. His uncle left two children. My grandmother had to raise seven boys by
herself. Fortunately, she worked in the local orphanage, but it was still very hard to live.
When my father was fourteen years old, he started to work in a cotton thread factory with his
older brother and two cousins. He supported one of his brothers to go to school until he
graduated from college.
In 1949, China ended the Civil War. He joined the army for four years. Then he became a
policeman. He worked as a policeman until he retired. He loved his job very much. In my
earliest memory, I always saw him come back home in the morning when I was getting ready to
go to school.
My father wasn’t talkative when he was young, but he was very organized. He always educated
us in a special way. I remember I just got a score of 68 on a math test in middle school. I didn’t
dare tell my mom. I waited for my father to come back home and I gave the sheets to him. It
showed 68. My father held the sheets upside down, then said to me, “It’s great!” My face turned
red. After that, I studied harder than before.
My father had a special skill. He and his brothers were able to catch fish in the river by hand
because their family was very poor. If they wanted to eat meat, they needed to catch fish by
themselves. My father liked to practice calligraphy in his free time. His calligraphy is beautiful.
My father is the person who always sees the glass as half full. He has four daughters. They all
graduated from college. His co-workers and neighbors sometimes said to him, “You are very
great!” He always answered, “Not because of me—it’s because of my wife.”
Now he is 86 years old. When someone asks him, “How do you keep so healthy?” he always
answers, “My wife’s cooking is wonderful.”
My father also has a bad habit. He has been smoking for almost 60 years. He tried to quit twice
just for a very short time, then he smoked again. He always said to my mom and us, “I’m sorry. I
can’t leave smoke like a fish can’t leave water.”
I’m so happy and lucky because I still have parents to call and they are both healthy. Every
Friday at 12:00 am, I talk with my parents for more than an hour. I hope I can call my parents
until I’m 80 years old.
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