Interviewee: Zhang Guixiu, female, born in 1933
Place: Shuangjing Village, Shuangjing Zhen, Xupu County, Huaihua City, Hunan Province
Interviewer: Shu Qiao, male, born in 1989
Interview Date: July 18, 2010
Interview location: Zhang Guixiu’s home
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[bookmark: _GoBack]Interview notes:
Growing up in the village, every time I saw Guixiu Taitai (we call them Taitai for all those who are an older generation than my grandparents), she was always smiling. My grandma took me to her house the first time I interviewed her. When I asked her to tell me about her difficult days, she didn’t quite understand me. She was like my grandma, only gave brief answers to my questions, a bit nervous, and very quickly told me that she couldn’t remember much about those days. The second time I interviewed her when I returned to my village again, she was more proactive, told me more details. She mainly talked about years right after the great famine, telling me how she went out begging in other places and how she managed to get some grain through exchanges. This is her survival story, which I feel is equally important as those happened during the great famine.
 
Interview transcript
We ate anything we could swallow
During the great leap forward, I stole sugar canes from the field, I hid them under my cloth and brought them home for my children. I didn’t allow San Hua (my son) to do this, I just did myself. In those years, each person only got four liang of rice every day, which was far from enough. We had to eat chaff, cane bagasse, dregs from the canteen, these things were so dry that we had constipation. In fact we had to steal chaff from the commune canteen, we then ground the chaff, sifted it and ground it again. The dregs from the canteen were given to us. We baked the dregs and cane bagasse dry, then ground them. One would easily have constipation by eating the dregs so I didn’t give those to my children. Sunhua, my son once had a very bad case of constipation, I was mostly fine.

We also ate corn leaves, cottonseeds and gathered wild vegetable in the hill. We used limewater to soak these to make them soft, ground them and mixed them with flour and pounded them into ciba. It was not easy to find the vegetable needed for making ciba. Youqing went all the way to Zifang Mountain to look for it, and managed to find some at Maiqilong, exhausted.

There was little food indeed. We ate raw broad beans as we were planting them. We picked and ate little wax gourds before they were ripe. We brushed their hairy skins with our hands and ate them raw. We ate raw pumpkins too. Honestly we ate anything edible. The food we received from the canteen, we saved for our children. We saved any food we could for our children. My daughter often says that she didn’t suffer too much from hunger because her mother fed her with enough food.

We had to work when we were sick, many people died
We had to go out and work, otherwise there would be no food at all. I used to carry coals with others every day. We had to carry the coals even when there was not much food or when we were sick. I went as far as Qiuyan at one time to send the coals.

Once I was sick, and my child was one or two years old. There was no one at home to take care of my child and I had to carry him on my back while working in the field. The patrol saw me like that told me that I could go home. He is my fifth son and he died later. A lot of my neighbors died, some started to have edema. I was mostly fine. Many people in production team six had similar experiences. Some had edema too, some were so hungry that they ate all sorts of things, and died soon afterwards.
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