
THE END OF THE ROPE

Crushing poverty has kept the people of
Bengbu, Anhui Province struggling on the
brink of survival. Now they’re fighting back.
Thousands of retirees occupied Bengbu’s
main thoroughfare in late October, and 
eventually won some concessions from 
local authorities. Even more astonishing 
were signs that the authorities were taking 
a more tolerant attitude toward public
protests.

One hundred years ago, the area around Bengbu was little
more than a sandy shoal where fresh-water mussels flourished.
Known in Chinese as beng, the bivalves gave the city its name,
which means “mussel wharf.”

Corruption incident gave birth to this city of migrants
when the Qing Dynasty government was constructing China’s
first long-distance railway, running from Beijing to Nanjing’s
Pukou District. Known as the Jingpu Line, the railway had to
cross the Huai River, and after detailed reconnaissance, the
engineers decided to construct a bridge at Changhuaiwei, a
populous town with firm ground.

What the engineers didn’t consider was that they would
have to traverse the ancestral burial ground of a distinguished
local clan.The clan, fearing destruction of its fengshui, raised a
large sum of money and bribed the Beijing officials in charge
of the railway project to move the bridge.And so it was that
Bengbu was born where the railway line crossed the Huai
River.With the passage of a hundred years of development,
Bengbu is now home to nearly one million people.

Bengbu is situated in the hinterland, and its economic
development has relied on a pattern of environmental degrada-
tion at the expense of the health of the city’s workers. Pollution
has become so serious that it threatens the survival of local res-
idents. On July 16, 2004, the Huai River flooded after torren-
tial rains, forcing open local sewage outlets. More than 500
million tons of high-index waste turned the river into a 150
kilometer-long sewage canal; the river turned black and emit-

ted an appalling stench, and algae rapidly bred on its surface.
The sewage all converged at Bengbu, creating the worst pollu-
tion of the Huai River in history.

The Huai River is China’s third largest tributary, and was the
first to introduce large-scale management of sewer drainage.
Under the aegis of China’s State Council, 60 billion yuan was
invested over the course of ten years in this sewage manage-
ment project. But as is the case with all Party policies, the proj-
ect dealt with the symptoms rather than the illness,
accomplishing little more than covering the problem with an
expensive bandage.The polluting industries along the river
adhered to the government’s management policy largely by
storing up their sewage, which gradually seeped into the
ground and seriously polluted the groundwater, poisoning
170 million of the region’s residents.The flooding in July
finally brought the horror of the situation to the surface.

Investigations by environmental experts established that
breweries, paper mills and chemical factories were the main
scourges of the Huai River. Several thousand polluting enter-
prises routinely dumped their waste directly into the river,
ignoring sewage management practices for the sake of maxi-
mizing profit. Ultimately, like the origins of Bengbu itself, this
disaster was rooted in political corruption. It is well known
that government officials at all levels are constantly on the
watch for opportunities to extort money, and the well-funded
polluting enterprises present easy pickings.The slightest objec-
tion can yield a pocket full of cash, and the Red Profiteers who
run the enterprises readily collude with corrupt officials,
dividing their profits to the detriment of the common good.

Corrupt officials have come up with amazing excuses for
their protection of polluting industries.They say things like,
“The businesses have to survive, the workers have to eat.”This
same logic could be applied to criminals:Thieves have to eat,
so they should be allowed to steal; hooligans have to eat, so
they should be allowed to commit murder and arson.Almost
any crime known to man can be rationalized by these officials
when a red envelope is dangled before their eyes!

One example is Bengbu Fengyuan Group, which has been
poisoning nearby residents with its pollutants for years. In
Baliqiao Village, many healthy people in their 40s with no his-
tory of disease have died of liver cancer. In many cases, siblings
and married couples have succumbed simultaneously.According
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to my own research, dozens of healthy Baliqiao residents have
died in the past few years. I discussed the possibility of a lawsuit
with some of their surviving relatives, but they all shook their
heads and said,“Fengyuan Group’s main backer is a member of
the Central Political Commission, who can win a lawsuit against
them? Which court, which judge would even accept this case?”

Then they brought out a stack of photos showing people
with blood and bruises all over their bodies, heads and faces,
men and women, elderly and children.The photos were so
dreadful that they made my skin crawl. Baliqiao residents
painfully recounted how the Fengyuan Group had joined up
with Bengbu officials to forcibly remove village residents in
order to expand the polluting enterprise. For the sake of the
health of their future generations, the villagers refused.The
Fengyuan Group then organized hundreds of gangsters and fit-
ted them with company Security uniforms, and sent then in
with several hundred uniformed military police to attack the
villagers. Even an 80-year-old woman was beaten bloody, her
teeth scattered on the ground.

The villagers told me that after this incident they petitioned
the provincial capital and Beijing many times, but all their
entreaties for assistance were ignored. For this reason, they no
longer placed any hopes in justice from the Communist Party,
and felt that only if the Party fell from power they might
receive some retribution.

My own family has suffered ill effects from the Fengyuan

Group’s pollution.The nearby soil has become so polluted that
any vegetables grown on it are tainted, and I’m constantly wor-
ried that we’ll contract an incurable illness from eating any-
thing grown there.The Fengyuan Group also constantly spews
dangerous pollutants into the air, especially at night, creating a
smell like burnt soy sauce or something even worse. On wind-
less days the stench permeates our home, but there is no
escape, because outside it smells even worse. China has truly
descended into chaos and darkness!

. . .

A tragic story circulated around Bengbu, illustrating the hor-
rific circumstances of the city’s unemployed. Bengbu was once
Anhui’s main industrial city, but under the economic reforms
of the 1980s it gradually lost its importance, and since the June
4th Massacre it has deteriorated yearly, with factories ceasing
or reducing production and many small enterprises closing
down altogether.

A husband and wife were both employed in communal
enterprises, and both lost their jobs.They had a 10-year-old
daughter.The father was paid an unemployment allowance of a
little more than 100 yuan per month, but the mother’s work
unit went bankrupt, and she received nothing.The family had
no other assets, and the three of them had to make due on the
father’s unemployment allowance.The father hurried nearly
every day to the Labor Bureau office to see if any new jobs
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Floods exposed the extent of Bengbu’s pollution problem. Photo: Reuters



were posted, but after half a year of searching he still had noth-
ing.The mother’s health had always been poor, and under the
pressures of their straitened circumstances she suffered a series
of illnesses.As the family had no money for medical fees, she
had to bear her infirmities, which became increasingly severe.

The daughter didn’t understand what had happened. Previ-
ously the family had always been able to enjoy some pork,
some fish or chicken at least once a week. Now for months
they’d had nothing but salted vegetables, maybe some cabbage
or turnip, now and again some tofu and greens. She felt she
was starving, and clamored daily for some meat.

She had no way of knowing that the family’s income was
only enough to buy their coal, some oil and salt, and to pay
their rent and utilities.There was simply nothing left over for
food. Her mother went out every day to the market with a bas-
ket and scrounged vegetables that no one else wanted, or that
could be bought for next to nothing, and tried to fashion a
meal out of those discards at home.The parents were already
fretting over the girl’s school fees for the next semester, which
would be due at the New Year. Facing his dear daughter’s
entreaties, the father could only say, “Next week, my dear, next
week I’ll definitely buy some meat for you to eat.”

The next time the father picked up his unemployment
allowance, he brought it home to discuss with his wife how
they should spend it, and whether they should buy some meat
for their daughter. He found his wife weeping alone, and anx-
iously asked her what was the matter. His wife sobbed that she
no longer wanted to live.

“I was forced to go to the countryside when I was 15 years
old, laboring myself to exhaustion for more than 10 years with
never enough to eat.The sent-down young men could always
steal something to eat, but if the girls wanted a full belly, they
had to borrow money from the unit and put up with the abuse
of village officials. It was so difficult for me to get back to the
city, only to spend more than ten more years of hard labor at
the factory.

“Ai! I sacrificed my youth and everything else to Chairman
Mao and to Comrade Xiaoping and the Communist Party. Now
my body is broken and my health is ruined and they don’t even
give me money enough to eat. I don’t know how to do any-
thing but operate a textile machine, and at my age how can I
find work in a new occupation? By living I only remain a bur-
den to my family. I’ve thought it over, and I think it’s best for
me to die.

The husband wanted to comfort his wife, but when he
tried to speak he broke down in tears, recognizing that his own
situation was no better. Even if he found another job after a
few months, that would only bring in a little more than 200
yuan a month, still inadequate for a family of three.After work-
ing half his life, he didn’t own a roof over his head or a parcel
of land. New housing policies were being implemented, but
they had no money for a new place.Would they be thrown out
in the street? What hope was there? Was there any way out for
them? What could he say to her?

So he said nothing, but turned and went out the door.The
thought of his family’s tragic circumstances, and the similar
conditions faced by so many other unemployed workers, and

his months of vain effort to find work, plunged him in despair.
He didn’t even care any more if others saw him weeping.Why
should he care about anything more in this cruel society, in
this cold world? Quietly, he reached a decision.

When his daughter came home for lunch at noon, she cried
out with joy as she saw a big pot of stewed pork and turnip on
the table.There was also a bottle of wine, and her parents were
sitting at the table waiting for her, and lovingly urged her to
enjoy her meal.The father drank half a glass of wine, which he
hadn’t enjoyed for months, and then cut large chunks of pork
for his wife, daughter and himself to eat.

At first his wife didn’t want to eat any meat, preferring to
leave more for her husband and daughter, but she was unable
to resist her husband’s warm entreaties, and dabbing her tears
she ate some as well, all the while worrying what had gotten
into her husband to buy so much meat and not leave enough
money even for rice the rest of the month.

For several days no one left the house.The neighbors began
to wonder, and then to discuss among themselves. Finally the
neighborhood committee broke down the door, and upon
entering the house they found the family all dead.The unem-
ployed husband was clutching his wife in one arm and his
daughter in the other.

Subsequently the coroner determined that all three had
died from rat poison, which was found in the remains of the
stewed pork.The conclusion drawn was that the husband had
been unable to bear the continued poverty of his wife and
daughter, and seeing no other way out, had killed them and
himself.

After the Communist Party seized power, sent-down edu-
cated youths and laid-off workers such as this man and his
wife effectively became bound to the Party in what amounted
to an indentured agreement. People such as these were forced
to become slaves, with no choice or right of discussion, a situ-
ation that lasted for decades.After they had been squeezed dry
of their blood and sweat, they were kicked aside and ignored.
Measured by the standards of any social ethic, this is an
unimaginable and unforgivable crime. Even in the slave soci-
eties of 2,000 years ago, only the cruelest master would cast
away and ignore an old or sick slave.

And yet this has occurred under a self-described worker’s
party that claims to represent the interests of the mass majority
of its people!

It is right that economic reform has brought a change from
a system in which one worked at the same job for life into a
system of free employment. But it’s not right that under the
new system, people should be rudely cast aside after slaving
away for half their lives, seeing their wages rise only incremen-
tally during that time, and obediently performing their duties
without having any thought of another life.They should at
least be provided with fair compensation and social security,
rather than being sent down a dead-end road.

If such a thing were to take place in another country, it
would certainly be assiduously reported in the media. But in
China, where the news media are subjected to complete con-
trol, there have been no reports of thousands or millions of
similar cases that have arisen in the past 50 years. It’s as if such
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a tragedy never occurred.The case is only known to other resi-
dents of our city, who circulate it among one another, each one
exclaiming, “This society is really too cruel, too dark!”

Too cruel and dark to contemplate. Each person can only
bow his head like a lowly ant, foraging for food and eking out
an ignoble existence.

. . .

Because of the government’s strict household registration sys-
tem, rural residents who with their families migrate to the
cities for work (constituting upwards of 50 percent, even as
much as 80 percent, of the population of some cities) do not
enjoy the same treatment or identity as local workers, and are
even referred to specifically as migrant workers.When we talk
of Bengbu’s worker issues, we must also discuss the half of the
city’s working population made up of migrant workers.

One night around two o’clock, while out on a walk I passed
by an open-air vegetable market, and was shocked to discover
many vehicles and people quietly waiting there in the dark-
ness. I decided to get to the bottom of it. First I walked down
the main street, and saw people lined up along both sides.
From the casual chatter of some, I learned that most of them
were waiting for dawn, when they could sell vegetables. Spot-
ting a man of about 40, I asked him, “Why are you here so
early? It’s another four hours until dawn!”

He said, “This is nothing! At some vegetable markets, if you
don’t rush over before 1 a.m. you can’t get a spot to sell your
vegetables! The vegetables here are especially cheap, so at 2
a.m. you can still get a spot.”There are probably 10,000 of
these people in Bengbu. I couldn’t imagine how they could
tolerate these cold conditions.

Not far away there was an indoor market, but it was practi-
cally empty.Almost certainly it was the high price of the stall
space that kept people away.This is actually a management
problem; corrupt officials think nothing of the hardships of
the vegetable sellers, but only hope to extort more money
from them. For these people, every day is the same, decades
wasted standing for hours in the cold and dark.

If it weren’t for the corruption at every turn, the process
from production to distribution to sale to the consumer could
proceed in a normal, fair and reasonable series of trades, and
these vegetable sellers would not be so ill-served.We all have to
eat vegetables every day. If a government cannot even manage
such a basic service, what is it capable of doing?

. . .

That night, while I was waiting at a bus stop, I noticed more
than 20 pedicabs alongside the road.The pedicabs were cov-
ered with quilts, in which workers were wrapped and sleeping.
I was curious: what were they waiting for so late at night.

As it happened, there was a newsstand nearby. I went over
and bought a newspaper, casually asking the proprietor what
was going on.The proprietor sighed, “Those are all migrant
workers whose homes are many miles away. If they drive their
pedicabs home every day, they’ll have no strength left to work.
They make about 10 yuan a day pedaling those cabs, and out of
that they have to pay for what they eat and drink. If they rent

some place to stay the night, they’ll have no money to take
home to their wives and kids.

“So every night they curl up like dogs and sleep in their
pedicabs. Fortunately they work so hard all day that it’s easy for
them to fall asleep as soon as they lie down. If it were me lying
there, I wouldn’t be able to sleep a wink—you can’t even
stretch out your legs! It’s really a crime.

“The worst is when it rains at night—there’s no place for
them to go, and even covered with their quilts they get as
soaked as a stewed chicken.Any city dweller would be off to
the hospital the next morning, but these country fellas, they
just hop on their pedicabs the next day and get to work. It’s a
damned mule’s existence—you’d hardly believe a human
being could live like that.

“As if they didn’t have it bad enough, the traffic cops are
always finding an excuse to fine them, and if they don’t pay
up, they lose their cabs. It’s a crying shame! Ai! This society is
too dark. Ordinary people have to work like beasts just to sur-
vive.You even look at my newsstand here—it’s not all that
much better. I’m here day and night. In the winter I half freeze
to death, and in the summer I roast.After I pay the 200 yuan
management fee, I have just enough left over to support
myself.Who am I going to complain to?”

For a long time now, migrant workers have not only had to
contend with low pay, poor working conditions and frequent
workplace injuries, but they have enjoyed practically no social
services or protection.They have not only taken up the most
offensive, dangerous and heavy work, but have even been
deprived of the meager earnings they were promised.Across
China, migrant workers are owed an estimated 100 billion
yuan in unpaid wages.That’s why an increasing number of
workers have resorted to suicide threats as a means of forcing
their employers to “show some decency and pay them
enough to eat.”

Some workers, while pressing for their unpaid wages, have
even been subjected to violent beatings by gangsters collabo-
rating with their employers.Apart from this, migrant workers
are treated like the lowest caste of society and subjected to con-
stant discrimination. Lacking an urban residential permit, they
are refused medical treatment, insurance, pensions and other
social services, and are also subjected to all kinds of limitations
in their training and occupational choices, as well as being
deprived of what most people would consider basic human
rights, such as the ability to live with their spouses, or for their
children to receive an education. Homeless migrant workers
sleeping in the streets have become a common sight.

The workers have a popular saying: “For five or six years you
work overtime until 2 a.m., and all that’s left at the end of the
year is your bus fare home, not even enough for new clothes.”
And these migrant workers have little choice but to uncom-
plainingly endure all of these bad conditions and situations.

In the vast majority of enterprises, workers’ wages are only
adequate to support their daily living expenses. If they
encounter an employer who withholds their wages, they are
forced to go hungry. Careful perusal of the newspapers shows
that such incidents are common.

In the first half of 2004, the price of rice doubled. During
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that same period, the living expenses of migrant workers
increased precipitately, but their wages of a few hundred yuan
did not follow suit.The government took no measures to assist
them, but even maliciously tried to cover up the fact of this
sharp increase in the cost of living.

According to statistics presented by the economist Chen
Huai, migrant wages have increased by only 68 yuan in the past
12 years.That is to say, in the past 12 years, while the authori-
ties have announced economic growth of around 9 percent per
year, migrant workers’ wages have increased by only 0.8 per-
cent per year! That is also to say that the rate of wage increase
over the past 12 years is lower than the increase in the cost of
foodstuffs in the first half of 2004 alone!

Most migrant workers live in accommodation no better
than a stable.They have no source of entertainment; they can’t
even watch television.All they can do is labor at a 14-hour
work day. Migrants wouldn’t tolerate these terrible conditions
if it weren’t a matter of survival.

They spend most of their money almost as soon as they
earn it.And sometimes it isn’t even enough, because various
law enforcement and urban management officials inflict all
manner of documentation on them—temporary residency
permits, defense certificates, family planning certificates—and
their related fines, all of which cost money.

Given that they spend all the money they earn, why do they
bother to come to the cities to work at all? It’s because these
migrants have no other choice; all they can do otherwise is stay
home and go hungry.The poverty and ruin of rural China have
made it intolerable to young people.That is why so many
people go to the cities to work, regardless of the cost.

This is the reason for the explosive growth in the ranks of
vice.An official can support a mistress on as little as 1,000
yuan, because that’s the average income of a masseuse. Even a
full-fledged prostitute typically earns only a few thousand
yuan a month. Becoming a mistress is more respectable, and
leaves opportunities for part-time work to supplement the
income.

Another consequence is rampant crime. Many migrants
who encounter job loss or fraud resort to crime in order to
survive. Under the leadership of the Communist Party, many
Chinese people who see no way out lose all sense of shame and
even compete to see who can be more ruthless. China has
become a society of thieves and prostitutes.

. . .

Households on the outskirts of Bengbu cultivate an average of
1.4 mu of land each.According to China’s present agricultural
production technology, each agricultural worker should be capa-
ble of cultivating 30 mu of land.According to this calculation,
this rural area is experiencing an appalling rate of unemploy-
ment.As Bengbu’s urban unemployment rate now stands at 30
percent, adding in the agricultural workers brings total unem-
ployment for greater Bengbu to something like 50 percent.

Such a high unemployment rate obviously indicates a prob-
lem with the social system. But even with such a high unem-
ployment rate, factories cannot hire workers.This underbelly
of Socialism with Chinese Characteristics demonstrates the

plight of ordinary Chinese, the impotence of the authorities
and the hardship of China’s peasants.

It seems unlikely that any other place in the world suffers
such a high unemployment rate. If it weren’t for the barbarous
authoritarianism of the power concentrated in the Communist
Party, any other type of government would be unable to sustain
such incompetent rule; the people would rise up and social
order would disintegrate.

. . .

The Bengbu municipal government issues unemployment
allowances of 120 yuan per month to only a tiny minority of
the city’s unemployed. So the vast majority of the unemployed,
if they have no relatives to help them out, are left to work out
their own means of survival. Scavenging in the rubbish has
become a way of life for thousands of residents.

One cold day around noon I went out to buy something to
eat. I was enticed by Xinjiang lamb shish-kabob, and for two yuan
I bought twelve skewers, which I ate next to the kabob stand.
While standing there I noticed an old scavenger sheltering him-
self by a nearby building and gnawing on some hardtack.The
man looked very old indeed, his face a mass of wrinkles—I
thought he must be at least 80. Unable to hold back any longer, I
bought another two yuan worth of mutton and took it over to the
old man. He stared at me in surprise and did not extend his
hand. Only after I insisted did he hesitantly accept the food. I
noticed that his hands were black, possibly from frostbite.

I asked him, “Such an old man as you, why are you out
scavenging on such a cold winter’s day?”

He smiled bitterly and said, “I’m not even 60. My fields
only grow enough to pay the village government and keep
them from knocking down my house. If I don’t come out and
find some scrap, how can I keep my family from starving?” He
went on to say, “Thank you. In all my life this is the first time
I’ve eaten lamb shish-kabob. Can you tell me if there’s a water
tap around here? I haven’t been able to find one.”

I was surprised that he couldn’t get drinking water, but on
second thought it occurred to me that in fact this impover-
ished district of ours did not have a public water tap.The man-
agers of the neighborhood’s public toilets had wired the water
faucets shut with coarse wire, possibly to keep migrant work-
ers from sneaking in and drawing water from them. In any
case, even though I had to pay to use a public toilet, I was usu-
ally unable to wash my hands.

I told him to come along with me, and we sat down among
a row of stools at an open-air street stall, where I ordered him
a bowl of vegetable soup for one yuan. I told him that I didn’t
know where there was a water tap, and suggested that he ask at
a food stall for some water.”

“I’m afraid of how people will react,” he said miserably.
“We scavengers are dirty from head to toe, how can I dare to
ask someone for water?”

. . .

One day as I took my daughter out to the market to buy food, I
encountered an obstruction. Standing nearby was a girl who
attracted my notice because she was so filthy, black from head
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to toe. Even her face was black; she looked as if she’d been
plucked out of a rubbish pile.The only thing that identified her
as a girl was her long hair, tied into a braid, and her large,
shiny black eyes.

I looked at her, stunned, until she slowly, carefully picked
up her bag of trash and moved it out of my way.

After I returned home, I discussed the incident with my
wife and neighbor.They said they had both noticed this girl
before.A few months ago she had appeared in the neighbor-
hood scrounging food from the rubbish heaps, a truly
wretched creature.

I provokingly asked the neighbor, who had taken in a stray
dog, why she didn’t take in this girl instead.Wouldn’t that be
an act of virtue even greater than taking in a stray dog? The
neighbor protested that she received a retirement allowance of
only a little more than 300 yuan per month, which along with
her husband’s wages was just enough to support the two of
them. How could she afford to raise a child? Her dog was old
and blind in one eye, and she had only taken it because her
friend didn’t want it. If she took in a child, the school fees
alone would cost her tens of thousands of yuan, and where was
that money to come from?

When I said I wanted to help the child, my wife immedi-
ately brought up the experience of a businessman friend, Lao
Ma. One day he had come across newborn twin girls who had
been abandoned in the street. Moved with pity, he had picked
the babies up and taken them to a welfare center.The welfare
center told him that this required the permission of the Civil
Administration.Too many live infants were left at the door of
the welfare center every day, and the staff could only discard
them as rubbish.

Lao Ma was in a quandary then. He had to go off to earn a
living, and his wife was not at all pleased with his bringing this
trouble upon them, and eventually divorced him.Three years
later Lao Ma finally found a friend who was willing to take in
one of the girls, reducing his burden. Eventually Lao Ma remar-
ried, and fortunately his new wife was a very kind person, and
devoted her full effort to looking after the remaining child.Then
Lao Ma could finally enjoy some peace of mind. But sending the
child to school was very expensive. In order to formally enter
the girl into their family register, the couple had to pay heavy
bribes to Civil Administration and Public Security officials.

So my wife asked me, “What financial resources do you
have to raise this girl?”There was nothing I could say in reply.

All the same, I remained uneasy, and was unable to concen-
trate on my writing projects. Out on a walk in the park I once
again ran into the scavenger girl, along with her mother. Like
the girl, her mother was black with filth from head to toe,
small and thin. I asked her why she took the child out scaveng-
ing instead of sending her to school.

The mother answered, “We don’t even have money for food
or a place to sleep—how can I afford to send her to school? We
had three children, and couldn’t afford the family planning
fines, so the neighborhood family planning committee came
and took away all of our belongings and demolished our
house.We sent two of our kids off to family members, and
brought this one along with us to scavenge. Even though she’s

only eight years old, she still manages to find a few yuan worth
of items every day, enough to support herself, with some left
over to send to her brother and sister.”

. . .

I used to think that my elder daughter was greatly to be pitied
because the government’s long-term persecution of me as a
political dissident had robbed her of her parents’ care. But my
encounter with the little scavenger girl made me realize that
China has countless children whose lives are more tragic and
pitiful even than Anderson’s Little Match Girl.

The next day I discussed this matter with a friend, but he
could only sigh helplessly. In fact, if it were not for the govern-
ment’s pressure, with my political activism abilities I would
certainly be able to collect enough money to support this girl
and provide her with a comfortable home and schooling. But
the Communist Party monopolizes and controls everything. In
2003 some house churches in Henan Province established sev-
eral welfare centers for the elderly and abandoned infants,
including one welfare center specifically devoted to AIDS vic-
tims. But the local government seized all of the premises or
ordered them destroyed.

That evening, I went back to the park in hopes of finding
the vagabond family and giving them some money and cloth-
ing. But I couldn’t find them. I wondered what small, dark cor-
ner they had found as refuge from the cold. Gazing up at the
sky, I could not hold back my tears, thinking of their miserable
situation. It was the authoritarian Communist system that had
brought this hardship on them!

I asked the heavens when the children of China would be
rescued from this cruel fate.When would China’s elderly and
children enjoy the basic rights of survival? One thousand years
ago, the great poet Tu Fu once wrote of “An immense house
with thousands of rooms/ Where all who needed could take
welcome shelter.”1 Democratic countries have all established
social security systems, but Chinese society remains as cold
and cruel as it was a thousand years ago.

Most major cities have hundreds or thousands of people
scavenging garbage.That would make a total of 10 million
scavengers throughout China’s 10,000 cities and towns. Most
of them have been left little alternative by their rapacious vil-
lage governments, and choose this means of supporting them-
selves rather than begging. It is a phenomenon that results
from Socialism with Chinese Characteristics, but the govern-
ment ignores their existence, and the news media seldom
report their tragic circumstances.

In Bengbu it is almost impossible for an unemployed person
over 30 to find a job. Employers are only interested in hiring
young villagers in their 20s who are willing to work 14 hours a
day for a few hundred yuan per month without a day off.

Peasants over the age of 30 have an even harder time find-
ing work.Those who are fit and strong can take on construc-
tion work, but others have little alternative but scavenging.

These scavengers make their way through every residential
neighborhood, poking around in every rubbish pile. Most city
dwellers look on them with disgust. Observing the filth on their
bodies, smelling their odor, thinking of them rummaging
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through trash for scrap paper, bottles and plastic bags and stuff-
ing them into fertilizer bags, is enough to turn one’s stomach.

But I sympathize with them.Although they are dirty, they
work for their living and harm no one.The way I look at it,
they are far cleaner than those well-dressed, overstuffed cor-
rupt officials and businessmen who pull out fat wallets to pay
thousands of yuan for a meal and complain about the taste.At
least these people are not criminals; their souls are pristine.
And if they should ultimately fall unconscious and die on top
of a rubbish heap, I believe that God will have prepared a spe-
cial place for them in Heaven, where they can be warm and
clean, and where their souls can be comforted at last.

. . .

The manufacturing, construction and service industries are
now manned largely by rural migrants, yet they enjoy almost
no basic protections or rights and face constant discrimination.
The prejudice they face is even worse than what blacks experi-
ence in America.At least American law prohibits racial discrim-
ination, while in China the government’s administrative and
judicial systems are actually the source of discrimination
against migrants.Whatever process is imposed on a migrant
worker, it will cost him more because he doesn’t have an urban
registration and is a second-class citizen. Because he starts out
poor, various government departments squeeze him all the
more cruelly, exacerbating and entrenching his poverty.

When young migrants grow a bit older, they inevitably
return to their villages to live, as that is the only place where
they have homes and can marry.Without an urban registration,
their children are unable to attend public schools in the city,
but in the countryside the parents are unable to find work. So
they are condemned to a hard life commuting back and forth
between the city and the countryside.

They are typically paid an average of 400 yuan per month,
working 12 to 14 hours a day, with perhaps one day off in the
course of a month.After their youthful energy has been
squeezed dry, they return to their villages in their 30s or 40s,
ill and impoverished, to wait for death.

. . .

I remember when I was in middle school and high school, the
children of farmers were all relegated to a corner of the class-
room as if they were an alien species.The teacher never called
on them and seemed to care nothing about them. In fact, they
were separated from us by nothing more than a narrow road,
but their accents were completely different from ours.This was
a result of the Communist slave system.

Back then, the other students used to mimic the accents of
the farm children, laughing at them and treating them like fig-
ures of fun. Recalling those times upsets me now. How much
needless suffering they endured!

I remember there was a boy from the countryside who was
seated among the worker children.The other children goaded
him by going up to the teacher and falsely reporting, “Every
class period he farts at least 70 times! The fumes make our
heads ache and our eyes water—we can’t even hear the les-
son!”The teacher, fearing that the other students would start
beating up the farmer boy, had no choice but to move him
over with the other rural students.

This kind of discrimination results from the household reg-
istration system, which is effectively a modern form of serf-
dom.A person is tied to his place of origin for his whole life,
as if he were a buffalo or horse owned by his master.

China abandoned the serf system 2,000 years ago, and for
several dynasties and generations Chinese have largely enjoyed
freedom of movement and labor. It is only during the Commu-
nist era that China regressed 2,000 years.The Communist
movement was by nature a regression into barbarity. Mao
Zedong and his comrades-in-arms employed round after
round of violence and repression to revert China to a cruel,
savage serf society.

Those people exerting their full efforts to preserving this
system of bonded servitude have not failed to take peasants
into account. But according to their main rationale, maintain-
ing security has become even more difficult. It appears that in
order to preserve the safety of the Communist elite class, for
the long-term preservation of authoritarian rule, in order that
the justice system should lapse even further into corruption,
they cannot restore to Chinese people even the most basic free-
dom of movement.

At present there are only two countries in the entire world
whose citizens lack freedom of movement: China and North
Korea. From this angle in can be said that the CCP must devote

Many rural residents can only look forward to a lifetime of hardship and dis-

crimination. Photo: Reuters
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its full effort to preserving this comrade, lest Kim Jong-il’s
bandit regime collapse and leave the CCP bereft of company.

. . .

The cost of living increases that affect migrant workers like-
wise affect the populace at large.The price of steel and other
such basic commodities at one point doubled, and the price of
basic foodstuffs such as grains, oil and eggs has also been
steadily rising. Compared with the beginning of 2003, the
price of essential consumer goods has already increased by
more than 50 percent, and real estate prices have also risen at a
similar rate.

During the same period, workers’ income has not increased
by so much as a cent.Apart from the roughly 10 percent of the
population made up of corrupt officials and red capitalists,
who rely on under-the-table income and have little need to
concern themselves with rising costs, the vast majority of Chi-
nese who rely on wages or other legal income have not seen
any increase in their income. For these people, a 50 percent
increase to the cost of living means an effective 33 percent
drop to their standard of living.The vast majority of ordinary
people have no savings to fall back on. Many still believe this is
a temporary situation, not realizing that it is just the beginning
of a full-scale crisis brought on by “Socialism with Chinese
Characteristics.”

Over the past few days I’ve heard constant complaints from
relatives and neighbors over the rapid rise in the cost of con-
sumer goods such as rice, meat and especially vegetables.The
official banks, unable to attract savings deposits, are experienc-
ing difficulties and have called on the government to raise
interest rates.They allege that people not only earn next to
nothing from their bank savings, but in effect actually lose
money, and are therefore unwilling to put their money in the
banks.

What is actually behind all of this is the central govern-
ment’s excessive issuing of new currency. Going back even fur-
ther is the fact that China is already on the brink of an economic
crisis; without profligately issuing currency to preserve finan-
cial balance, the CCP would probably plunge into bankruptcy.
For that reason, fully aware of the terrible consequences of
excessive currency issue, they can only recklessly forge ahead.

This situation will progress all the way to collapse if the CCP
refuses to alter its basic policies for management of the country,
because the financial pressure the current government is facing
is not the result of policy errors in recent years, but rather the
cumulative effect of erroneous policies spanning decades.

The fact that governments at all levels have been “eating
their corn while it’s still on the stalk,” and that their accounts
are awash in red ink, has long been concealed from the public.
The vast majority of large state-owned enterprises are deep in
debt and depend on bank loans to pay for their continued
operations, and banks and insurance companies are themselves
massive financial black holes that have been facing their own
threat of bankruptcy, and which are entirely dependent on a
constant infusion of funds from the authorities.

So the present crisis is essentially one faced by society as a
whole. Having exhausted all other methods, the CCP’s exces-

sive issue of currency is like drinking poison to quench thirst.
It is quite possible that discontented people in the general pop-
ulation, who are finding survival difficult as their standard of
living suffers the effects of the increasingly detrimental eco-
nomic conditions, will suddenly be unable to tolerate the situ-
ation any more and will suddenly erupt.

That is why a crisis can break out so rapidly.The riots in the
Wanzhou district of Chongqing are the most obvious example.
At the same time, retired workers all over China, for the sake of
their survival, have begun protesting to demand an adjustment
to their pensions based on the cost of living. In the northeast,
retired workers from many large state-owned enterprises have
begun holding mass demonstrations, and some have even
obstructed railway lines. Retired workers in Hefei,Anhui also
began a demonstration that quickly spread throughout the
province.

The protest movement by retired workers in Bengbu in late
2004 also reached a considerable scale, and had a huge impact
on the local government. During the protests I made a point of
visiting the protest areas to carry out my own observations and
report them to media outside of China.

. . .

Beginning around seven o’clock on the morning of October
22, 2004, retired workers from all of Bengbu’s work units
gathered along Shengli Road, Bengbu’s central thoroughfare.
By 7:40 thousands of people had occupied the roadway, block-
ing traffic.At the height of the demonstration, a stretch of
roadway one kilometer long, from Bengbu’s Science and Cul-
ture Hall to the junction with Gongnong Road, was filled with
retired workers, an estimated 10,000 people.

The Bengbu Textile family was the city’s manufacturing
backbone, with nearly 10,000 retired employees, and female
textile workers were the main force behind this protest.The
textile industry has been referred to as the “above-ground coal
mine,” with female textile workers suffering working condi-
tions of comparable oppressiveness to those of miners. Opera-
tors of textile machinery in particular typically suffered a
variety of illnesses after long years in a horrendously noisy
environment, but the authorities for a long time refused to rec-
ognize their infirmities as occupational illnesses, and denied
them special medical treatment and safeguards.

Once these women had their youth squeezed out of them,
they were usually too ill and weak for anything else.Their mea-
ger pensions provided them with barely enough to get by, and
were largely inadequate for them to obtain medical treatment.
I saw at the protest that many demonstrators had to be physi-
cally supported by family members, or had stools brought for
them to sit on while they protested.

It was heartbreaking to see these frail old protesters raising
angry fists under the glaring autumn sun. From what I came to
understand, the retired workers had conferred among them-
selves and had chosen this particular day because it was the
date for the grand opening of Bengbu’s Guangcai Grand Mar-
ket, an event that Premier Wen Jiabao was rumored to be plan-
ning to attend. Many people considered Wen Jiabao relatively
sympathetic to the people, and the protesters hoped that if Wen
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saw the situation, he would direct the local government to pro-
vide some benefits and compensation to the retired workers
who had suffered long-term injury.

According to one protester, their pensions were typically
300–500 yuan per month.This should have been enough to get
by on, but because of the recent escalation in the cost of living,
which had not been matched by any adjustment to their pen-
sions, their standard of living had deteriorated to such an
unbearable extent that they felt compelled to protest.

The protesters were determined to stand their ground for
the sake of protecting their right to survival. Some protesters
said that in the preceding few days, tens of thousands of pen-
sioners had staged a series of demonstrations in Hefei, and had
succeeded in forcing the Hefei authorities to increase their
pensions. Protesters generally believed that in confronting a
malfeasant government, struggle was the only way to protect
their personal interests.

During the protest, several sedans were abandoned at the
scene. It was said that several vehicles occupied by unidentified
officials had attempted to enter the protest area, but had been
obstructed, and upon being challenged by the protesters the
officials had lost their nerve and scuttled off like rats.

At present the average government official is so corrupt that
if arrested and tried, a very large share would face the death
penalty.They know in their hearts that the suffering masses of
China are deeply hostile to them and would gladly work out
their frustrations by beating them to death, so once sur-
rounded by an angry mob, they are scared senseless, and will
generally abandon their cars to save their lives. In any case, the
car is public property, and they personally lose nothing.

But at the scene, one elderly protester offered an alternative
analysis: “I’ve been a member of the Communist Party for 50
years, and am well aware of the Party’s subtle guile.You must
all keep in mind that 15 years ago, the central Party officials
allowed PLA troops to abandon a large number of armored
tanks on Beijing’s Chang An Street.Then they sent agents to set
fire to the tanks and blamed it on the students and other pro-
testers, using it as an excuse to crush them. So it’s quite possi-
ble that the authorities have left these vehicles here on
purpose.You should listen to what I say, and by no means
should you vandalize these vehicles, but rather you should
make a point of protecting them.”

The authorities did not carry out any suppressive action
that day, and did not even send police to the scene. Perhaps
because of the recent mass riots in Chongqing’s Wanzhou Dis-
trict, local governments elsewhere were afraid of spurring
another bloody altercation that would arouse the wrath of the
masses. Chinese society has become like dry kindling, with
discontent smoldering everywhere and threatening chaos at a
moment’s notice.

Because the Bengbu authorities only deployed police to the
two ends of Shengli Road to direct traffic to detour routes, the
scene of the protest was like that of Beijing’s Tiananmen Square
before the June 4th crackdown, unusually calm and quiet, as if
on a public holiday. Even the angriest protesters didn’t carry
out any radical activities; people just sat in small groups dis-
cussing social problems and deploring corruption.

. . .

Because the government did not accede to demands for a pen-
sion increase, the retirees continued their protest a second day.
They occupied an even larger area this time, but threats and
obstruction by the authorities prevented some of the protesters
from participating. Even so, at its peak, thousands of pensioners
occupied a three kilometer stretch of road between the Trans-
port Bureau and Zhuyuan Road and the side streets in between.

During the morning, the authorities tried to thwart the
protesters by deploying two squadrons of anti-riot police, who
pushed in among the protesters; but the protesters were not
intimidated, and refused to withdraw.The police could do little
more than hang about waiting for further orders, and there
was no conflict between the two sides.With no orders on what
to do next, most of the police stood around telling jokes and
chatting to pass the time.As I wove my way among the police
and protesters, I could not help but think how similar the
atmosphere was to that of protests I had attended in New York.
The only difference was that the New York police had restricted
protesters to the pavements so they wouldn’t disrupt traffic.

Because most of the protesters were elderly people around
70 years old, by the time the noonday sun began beating down
on them, many could not continue, and went home to rest. But
some came back again in the afternoon to resume their protest.

In the morning I made my way through the entire length of
the protest, and found it completely peaceful and without any
drastic action by protesters or police.When I went back again
in the afternoon, I found many of the old people were very
tired, and I bought bottled tea for them to drink. I myself
found the beating sun exhausting, and one could only be more
concerned for the welfare of the elderly protesters.

The protesters had planned to continue their demonstration
for three days, but they would terminate it if the authorities
agreed to meet their demands.Angry accusations of corruption
circulated constantly through the ranks of the protesters.

Around the same time, the authorities deployed a large
number of police to enforce martial law in the vicinity of
Bengbu’s most luxurious Jinhong Hotel, allowing no pedestri-
ans to enter. It had been reported that many VIPs from Beijing
and Hefei had attended the opening ceremony of the Guangcai
Grand Market the day before, and it was believed that they
were staying at the Jinhong Hotel.

This was the largest protest Bengbu had experienced since
the 1989 democracy movement. But these worker protesters
had a number of disadvantages compared with the students in
1989. First, they paid no attention to publicity, and didn’t even
carry more than a couple of banners. Second, they didn’t
organize subgroups (such as factory workers, automotive
workers, etc.), so it was easy for protesters to just give up and
leave.Third, they put little emphasis on speeches, with hardly
any organized speaking opportunities, so many onlookers had
no idea what they were there for. Fourth, they devoted most of
their effort to disrupting traffic, which resulted in their being
cut off from the public and losing opportunities to gain public
sympathy and awareness of their plight, which should have
been their main goal.As it turned out, traffic police were able
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to direct traffic elsewhere, leaving the protesters in an isolated
and disadvantaged position.

With the protest expected to end the next day, the authori-
ties didn’t need to take further action to suppress the demon-
strations.The elderly people could be expected to resign
themselves to defeat and complete their protest quietly on the
third day.

The failure of workers’ income to keep pace with inflation
is bound to aggravate public discontent.With the authorities
devoting most of their attention to illicit gain, they have been
losing their capacity for control, and social conflicts have been
steadily increasing. Under these conditions, public protests are
likely to become a common feature of Chinese society.

Having seriously weighed the consequences of violent sup-
pression, the authorities do not lightly engage in bloodshed,
recognizing that the price is too high, as the Wanzhou riots
demonstrated. If public discontent is easily sparked to violence
even by a beating incident unrelated to personal interests, a
violent uprising is even more possible when these interests
actually are at stake. Bengbu has around 70,000–80,000 pen-
sioners, and their friends and relatives are spread throughout
the city. If the police had come down harshly against the
demonstrations, it could have caused the deaths of some of the
already frail protesters, enraging the entire city and leading to
calamitous and unpreventable consequences.

. . .

On the third day of the protest, I didn’t go to the protest site
until three o’clock in the afternoon, expecting the demonstra-
tion to be winding down by then.To my surprise, I found
Bengbu’s traffic nexus was still occupied by an ocean of pro-
testers and onlookers.And in the middle of the crowd were
several hundred soldiers in helmets and brandishing arms,
accompanied by hundreds of policemen.The soldiers and
police occupied the middle of the protest area, establishing an
occupational zone with human walls surrounded by protesters
and onlookers totaling more than ten times their number.

The protesters told me this was just one of three zones they
were now occupying. Protesters had also gathered at the
entrances to Zhongshan Street and Zhongrong Street in the
east.The protesters said that pensioners from every factory and
work unit in the city were participating.

The protesters especially emphasized that this was a com-
pletely spontaneous protest by pensioners at the end of their
rope.This was an unpremeditated protest movement arising
from angry opposition, with no planning behind it.

Around 3:30, the police and soldiers took advantage of the
restricted mobility of the elderly protesters and the lack of liai-
son between them to suddenly launch an offensive.With light-
ning swiftness, they arrested a protester who was distributing
leaflets and quickly transported him to an ambulance in the
restricted zone.When some protesters became aware of the sit-
uation and ran over to assist their comrade, they were deflected
by police riot shields, and the ambulance sped away.

At this point the protesters became agitated, shouting
amongst themselves, and the atmosphere grew tense. I was
afraid violence would break out at any minute, while I was

trapped in the midst of the crowd to observe what was going
on.As I was carrying my child at the time, a police officer
warned me that they were about to clear the scene by force; it
was possible that people could be injured in the chaos, and
especially that a child might be trampled. So I made my way
out of the crowd and found an elevated position nearby from
which I could observe the proceedings.

I suspect that officials closely monitoring the situation from
within the official control center could also sense the tense
atmosphere threatening to explode at a moment’s notice; ulti-
mately the police and soldiers were ordered to withdraw, so
that an escalation of the situation was avoided.

As the soldiers and police returned to their vehicles and
withdrew in the direction of the Chaoyang Huai Bridge, a
shout of victory roared up from the protesters.The hapless sol-
diers, fearing attack, hurriedly raised their riot shields. In fact,
the crowds were only providing them with a derisive sendoff.

I expected this to be the final day of the protest, but many
protesters told me they would not withdraw until they had
achieved their aim. It seemed the protest would continue for
some time.And because there was no organization behind the
protest, arresting a handful of people would clearly serve no
obstructionist purpose.As the authorities were refusing to
negotiate, I was afraid that the situation would begin to turn
ugly the next day.

The Communist Chinese government has never at any level
recognized the people’s right to protest, and has no concept of
negotiations as a troubleshooting method, so the authorities
tend to be at a loss when faced with mass protests.The people,
for their part, normally resign themselves to adversity, but once
they are aroused to resistance they are hard to control.Another
difficulty with negotiation is that the government has always
insisted on using all types of suppressive action against civic
organizations, so there are no representatives of the people
with whom they can negotiate and reach a mutually acceptable
agreement.

Oppressive governments are doomed to fail.The time has
come for the government at all levels to change its attitude and
begin to realistically face social contradictions and try to
resolve issues through democratic dialogue.

My family followed me closely these few days.They were
afraid I would involve myself and possibly become a scape-
goat, as I had been a target of political persecution for twenty
years and was always having my movements monitored. But I
told my family that regardless of the danger, I could not sacri-
fice my conscience or basic responsibilities as a human being,
and at the very least I should provide objective reports on the
situation for the outside world.

. . .

Early on the morning of the 25th, I was awakened by the urgent
ringing of my telephone.The Bengbu Municipal Public Security
Bureau’s Political Unit had summoned me to appear at their
office within half an hour for interrogation. I angrily refused.
But the other party warned me severely that if I did not go, they
would send a police vehicle to bring me back forcibly. Looking
at my one-year-old daughter, who was still deep in slumber, I
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was afraid she would be frightened by those rude fellows, so in
the end I agreed to go, and set off with a quick wash of my face
and not even time for a shave or breakfast.

The interrogator accused me of writing three articles about
the protests and making Bengbu’s situation known to the out-
side world. In particular, reports in the international media
had had a negative impact. I insisted that my reports were fac-
tual, and that as a citizen I had a responsibility to report on
the situation.

But the interrogator sternly insisted that in the past year I
had written more than 100 articles, and by the standards of
recent years I should have been prosecuted long ago.They had
been very lenient up to now, but now I had ventured into a
sensitive area, and I had to immediately stop my reporting.And
in order to ameliorate the effect of what I’d already written, I
could not accept any more interviews about the protest, or a
prosecution would be immediately initiated against me.

I could see that my situation was dangerous, and that if I
wanted to continue my activities in the future, I would have to
compromise, or I would lose my freedom once again.

After exiting the Public Security Bureau, I soon came up to
the area formerly occupied by the protesters, and found the
situation quiet, and traffic flowing normally. But at the
entrance to the main thoroughfare, protesters were still stand-
ing alongside the road, and in the surrounding area, a large
number of police officers and soldiers were awaiting orders.
Around the Science Palace in particular there seemed to be at
least a thousand police officers. I estimated that there were
thousands of soldiers and police officers spread throughout
the protest area.

. . .

Upon carefully reading the notices that the Bengbu Municipal
PSB had posted all around, I noticed that the authorities were
referring to the protests as “mass protests” but not insisting
that they were an “illegal activity.”The notice said that if the
“mass protest obstructed traffic or surrounded government
offices, it would be violating the ‘Public Order Ordinance,’ and
would be subject to public order penalties.”This indicated that
the authorities had withdrawn a step from their traditional
stance and were tolerating the right to mass protest, and acqui-
escing to the legitimacy of this workers’ protest.This was
highly significant, leaving space for legal public protests in the
future. In the past 55 years almost all mass protests against the
authorities have been designated as criminal acts.

Twenty-six years ago, the peasants of Anhui’s Fengyang Vil-
lage launched a major experiment that was the first step in
China’s reform of rural economics.After that, most of the peas-
ants who had grown up under the bitter deprivations of the
Mao era began to finally eat their fill.

The significance of the Bengbu pensioners’ protest move-
ment should not be underestimated. Local authorities did not
rashly use violence to suppress the protests as the authorities in
Wanzhou had, but instead cautiously considered the situation,
and on the one hand promised to expeditiously address the
concerns raised by the workers as a matter of priority, while on
the other hand doing their best to adjust the city’s traffic flow

so that the general population would not be too adversely
affected, and ultimately declining to adopt a strategy of vio-
lence and intimidation that might have aroused even greater
unrest.

The authorities’ enlightened response ultimately resolved
an imminent crisis. If instead the authorities had begun rough-
ing up elderly protesters and had lost control of the situation,
and several of the old people had been killed or injured, it
would have added fuel to the flames; the workers would have
been compelled to abandon their peaceful attitude, and their
family members would have taken to the streets with them,
possibly drawing in other residents and students, and then the
entire situation would have gone out of control.

Other local authorities would do well to implement the
“Bengbu model” as a means of conflict resolution and crisis
intervention when facing mass protests in the future. But the
authorities must first recognize the people’s right to protest,
and then take the lead in avoiding violence. Most important of
all, the authorities must understand that mass protests are the
necessary response to social conflicts that have already reached
an extreme. Protests are not a threat to be feared; if met with a
relaxed response, a protest by thousands or even by tens of
thousands of pensioners will not cause the sky to fall.

The protest by the Bengbu pensioners ultimately enjoyed a
degree of success, in that after three days, the Bengbu authori-
ties increased pensions from 61 to 64 yuan, rapidly ending the
dispute before it could spread to other workers.

But the success of this protest has also served as a revelation
to workers in all fields; in defending their rights and interests,
they cannot depend on anyone but themselves.And when it is
necessary, they will have to take to the streets to fight for the
rights that belong to them.

. . .

Postscript: On January 29, Zhang Lin was detained in Bengbu.
According to subsequent reports, a dozen policemen searched
Zhang’s home on February 6 and confiscated his computer,
telling his wife, Fang Cao, that if Zhang continued to write,
“he would not be treated nicely.” Police originally said that
Zhang would spend 15 days in administrative detention, but
on his scheduled release date, police reportedly told Fang Cao
that Zhang was now in criminal detention in Bengbu’s main
prison. Fang says police gave her no information regarding the
charges under which Zhang is being held. Zhang was still in
custody as this issue of CRF went to press.

Translated by Stacy Mosher

The Chinese version of this article is linked to this translation
on HRIC’s Web site.

1. This line from Tu Fu’s “Song of the Autumn Wind and the Straw Hut” is

from an unattributed translation posted by Yefei He at: http://www.cs.

uiowa.edu/~yhe/poetry/poetry.html.


