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Who can forget the images, telecast worldwide, of brave Chinese students facing down tanks

in Tiananmen Square as they took on their Communist government? After a two-week standoff

in 1989, military forces suppressed the revolt, killing many students and issuing arrest warrants

for top student leaders, including Zhang Boli. After two years as a fugitive, Zhang -- the only

leader to elude capture -- knew that he must bid his beloved country, as well as his wife and

baby daughter, farewell. Traveling across the frozen terrain of the former Soviet Union, where

peasants rescued him, and through the deserted lands of China's precarious borders, Zhang

had only his extraordinary will to propel him toward freedom. As told in Escape from China -- a

work of great historical resonance -- his story will renew your faith in the human spirit.

Andrew J. Nathan Professor of Political Science,Columbia University, co-editor of The

Tiananmen Papers An instant classic....Zhang Boli's searing memories are brought to life with

a wealth of concrete detail....He loses all, and gains all -- a classic human quest told in fresh

form.Publishers Weekly Incisive, fast-paced....Zhang Boli presents his exploits modestly, but

one is awed at every turn by his steely nerve andstreet savvy, and by the compassion that he

liberally accords to humans, animals, and the land that gave him shelter.Perry Link Professor

of East Asian Studies, Princeton University, author of China's New Rulers This book should be

required reading for those who accept uncritically Chinese government claims to represent

'China.' The little people in this saga, generous and quiet, are China, too.When the 1989

Tiananmen Square demonstrations became a bloody massacre, Zhang Boli, a prominent

student leader, was placed on China's most wanted list. Of the 21 listed, he is the only one to

elude authorities. Escape from China is Zhang's first-person account of his perilous two-year

flight from his pursuers, a flight that eventually brought him to America. Fleeing from a regime

that had "lost rationality and humanity", he went north--crossing into Russia for a while--relying

not only on the kindness of friends, relatives, and strangers, but also on his own ingenuity. He

spent months living rough in the harsh, wild, Russian-Chinese border region east of Mongolia.

Zhang's narrative is blunt, precise, and commendably modest. Especially compelling are the

conversations he had during his odyssey. Much of their power derives from Zhang's rendering--

unblinking, no matter how gruff and vulgar. Escape from China is at once an indictment of

authoritarianism and a gripping story of hardship, bravery, and determination. --H. O'Billovich --

This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.From the AuthorZhang Boli is now a

pastor in Los Angeles, where he lives with his family. --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.From Library JournalAlthough many students and intellectuals in China

will say that the Democracy Movement and the Tiananmen Square massacre of 1989 are well

behind them, Zhang's well-told story of his participation in these events as a student organizer

and his harrowing escape to the West will be welcomed by many readers. The refugee memoir

is by now an established genre, presenting a personal and bottom-up view of China's

tumultuous modern history for Western audiences. This story adds to the literature in telling

how Zhang survived as a fugitive in China, making a living as a country fisherman, fleeing

across the frozen landscapes of inner Asia, relying on old and new friends, adopting

Christianity, and eventually being smuggled out to Hong Kong. Along the way, we are

introduced to his family and to the many colorful people who helped him survive. Zhang is now

a pastor at a Chinese American church in California. Recommended for large public libraries.



Charles W. Hayford, Northwestern Univ., Evanston, ILCopyright 2002 Reed Business

Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.About the AuthorZhang

Boli is now a pastor in Los Angeles, where he lives with his family. --This text refers to an

alternate kindle_edition edition.From Publishers WeeklyOne of the prominent student leaders

of the democracy movement so brutally crushed in Tiananmen Square 13 years ago, Zhang

spent a harrowing two years as a fugitive in rural northeastern China before finding asylum in

the U.S. and eventually becoming a Christian priest (and prominent speaker) in Los Angeles.

Zhang's searing memoir incisive, fast-paced and full of textured details begins with the

collective experience of the democracy movement. He recalls the cultural and political

atmosphere at Beijing University during the spring of 1989; the circle of ebullient Chinese

intellectuals passionate about social reforms; the hunger strikes; the negotiations; and finally

the bloody terror of the crackdown. Turning to his two-year-long attempt to evade the Chinese

authorities, Zhang presents his exploits modestly, but one is awed at every turn by his steely

nerve and street savvy, and by the compassion that he liberally accords humans, animals and

the land that gave him shelter. Most moving, however, are the portraits of the ordinary people

of northeastern China among whom he hid. These peasants, laborers and fishermen, with

whom the incognito Zhang shared the arduous fight for subsistence, were often illiterate and

far removed from Tiananmen physically and culturally, yet they understood Zhang's personal

plight and its significance for the country. Through these sketches, Zhang memorably shows

the real people who make the fight for democracy in China worthwhile. 8 pages of b&w

photos.Copyright 2002 Cahners Business Information, Inc. --This text refers to an alternate

kindle_edition edition.From BooklistNow residing in the U.S., one of the 21 students named

responsible for leading the 1989 student demonstration at Tiananmen Square recounts his

harrowing journey to freedom. Boli and his fellow demonstrators never expected that their cry

for democracy would be greeted with machine guns and tanks, but the government's

declaration of martial law and classification of the student movement as counterrevolutionary

would spin out of control and spawn terror throughout the city. The outcome would bloody the

streets of Beijing with the bodies of innocent people, and Boli and his comrades would become

fugitives in their own homeland. Boli's two-year journey to find asylum would rob him of his wife

and child and force him to endlessly wander China's vast and rugged terrain in search of

sustenance and shelter. Fearing for his life and evading a relentless secret police force, Boli's

amazing story of survival is full of hope for the future and anguish for those whose lives were

lost in the struggle for democracy. Elsa GaztambideCopyright © American Library Association.

All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Excerpt. © Reprinted

by permission. All rights reserved.CHAPTER ONE: ESCAPE FROM BEIJING1June 4, 1989. In

the predawn darkness we were forced to evacuate Tiananmen Square. Negotiations with the

army were completed. The terms we agreed upon were simple: we should leave before

daybreak. A peaceful conclusion to the occupation of this largest of public gathering places in

all of China seemed within reach. Helmeted soldiers allowed us to pass through the narrow

corridor at the southeast side of the square, all the while pointing their bayonets, as if we were

prisoners of war. Army commanders had promised to give the demonstrators an opportunity to

disperse. The process, time-consuming because the crowd was huge, seemed under

way."Fascist!" a female student cursed furiously. Immediately, several soldiers rushed at her

and beat her down with the butts of their rifles. Her male comrades hurried to help her back

into the march. And thus commenced the last phase of a major confrontation between

nonviolent demonstrators led by university students and the armed forces of the People's

Republic of China. On the one side, words: speeches, pamphlets, poems, petitions, the



weapons of persuasion. On the other side, dictatorial power: guns, bullets, and tanks, the

weapons of destruction.For more than fifty days, student idealists, naive but brave, had done all

that they could to persuade their government by peaceful means to redress their grievances. A

small group at first, their numbers had grown to the hundreds and then to the thousands. Now,

amplified by ordinary citizens, they had grown to the tens of thousands. At times, more than a

hundred thousand. A great dramatic spectacle, seen on television screens around the world,

had reached its climax.And now an elite battalion of soldiers was moving to crush the

Democracy Movement by brute force. As the day progressed, these soldiers, seemingly devoid

of humanity, were to march against their own fellow citizens and employ lethal force.As soon as

we began moving away from the square, the air was filled with the roar of tanks speeding

ahead. I looked back and saw the statue of the Goddess of Democracy being torn down. Rows

of tents, so geometrically ordered, were being crushed by the tanks' treads, the canvas sheets

sometimes flying into the air like snowflakes driven by the wind. We marched and looked back

through tears of anguish. The square we had occupied for fourteen days after the government

had declared martial law was now an army's playground for the enjoyment of brutal games. In

addition to our fears and rage, we felt a profound sense of humiliation. All of our noble words,

our passionate deeds, our bravery in the face of enormous odds were being mocked; we had

entered a realm of madness and were at the mercy of men -- the soldiers and their leaders --

who were utterly without humanity.Arriving at Liubu Avenue, we found that West Changan

Street was still filled with the acrid nitric acid smoke of small arms and artillery fire. Here and

there, military vehicles, buses, and tanks burned furiously. Destruction and horror everywhere. I

turned on my pocket radio. The Central People's Radio was broadcasting an editorial of the

Liberation Army Daily News, defining the nature of our democracy movement as "counter-

revolutionary upheaval." A movement that had endured for over fifty days, designed to provide

an example of direct democracy at work, was dismissed as merely a crazy grab for power. The

radio announcers lied to the world. Chaos, anarchy, destruction of revolutionary ideals: these

were said to be our goals. They accused the student protestors of conspiring to overthrow the

government. Not only the government but socialism itself: all that the workers, soldiers, and

peasants had sought to achieve.West Changan Street was stained red. A man who had been

beaten was covered with blood and was spitting bloody foam onto the street. Chai Ling, her

face contorted with horror, cried, "He's still alive!"I asked my schoolmates to take the man to

the hospital's emergency room on a tricycle, but he died before they could get there.Singing

"The Internationale," we marched like a slow and boiling river that flowed toward Beijing

University. Behind us we heard the thunder of tanks and the explosion of tear gas bombs. My

tears flowed freely; I had no mask. It was so unbearable! Students rushing up behind us said

that the tanks had crushed eleven students to death.Li Lu suddenly said: "Wait a minute! We

should go back! It's not right to just abandon the square!" Chai Ling and Feng Congde said

nothing to show what they were feeling. Most of us opposed the idea of returning to the square.

It was entirely unrealistic and we knew that. We would be met by overwhelming force and

violence. The government would show no mercy. Nearly a hundred tanks and more than a

hundred thousand soldiers guarded Tiananmen. If we returned it would be to die. To me it

seemed that saving our lives, perhaps to fight again soon, should be the highest principle at

this moment. Our responsibility was to bring as many students as possible safely back to the

university.Mo Xuan, our picket leader, said, "You guys are the commanders. I will lead the

march wherever you say!" So Chai Ling, Feng Congde, and I continued our way at the head of

the throng, leading students back to the university. Li Lu and Mo Xuan turned part of the march

back toward the square. Not many students followed, and those who did soon returned to



follow us. We all hated to leave the square after so many days but this was what we had to

do.Arriving at a big hotel near the zoo, we saw a huge banner hanging from an upper floor. It

said: "Insist on the Four Fundamental Principles. Oppose bourgeois liberalization. Take a clear-

cut stand against upheaval. Firmly suppress the counter-revolutionary turmoil." We ran angrily

into the hotel and tore the banners to shreds. Then we sat down to catch our breath. I had

shouted so much into the bullhorn that my voice was hoarse. Now I was very tired and wanted

to rest. But this was impossible.2We finally reached Beijing University at noon.On both sides of

the street from Zhongguancun to the university were crowds awaiting our return -- among them

teachers, students, and parents. A fifty-year-old female teacher asked me: "Where is my

daughter? Did she return with you?" I stood silent with my tears flowing. Emotion was adding to

the flood produced by tear gas. The entrance and the buildings around were crowded with

people. Students sat down, packed like sardines with their schoolmates and teachers. I took

the bullhorn from a fellow beside me and made one last speech before fleeing Beijing.I said,

"My dear school, my dear teachers and schoolfellows, we are back. We were ruthlessly driven

out of Tiananmen Square by savage soldiers with tanks, rifles, and tear gas bombs. But many

of our schoolmates remain forever in the square and on East and West Changan Street. When

they left this world, a world they loved so much, they didn't know that those who killed them

were 'the most lovely ones,' as soldiers were called by our national leaders."I continued. "Chai

Ling, Li Lu, Feng Congde, and I, as the leaders, persisted to the end in the square. We tried

our best not to lose face for Beida and her students."Weeping arose from inside and out. I

spoke my last words. "Now, the fatuous old dictator has finally torn off his mask and shown his

grim face. He ordered the army to shoot us! He had the tanks run over students and

defenseless residents of Beijing! The soldiers didn't even stop for old people and little children.

They killed indiscriminately. They arrested people to create red terror and rule by violence. And

yet they label us as 'ruffians'! As 'traitors'! 'Counter-revolutionaries.' Dear schoolmates and

teachers, our leaders have lost their minds. Soon they will arrest and try to kill us. They will

implement a totally relentless political persecution in every part of China. Many who are loyal,

high-minded citizens, including distinguished intellectuals, will be beaten, put on trial, arrested,

thrown into prison, perhaps even killed. However, we are not afraid. For the truth is with us, the

people are with us, the world is with us, and I believe the day will come when the light of

democracy and freedom shines over all of China! On that day, if I am still alive, I shall return. I

shall return here where our movement began to pay tribute to our dear school, and to my brave

teachers and schoolmates. Good-bye, Beida! Good-bye!"Suddenly a voice cried out from the

crowd: "Zhang Boli! Aren't you a Communist?" It sounded strange and sarcastic.I responded,

"Yes, I am a Communist, but since the Party commanded its army to shoot the people, I have

sworn to withdraw from the Party and to struggle to the end. I can no longer belong to a party

that has lost all rationality and humanity!"Applause came from everywhere like a rainstorm. I

heard people shouting: Yes! Withdraw from the Party! Withdraw from this autocratic,

murderous, old man's Party!We went into the university surrounded by thousands. The picket

team organized by the Beijing University Preparatory Committee immediately locked the gate,

preparing for the last struggle against the troops who would soon arrive. I went to the twenty-

eighth floor.At this moment, a student of the Writers' Class came and found me; my wife, Li

Yan, had arrived. How amazing! I was completely surprised. How could she have come to

Beida now?Chai Ling said: "Go and see her! There is nothing else to do but escape." I replied

with a classical Chinese aphorism: " 'As long as the green mountains are saved, there is

always firewood.' Take care of yourselves," I said, "you and Feng Congde.""You too," she said.

"If there is really no way out, try the coast.""I cannot leave the country right now," I said. "I have



to take Li Yan out of Beijing first."We held each other's hands tightly. Chai Ling was trembling.

We knew that perhaps we would never see each other again.3My dorm room, 3011 on the

forty-seventh floor, was packed with people. Several girls were weeping. As I entered, they

rushed to me. I was touched by their friendship and warmth. I reported the evacuation of the

square in very simple words.Li Yan burst in, and my fellows instantly gave way to her. We

looked quietly at each other. An intimate moment in the midst of a crowd. Li Yan had worn the

pretty dress I bought for her in Guangdong before we got married; a green band shaped her

hair. Since school started this semester I had not gone home to visit her and our daughter,

Little Snow. She had written me a letter: "Beginning May First (International Labor Day) we are

on holiday. I will take Little Snow and stay with you in Beida for a few days." By that time, I had

already plunged into the student movement and was launching a newspaper, the News Herald,

but I still looked forward to her visit with Little Snow. When I called the leading cadre of the

department where my wife worked, I learned that Little Snow was in the hospital. How I wished

I could see them! Little Snow had so many medical problems. She had been hospitalized many

times since birth. However, during such momentous disputes with the government how could I

leave? And now, my wife had left our child at home and dashed to Beijing under heavy fire.Li

Yan threw herself into my arms and embraced me urgently. Caressing her shoulder, running my

hands through her soft hair, I could feel her body trembling.All my friends wept. They knew that

this meeting could also be a farewell, our last moments together.I said, "Li Yan, my dear wife,

do you blame me?"She shook her head."Dear Li Yan," I said, "you shouldn't run the risk of

coming to Beijing."She shook her head vigorously.I wiped the tears on her face and asked

softly, "How is Little Snow? Is she all right?"Her face brightened. "Little Snow can say 'papa'

now."My heart had been pierced. I was having trouble holding back my own tears. My daughter

could say "papa" already, so soon! When I left home for school, she was happily crawling; now,

after only a few months, she could call for Papa. Would I ever hear that voice?A well-known

woman writer rushed into my room and shouted to stop the weeping. "We must be calm! This

is no time to be immersed in love or sorrow! The tanks and troops are closing in. They'll soon

be here and we'll be under siege. You better pack up your things and follow me.""Not so fast." I

said. "Are they so ruthless that they will spare no one?""Don't be silly!" the writer replied. "They

will arrest all leaders and others besides. What? You think you'd rather be executed like the

national hero Tan Sitong? Hurry up! Follow me! And this girl too." She pointed at Li Yan, whose

hands still clung to my neck. "She is not a girl," I corrected her. "She is my wife.""Fine," she

said decisively. "Let's go!"Everyone urged Li Yan and me to leave. One could hear rifle fire in

the distance. Helicopters were wheeling in the air above Beida, reconnoitering the

campus."Come on!" the woman writer pressed me with a sense of urgency. "We won't get out

of here if we don't leave now!" Li Yan and I took our bicycles and followed the writer's car off

the campus through the old west gate.We rode through many streets and lanes. Our friend

kept looking back at us fearfully, making certain we were not being followed. Soon she got out

of her car in front of the huge door of a courtyard and rang the bell.A young woman opened the

door slightly. Seeing us through the crack, she immediately let us into the courtyard.The writer

introduced us. "This is my blood sister, you will be safe here!" Pointing at me, she said, "This is

Zhang Boli, a writer, also one of the student leaders."The young woman answered me with a

bashful smile and then led me into the living room. She introduced her husband, Mr. Gong.The

man was gracious and hospitable, greeting us with smiles. He motioned for us to rest and went

to the kitchen with his wife.In a short while, they set the table with several appetizing dishes

and offered beer. I felt no appetite but drank the beer. Mr. Gong said that he would like to go to

the many hospitals of Beijing to find out the number of dead and injured. His wife and the writer



also wanted to observe the situation in Beida. Mrs. Gong brought me some clean underwear

and said, "Take a bath and then sleep. Don't go anywhere for a couple of days, you're likely to

get shot." I nodded with gratitude.They left, and the small courtyard standing alone among the

houses became unusually quiet. It was a hot day. The fan in the living room made rhythmic

humming and buzzing sounds.Li Yan prepared the water for a bath and called me.I removed

my dirty, reeking clothing. Li Yan picked up the shower nozzle and rinsed me thoroughly. Then

she began lathering my body with soap. Suddenly I realized that she was leaning on my back.

Her hands caressed it ceaselessly and she was weeping.During the two years of our marriage

we had come to know each other intimately. I knew her faults and her virtues well. As we stood

there in the bathroom, I took her hands to my chest and held them. Then I told her, "Li Yan, if I

am captured, it's all right to remarry someone, a well-behaved man. The Chinese Communists

will not rest until they have silenced me.""No," she said quietly. "I will definitely not do that."I

tried hard to maintain my composure. But the thought of leaving my wife and of not seeing my

child was overwhelming. Not for the first time I thought about the harsh reality. The Liberation

Army was arresting and murdering people everywhere in Beijing. I was clear about what cruelty

they were reserving for me.After the bath, I put on clean clothes and asked Li Yan how much

money she had with her. "Only a few hundred yuan," she replied. She took out five hundred

and gave it to me, but I refused the money. Feng Congde had given me four thousand yuan for

my escape, which I kept at a friend's house in the Dongcheng District, east of Tiananmen. This

money, added to a thousand yuan that I had kept for myself, would be enough for me to flee

Beijing. All such funds came from donations we had received, and which had then been

divided equally among the leaders who were most at risk.In the evening, the writer and her

sister and brother-in-law returned. Mr. Gong told me that he had seen over a hundred corpses

in Fuxing Hospital. How awful! Until that moment I had no idea how great the carnage was.

About ten of the dead were graduate students. The injured were of course more numerous,

how many he could not say. The street in front of the hospital was stained red, the grisly result

of drippings from ambulances.We all burst into tears. It was all so unbearably tragic.We began

to focus on my situation. Mr. Gong suggested that I move to Guangzhou and wait for a chance

to leave the country. Mrs. Gong said that I could seek asylum from the embassy of the United

States or from some other country. I disagreed, saying, "That will create an excuse for

authorities to say that our movement has had illicit relations with foreign countries. People will

be disappointed in us and suspect us of treason. No, I'll remain in China for at least six months

or a year, until people understand that our situation is so difficult that we must escape." The

woman writer had a similar idea, which was to get out of Beijing first. To do otherwise was to

risk one's life pointlessly. The Liberation Army was killing people everywhere in the city. Troops

under martial law could execute "the rebels" without trying them and at any time they

pleased.But how could I get out of Beijing? The train stations, not to mention the airport, would

be closely guarded. In the end I decided that the safest way to flee was on bicycle.4Night fell

and the sky filled with misty rain. Wearing raincoats, Li Yan and I got on our bicycles and said

good-bye to the Gongs. We rode toward the Dongcheng District. I was going to my friend's

home to get my money and would then ride to Tong County. And from there on to

Tianjin.Passing through the north district of Taipingzhuang, I saw military vehicles lining the

street. Crowds of people surrounded the vehicles, some of which were on fire, but the soldiers

acted as if they saw nothing. These places were not yet under the control of the Liberation

Army; they were still in the hands of the people. In front of the Beijing Studio I saw one of my

good friends, a film director, who was speaking to the massed crowd. I didn't greet him but

passed by with my head held low.Three hours later, we arrived at the home of my friend in



Balizhuang. I knocked on the door but nobody answered, so I opened the door with my own

key. The house was in disorder. I turned on the light and opened the drawer in which I kept my

emergency escape funds. But there was nothing in the drawer except a note written by another

friend. The beautiful handwriting jumped out at me."Old Wang: The contract has been

changed; now I have to leave. Concerning your goods, I'm taking them with me. Tomorrow I will

be back. Please wait till I return."So it was certain that no one would be here today. The tenants

seemed to have been away for many days. I wondered what terrible things could have

happened to them and it worried me. I couldn't fall asleep, so I went to the refrigerator and

opened a beer. We had bought it before starting the hunger strike. Li Yan was tired and lay

down to rest, but the deafening roar of the tanks and the sound of the machine guns woke her.

Frightened, she threw herself into my arms and whimpered, "No! No! I will not let you go!"I held

her tightly, saying, "Don't be afraid, my dear, I didn't leave. Am I not here by your side?"Her

embrace was amazingly strong, her body firm but yielding. Like firewood burning through our

souls, desire consumed us and erased the horrors of the day. Not since our wedding night had

we given ourselves so completely to passion. Perhaps we already foresaw that this was to be

our last night as husband and wife.The night was punctuated by distant shooting. Our lingering

fear and horror were palpable. We could not help exchanging these emotions, from me to her

and back again. While we lay asleep, entwined, the door opened and my friend entered. What

a relief, that we found each other still among the living. Although Li Yan and I were still in bed,

he took me in his arms. We rejoiced that each of us had survived.He told me that the woman of

this house had been injured in the square. She had been beaten by soldiers and had fallen

from her bicycle while trying to dodge the shooting. She had sustained a serious concussion,

and her husband was with her in the hospital. Fortunately, the prognosis was favorable. My

friend took out the money we had prepared in case it was needed for escape; I gave him half of

it. He was going to pack things up, and would leave the city with a group of people.5It was

afternoon. Li Yan and I got on our bicycles and left the couple's home. Everywhere military

vehicles were surrounded by residents jamming the barricades. We passed through these

roadblocks easily on our bicycles. Almost all the shops and hotels were closed. Beijing was like

a city under siege on the verge of capitulating to the invaders. One could not imagine that

these structures and streets, the great works of a mighty people, were ever again to be used

for daily commerce.We got on the road to Tong County by a roundabout route. No sooner had

we done so than we heard the rumble of tanks rushing toward us. Their speed was frightening

and the monstrous noise they made was deafening. Li Yan and I, with about ten other bicycle

riders, tried to escape into an alley but it was too late.The machine gun of the first tank started

to fire. The bullets struck the corner of a house right above us. Broken bricks and tiles flew

wildly in the air. I yelled out, "Everybody off your bicycle and hit the ground!"We threw

ourselves down, rolling and crawling in the gutter. Some of the faster riders managed to slip

into the alley. The tanks continued firing. Their bullets flew over our heads with a loud rattling

sound. A man who looked like a cadre yelled furiously at the tanks, "Fuck you, Communists!

Are you trying to destroy the city?"The tanks finally drove away. I helped my severely frightened

wife up on her bicycle and we went on. After I had gone a few hundred meters, I found that Li

Yan was not with me. I turned back to look for her, and saw that there were many troops

nearby. Automatic assault rifles fired almost continuously. There was Li Yan pushing her bicycle

and limping along to catch up."Are you injured?" I asked hastily.She shook her head, "No, but

the tire is flat."I found that a bullet had punctured the wheel. I threw the bicycle down and let

her sit behind me. But she said, "We'd better get another bicycle, it will be too tiring with one

bicycle for two. It's a long way to go, isn't it?"So we went back to the home of my old friends.



They had a bicycle in their yard. My friend had come home, and I asked him about his wife.

Fortunately she was recovering. He reprimanded me, "Why do you remain in Beijing? It's too

dangerous, leave as soon as possible!"I told him that I had come to get his bicycle. He said

nothing but quickly unlocked the chain. "Take it," he said, "and remember to remain calm."

Repeating the same Chinese saying I had said to Chai Ling -- "As long as the green mountains

are saved, there is always firewood" -- he added, "Leave! I'll go back to school and tell the

students to lay low -- and to quit the party!"We filled the bicycle tires with air. I said good-bye to

my old friend, and we set out quickly. Beijing, moaning painfully under the cacophony of guns

and tanks, fell farther and farther behind.Finally we reached the countryside. No tanks or

military vehicles here, no dead bodies or congealing blood. I got off my bicycle and looked back

at this great, glorious city a long while and tried to suppress my tears.Standing silently by my

side, Li Yan sighed in resignation. "Let's go" is all she said. I remounted, trying not to look back

again.Good-bye, Beijing. I will return someday.Copyright © 1998 by Zhang Boli --This text

refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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ESCAPE FROM CHINAIt was a cold night at the Haarbin railway station. Large, woolly

snowflakes floated gently like feathers in the air.Brother Xian and I appeared in the station

square at 11 P.M. The cold and snow created ideal conditions for my disguise, I wore a thick

winter cap and a large printed scarf that muffled my face.A group of armed police passed us,

looking bored and unperturbed. But then they approached a young man standing at the

memorial of the Soviet Red Army and very suddenly, like a flash of lightening, struck him down

in the snow. Police nearby said he was charged with carrying a pistol.The atmosphere in the

railway station immediately became strained. More and more armed police arrived. Like

hunting dogs searching for their quarry in the crowds, they were probably looking for the young

man’s companions. But they didn’t notice that Zhang Boli, for whom they had been searching in

vain for six months, was here among them….Taken on May 5, 1989, a memorable day in my

life. I am the one in the white headband. Photo by Zhao Beizhuan.WASHINGTON SQUARE
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FOURTEEN FREE AT LASTEPILOGUEFOREWORDThe “Tiananmen Generation”By Wang

DanMisery, like prosperity or triumph, is the spiritual property of a nation. To forget a nation’s

suffering is to create new misery in its place.I remember the day when the College Student

Union organized a city wide demonstration, and Boli and I led the students of Beijing University

marching out of the campus. Thousands of people gathered alongside the roads cheering our

actions. I know every single one of us was boiling with emotional fervor. Rational reflection may

have tempered some of our views in the years that followed, but no one can question the

authenticity of our idealism. History has taught me many things, and has led me to an

understanding of the value of authenticity. Boli’s story may not reflect all aspects of the entire

democracy movement in 1989, but through his own personal experiences, during and after the

movement, he has given us one truthful account of the “Tiananmen Generation.” That is a

significant contribution.Boli has also written an honest account of his suffering, which has

moved me deeply. In 1993, I saw a documentary film circulated only underground in Beijing.

The film was called I Graduated, and it told the story of the students of the Class of 1987 (the



main body of the 1989 Student Movement) and their bitter feelings towards the world at the

parting moments of graduation. Like a bottle of bitter wine, their misery was formed under

special historical circumstances. At the end of the film, when sad music echoed repeatedly

“dear friends, good-bye … good-bye …” I couldn’t help my tears. In 1989, the “Tiananmen

Generation” endured an enormous spiritual impact. We came from idealistic dreams to face the

darkest suppression. For most of us in our early twenties, who had grown up in a happy,

peaceful time with everything provided for us, this change was etched forever into our bones.

Many words have been written about the politics of the 1989 Democracy Movement, but very

few have touched this aspect of the experience. Perhaps this part of the history must be written

by us, the students. Boli survived Tiananmen Square, and has written his part of the story. I

hope more of the “Tiananmen Generation” will write about their own spiritual sufferings, write

about the impact of our lost innocence, and our sudden, brutal encounter with death,

suppression, purge, prison, and exile.Now the “Tiananmen children” have all grown up. We

have become the “Tiananmen Generation.” The historical wound has sunken into an internal

ache in our hearts. We are now able to start again. Our reflections on the past are not merely

nostalgic. Our sentiments are not passive. We just do not want to forget. This is our

responsibility to ourselves and to history. Like Boli says: I dare not forget, because I am forever

part of this suffering nation.”One day, when Boli’s children grow up and read this memoir and

are moved by it, I will celebrate, both for Boli and for our “Tiananmen Generation.”ESCAPE

FROM CHINACHAPTER ONEESCAPE FROM BEIJINGJune 4, 1989. In the predawn

darkness we were forced to evacuate Tiananmen Square. Negotiations with the army were

completed. The terms we agreed upon were simple: We should leave before daybreak. A

peaceful conclusion to the occupation of this largest of public gathering places in all of China

seemed within reach. Helmeted soldiers allowed us to pass through the narrow corridor at the

southeast side of the square, all the while pointing their bayonets, as if we were prisoners of

war. Army commanders had promised to give the demonstrators an opportunity to disperse.

The process, time-consuming because the crowd was huge, seemed under way.“Fascist!” a

female student cursed furiously. Immediately, several soldiers rushed at her and beat her down

with the butts of their rifles. Her male comrades hurried to help her back into the march. And

thus commenced the last phase of a major confrontation between nonviolent demonstrators

led by university students and the armed forces of the People’s Republic of China. On the one

side, words: speeches, pamphlets, poems, petitions, the weapons of persuasion. On the other

side, dictatorial power: guns, bullets, and tanks, the weapons of destruction.For more than fifty

days, student idealists, naive but brave, had done all that they could to persuade their

government by peaceful means to redress their grievances. A small group at first, their

numbers had grown to the hundreds and then to the thousands. Now, amplified by ordinary

citizens, they had grown to the tens of thousands. At times, more than a hundred thousand. A

great dramatic spectacle, seen on television screens around the world, had reached its

climax.And now an elite battalion of soldiers was moving to crush the Democracy Movement by

brute force. As the day progressed, these soldiers, seemingly devoid of humanity, were to

march against their own fellow citizens and employ lethal force.As soon as we began moving

away from the square, the air was filled with the roar of tanks speeding ahead. I looked back

and saw the statue of the Goddess of Democracy being torn down. Rows of tents, so

geometrically ordered, were being crushed by the tanks’ treads, the canvas sheets sometimes

flying into the air like snowflakes driven by the wind. We marched and looked back through

tears of anguish. The square we had occupied for fourteen days after the government had

declared martial law was now an army’s playground for the enjoyment of brutal games. In



addition to our fears and rage, we felt a profound sense of humiliation. All of our noble words,

our passionate deeds, our bravery in the face of enormous odds were being mocked; we had

entered a realm of madness and were at the mercy of men—the soldiers and their leaders—

who were utterly without humanity.Arriving at Liubu Avenue, we found that West Changan

Street was still filled with the acrid nitric acid smoke of small arms and artillery fire. Here and

there, military vehicles, buses, and tanks burned furiously. Destruction and horror everywhere. I

turned on my pocket radio. The Central People’s Radio was broadcasting an editorial of the

Liberation Army Daily News, defining the nature of our democracy movement as “counter-

revolutionary upheaval.” A movement that had endured for over fifty days, designed to provide

an example of direct democracy at work, was dismissed as merely a crazy grab for power. The

radio announcers lied to the world. Chaos, anarchy, destruction of revolutionary ideals: these

were said to be our goals. They accused the student protestors of conspiring to overthrow the

government. Not only the government but socialism itself: all that the workers, soldiers, and

peasants had sought to achieve.West Changan Street was stained red. A man who had been

beaten was covered with blood and was spitting bloody foam onto the street. Chai Ling, her

face contorted with horror, cried, “He’s still alive!”I asked my schoolmates to take the man to

the hospital’s emergency room on a tricycle, but he died before they could get there.Singing

“The Internationale,” we marched like a slow and boiling river that flowed toward Beijing

University. Behind us we heard the thunder of tanks and the explosion of tear gas bombs. My

tears flowed freely; I had no mask. It was so unbearable! Students rushing up behind us said

that the tanks had crushed eleven students to death.Li Lu suddenly said: “Wait a minute! We

should go back! It’s not right to just abandon the square!” Chai Ling and Feng Congde said

nothing to show what they were feeling. Most of us opposed the idea of returning to the square.

It was entirely unrealistic and we knew that. We would be met by overwhelming force and

violence. The government would show no mercy. Nearly a hundred tanks and more than a

hundred thousand soldiers guarded Tiananmen. If we returned it would be to die. To me it

seemed that saving our lives, perhaps to fight again soon, should be the highest principle at

this moment. Our responsibility was to bring as many students as possible safely back to the

university.Mo Xuan, our picket leader, said, “You guys are the commanders. I will lead the

march wherever you say!” So Chai Ling, Feng Congde, and I continued our way at the head of

the throng, leading students back to the university. Li Lu and Mo Xuan turned part of the march

back toward the square. Not many students followed, and those who did soon returned to

follow us. We all hated to leave the square after so many days but this was what we had to

do.Arriving at a big hotel near the zoo, we saw a huge banner hanging from an upper floor. It

said: “Insist on the Four Fundamental Principles. Oppose bourgeois liberalization. Take a clear-

cut stand against upheaval. Firmly suppress the counter-revolutionary turmoil.” We ran angrily

into the hotel and tore the banners to shreds. Then we sat down to catch our breath. I had

shouted so much into the bullhorn that my voice was hoarse. Now I was very tired and wanted

to rest. But this was impossible.We finally reached Beijing University at noon.On both sides of

the street from Zhongguancun to the university were crowds awaiting our return—among them

teachers, students, and parents. A fifty-year-old female teacher asked me: “Where is my

daughter? Did she return with you?” I stood silent with my tears flowing. Emotion was adding to

the flood produced by tear gas. The entrance and the buildings around were crowded with

people. Students sat down, packed like sardines with their schoolmates and teachers. I took

the bullhorn from a fellow beside me and made one last speech before fleeing Beijing.I said,

“My dear school, my dear teachers and schoolfellows, we are back. We were ruthlessly driven

out of Tiananmen Square by savage soldiers with tanks, rifles, and tear gas bombs. But many



of our schoolmates remain forever in the square and on East and West Changan Street. When

they left this world, a world they loved so much, they didn’t know that those who killed them

were ‘the most lovely ones,’ as soldiers were called by our national leaders.”I continued. “Chai

Ling, Li Lu, Feng Congde, and I, as the leaders, persisted to the end in the square. We tried

our best not to lose face for Beida* and her students.”Weeping arose from inside and out. I

spoke my last words. “Now, the fatuous old dictator has finally torn off his mask and shown his

grim face. He ordered the army to shoot us! He had the tanks run over students and

defenseless residents of Beijing! The soldiers didn’t even stop for old people and little children.

They killed indiscriminately. They arrested people to create red terror and rule by violence. And

yet they label us as ‘ruffians’! As ‘traitors’! ‘Counter-revolutionaries.’ Dear schoolmates and

teachers, our leaders have lost their minds. Soon they will arrest and try to kill us. They will

implement a totally relentless political persecution in every part of China. Many who are loyal,

high-minded citizens, including distinguished intellectuals, will be beaten, put on trial, arrested,

thrown into prison, perhaps even killed. However, we are not afraid. For the truth is with us, the

people are with us, the world is with us, and I believe the day will come when the light of

democracy and freedom shines over all of China! On that day, if I am still alive, I shall return. I

shall return here where our movement began to pay tribute to our dear school, and to my brave

teachers and schoolmates. Good-bye, Beida! Good-bye!”Suddenly a voice cried out from the

crowd: “Zhang Boli! Aren’t you a Communist?” It sounded strange and sarcastic.I responded,

“Yes, I am a Communist, but since the Party commanded its army to shoot the people, I have

sworn to withdraw from the Party and to struggle to the end. I can no longer belong to a party

that has lost all rationality and humanity!”Applause came from everywhere like a rainstorm. I

heard people shouting: Yes! Withdraw from the Party! Withdraw from this autocratic,

murderous, old man’s Party!We went into the university surrounded by thousands. The picket

team organized by the Beijing University Preparatory Committee immediately locked the gate,

preparing for the last struggle against the troops who would soon arrive. I went to the twenty-

eighth floor.At this moment, a student of the Writers’ Class came and found me; my wife, Li

Yan, had arrived. How amazing! I was completely surprised. How could she have come to

Beida now?Chai Ling said: “Go and see her! There is nothing else to do but escape.” I replied

with a classical Chinese aphorism: “‘As long as the green mountains are saved, there is always

firewood.’ Take care of yourselves,” I said, “you and Feng Congde.”“You too,” she said. “If there

is really no way out, try the coast.”“I cannot leave the country right now,” I said. “I have to take

Li Yan out of Beijing first.”We held each other’s hands tightly. Chai Ling was trembling. We knew

that perhaps we would never see each other again.My dorm room, 3011 on the forty-seventh

floor, was packed with people. Several girls were weeping. As I entered, they rushed to me. I

was touched by their friendship and warmth. I reported the evacuation of the square in very

simple words.Li Yan burst in, and my fellows instantly gave way to her. We looked quietly at

each other. An intimate moment in the midst of a crowd. Li Yan had worn the pretty dress I

bought for her in Guangdong before we got married; a green band shaped her hair. Since

school started this semester I had not gone home to visit her and our daughter, Little Snow.

She had written me a letter: “Beginning May First (International Labor Day) we are on holiday. I

will take Little Snow and stay with you in Beida for a few days.” By that time, I had already

plunged into the student movement and was launching a newspaper, the News Herald, but I

still looked forward to her visit with Little Snow. When I called the leading cadre of the

department where my wife worked, I learned that Little Snow was in the hospital. How I wished

I could see them! Little Snow had so many medical problems. She had been hospitalized many

times since birth. However, during such momentous disputes with the government how could I



leave? And now, my wife had left our child at home and dashed to Beijing under heavy fire.Li

Yan threw herself into my arms and embraced me urgently. Caressing her shoulder, running my

hands through her soft hair, I could feel her body trembling.All my friends wept. They knew that

this meeting could also be a farewell, our last moments together.I said, “Li Yan, my dear wife,

do you blame me?”She shook her head.“Dear Li Yan,” I said, “you shouldn’t run the risk of

coming to Beijing.”She shook her head vigorously.I wiped the tears on her face and asked

softly, “How is Little Snow? Is she all right?”Her face brightened. “Little Snow can say ‘papa’

now.”My heart had been pierced. I was having trouble holding back my own tears. My daughter

could say “papa” already, so soon! When I left home for school, she was happily crawling; now,

after only a few months, she could call for Papa. Would I ever hear that voice?A well-known

woman writer rushed into my room and shouted to stop the weeping. “We must be calm! This

is no time to be immersed in love or sorrow! The tanks and troops are closing in. They’ll soon

be here and we’ll be under siege. You better pack up your things and follow me.”“Not so fast.” I

said. “Are they so ruthless that they will spare no one?”“Don’t be silly!” the writer replied. “They

will arrest all leaders and others besides. What? You think you’d rather be executed like the

national hero Tan Sitong? Hurry up! Follow me! And this girl too.” She pointed at Li Yan, whose

hands still clung to my neck. “She is not a girl,” I corrected her. “She is my wife.”“Fine,” she said

decisively. “Let’s go!”Everyone urged Li Yan and me to leave. One could hear rifle fire in the

distance. Helicopters were wheeling in the air above Beida, reconnoitering the campus.“Come

on!” the woman writer pressed me with a sense of urgency. “We won’t get out of here if we

don’t leave now!” Li Yan and I took our bicycles and followed the writer’s car off the campus

through the old west gate.We rode through many streets and lanes. Our friend kept looking

back at us fearfully, making certain we were not being followed. Soon she got out of her car in

front of the huge door of a courtyard and rang the bell.A young woman opened the door

slightly. Seeing us through the crack, she immediately let us into the courtyard.The writer

introduced us. “This is my blood sister, you will be safe here!” Pointing at me, she said, “This is

Zhang Boli, a writer, also one of the student leaders.”The young woman answered me with a

bashful smile and then led me into the living room. She introduced her husband, Mr. Gong.The

man was gracious and hospitable, greeting us with smiles. He motioned for us to rest and went

to the kitchen with his wife.In a short while, they set the table with several appetizing dishes

and offered beer. I felt no appetite but drank the beer. Mr. Gong said that he would like to go to

the many hospitals of Beijing to find out the number of dead and injured. His wife and the writer

also wanted to observe the situation in Beida. Mrs. Gong brought me some clean underwear

and said, “Take a bath and then sleep. Don’t go anywhere for a couple of days, you’re likely to

get shot.” I nodded with gratitude.They left, and the small courtyard standing alone among the

houses became unusually quiet. It was a hot day. The fan in the living room made rhythmic

humming and buzzing sounds.Li Yan prepared the water for a bath and called me.I removed

my dirty, reeking clothing. Li Yan picked up the shower nozzle and rinsed me thoroughly. Then

she began lathering my body with soap. Suddenly I realized that she was leaning on my back.

Her hands caressed it ceaselessly and she was weeping.During the two years of our marriage

we had come to know each other intimately. I knew her faults and her virtues well. As we stood

there in the bathroom, I took her hands to my chest and held them. Then I told her, “Li Yan, if I

am captured, it’s all right to remarry someone, a well-behaved man. The Chinese Communists

will not rest until they have silenced me.”“No,” she said quietly. “I will definitely not do that.”I tried

hard to maintain my composure. But the thought of leaving my wife and of not seeing my child

was overwhelming. Not for the first time I thought about the harsh reality. The Liberation Army

was arresting and murdering people everywhere in Beijing. I was clear about what cruelty they



were reserving for me.After the bath, I put on clean clothes and asked Li Yan how much money

she had with her. “Only a few hundred yuan,” she replied. She took out five hundred and gave it

to me, but I refused the money. Feng Congde had given me four thousand yuan for my escape,

which I kept at a friend’s house in the Dongcheng District, east of Tiananmen. This money,

added to a thousand yuan that I had kept for myself, would be enough for me to flee Beijing. All

such funds came from donations we had received, and which had then been divided equally

among the leaders who were most at risk.In the evening, the writer and her sister and brother-

in-law returned. Mr. Gong told me that he had seen over a hundred corpses in Fuxing Hospital.

How awful! Until that moment I had no idea how great the carnage was. About ten of the dead

were graduate students. The injured were of course more numerous, how many he could not

say. The street in front of the hospital was stained red, the grisly result of drippings from

ambulances.We all burst into tears. It was all so unbearably tragic.We began to focus on my

situation. Mr. Gong suggested that I move to Guangzhou and wait for a chance to leave the

country. Mrs. Gong said that I could seek asylum from the embassy of the United States or

from some other country. I disagreed, saying, “That will create an excuse for authorities to say

that our movement has had illicit relations with foreign countries. People will be disappointed in

us and suspect us of treason. No, I’ll remain in China for at least six months or a year, until

people understand that our situation is so difficult that we must escape.” The woman writer had

a similar idea, which was to get out of Beijing first. To do otherwise was to risk one’s life

pointlessly. The Liberation Army was killing people everywhere in the city. Troops under martial

law could execute “the rebels” without trying them and at any time they pleased.But how could I

get out of Beijing? The train stations, not to mention the airport, would be closely guarded. In

the end I decided that the safest way to flee was on bicycle.Night fell and the sky filled with

misty rain. Wearing raincoats, Li Yan and I got on our bicycles and said good-bye to the Gongs.

We rode toward the Dongcheng District. I was going to my friend’s home to get my money and

would then ride to Tong County. And from there on to Tianjin.Passing through the north district

of Taipingzhuang, I saw military vehicles lining the street. Crowds of people surrounded the

vehicles, some of which were on fire, but the soldiers acted as if they saw nothing. These

places were not yet under the control of the Liberation Army; they were still in the hands of the

people. In front of the Beijing Studio I saw one of my good friends, a film director, who was

speaking to the massed crowd. I didn’t greet him but passed by with my head held low.Three

hours later, we arrived at the home of my friend in Balizhuang. I knocked on the door but

nobody answered, so I opened the door with my own key. The house was in disorder. I turned

on the light and opened the drawer in which I kept my emergency escape funds. But there was

nothing in the drawer except a note written by another friend. The beautiful handwriting jumped

out at me.“Old Wang: The contract has been changed; now I have to leave. Concerning your

goods, I’m taking them with me. Tomorrow I will be back. Please wait till I return.”So it was

certain that no one would be here today. The tenants seemed to have been away for many

days. I wondered what terrible things could have happened to them and it worried me. I

couldn’t fall asleep, so I went to the refrigerator and opened a beer. We had bought it before

starting the hunger strike. Li Yan was tired and lay down to rest, but the deafening roar of the

tanks and the sound of the machine guns woke her. Frightened, she threw herself into my arms

and whimpered, “No! No! I will not let you go!”I held her tightly, saying, “Don’t be afraid, my

dear, I didn’t leave. Am I not here by your side?”Her embrace was amazingly strong, her body

firm but yielding. Like firewood burning through our souls, desire consumed us and erased the

horrors of the day. Not since our wedding night had we given ourselves so completely to

passion. Perhaps we already foresaw that this was to be our last night as husband and



wife.The night was punctuated by distant shooting. Our lingering fear and horror were palpable.

We could not help exchanging these emotions, from me to her and back again. While we lay

asleep, entwined, the door opened and my friend entered. What a relief, that we found each

other still among the living. Although Li Yan and I were still in bed, he took me in his arms. We

rejoiced that each of us had survived.He told me that the woman of this house had been

injured in the square. She had been beaten by soldiers and had fallen from her bicycle while

trying to dodge the shooting. She had sustained a serious concussion, and her husband was

with her in the hospital. Fortunately, the prognosis was favorable. My friend took out the money

we had prepared in case it was needed for escape; I gave him half of it. He was going to pack

things up, and would leave the city with a group of people.It was afternoon. Li Yan and I got on

our bicycles and left the couple’s home. Everywhere military vehicles were surrounded by

residents jamming the barricades. We passed through these roadblocks easily on our bicycles.

Almost all the shops and hotels were closed. Beijing was like a city under siege on the verge of

capitulating to the invaders. One could not imagine that these structures and streets, the great

works of a mighty people, were ever again to be used for daily commerce.We got on the road

to Tong County by a roundabout route. No sooner had we done so than we heard the rumble of

tanks rushing toward us. Their speed was frightening and the monstrous noise they made was

deafening. Li Yan and I, with about ten other bicycle riders, tried to escape into an alley but it

was too late.The machine gun of the first tank started to fire. The bullets struck the corner of a

house right above us. Broken bricks and tiles flew wildly in the air. I yelled out, “Everybody off

your bicycle and hit the ground!”We threw ourselves down, rolling and crawling in the gutter.

Some of the faster riders managed to slip into the alley. The tanks continued firing. Their bullets

flew over our heads with a loud rattling sound. A man who looked like a cadre yelled furiously

at the tanks, “Fuck you, Communists! Are you trying to destroy the city?”The tanks finally drove

away. I helped my severely frightened wife up on her bicycle and we went on. After I had gone

a few hundred meters, I found that Li Yan was not with me. I turned back to look for her, and

saw that there were many troops nearby. Automatic assault rifles fired almost continuously.

There was Li Yan pushing her bicycle and limping along to catch up.“Are you injured?” I asked

hastily.She shook her head, “No, but the tire is flat.”I found that a bullet had punctured the

wheel. I threw the bicycle down and let her sit behind me. But she said, “We’d better get

another bicycle, it will be too tiring with one bicycle for two. It’s a long way to go, isn’t it?”So we

went back to the home of my old friends. They had a bicycle in their yard. My friend had come

home, and I asked him about his wife. Fortunately she was recovering. He reprimanded me,

“Why do you remain in Beijing? It’s too dangerous, leave as soon as possible!”I told him that I

had come to get his bicycle. He said nothing but quickly unlocked the chain. “Take it,” he said,

“and remember to remain calm.” Repeating the same Chinese saying I had said to Chai Ling

—“As long as the green mountains are saved, there is always firewood”—he added, “Leave! I’ll

go back to school and tell the students to lay low—and to quit the Party!”We filled the bicycle

tires with air. I said good-bye to my old friend, and we set out quickly. Beijing, moaning painfully

under the cacophony of guns and tanks, fell farther and farther behind.Finally we reached the

countryside. No tanks or military vehicles here, no dead bodies or congealing blood. I got off

my bicycle and looked back at this great, glorious city a long while and tried to suppress my

tears.Standing silently by my side, Li Yan sighed in resignation. “Let’s go” is all she said. I

remounted, trying not to look back again.Good-bye, Beijing. I will return someday.*“Beida” is a

term of familiar affection for Beijing University.CHAPTER TWOTHE ROAD TO TIANANMEN

SQUAREMisery and terror entered my life at an early age.In 1962 China began a period when

the government turned against its own people. To cite only one example in a series of



disastrous policies: at least twenty million people died in widespread famines that were entirely

preventable. In the future judgment of historians, Mao Zedong has much to answer for.That

was the year when I began to remember things. My father worked in the personnel department

of the county government. My mother raised us five children in a semirural area on the

outskirts of the county seat. My mother and my elder brothers picked wild plants for food so we

could survive. At that time, the person I liked best was my eldest brother, who attended middle

school. Every day the school gave the students rye crackers. My brother would keep all his and

bring them home to me on Sundays. Before I entered elementary school, I had never eaten

any desserts better than those black crackers.Almost every day, people died of starvation in

the surrounding villages. This happened even though the rich Songhua Plain where we lived

was one of the most agriculturally productive districts in China. Later, when I became a

reporter, I learned that the area where I lived was among those with the smallest number of

deaths caused by famine.One summer day that year, my mother carried me in her arms to

watch someone being denounced at a public meeting. A man aged roughly forty was beaten to

death by the village cadres and militia. He was accused of stealing corn that had belonged to

the People’s Commune Production Team. His defense was that he was unable to bear the

hunger. I could never forget his appearance when he died. His eyes were open wide as if he

was looking straight at the sky. A stream of blood flowed down his forehead and across his

filthy cheeks. His mouth was stuffed with half-chewed kernels of corn, which formed a soft and

creamy white effluvium that oozed involuntarily from his contorted lips. He could not bring

himself to spit out the food even as he was being beaten to death.I saw that his mouth still

twitched as his life ebbed away and I cried out, “He’s not dead yet!” My mother held me tightly

and did her best to provide a grim form of comfort: “Don’t worry, he’s dead.” I felt her body

trembling.I was frequently tormented by hunger but was too young to know that I should

repress my agony, or at least not show it to my poor mother. As my eldest sister later recalled, I

was exceptionally headstrong even when I was very little. In my desperation to appease my

anguished gut, I sucked my mother’s nipples until they were red and swollen. I cried loudly until

my voice became hoarse because I was not getting enough milk. My mother quietly wept in the

corner, murmuring that I shouldn’t have come into this world.When I was five years old, we

moved into the county headquarters town where my father worked.My mother frequently told

me stories, especially after my father had punished me for some reason. A few fairy tales but

mostly histories or legends. They played a significant part in forming my character. From these

early days I formed a self-conscious identity as one who dared to be different, to dream the

impossible and to be persistent in the pursuit of such dreams. In elementary school I was a

high achiever not only in core subjects but in physical education, music, and drawing. From

elementary school to college, I was always at the head of my class.My father, a self-effacing

and quiet man, worried that my brash personality and competitive nature would sooner or later

be the source of trouble in my life. I remember clearly how hard he hit me one day when I was

only ten years old. It was because a teacher had pronounced a word incorrectly in the class

lesson and I had pointed out her mistake. Feeling humiliated, she not only denied her mistake

but also attributed all my deeds to “bad behavior.” As the rain of blows fell upon my face, my

cheeks became swollen and bloody. My horrified mother protested vigorously. From that day

on, my father gave up disciplining and instructing me.After that, reclaiming some of the

innocence and natural self-centeredness of childhood, I indulged myself in more dreaming and

felt happier. Little did I know, as yet, that the society into which I had been born was so

overwhelmed by cruelty, misery, boredom, corruption, and terror. Even among those mature in

years, few were able to achieve a larger perspective, one that transcended the immediate



circumstances. The energies of most people were drained by the struggle to remain alive. It is

how despotic governments maintain control.There is a tributary of the Songhua River in

northeast China called the Hulan River. This area had been the homeland of the famous early

twentieth-century woman writer Xiao Hong. Roughly a hundred years ago, a peasant and his

wife from Huimin County of Shandong Province, carrying their son in a basket, came to this

beautiful river valley. They were among the first generation of migrants who settled

Heilongjiang Province. The man from Shandong Province saw before him a vast, open plain

stretching to a steep yellow cliff in the north, where the Hulan River wound its way through

fertile soil. Herds of wild deer grazed peacefully and wild fowl flapped and skittered from fields

to pools and back again.The man stayed. He set ablaze large areas of grassland to create

tillable fields. After the huge fires, the greasy, shiny black soil, sweltering under the blue sky,

gave off a seductive fragrance.That man from Shandong Province was my great-grandfather.

The son he carried was my grandfather. The family prospered.By the time my grandfather had

married, the Zhang family had become landlords who owned thousands of hectares of fields

and many houses. A town sprang up in its place and was called by the locals “Yellow Cliff.” Its

official name was Tongjiang Town, and it belonged to Wangkui County of Heilongjiang

Province.My grandfather experienced one major disappointment: His wife had not borne him

any children. With encouragement from her, he began to look for a second wife. At that time, he

was living with his siblings and needed their consent to take money from the family’s shares.

They opposed his idea. In order to facilitate his plan, his first wife—evidently a generous-

minded woman—took five gold ingots out of her own savings and gave them to my grandfather

so that he could marry the daughter of a well-to-do family. The second wife gave birth to six

children, one of whom was my father. The two wives got along very well, treating each other

like sisters. As I was growing up, I regarded both women as grandmother; when the older

grandmother was still alive she often said proudly, “All of you children of the Zhang family came

from my five gold ingots.”If life had continued without major change, the younger generations of

the whole Zhang family would have been just as important and prosperous in the Hulan River

valley as the founding generation. But the family—or at least the branch from which I am

descended—began to decline beginning when my father was a small child. By the time he was

a grown man, the family was poor.It happened this way: My grandfather had a best friend who

became his blood brother. This blood brother was born a rebel. My grandfather gave him a gun

and horse so that he could qualify to join the army. A good marksman, this man joined the

forces of the Manchurian warlord Zhang Zuolin, the son of a famous military leader, as a sort of

company commander for half a year. Then he led a squad of men back to his native place,

where they turned to banditry. Operating from a hideout in the mountains, they robbed and

killed the rich and helped the poor. Later, they were rounded up and thrown in prison. Blood

Brother, who had been injured, was sentenced to death.My grandfather made up his mind to

do all he could to rescue him. By that time, grandfather and his siblings had already split the

shares of the family land. My grandfather had been given fields that equaled some hundreds of

hectares. To rescue Blood Brother, he began to sell his lands, most of them to his own

brothers. Altogether, he got two sacks of silver ingots to be used in exchange for his Blood

Brother’s freedom. But then Blood Brother left his family in the care of my grandfather and rode

off on his horse. Nobody knew for certain where he went, but he never came back. Some said

he had gone to the Soviet Union and joined the Red Army, others that he joined the Northeast

Allied Forces against the Japanese invasion. Nobody could ever imagine that half a century

later his offspring would shelter a political fugitive from government searches and dragnets.

That fugitive’s name was on the most wanted list. I was that fugitive.My grandfather died young.



My two grandmothers cared for the six children. One took a job as a housekeeper; the other

managed work on our family farm. The family continued to decline. My father, who had

attended school for only a few years, went to work for a living.In 1946 the lands of northeast

China were recovered. Following the Japanese surrender, the Manchurian emperor was sent to

the Soviet Union under Soviet Red Army escort. My father took part in the agrarian reform led

by the Chinese Communists. Having studied Confucianism, he remembered the Confucian way

of “cultivating oneself, building up one’s family, ruling the country and bringing peace to the

earth.” However, my father only wanted to cultivate oneself and build up one’s family and did

not want to think much about ruling the country and bringing peace to the earth. He quickly

withdrew from political activity when the Chinese Communists took over the country.Other than

misery and terror, what I had seen most during my childhood and adolescence was the

revolutionary madness of the age. When the Cultural Revolution stormed all corners of China

and allowed no peaceful classroom to exist, trust and love among people accordingly

disappeared. Many of my classmates made a clear break from their parents because their

class origins or family backgrounds were considered doctrinally unacceptable. To do otherwise

was to risk losing status or favor. Out of terror, everybody concealed his true feelings and ideas

about Chairman Mao’s Little Red Book. These morbidly destructive impulses caused

innumerable tragedies. Families were destroyed. Condemned men were forced to write

confessions and depositions. People deceived themselves; no one had a clear conscience.

Who could have anticipated this particular distortion of human nature occurring in China,

where duty to family was considered one of the cardinal virtues?Despite all this madness, what

I remember most from my boyhood is the pleasure of reading. I had an unusual gift for

remembering what I read. Regretfully, I squandered much of my gift on Maoism. By the third

grade I had memorized the whole of Mao’s book. But I had also read classical novels such as

The Romance of the Three Kingdoms, All Men Are Brothers (Shui Hu Chuan), Journey to the

West, Dream of the Red Chamber, Seven Chivalrous and Five Righteous, and so on. Most of

these books had originally belonged to the county library, which was shut down during the

Cultural Revolution. My playmates and I stole books from the library, or we went to grab what

the Red Guards were going to burn. To have something to read during the Cultural Revolution,

we passed the books around within our little group. That was a time when I was quite popular

in school. The books I read revealed a strange and novel world to me. I became so addicted to

reading that I would feel as if I had wasted my time if I did not read something each day.When I

went to middle school, I began to read the works of European and American writers such as

Victor Hugo, Maupassant, Turgenev, Tolstoy, Hemingway, and so on, in which the writer’s great

art was evident on every page. I had also read the books of the Japanese writer Kawabata and

of the Indian poet Tagore. The atmosphere, the culture, the customs and folklore conveyed in

the words of these great writers burst upon me like sunlight illuminating a dark alley. I read

these works as if they were the chronicles of my own family. They began to seem all of a piece

with the legends and histories I had learned from my mother.In 1974 I graduated from high

school. The Cultural Revolution’s great campaign—Mao’s call for people to go to the mountains

and countryside—was still in vogue. Afraid of living a rigorous existence in rural areas, many of

my classmates turned away from the officials of the Neighborhood Committee, as if avoiding

the plague. But those who mobilized people to “go settle in the countryside” were powerfully

persuasive.I was one of the very few who wanted to go to the countryside of his own free will.

By then, I was fifteen years old and dreaming of a new life. Although the journey ahead might

be very long and tortuous and full of things unknown, I wanted to try it. At that time I believed in

what Mao Zedong had said: “One cannot understand revolution unless he understands



peasants.” Peasants comprised more than eighty percent of China’s population. I was agog at

the prospect of learning about their lives and dreams. I was afraid of nothing. I felt I was on an

equal footing with the universe.I was the first in school to enter his name on the list of those

who wanted to go to the countryside.The evening before leaving, my mother prepared some

special dishes for me. Usually I did not eat at the table with my family. But since I was about to

begin a new life and make my own living, my father said it was an important matter that we

should celebrate. My father let me sit beside him at the table, and he filled my cup with liquor,

thus breaking the rule requiring the younger to serve the elder.That evening, my father drank a

lot; he told me how in the past he and his comrades had conquered local tyrants and

reallocated their lands. He said that he could drink more than half a kilogram of liquor at a time.

Though he warned me not to drink too much for it could badly affect my health and cause all

kinds of trouble, on this occasion he nonetheless urged me to finish the liquor in my cup. Then

he said that he had something to tell me.My father reminded me that he had seven children.

Among them, he said, the three daughters would each certainly marry a good husband who

would not beat or scold his wife. If in the future the three daughters did not starve or freeze to

death, that would be a consolation to him. As for the four sons, everybody praised them. The

eldest son, Zhang Bin, was a general and also a Communist; the second son, Zhang Qiao, was

a section chief in the second department of the third bureau of the Railway Ministry. The third

son, Zhang Wei, clever and competent, had learned carpentry and showed much promise. My

father said that I was the one he was most worried about. He said that I was unusually

obstinate, and that furthermore I had recently acquired strange ideas that sooner or later could

be the cause of serious trouble. In the end, he urged me to remember his advice:Do not take

fame seriously.Do not take money seriously.Do not take women seriously.These words indeed

exerted a great influence on me.The following day, I went to school, carrying my bags for the

trip. That afternoon a car, amid a great racket of beating gongs and drums, took me to the

countryside—to “a broad and open world,” as people were so accustomed to calling it.I had a

natural love of the countryside. To me it seemed easy to adjust to the life and environment of a

village. Among educated youths this was an unusual aptitude. Perhaps because I had been

born in a village, I was attracted to the soil. This predisposition endured, even though I spent a

substantial part of my youth in the city. Fields and forests seemed to me autonomous creative

forces that cradled the beginnings and ultimate realization of life. Wherever I traveled, the

succession of panoramic views aroused in me feelings of grandiose spaces and dreams of the

triumph of the human spirit.The village where I was sent had been settled by the Manchu

ethnic minority; it now belonged to the Red Star Commune of Wangkui County. The production

brigade allocated a piece of land to the students. As a leader, I led over forty youths to plant

tomatoes, cucumbers, eggplants, onions, potatoes, and so on, which would be more than

enough for ourselves. What we lacked were meat and fat, so I and some other youths secretly

drove a horse-pulled cart to the towns to get some from the students’ parents who worked in

restaurants or taverns.Though I loved the sights and smells of life in the country, after one had

stayed long enough, the laborious work of farm and village was no longer as romantic as first

imagined. Educated youths kept complaining about heavy farm work. Their greatest wish was

to return to their homes to reunite with their families. For that purpose, every one of them tried

ways to create conditions or use influential relations to pull strings.I was different from the

others in that I wanted to go to the university. At that time all universities and colleges were

recruiting “members of the workers, peasants, and soldiers.” The most important qualification

for entering a university or a college was “correctness of political consciousness”; this was to

be assessed by so-called poor and lower-middle peasants. Their recommendations were in



fact a medium for Communist organizations in rural areas to control university admissions. Two

years of village life as an educated youth had led me to understand more deeply the poor and

lower-middle peasants. These were mainly peasants of the collective farms, shortsighted and

fearful of doing too much or reluctant to work hard for the ruling class. They enjoyed no specific

rights. Their masters were the Communist bureaucrats selected among members of their own

class.However, things changed after Mao Zedong’s death in 1976.In October of that year, Hua

Guofeng and Ye Jianying staged a successful coup d’état and arrested Wang Hongwen, Zhang

Chunqiao, Jiang Qing, and Yao Wenyuan—the infamous Gang of Four. Thus ten years of

national catastrophe caused by the Cultural Revolution came to a dramatic end.It was said that

Mao Zedong had given Hua Guofeng his “sacred edict,” namely, “With you in charge, my mind

is at ease.” Newspaper reports referred to Hua Guofeng as “Wise leader Chairman Hua.” Under

his rule, millions of educated youths from Heilongjiang Province, one large batch after another,

began to return to their hometowns. But the educated youths of our collective household did

not return as quickly as those of the production and construction soldiers team. Although

everyone could file a request, the only acceptable reason for leaving was returning home due

to illness. Soon all the educated youths had gone away, and I was the only student left in the

village. Suddenly the whole village seemed unusually quiet.Starting about this time, thoughts to

which I had become accustomed in the past few years closed in on me disturbingly. The

pervasive corruption in Chinese society had become all too apparent. Yet I could not bring

myself to resort to a fictional “illness” as an excuse to abandon my work. Going home was not

my highest priority. Where would I go, what would I do? I wanted to clear the muddle in my

mind and think it through. In the end, I knew I wanted to study, even if I could only go to a

lesser-known school. I had liked literature since I was very young and longed to become a

student of Beijing University’s Chinese department. Furthermore, many intellectuals whom I

greatly admired, such as Lu Xun, Cai Yuanpei, Li Dazhao, and Hu Shi, had taught at this

university. But I decided to remain in rural exile and do laborious work for one more year, while

awaiting the opportunity to go to college. I was patient. I would wait for next year’s

recruitment.So I lived alone in the village. I fed the pigs and chickens, working every day and

cooking for myself in the now empty farmhouse. At night, I felt as if all my friends had left me

alone on the kang.* I felt consumed by my solitude and loneliness. The noises and laughter of

the past were assuming an unreal, dreamlike quality.In the autumn of that year, I took the

entrance examination to a teacher-training college in Heilongjiang. It was not a college I was

especially drawn to, but it would get me out of the village.I not only succeeded in the exam, I

got the highest score in the entire county.My mood before leaving the village in which I had

lived for two years was a mixture of pride and relief. But also of nostalgia. A few of the

educated youths who had been my good friends came back to say good-bye. We killed the last

pig of the collective households. Up early in the morning, I busied myself preparing and

cooking the pork, buying the liquor, frying the pancakes. At noon we invited the brigadier

cadres and several of the peasants to drink with us. We drank one bowl after another of

Laobaigan liquor till late into the night. When I had just drained the last bowl, I could not help

giving vent to my emotions.I remembered the years that had gone by. Just a small bowl of

salted cucumbers brought over by the old woman from next door would make us feel warm and

increase our appetites. Whenever it was festival time, we were invited to be guests of the

villagers, who had cooked meats and provided liquor for us. It was always a splendid meal

although it lacked the variety that was available in towns. Sometimes at night, often when there

was a storm, peasant wives would fry a big pot of corn and sunflower seeds for us; we would

eat them on the kang in our house while maintaining a steady crossfire of jokes. We had lived a



life full of tears, laughter, fights, and querulousness—something like the atmosphere in a

college dormitory. Overall it had been a grand two years, a time of hard work and continuous

activity. I was justifiably proud to have bridged the cultural gap between town and country, and

between educated elites and peasants. I had worked hard and learned how to survive in a poor

village.I was drunk that day. I talked ceaselessly and poured out what had been lying dormant

in my heart. Thus the torment I felt over my failure to enter Beijing University had been

released, and I felt much better.The chaos caused by the downfall of the Gang of Four delayed

the beginning of classes until November. On the day I reported to school it was snowing.

Turning over and over in the sky, length after length of snow flurries unwound over the earth

and shrouded it in a mantle of purest white.The instructor Miss Wu and a female classmate

showed me into a cold, messy, dirty dorm and helped place my luggage there. The instructor

introduced me to one of my classmates, Guo Xiuzhuang, who was the youngest daughter of

Guo Dechang, the chief of the educational bureau under the administrative division. There was

something unique, something elegant, about her. Later, she and I fell in love—though

regretfully it did not result in marriage.I graduated from the college in 1981 and was assigned a

job as a reporter for the Railway Engineering News.At the same time, I established a platonic

relationship with a remarkable girl called Dai Xiaohui. We sustained the relationship for more

than two years solely by writing to each other. Perhaps this kind of platonic love suited me

better.Dai Xiaohui worked in Jiujiang of Jiangxi Province, while I worked in Taiyuan of Shanxi

Province. Between us was a distance of thousands of kilometers, which included the great

Yellow and Yangzi river valleys. However, pouring my emotions into my letters, I always felt

bliss swelling in my heart like a sail billowing in the wind. A few years younger than I, Dai

Xiaohui was a classmate of my younger sister. She and I had attended the same elementary

school, middle school, and teacher-training college. After years of childhood and adolescence

spent in the same schools and village, we knew everything there was to know about each

other. Her brother Dai Haili was my good friend, a companion during my teenage years. We

often snuck into a classroom and played Ping-Pong when we should have been studying.

Before the Cultural Revolution his father had been a county magistrate. He was transferred

back to Heilongjiang Province and became an officer in the Wangkui County’s administration

when Xiaohui was attending middle school. He was often given expensive cigarettes, and we

stole and smoked these with the special pleasure that goes with petty sins. A beloved daughter

in her family, Dai Xiaohui never told her parents about that. She was quiet and clever and a

good writer. There was a mixture of girlish grace and loveliness about her. Whenever her prose

was published, she would send me a copy of the newspaper and ask for my opinion. Her talent

was greater than my own.Our platonic love led us to make an indefinite commitment to

improving our careers. Since we kept in touch only by letter, we could spend most of our time

devouring books, absorbing knowledge, and working, without the inevitable distractions of boys

and girls romantically in love. Soon she was promoted to propaganda chief of the Communist

Youth of Jiujiang city, while I received citations for outstanding achievement for my work in

Taiyuan city. At the same time, I published some stories and poems. To us, working is itself a

bliss. I had confidence in the Communists’ economic reform plan, with its open-door policy to

the outside world. I believed that the Party wanted to reawaken the enthusiasm of the people

so that they could work for modernization. Then the country could regain her historical

greatness and take her rightful place in the world. For this reason, I wrote a report to the

Communist organization in our department, discussing what I knew about the Party.However, it

was not so easy to be a good reporter who dared to tell the truth and kept his conscience. The

editor-in-chief and the chair of the newspaper’s political division, Liu Jingyin, were both forced



to retire because they had encouraged reporters to pursue stories of malfeasance and

corruption.As one of those who had tried to do honest investigative reporting, I felt suppressed.

Also, a little discouraged. I was disappointed by the low quality of journalism in China and the

attempts by the Communists to control the press. I was reluctant to compromise my ideals and

began to worry that I might not succeed in this profession.At about this same time I began to

think about marriage. I felt a strong impulse to have a home of my own, a place of refuge from

my work and my colleagues. My parents were happy to hear about this. I was their youngest

son, and they were concerned about my marriage possibilities. I wrote to Xiaohui, hinting at my

wish to settle down. I hoped that she would accompany me on a return to our hometown over

the New Year holiday. However, she objected to my idea, believing that we should succeed in

our careers first and consider marriage later.Two years later, I married. My wife was Li Yan,

introduced to me by a friend. She was six years younger than I, and very pretty. I had not tried

to find someone with a particular set of credentials; I was concerned mainly to find a young

woman of good character, with an energetic spirit. Li Yan was unemployed when I met her. I

encouraged her to learn cooking after we were married. She became a good cook, and we

both took satisfaction with her results. The next year, on a snowy night, our daughter was born.

We named her Little Snow.I began to write in a more serious way in 1983.Writing about news

and social problems in a literary style—reportage literature*—was a fashion in 1980’s China. I

published my writings in newspapers and magazines. None of them aroused much interest

until January of 1987, Beginning then, I came to be better known and taken more seriously. I

also came to know new talent in the world of letters, most of them students of Shanxi, who had

a very strong sense of mission and a critical mind toward the realities of Chinese life and

politics. One of them was Zheng Yi, who later became involved in the 1989 Democracy

Movement and who was the first to think of fasting in Tiananmen Square. Soon afterward we

came to hold different opinions. Yet, needless to say, Zheng Yi had plunged himself fully into

the movement. He then remained in China, escaping the witch-hunt for almost three years,

until finally becoming an émigré. The famous Communist intellectual Liu Binyan and his

daughter Liu Xiaoyan, who was the editor of Reportage Literature, published in Beijing, also

became my good friends.During several months gathering news, I traveled from China’s

poorest areas to the southeast coast. I found that the areas which had essentially given birth to

the Red Army or the Eighth Route Army (the first troops led by Mao) remained the poorest and

are considered so-called red areas, where Communist orthodoxy prevailed. “The redder the

poorer,” it was commonly said of Chinese political life. As if redness and poverty were

somehow inextricably intertwined, Communist cadres of the underdeveloped areas deliberately

clung to the status quo, declaring, “We would rather have communist weeds than capitalist

seedlings.” But where had the communist ideal gone? The promise of reaching a utopia at

some distant point in the future had obviously been discarded. I started to think about the

communist system and the fate of the Chinese people. By now, we were seeing the fruits of the

Cultural Revolution’s trees—results upon results, like so many commingling chains of error in

the history of the People’s Republic of China. A multitude of misfortunes and ordeals had

toughened the character of those who were unspoiled and heroic. These people were ready for

great, desperate, and unheard-of deeds.In the midsummer of 1988, after a meeting with a

group of writers, editors, and critics in Shanxi, I published an article entitled “Things That Have

Perplexed Me.” In it, a youth who had written for reasons of vanity and practical interests

confessed his thoughts: “I had extolled many wicked things with a pen glowing with

enthusiasm…. The disillusionment led a youth to ponder over whether we are insensible to

what happened in China or simply cowardly.” Because the mistakes and failure in our revolution



could not be admitted, every means of intimidation had to be used to make people forget how

to think for themselves, to force them to see what wasn’t there, to maintain the opposite of

what their eyes told them. That essay struck a resonant chord in some readers. My wife,

holding our little child in her arms, looked at me in bewilderment, as if asking me, Aren’t you

ashamed to offer up your family to some crazy notion? What’s the matter with you?I never

thought about the outcome of my transformation into a liberal. As for my wife, she was

unconcerned with intellectual or political matters. She embraced no “ism,” and was content with

our status in life. She would never understand why I chose a more difficult and even hazardous

road. I thought a grown man should grit his teeth and share in whatever might befall his

country. But for her it was different. I wished that she didn’t have to go through it all.Perhaps all

that happened in my life had already been decreed by fate. Beijing University again offered an

entrance examination to its Writers’ Class. Determined to take it, I went to talk to the chairman

of our Provincial Writers’ Association and got his approval.Beijing University—the symbol of

democracy and science in China.I finally reached what I had dreamed of since my childhood

and entered this famous university on September 10, 1988.Right after I put down my luggage, I

asked Chen Jianzu, Fei Mo, and He Xiangjiu—all three were poets—to have a stroll with me on

the campus. As we walked around, we were so inspired by the scenes before us that we

wanted to write poems. We had met in literary circles and known one another for years; now

we shared a powerful sense of excitement that we, from different provinces, had become

classmates at Beijing University. We walked past many classrooms, which were in the old

buildings half hidden among the trees. We trod on green grass and passed the statues of Cai

Yuanpei and Li Dazhao, where the bouquets of wildflowers placed by persons unknown still

gave off their fragrance. We finally arrived at the small island in the center of Weiming Lake.

Reflected in a clear blue sky, the lake held the inverted image of Treasure Pagoda. The breeze

brought distant laughter from the stadium, which reminded me of life as an undergraduate ten

years before. I felt invigorated, as if I could actually sense the throbbing momentum of history

on the campus, as if the water of Weiming Lake flowed into my veins, as if I were given new

strength of life and thought.The professor in charge of our class was Cao Wenxuan, the

youngest professor in the Chinese department, only a few years older than most of us, and

even younger than some of our classmates. Mr. Cao was a brilliant writer of children’s literature

and also a literary critic who had won our respect.
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http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/jeogV/Escape-From-China-The-Long-Journey-From-Tiananmen-to-Freedom


Her Quest to Free China's Daughters

Marilyn K. Hunt, “May we remain free and help change the world. We are so blessed to live

here in the USA. We must stop china from making further inroads into our energy industry and

the shocking money manipulation. We have PLA officers disguised as students here. We are

under seige and the refugees who came here deserve to have a chance to live here in

freedom. Reading the biographies of those who have suffered is a wake-up call. We take for

granted that law and order will be respected. In totalitarian countries, people have no rights and

no hope. So here we are in a country with a real Constitution and we must never forget the

price paid for this to be so but also the many who hope and pray for mercy in countries in the

shadow of death and darkness.”

Ron Tonkin, “painful, raw and gritty. A book worth reading, and then reading again. The path to

meeting God for Zhang Boli was dangerous, long, painful, raw and gritty. A great read just for

the adventure and political intrigue, but all the more powerful as his experience in finding God

stands in such contrast to how myself and many have come to know God in such a

homogenized way. This book is blunt - be ready for that! The result, though, is evident; a

powerful spiritual life that is honest and deep. And I am jealous.”

Ryan, “Very captivating. This is a fast paced, insightful account of a dramatic journey in (and

out of) China.I like the attention to detail the author pays to daily life aspects.”

Catherine M N Cheng, “Suffered worse? Not if measured with Zhang Boli.. A very inspiring

book and Rev Zhang Boli's sufferings simply to live is a great lesson for me. If at some point I

feel my life has hit rock bottom, Rev Zhang had been there and experienced worse. So I am

ready to stand up and live life again.”

jun, “Five Stars. Very impressive book.”

Changxin Wang, “Five Stars. A wonderful book”

Fay Jensen, “Escape from China. A very moving story that captured the essence of people

attempting to leave a controlled country and especially for the young people who attempted to

change their country's vigilant control and prevent a democratic process.”

C-voice, “Five Stars. It was great book to search for freedome”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Gripping read. A gripping read”

The book by Bonnie Gillespie has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 21 people have provided feedback.
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