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One woman's harrowing story of imprisonment and survival in the face of the Chinese
government's persecution of Falun Gong On May 23, 2000, the Chinese government sentenced
Jennifer Zeng to reeducation through forced labor. Her fellow inmates were drug addicts,
prostitutes, and traffickers in pornography. Jennifer's only crime was her belief in the three tenets
of Falun Gong: Truthfulness, Compassion, and Forbearance.Struggling with a life-threatening
illness and a need to understand her place in the world, Jennifer had immersed herself in many
Western and Eastern philosophies before finally finding the answers she was seeking in Falun
Gong. A few short years later her newfound faith saw her blacklisted and imprisoned in a
purpose-built labor camp. Jennifer was forced to squat for hours in the blistering sun, endure
hours of physical and verbal abuse, and knit garments until her hands bled to feed the booming
Chinese economy. During this time Jennifer saw many fellow Falun Gong practitioners tortured.
Some died, many more remain in the camps today.This is the powerful and moving story of how
a bright, successful young scientist and happily married mother survived detention and torture,
only to be forced to flee her family and homeland to seek asylum in Australia. A raw and
compelling memoir, one which provides a fascinating glimpse into everyday life in China,
Witnessing History also exposes a bureaucracy still struggling to disentangle itself from the
constraints of Mao's Cultural Revolution.

About the AuthorJennifer Zeng was born in China and graduated with a Masters of Science in
geochemistry from Peking University. Jennifer began practicing Falun Gong in 1997 and was
arrested four times before being sentenced to one year's re-education in a Labor Camp. There
she was tortured and brain-washed. In 2001 Jennifer was released and fled to Australia where
she started writing an account on her experiences. --This text refers to an out of print or
unavailable edition of this title.From Publishers WeeklyFor Westerners, one of the most
perplexing recent obsessions of Communist China is the mass persecution of hundreds of
thousands of mostly middle-aged, middle-class devotees of Falun Gong, a system of exercise
and meditation on "Truthfulness, Compassion and Forbearance." Equally puzzling is the well-
documented determination of practitioners to defy the notoriously repressive government. While
this memoir doesn't provide definitive answers, it does shed light on the issues and offer a hair-
raising first-person look at China's brutal concentration camps (Zeng spent a year in one), where
prisoners are beaten, electrocuted, deprived of sleep, forced into hard labor and subjected to
constant "reform" propaganda, aka brainwashing. Zeng, an investment consultant, turned to
Falun Gong after the difficult birth of her daughter and a botched medical procedure left her
weakened and depressed. The practice improved her health and outlook almost immediately.
Like other practitioners, Zeng couldn't believe the government would go as far as it did to crack



down on something so seemingly harmless and beneficial, until she found herself under arrest in
2000. After stubborn resistance for a year, Zeng finally pretended to "reform," and when
released, managed to escape to Australia. China watchers should be attentive to this simply
written but invaluable report from the front. (May)Copyright © Reed Business Information, a
division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights reserved. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition
edition.From BooklistTwelve years after completing college in China, Zeng was sentenced to 12
months' re-education in a labor camp. Her crime? Writing a letter to her parents-in-law explaining
her practice of Falun Gong, which has continued to affect her mentally, spiritually, and physically.
She characterizes Falun Gong as a form of qigong, the practice of mind and body improvement
through exercise and meditation, though most Westerners, she says, would place it in the realm
of the paranormal. The craze for it hit China in the early 1980s, and in a few years, its
practitioners numbered more than 100 million. Fearful of it as a new, independent ideology, the
government cracked down. Zeng was among the first in Beijing to be sentenced, and the purge
affected other members of her family--in particular her sister, also imprisoned. She has started
life over in Australia, and her description of abuse and torture, including electric-shock
treatment, constitutes an often harrowing, powerful reminder of what can happen when
government power runs unchecked. June SawyersCopyright © American Library Association.
All rights reserved --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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Witnessing HistoryOne Woman’s Fight for Freedomand Falun GongJennifer ZengTranslated by
Sue WilesI dedicate this book to all thosewho are stepping towardsa brighter future.First
published in Australia in 2005Copyright © Jennifer Zeng 2005All rights reserved. No part of this
book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical,
including photocopying, recording or by any information storage and retrieval system, without
prior permission in writing from the publisher. The Australian Copyright Act 1968 (the Act) allows
a maximum of one chapter or 10% of this book, whichever is the greater, to be photocopied by
any educational institution for its educational purposes provided that the educational institution
(or body that administers it) has given a remuneration notice to Copyright Agency Limited (CAL)
under the Act.Allen & Unwin83 Alexander StreetCrows Nest NSW 2065AustraliaPhone: (61 2)
8425 0100Fax: (61 2) 9906 2218Email: info@allenandunwin.comWeb:National Library of
AustraliaCataloguing-in-Publication entry:Zeng, Jennifer.Witnessing history: one woman’s fight
for freedom and Falun Gong1. Zeng, Jennifer. 2. Women—China—Biography.3. Falun Gong
(organisation).4. Women prisoners—China—Biography.I. Title.299.51092Typeset in 11/14 pt
Cantoria by Midland Typesetters, MaryboroughPrinted by Griffin Press, South Australia10 9 8 7
6 5 4 3 2 1ContentsPrefacePart I A new existencePrologue1 The mists of belief2 Zhuan Falun
reveals nature’s mysteriesPart II The crackdown1 The fires of envy2 Mass arrests3 From small
‘self ’ to Great WayPart III Three stretches in the detention centre1 The nightmare begins2 ‘Let
life display its splendour in Fa-Rectification’3 All living beings have Buddha-nature4 Shoot the
arrow first, then draw the bull’s-eyePart IV Re-education through forced labour: tears of blood1
Hell on earth2 I am incarcerated in Tiantanghe3 A perilous time4 Reform5 Stormy seas6
‘Coercion cannot change people’s hearts’Part V Exile1 Stating the facts2 A sacred
missionPostscriptFalun Gong chronologyAppendix: Open letter to the mediaPrefaceThroughout
my school years, I always disliked writing compositions and when I enrolled in science at
university was delighted that I would never have to write another. Not in my wildest dreams did I
imagine the day would come when I would consider writing a book.However, our lives often take
unexpected turns, and twelve years after graduating from university I was sentenced to twelve
months’ re-education through forced labour for simply writing a letter to my parents-in-law
explaining why I practise Falun Gong. The letter was sent by email and I was subsequently
charged with ‘using the Internet to voice grievances on behalf of Falun Gong’. Initially I was sent
to the Beijing ‘Re-education Through Forced Labour Despatch Division’, where the conditions
were unimaginably dreadful. Within the confines of the labour camp, I sometimes spoke jokingly
of writing a book to expose the horrors of this place. Halfway through my sentence, I started to
take the idea more seriously. By then I had witnessed and experienced far more brutality and
darkness than I ever thought existed and certainly more than I could bear. I was determined to
expose all these evils and was writing this book in my heart from then on.I thought carefully
about starting with an account of my first arrest, but realised that this wouldn’t work because my
story is about practising Falun Gong. Had I not embarked upon this journey, given the Chinese
Central Government’s suppression of Falun Gong it would have been almost impossible for me



to disregard my personal safety and risk arrest, beatings and death—for defending what I
believe to be true. As this is the story of what happened to me as a Chinese practitioner in
China, I have used my Chinese name (Zheng Zeng) throughout, although I now use my English
name in my new, English-speaking country.I was among the first group of people in Beijing to be
sentenced en masse to re-education through forced labour for practising Falun Gong. Within a
few months, the number of inmates at the Beijing Xin’an Female Labour Camp had swelled from
around 200 to about 1000. I witnessed the vast changes in the labour camp as a result of the
large influx of Falun Gong practitioners. I also witnessed the ever-widening and deepening
impact that Falun Gong was having on Chinese society and the whole world.There is an old
Chinese saying, ‘Still water runs deep’. Although we can hardly see or feel the rapid current
underneath the ‘still’ surface, what is occurring below can be truly terrifying. This is what is
happening to the countless innocent Chinese Falun Gong practitioners locked behind the
oppressive walls of the hundreds of forced-labour camps throughout China; the world is still
largely unaware of the vastness of the current. With the world now at such a critical moment, I
feel that documenting my experiences through writing this book has become my responsibility to
history.I also wanted to work unflaggingly with the untold thousands of decent people who long
to bring this brutal suppression of Falun Gong to an early end and so save more lives. I feel that
writing this book was a mission set for me by present reality.After I was released from the labour
camp in April 2001, to avoid further harassment from the police I left my home and went to my
home town in Sichuan province, thousands of kilometres to the south-west. That was when I
found out that my younger sister had been forced to leave her home several months before
because of her involvement with Falun Gong. Her daughter was almost eighteen months old and
just starting to talk. When my mother and I went to see her, she ignored her well-known
grandmother and ran unsteadily to my arms, calling ‘Mummy, Mummy’ instead of ‘Auntie’. Her
expression was one of joy and her voice so innocent. I embraced this little child tightly, not
knowing whether to answer her or not. Words fail to express how I felt at that moment.My brother-
in-law stood motionless, his head bent, and didn’t make a sound while I held my sister’s
daughter in my arms. I realised his heart must be bleeding inside to hear her repeatedly crying
out ‘Mummy’. As I looked at the broken family in front of me, my heart bled too.I also visited
relatives implicated to varying degrees because of my sister and me. For generations, these
good and decent people had never had any dealing with the police and now the police were
coming to their homes constantly to search for my sister as an ‘escaped criminal’. They now
pass their days in a perpetual state of anxiety over the police and worry themselves sick over
her.And then there are our friends . . . I have discovered through world human rights
organisations that more than 1000 Falun Gong practitioners have been persecuted to death, and
tens of thousands have been incarcerated in forced-labour camps and prisons. It is impossible
to calculate how many others have been sentenced, detained or forcibly enrolled in government-
run ‘brainwashing classes’; how many have effectively been deprived of their freedom through
being under constant surveillance by local police; how many have become destitute and



homeless; how many have been dismissed from their jobs for no apparent reason, finding
themselves with no means of earning a living. The true number of innocent people affected by
this oppression must be in the tens of millions.So my book is dedicated to them too. I appeal to
all kind-hearted people around the world to take note of what is happening to the Falun Gong
practitioners in mainland China. Extend your helping hands to these millions of innocent beings,
save them and, at the same time, save yourselves. For this, I am prepared to sacrifice my life.At
this point, tears cover my whole face and I am unable to continue. I can but turn to an ancient
Chinese saying, ‘Kowtowing with a bleeding heart’. I want to kowtow with a bleeding heart to
those who are willing to read my book. With all my strength and my entire being I offer this book.
I offer my heart, and the essential principles of the universe that I validated through my life.I do
not know when this human calamity that is the Chinese Communist Party’s persecution of Falun
Gong will cease, so most of the names in this book have been changed to protect the identities
of innocent people. All the events, however, are absolutely true.Zheng (Jennifer) ZengChina, 24
May 2001Revised in Australia in September, 2004Part IA new existenceI was born in a small
town in Sichuan province in 1966, the year the Great Cultural Revolution began. My father had
graduated from the University of Politics and Law and had been assigned to a teaching post in a
metropolitan polytechnic in Mianyang City, Sichuan province. However, during the Cultural
Revolution he was accused of being a ‘reactionary capitalist-roader lackey’ and was sent off to a
remote township of 30 000 people called Han Wang in Mianzhu County, where I spent my
childhood.In the early 1980s, the public security departments, procuratorial organs and people’s
courts that had been dismantled during the Cultural Revolution were resurrected, and my father
was recalled and given work in the new metropolitan judicial bureau of Mianyang City, where he
had worked before. There was no position available for my mother, however, so she had to
remain in Han Wang with my youngest sister. It would be more than three years before our family
was reunited. I returned to Mianyang City with my father and my middle sister, and enrolled in
senior middle school.I was a quiet and conscientious student—my only act of rebellion was to
refuse to obey the restrictions the school system tried to place on our reading. I would beg or
borrow books from anyone, devour them instantly and begin the search again.I graduated in
1984 at the age of 18, and sat the entrance examination for Peking University. I was accepted
into the Geology Department and in my third year was recruited as a member of the Chinese
Communist Party, the first person and one of the only two persons in my class to join. After
graduating in 1988 with excellent results, I was taken straight on as a graduate student without
having to sit any examinations.My husband and I met in the university’s Martial Arts Team. We
took an immediate fancy to each other and quickly fell in love. We were married in 1988, while I
was still a graduate student, and in 1991 I was assigned to the State Council’s Development
Research Centre. We were very happy, the envy of all our friends. Until 1992.When I gave birth
to our daughter, Shitan, in 1992, a botched medical procedure caused me to have two massive
haemorrhages. I almost died, but the blood transfusions that saved my life left me with hepatitis
C and, for the next few years, my life became an endless series of treatments and



hospitalisation. I was given every medication imaginable, and underwent expensive Interferon
treatment. In a desperate effort to improve my health I practised qigong breathing exercises, but
nothing worked. In 1995, an abdominal ultrasound showed early indications of cirrhosis of the
liver. Four years after giving birth I still could not go to work and was so weak a breeze would
almost blow me over. I had constant vertigo and dizziness and had held my beautiful daughter
only a handful of times. Being so weak, I couldn’t carry her, feed her, nurse her—in fact, we had
decided it was better that her grandparents brought her up. I was only 30 years old; I had a
wonderful husband and a precious daughter, but I felt so wretched that life hardly seemed worth
living.For almost four years, I was a virtual prisoner in our apartment. The vertigo and dizziness
that I was experiencing became almost unbearable if I went outside. Movement of any sort made
me nauseous, whether it was busy traffic or the branches of the trees shaking in the wind. I had
to force myself to go out, to overcome the panic attacks that swept over me.After four years of
misery I finally decided that I was not going to be enslaved by my illness forever—I’d rather
‘overdraw’ my life and die earlier. Consequently, I went back to work at the beginning of 1997,
taking many precautions for my health. I didn’t go back to the Development Research Centre,
however. While I was sick, China’s Stock Exchange had opened, and my husband’s company
was one of the two first flotations on the market in Bejing. Employees had been given share
certificates, but many had refused them, or discarded what they thought were worthless pieces
of paper. It surprised many that this ‘paper’ could really be exchanged into money.My husband
was so busy that he didn’t have time to go to the stock market to sell those shares of his. So he
suggested I go instead. In fact, selling the shares was far less important to me than finding a way
to kill time. Shitan was with her grandparents, and I was bored to death with nothing to do and
nobody to talk to during those long, long days. My husband often came home very late at night.
After talking to all sorts of people for a whole day, he was too exhausted to talk to me; while I had
spent the whole day calculating what I was going to say to him when he came home. So my
going to the stock market seemed very appealing to him. He didn’t mind whether I earned or lost
money—at least I too would have something to do in the day time. And I didn’t have to go if I felt
unwell or tired.I entered the market when it was almost at its lowest point. Most of the time I
ended up playing billiards, offered to the investors by the broker, instead of trading. However, by
observing the ups and downs of the market for a few years, learning from the experiences of
others, doing some ‘experimental’ exchanges and reading a lot of relevant material, I began to
feel that I had obtained quite some knowledge in the area. It was then that I came across an
advertisement for a position in an investment consultant company. I already knew that I didn’t
want to go back to the Centre—it was a government-run organisation, and everyone there was
very keen to be seen to be on the promotion ladder. After what I had been through, this didn’t
seem as important any more.After an interview I was offered the job, and I took the plunge back
into full-time employment. I diligently took my medicine every day and also kept up a form of
qigong. Although it did not help much, at least I could tell myself that I was trying my best. I
thought I was taking every precaution to ensure that my health did not take a further setback,



until I started practising Falun Gong (a form of qigong), which brought a new beginning to every
aspect of my life.1The mists of beliefI was one of those docile A-grade students who were
criticised so roundly during the Cultural Revolution. From primary school through to senior
middle school, I was always first in my class, dux of the year, and top in every test. I remember
myself as exceptionally obedient, sensible and disciplined. However, at that time in China, there
were two very famous revolutionary slogans: ‘The more knowledge you have, the more anti-
revolutionary you are’ and ‘To rebel against the authorities is encouraged’! So A-grade students
were regarded as out of date and no good.In the small factory in Han Wang where my father
worked our family was classed as intellectuals. This placed us ninth on the list of class enemies,
and we weren’t really able to identify with what were called the ‘labouring people’. To forestall
any quarrels, my mother discouraged my playing with the other children, so I spent most of my
time after school reading anything I could get my hands on. I went to endless trouble to read: I
would read by torchlight under my quilt, on summer nights tucked up safely in my mosquito net,
and would even feign illness to get out of gym class so that I could sit in the classroom reading. I
would use a length of bamboo to jiggle books off the top shelf where my father had put them out
of reach of childish hands. I would read during class through the cracks in my desk and use my
lunch money to borrow books. Reading was my greatest pleasure, but there were so few books
to read.Yet despite all my reading I developed little worldliness, and had no greater plan in my
head than studying hard to become a scientist.Peking University, one of the most famous
institutions of higher learning in the country, opened my eyes to the whole world around me. The
greatest thing for me about ‘Beida’, as Peking University is affectionately known, was the
opportunity it afforded its students for independent thought and the chance to be ahead of the
times. I began to awaken in that environment and, like so many others who had attended Beida
before me, I began to ponder many things, especially my place in the world.From the beginning
of time, philosophers have contemplated questions such as ‘Who am I?’, ‘Where did I come
from?’ or ‘Where am I going?’ I took to the magnificent collection of texts in Peking University
Library like a fish to water, and I dipped into every book of philosophy I could find—Rousseau,
Schopenhauer, Nietzsche, Kant, Hegel, Sartre, Freud, Socrates, Aristotle, the cynics . . . these
giants of philosophy were leading me into uncharted waters: my understanding was growing but,
as time went on, I felt as confused as ever. I still had no satisfactory answers to life’s fundamental
questions. Our graduating class wrote a few parting words to each other in a book and my own
comments sum up how I felt then. ‘Growing older day by day, and day by day realising how little I
know; I never understand why we are here.’China’s qigong crazeEver since I was little I had
wanted to be an outstanding scientist, just like Marie Curie. After studying science at university,
however, I began to think that science had not really achieved any substantial leaps since
Einstein, and that much of our recent progress has been in technology rather than science. I was
convinced that any qualitative scientific leaps in the new century would have to be in the life
sciences because, while we ‘can ascend to the highest heavens and embrace the moon, plumb
the depths of the five oceans and catch the soft-shelled turtle’, we know too little about



ourselves. I believed, and still believe, that this is the direction in which we can achieve the
greatest development precisely because we still understand so little.It so happened that at that
time in China, there was a surge of interest in extraordinary human abilities—what Westerners
would probably call the ‘paranormal’—and qigong (the practice of mind and body improvement
through exercise and meditation). Two professors in the Biology Department at Beida had begun
researching such things in 1979, when the first case of ‘recognising written characters by ear’
occurred in China.This phenomenon involves a character being written on a piece of paper,
without the test subject seeing the character. The piece of paper is then rolled up into a little ball
and placed in the subject’s ear. The subject is then asked to ‘read’ the paper, without moving it or
touching it in any way. The case in 1979 involved a young boy, so the Beida proessors decided
to focus on primary school children, as being old enough to concentrate, but not old enough that
their minds were starting to close. Rather than putting the pieces of paper in the children’s ears,
they asked them to hold the ball of paper between their two palms and concentrate on
visualising the characters on the paper. Exhaustive research showed that over 60 per cent of the
children were able to concentrate enough to ‘read’ the word with their hands.They pursued their
rigorous scientific research for over ten years, accumulating a great deal of first-hand data and
scouring a great many ancient books. Then they offered ‘The study of the paranormal and
qigong’ as an elective subject open to all students; I took it while I was a graduate student. The
meticulous scholarship of these two professors impressed me greatly, and to this day I can still
see them shaking with anger as they stand at the lectern, denouncing the degenerate frauds
who were discrediting the good name of qigong. Along with the other students taking this
elective, I was part of a number of well-designed experiments that indicated the existence of the
paranormal; these experiments also showed that such powers could be induced in subjects in a
particular age group – confirming their research at the primary school. They also carried out
many other experiments on mental telepathy, telekinesis, remote vision and hypnotism.Their
many experiments may have proved the existence of the paranormal but they did not make any
significant theoretical breakthroughs and in their classes they relied mainly on records of the
paranormal contained in a few ancient books. I recall them telling us quite frankly that they were
unable to come up with a theory that could explain paranormal capabilities so they had
concentrated on the preliminary stage of collecting a body of authentic first-hand material for
later researchers to work with. Their enthusiasm, and commitment, inspired a spirit of scientific
endeavour in their student. I studied several styles of qigong, writing up my qigong practice diary
every day to provide authentic first-hand data.These experiences showed me how marvellous
we humans are and confirmed my belief that the next major scientific breakthrough will be in the
life sciences. I also realised that current scientific theory is seriously lacking in really penetrating,
satisfactory explanations.This was all about science per se, but at some stage I began to have
thoughts of a different kind about science. I began to think about the social function of science. I
thought that science should be done not for the sake of science alone but for the sake of
humankind, in the pursuit of the greater happiness of humankind. It is true that people have



always enjoyed the material comforts and convenience of technological advances, which today
are happening ever more rapidly. But do these advances ever bring true happiness? Over a
thousand years ago the poet Tao Yuanming wrote: ‘Gathering chrysanthemums by the east
hedge, my lazy eyes meet South Mountain’. But what do we sing of today? There was a time
when almost everyone was echoing the famous rock and roll star Cui Jian’s song:‘It’s not that I
don’t understand, it’s just that the world is changing too rapidly’. Our pop songs are all ‘I’m so
lonely’, ‘I’m so sad’, ‘I’m so heartbroken’. We no longer possess the leisure, comfort, tranquillity,
harmony and grace revealed in the literature, music and art of the ancients. People today are
anxious and uneasy; worried about the world and what lies ahead. Family relationships are
fraught as never before and the pace of society places enormous pressure on everybody.
Traditional social ethics and moral values are being seriously challenged, making it difficult to
establish a new equilibrium because of the new problems that are constantly emerging. I
remember those popular T-shirts with ‘So tired’ printed on them or ‘I’m edgy. Don’t mess with
me’. Such pithy comments really summed up what people were feeling.Have scientific
developments really given humankind a corresponding degree of happiness? Indeed, could any
scientific or technological advance bring with it true happiness? Happiness ought to be deeply
felt, not just a matter of material possessions or technologies. If science has not made people
happier, what do we want with science? By this point I had become deeply sceptical about
science and its benefits.The first Buddhist text I came across was a handwritten copy in regular
script of the Diamond Sutra; I used it when I was practising calligraphy. As I copied this sacred
scripture over and over, the words ‘all beings are led by me to the final Nirvana for the extinction
of reincarnation’ drifted through my consciousness like wisps of mist but I could never quite
grasp the substance behind the mist.I also roamed the world of Daoism, poring over texts like
the Dao-dejing (also known as the Tao Te Ching). The perfection of the unique Oriental wisdom
and art of Laozi and Zhuangzi took my breath away. As a graduate student I developed an
interest in the Yijing (generally known in the West as the I Ching). I bought heaps of reference
books and began to delve seriously into them, an obsession that lasted until I had my
baby.Three times during my pregnancy I consulted the Yijing, wanting to know how the birth
would go, and each time the hexagrams indicated great peril. I didn’t take much notice, though,
let alone consider how I might avoid this peril, because at that stage I was really only dabbling. I
was still unsure whether I believed that everything can be foretold and whether people’s fate is
decided at birth. These were big issues that brought into question my whole world-view, and for
the moment I was unable to take a stand.Things did indeed go wrong during Shitan’s birth and I
very nearly died. I was overwhelmed by fear of the gods of fate then, and willing to acknowledge
allegiance to them: I had no choice but to believe that destiny had a hand in everything. The next
question, of course, was: if there really is a certain inevitability about our destiny, are we able to
change it at all?While thus afflicted I met the Chair of the Taiwan Daoist Association, who
advised me to study Qi Men Dun Jia1, one of the three amazing divination learnings in ancient
China. It is believed that by mastering Qi Men Dun Jia you can not only know both good luck and



bad luck in aspects of time and space (direction), but can also manage to change them—and
this is the only way to change one’s fate. I bought a lot of books and off I went, but became
dispirited very quickly and abandoned the whole thing. My years of delving into the tortuous arts
of prophecy based on the interaction of yin and yang suddenly wearied me with their
overelaborate jargon and their tedious and complicated calculations.Quite early on in my
philosophical journey, I had begun to think in the following way: the universe moves in a regular
fashion, everything from a galaxy to a microscopic particle following its own orbit; we can even
write the molecular formula for mud. So, why is it that human beings are so chaotic? I believe
that the cosmos remained stable and in harmony because everything in it followed certain
common laws. In other words, the universe must contain an ultimate truth. And this truth must be
simple yet profound.It took Buddha Shakyamuni (Siddhartha Gautama) six years before he
suddenly perceived that deliberately seeking hardship and punishing oneself was not the path to
enlightment; then he renounced it. I, too, came to the realisation that it was futile to seek the truth
of the universe through studying the yin–yang arts of prophecy. It was not the way so I renounced
it.My search for the truth of the universe and my musings about life came to a standstill.
Preoccupied with trying to get through each painfilled day, I gave these seemingly irrelevant
questions no further thought. Overall, however, my worldview gradually became more and more
Buddhist. I had a vague feeling that this was where the truth of the cosmos lay but I was still
unable to find out what was behind those mists.1 Qi usually means ‘mysterious’ or ‘strange’, but
could mean ‘valuable’ or ‘holy’ here. Men means ‘a gate’, and dun means ‘hidden’ or
‘escaped’ (to make hidden), and jia is the first one of ten stems, which is considered as the most
sacred in this method.2Zhuan Falun2 revealsnature’s mysteriesI shall never forget 2 July 1997.
Hong Kong had been handed back to China the day before, and the day had been declared a
national holiday. When I returned to work, a colleague said, as she placed a set of books in a
broken package on my desk, ‘Here you are. Zhuan Falun!’ The package was from my younger
sister back home in Sichuan. I had rung her a few days earlier when she told me she had started
practising Falun Gong. The name sounded vaguely familiar; I may have seen books in the
bookstalls or people may even have recommended it to me but it hadn’t really registered. So
when my sister said she would send me some Falun Gong books I didn’t say no. I was once very
keen on qigong and was actually still practising one form for the sake of my health.I opened the
package and found four books: Zhuan Falun; Zhuan Falun: Volume II; Essentials for Further
Advancement; and Explaining the Content of Falun Dafa3. My sister suggested I start with
Zhuan Falun, so I took her advice.I was one of those people described in Zhuan Falun who had
learnt many forms of qigong, who had a stack of certificates to prove it, and who felt they knew
all there was to know about it. I thought I’d have a look at the book anyway. I started reading the
first few pages: the author, Li Hongzhi, began to describe the origins of our human life and I was
immediately captivated.Over the next two weeks I read all four books through twice, muttering to
myself all the while, ‘Good heavens! So that’s it!’It’s no exaggeration to say that these four books
shook me more than all the other books I had ever read, put together. I felt like a blind person



suddenly given the gift of sight, as if a paper window had been pierced and the endless
panorama of nature’s mysteries revealed before me. I thought my head would burst. I had the
solution to all those questions I had agonised over for so many years, and all those things I had
never understood were suddenly clear to me.Zhuan Falun explained very clearly, for example,
the paranormal and qigong mechanisms that had perplexed my two professors at Beida and that
I had felt were so inexplicable—the third eye, remote vision, telekinesis, mental telepathy and
the healing power of qigong. It also clarified the relationship between matter and consciousness,
an issue that philosophers and scientists had long wrestled with. Another thing I had never been
able to work out was how Shakyamuni attained supreme understanding after sitting beneath the
bodhi tree for 49 days: if I sat for 49 days, could I attain supreme understanding, too? Just what
was supreme understanding? Was it something that only Shakyamuni had, or was it something
that we ordinary mortals could attain if we used certain methods? What did Daoists mean when
they spoke of how ‘the conscious soul dies, the true soul is born’? Have we had previous
incarnations and is there an afterlife? Can we vanquish sickness, senility, ignorance and death?
Is there a universal ultimate truth? What is the ultimate truth? And so on and so on. I had found
the solution to all these questions.I also discovered that I was gazing upon the whole of
humanity and human history with new eyes, as if from a great height—the history of human
civilisation, of religion, of social systems. Take religion, for instance. Like so many people who
had grown up under Marxist dialectical materialism, I believed that gods were artificial
constructs, that people who knew little about science had imagined these idols into existence for
the purpose of providing spiritual sustenance. Religion to us was simply an intensification of this
sort of group consciousness that then became ‘a tool in the hands of the ruling class to
hoodwink and anaesthetise the masses’. But now I understood: ‘In fact, a religion has two aims:
one is to really make those who are good and can go up through cultivation obtain the proper
way; the other is to maintain the morality of human society on a quite high level. These are the
two things a religion has to do.’ (Zhuan Falun: Volume II). So that’s what a true religion is, I
thought to myself!Another thing. Whenever I had tried to find a way to transform my life through
the yin–yang prophetic arts, the complexity of it all had completely baffled me. But everything
was now so simple and so clear: do good more, do evil less; accumulate merit more, create
karma less, And that was it.My greatest discovery, however, was to understand, finally, the
significance and the meaning of life. Li Hongzhi says in Zhuan Falun: ‘We see that in this
universe a human life isn’t created in ordinary human society; the creation of one’s life is in the
space of the universe’. So our true purpose as human beings is not simply to be human but, in
the midst of perplexity, to practise and return to our original, true selves and our original source.
And that’s what Zhuan Falun is all about: the hows and whys of practice.Within a few short days
the whole world had changed for me. I had been transformed from an atheist into a believer. Not
only did I believe that Buddhist, Daoist and spiritual higher beings existed, I also recognised that
for an even happier and eternal existence each one of us need only want to practise to be able
to reach the realm in which those beings exist. This process may be difficult, it may be easy, but



it is simply a matter of continually shedding ideas and practices that are not good enough,
raising ethical standards and continually assimilating Truthfulness, Compassion and
Forbearance (zhen, shan, ren). It says in Zhuan Falun: ‘One should return to one’s original, true
self; this is the real purpose of being human’. Finally I had discovered the reason for my
existence! That which I had been seeking for so many years was all here! How could I not
believe?I remember the day I finished reading the four books for the first time, I sat staring at the
stock market quotations scurrying across my computer screen. A sense of crisis surged within
me. Instinctively I felt that, even though I now knew of ‘heavenly’ things, I had spent too long in
this earthly quagmire and unless I read the books again immediately I might be dragged back
into that quagmire. I didn’t have a moment to waste. Straight away I read Zhuan Falun again from
cover to cover. Only when I had read straight through all four books for the second time was I at
peace; the sense of crisis had passed. I knew I had become a completely new person. I said to
myself, calmly and clearly: I know what I am here for. I came here to practise, and I firmly believe
that there is no power on earth that can drag me away from it.I practise Truthfulness,
Compassion and Forbearance and shed attachmentsAs soon as I had finished the books for the
second time I phoned my sister to ask where I could find people in Beijing to teach me the
exercises of Falun Gong. I already knew from the books that there were five exercises to do. She
told me I should be able to find volunteers teaching them at practice sites in any of the large
parks.I went to the nearby Temple of Heaven Park and quickly came across a practice site. The
lessons were free, of course, and the five movements that made up the set were not all that
difficult. Exercises 1, 3 and 4 could be completed in ten minutes; Exercise 2—the Falun Standing
Stance—took as long as you could hold the pose. The other tranquil exercise was sitting in
meditation and it was up to you how long you did this for. There were no specific requirements as
to place or time, so you could practise whenever and wherever you liked; you didn’t even have to
go to a practice site. How much time you spent on your practice was up to you: if you had the
time you did more and if you were pressed for time you did less.It took me about a week to learn
all the movements, but for me they were only a small part of practising Falun Gong. Li Hongzhi
says in Zhuan Falun, ‘If you only practise the exercises without improving xinxing,4 and without
the powerful energy that strengthens everything, it cannot be called cultivation practice . . .’. In
other words, the ideological content is more important. My outlook on the world and on life had
been thoroughly transformed. I now had completely new goals in life and new ways of looking at
the world, and because I demanded different things of myself I was a very different person.This
sounds abstruse, but when put into practice, it was really concrete. For example, not long after
taking up Falun Gong I was helping my husband prepare noodles for dinner and I spilled some
as I scooped them out of the water.‘God, you’re clumsy!’ my husband snorted. He immediately
glanced at me anxiously, certain he’d put his foot in it again.As I mentioned before, since giving
birth I had had a host of health problems. Illness had ruined not just my health, either; it had
ruined my career and left its mark on my life and on my moods.After I came out of hospital, my
husband and I paid a visit to my workplace to put in a claim for my medical expenses. I learned



from a colleague that all of the graduate students who had been assigned to the unit at the same
time as me had been promoted to bureau cadre or acting mayor, had gone overseas, had been
assigned an apartment or had been given a professional post. My illness had put everything on
hold, however, and there was nothing for me but a monthly pittance for basic living expenses.I
didn’t say a word on the way home in the car. Sensing my mood, my husband tried to comfort
me, pointing to the beautiful flowers alongside the road in an effort to raise my spirits a little.I
turned to the window but tears streamed down my face. I thought of how women were always
likened to flowers—but what flower would I be? I hadn’t had the chance to burst into bloom
before I withered and fell. All through my life, when had I ever lagged behind others in anything?
And now, to see the grudging expression on people’s faces when I put in a claim for some
medical expenses—I had become a burden to everyone and everyone loathed me! It wasn’t that
we needed the money—we were fortunate that my husband had a good enough job to support
us all—but that income was a sign of my independence, of what I had achieved with my life, and
now it had been taken away from me.One day my husband and I were chatting and I said I had
not been into the office to collect my pay for several months.‘Well, you can’t have anything to eat,
then,’ he said.I knew very well he was only joking but I burst into tears all the same. He had hit a
nerve, split as I was between self-pity and competitiveness, and what I was really crying about
was the hopelessness I felt about my future.I consulted medical books and read magazines,
looking everywhere for a cure. But instead of ‘becoming a self-taught specialist’, my study made
me feel I had received a death sentence, with a reprieve of maybe eight or ten years. According
to the literature, because the hepatitis C virus had not yet been isolated and extracted from
human blood, no antiviral medicines had yet been developed for it. And what was so special
about hepatitis C was that it could lead to cirrhosis of the liver or liver cancer much sooner than
other forms of hepatitis did.I cried for days until, with some difficulty, my husband finally coaxed
me out of my depression. He gradually became very, very careful lest a word out of place upset
me. I was always in a fragile mood so he always had to be extremely careful. Hence the anxious
look when he’d blurted out, ‘God, you’re clumsy!’Admittedly, my first impulse certainly was to
throw down the bowl and storm out. But then it occurred to me that I was practising Falun Gong
now and since practitioners are supposed to abide by Truthfulness, Compassion and
Forbearance, I shouldn’t lose my temper. Not only that, I must get along well with people no
matter what; I must be broad-minded and tolerant. Besides, I knew he had not said it
maliciously.With a bit of an effort I gave him a smile.‘Who made you pick a clumsy wife?’ I said.
Then I quietly cleaned up the noodles while he stood there looking as though he had just seen
the sun rise in the west.Li Hongzhi says in Zhuan Falun that ‘cultivation depends on one’s own
effort while the transformation of gong is done by the master’. After I started practising, I found
myself able to easily do things that had once been impossible for me. For example, surely I could
have been a little nicer to my husband before. Yet whenever I started to get angry with him I
would lose my temper and then, because I couldn’t control myself I would hate myself for losing
my temper, and on and on the vicious circle would go.I cast off my old selfNot long after I began



practising Falun Gong, the company I worked for applied for accreditation as one of the first
Chinese investment consultancies qualified to carry out securities work. One of the requirements
for accreditation was that the company have five individuals qualified in such work. It was a very
great honour for the company and for the five individuals to be part of this, ‘China’s first group’.
Management notified me to prepare to be listed among the five.I got my material ready for the
application as requested and several days later heard a colleague say that the five individuals
had been chosen and everything had been finalised. I was not one of the five. But the worst thing
was that no one had breathed a word to me about why I had not been chosen.If this had
happened before, I would have surely lost the balance within my heart even if I didn’t approach
management to ask why I hadn’t been selected. This time, however, I immediately recalled
where Zhuan Falun states, ‘If something is yours, you will not lose it. If something is not yours,
you will not have it even if you fight for it’. What practitioners seek is to improve their moral
character and cast aside harmful attachments, not this world’s fame and gain. I felt much calmer
then and went on with my work conscientiously, not giving the matter another thought.My
husband quickly realised that I had changed. They say it’s easier to change the course of rivers
and move mountains than to change a person’s nature, yet my temperament and my mental
state had really been transformed. My mood swings were gone, I had stopped being pessimistic
and, more importantly, I was actually optimistic and magnanimous, qualities that were new to
me. I no longer had any ‘petty bourgeois worries’ and I was even able to help him when he was
worried, something I had never done before.My husband was soon telling people that the world
might be full of books but few were actually capable of changing people.‘Zhuan Falun has
changed my wife,’ he would say. ‘It’s terrific, even if she’s the only one it’s changed that’s
terrific!’A little later he confessed to a group of friends that his wife was well on her way to
becoming a divine.My practice also had a dramatic effect on my health. A little over a month
after I started practising Falun Gong, everyone at work had to undergo their annual physical
examination. My blood tests came back completely normal, indicating that the hepatitis I had
lived with for over four years had vanished without trace. You would think this would have made
me wild with joy, but I didn’t get excited because I had somehow expected such a result. I knew
that the first thing that happened when you started practising Falun Gong was a drastic
improvement in your health. So, given the transformation I had experienced in my mind and
heart, it was not surprising that I would experience a similar change in my physical health.I took
my daughter to hospital for an injection one day when she was running a temperature. Suddenly,
seeing all those emaciated patients in dreadful pain—a pain that no longer had anything
whatsoever to do with me—I understood the meaning of gratitude. Once a regular visitor, I knew
that I had said goodbye to hospitals forever. The days when I was hovering between life and
death had become as remote as if they had taken place in a previous existence and I felt, with
great clarity, that I now belonged to a different existence.This, then, was the reality of cultivation.
It appears not quite possible. Nevertheless, I felt happier and more peaceful than I had ever felt
and I understood what Buddhists mean by ‘utter fearlessness’ and ‘great ease’. Utter



fearlessness is the courage and rationality that comes with wisdom once one understands the
ultimate truth. Great ease is the ease and wonder that comes with casting aside improper
pursuits, attachment and selfish preoccupation with gain and loss.Slowly, I became part of a
new group of friends. We called ourselves fellow practitioners. There must have been about 60
or 70 people practising at the Temple of Heaven Park exercise site I went to. Every morning as
soon as the gates opened we would go to our spot with hardly a word, turn on the cassette
player and begin. If you had time you would do all five of the movements, if not, you would do as
much as you had time for; it was up to each individual.I hadn’t been practising there long when I
was approached by one of the volunteer assistants who helped out at practice sites. The
assistant asked if I’d like to join a group to study the Fa (the law and principles in the Buddha
School). At these Fa-study groups, people who lived near one another met once a week in
somebody’s home to read Falun Gong books and discuss their experience of practice.I
managed to attend only one Fa-study group meeting, mainly because evenings were the only
time I had to help Shitan with her homework, but I made every effort to practise the exercises in
the park. I didn’t really have time to chat but I saw the others as practitioners who believed in
Truthfulness, Compassion and Forbearance. We belonged to the same family, people who were
striving to be unselfish, and therefore had little need for talk. Here there was no need for the
anxiety and guardedness of everyday life. Everybody was concerned with cultivating their
character and ridding themselves of attachments, improving their moral standards and
eliminating from their thoughts all that was not good. What we shared was how each of us had
gone about improving and the insights we had had into our practice. In a world where people’s
relationships had become extraordinarily strained, this place was truly a paradise.The only thing
I took part in besides morning exercises was weekend activities to introduce Falun Gong to the
public. Although there is no requirement within Falun Gong to convert others, after they had
experienced its benefits most practitioners were very eager to introduce this practice to their
family and friends. We would go to new places where there were no practice sites in order to let
others know about Falun Gong. We went to many different places to practise, sometimes an
hour or two’s ride away in the suburbs, sometimes quite close to home. Rain, hail or shine, if we
said we’d go, we’d go.One weekend we went to a shopping centre in Fangzhuang, not far from
Temple of Heaven Park. The assistant said that only those from the several practice sites in the
park had been notified of our visit but several thousand people turned up, filling the soccer field
outside the shopping centre. There must have been a lot of local practitioners who did not go to
the practice sites in the park but somehow heard about the activity. It really was a splendid sight,
several thousand people in orderly rows practising as one, and all around the field banners were
fluttering in the breeze—‘Falun Dafa’, ‘Truthfulness, Compassion, Forbearance’, ‘Free Falun
Dafa instruction’. Onlookers crowded around, with many people making enquiries and coming to
learn.By the summer of 1998 I was only able to go to Temple of Heaven Park to practise on
weekends, because my work as a consultant took me out to different locations. So during the
week I would bundle up my meditation cushion, cassette player and the loose clothing I wore



while doing my practice, and get up before six each morning to catch the first bus to where I
would be working that day. I would find a secluded spot, do my practice and then have
something to eat at a nearby foodstall before starting work.However, I quickly discovered that
wherever I went there was a practice site close by, sometimes several. Some sites held several
sessions and I was able to choose a time that suited me. At various times I practised at all four of
the large temple parks in Beijing: the Temple of Heaven south of the Forbidden City, the Altar of
the Earth to the north, the Altar of the Sun to the east, and the Altar of the Moon to the west.
Eventually, as I rode the early-morning buses through the quiet streets, I realised that groups of
people were practising Falun Gong wherever they could—in parks at intersections, in plazas
outside large markets, in town squares and even in open areas on the pavement—sometimes
different sites were only 100 metres apart. When I went home to Sichuan at Spring Festival in
1999 I found it was much the same there.The soft music, the leisurely movements, the brightly
coloured banners, the peaceful expressions on the faces of practitioners even when it was windy
or raining: this was a beautiful early morning spectacle. Falun Gong practitioners, with their Falun
Gong insignia, were like a garden of exotic flowers blossoming all over the land of China.2
Turning the Law Wheel, the main book of Falun Gong teachings.3 ‘Great Law’, ‘Great Way’;
principles. Falun Dafa means ‘great way of the law wheel’.4 Mind or nature; moral character.Part
IIThe crackdown1The fires of envyIn the meantime, many things had quietly been happening of
which I was completely unaware. I did not know, for instance, that Zhuan Falun had been one of
the ten bestsellers of 1996. Nor did I know that in the same year China News Press had put out a
memorandum ‘for Chinese eyes only’ banning the publication and distribution of Zhuan Falun.
This restricted memorandum was apparently not circulated, however, and the ban was not
implemented. As far as I was concerned there had never been a shortage of Falun Gong books
in the city, probably because they were so popular and pirate book dealers would never pass up
such an opportunity. The owners of the little bookstalls on the streets were very familiar with how
many Falun Gong books had come out. Whenever a new one was published they would rush to
stock up. I frequented a small bookstall near Yongdingmen and all I had to say was ‘I need a set
of Falun Gong books’ and the owner would put aside a full set for me. I often bought extra copies
in case any of my friends wanted to have a read. Most people would stand at bookstalls for
hours browsing without buying anything, but people who came for Falun Gong books would take
them sight unseen, so the bookstall owners were more than willing to handle these books.There
is a saying that ‘a storm hits the tallest tree first’. When the qigong craze hit mainland China in
the early 1980s, qigong styles of every description sprang up like bamboo shoots after spring
rain; at one stage there must have been several thousand. By the 1990s, however, most of them
had disappeared and a great many qigong teachers were finding it difficult to attract students.
When Falun Gong emerged in 1992 as a form of qigong it was in much the same situation,
except that it made quite a splash at the 1992 and the 1993 Oriental Health Expos. Only a
couple of hundred people attended the first Falun Gong study class and by the end of 1994,
when the founder of Falun Gong, Li Hongzhi, conducted his last class in Guangzhou, between



30 000 and 40 000 people had attended the 54 classes he personally conducted in China. Then,
after only a few short years, it was estimated that the number of Falun Gong practitioners
increased to 70 million and then to over 100 million. This happened without any media coverage
or advertising across the country, simply by word of mouth. People who had been introduced to
Falun Gong and had experienced its health benefits warmly recommended it to their family and
friends, to their work colleagues and to their neighbours.You must remember that China is a one-
party autocracy in which every aspect of society is tightly controlled by the Communist Party.
How, then, could such a large group of people escape the attention of those in power? The
people in power—who were not democratically elected—feared nothing but any destabilising of
the system. What were this many people up to, they wondered, practising the one style of
qigong?Also, those who had studied Falun Gong spoke with unconcealed respect and
tremendous gratitude about the teacher, Master Li Hongzhi, and about all they had gained from
their practice. Later on, when the authorities suppressed Falun Gong, everyone was saying that
Falun Gong was ‘competing with the Party’ for the people. Was this oppression sparked off by
jealousy? It seems hard to believe, but it is probably true.Many foreigners who had grown up in
Western democracies found the crackdown against Falun Gong inconceivable, asking: ‘Why do
they want to suppress Falun Gong?’ But then, China had already been through the anti-rightist
campaigns, the Great Leap Forward and the Cultural Revolution. It hadn’t taken the people of
China long to realise these things were absurd, yet they happened. Is it that this land, this
country, this system is a breeding ground for such absurdities?In some respects it was inevitable
that the dictatorship would fear Falun Gong, which burst forth as a completely new and
independent ideology in a land that has never had genuine freedom of thought. Falun Gong has
never had any political motivations; it is all about individual faith and self-cultivation, and yet
China’s fearful dictatorship created for itself a fictitious enemy that could only be defeated by
struggle. From its very inception, the Communist Party has believed implicitly in force.
Communism is responsible for the three largest killing sprees of the last century, outstripping the
Nazis, genocide and wars. More than 84.5 million people were either butchered or died an
unnatural death in communist countries, twice as many as died in both world wars. And more
people died unnatural deaths in China than in any other communist nation. A conservative
estimate of those deaths is 20 million, and international societies and Chinese experts suggest
that the true total may be closer to 80 million. One could say that the 80-year-long history of the
Chinese Communist Party has been written in blood. Didn’t Mao Zedong say long ago that
power comes from the barrel of a gun and that there is nothing more enjoyable than battling
heaven and earth—and men?On the surface there was much greater economic freedom in
China after the reform and opening up of the 1980s but in reality the despotic nature of the
system had not changed in the slightest. In some respects it was even more stringent once Jiang
Zemin assumed the posts of General Secretary of the Central Committee of the Chinese
Communist Party, President and Chairman of the Military Commission of the Central Committee.
No one person had ever occupied these three posts simultaneously, taking Party, political and



military power to himself, and thus being able to utilise the resources of the entire country at will,
for whatever he wished. At the height of the student democratic movement in 1989, one million
people took to the streets in Beijing on one day. But who was going to dare say ‘No’ once the
tanks entered the city and the machine-guns opened fire? And all the Great Powers resumed
normal relations with China not long after, didn’t they?Ever since the publication of an article
attacking Falun Gong in the official Guangming Daily in 1996, a hidden current against Falun
Gong began to surge underneath the ‘still’ surface. In 1997, the Ministry of Public Security
started a secret nationwide investigation, during which public security personnel penetrated
Falun Gong by masquerading as students and practising alongside Falun Gong practitioners to
find out just what they were up to. The information they gathered from all over the country was
the same, however: Falun Gong practitioners simply dedicate themselves to the practice and like
to share Falun Gong with others. When something happens they say ‘do not hit back when
attacked, or talk back when insulted’, ‘look inwards’, ‘cultivate your character’, ‘cherish virtue’;
they avoid committing ‘misdeeds’ or causing ‘problems’.On top of that, one after another of
those from the Public Security Ministry became interested in the practice. The following incident,
which took place at an experience-sharing meeting, was typical. A former drug addict whose
whole body was a testament to his habit spoke of how he had given up drugs and turned over a
new leaf after practising Falun Gong. He said that when he went around to repay his debts to
people he had deceived and stolen from, they thought at first he was up to his old tricks. As soon
as this ex-drug addict had finished speaking at the meeting, a member of the audience leapt
onto the podium, brandishing a tape recorder.‘Do you know who I am?’ he said excitedly. ‘I am
from the Ministry of Public Security, assigned to spy on you. I had no idea this was what Falun
Gong was about. In all my years bringing in drug addicts I have never seen anyone kick the habit.
Falun Gong is miraculous! I won’t be part of this rotten business any longer; I want to learn Falun
Gong, too.’In front of everyone, he pulled the tape out of the machine and tore it to pieces.There
were many incidents like this, which apparently frightened some people. There is a line in a
poem that goes something like ‘Nobility is the motto of the noble-minded;/the base use
sordidness as a pass’. Base souls cannot comprehend noble hearts and noble actions, nor can
they believe that people can live magnanimous lives. When the Ministry of Public Security
issued a notice in 1998 that Falun Gong was being investigated, groups of practitioners all over
the country were disrupted and dispersed, homes were searched without proper authority and
private property was confiscated. This was just an indication of the crackdown to come.At that
time, however, I was concerned only with my own practice, and filled with ceaseless admiration
for the personal realisations it was affording me. I was not paying much attention to the world
around me and knew nothing of what lay beneath the surface of things. This went on until the
Beijing TV station incident of 1998.One Saturday in the summer of 1998 I went to the park to
practise and heard that earlier that week Beijing TV had broadcast a misleading report
slandering Falun Gong. Some practitioners had decided to go to the TV station the next day to
request that the facts about Falun Gong be presented. I decided I would go, too, and made



appropriate arrangements.When I got home, however, I grew uneasy. I remembered that June
Fourth—the day of the Tian’anmen massacre in 1989—was approaching and this was a
politically sensitive time. Our teacher, Li Hongzhi, had stressed repeatedly that practitioners
were not to take part in politics, and when questioned about why he no longer made personal
appearances, he had said that he wanted to avoid large gatherings of people in case it caused
‘misunderstandings’. The more I thought about it the more I felt I shouldn’t go. In the end, I
didn’t.Quite a few local practitioners did go, though, along with some people who had come in
from Hebei province—several hundred people altogether. Management of the TV station met
with them and listened as they talked about their own practice. Management realised that these
people had no evil intentions and wanted only to present the facts about Falun Gong and have
errors in the TV program corrected. They all agreed this was important because such misleading
reports harmed the reputation of the TV station almost as much as they damaged Falun Gong.
The station later corrected their mistake by broadcasting a positive report about Falun Gong.
The reporter who had put the slanderous report together was sacked. So the matter was put to
rest.After that I felt that everything was pretty much the same as before and went on with my
practice, until 25 April 1999.The peaceful appeal of 25 AprilA fellow practitioner phoned me on
24 April 1999—a Saturday—to ask if I had heard about Tianjin. Apparently a fellow of the
Chinese Academy of Sciences named He Zuoxiu had written an article attacking Falun Gong. Its
title was ‘Why young people shouldn’t practise qigong’. In the article, he cited some already
discredited cases, claiming that practising Falun Gong caused mental disorders. He had
received nine reports of people jumping from buildings, eight of whom had died, the other
person sustaining serious injuries. He implied that Falun Gong would destroy China just as the
Boxers had in 1900, poisoning our youth far more seriously than any ‘killing with theory’. The
impression the article gave was that practising Falun Gong was very dangerous and could lead
to people having mental disorders and even leaping to their death from buildings.The first
Chinese report on exceptional human abilities (the paranormal) had been published in 1979 and
had sparked off a lively debate in academic circles on whether such things, if indeed they
existed, should be the subject of serious research. Qian Xuesen, the famous scientist who had
been in charge of building and launching China’s first artificial satellite, was the leading figure in
favour of paranormal research. Yu Guangyuan, a deputy director of the Chinese Academy of
Social Sciences, headed up those holding the opposite view.Debates such as this are a
perfectly normal and useful step in the scientific process. However, because Marxism–Leninism
labels the paranormal and qigong as ‘feudal and idealistic superstition’, this academic debate
quickly became a political issue and as both viewpoints were supported by senior members of
the Central Committee and academy, Hu Yaobang, General Secretary of the CCP Central
Committee, felt compelled to comment about it. So in June 1982—ten years before the
appearance of Falun Gong—the Propaganda Department of the Central Committee proclaimed
its ‘three-nots policy’ with regard to qigong and the paranormal: that the media should not be for
it, should not be against it and should not debate upon it.Therefore, when He Zuoxiu published



his article in the Tianjin Teachers’ College journal Teenager Expo, Falun Gong practitioners in
Tianjin felt that he had slandered Falun Gong’s good name. They also believed he had violated
the three-nots policy and that this should be rectified. They made their way to the Tianjin
Teachers’ College and other government bodies to make their views known and request these
be publicised along with a factual account of the matter.However, they were confronted there by
riot police, who beat them, injuring some and arresting 45. When the rest of the students
demanded the release of their fellow practitioners, Tianjin municipal administration told them
that the Ministry of Public Security was now involved and they would have to take the matter up
with the Central Committee in Beijing.The friend who telephoned me was going to the State
Council Petition Offices the following day, with another practitioner, to make an appeal. The
function of the Petition Offices, incidentally, was ‘to hear the views, suggestions and requests of
the masses, to accept supervision by the masses and to serve the people’. My friend asked if I
wanted to go and I told him I would let him know after I had read He Zuoxiu’s article.I was
shocked by the article and couldn’t believe it had been written by an academic, a member of the
Chinese Academy of Sciences. In it he said that science was still unable to explain just why
qigong caused mental disorders but that there was no question that it did. Such statements were
not only scientifically wrong; their logic was flawed.If everybody who practised qigong developed
a mental disorder then, in terms of logic, practising qigong was a sufficient precondition for
developing a mental disorder. If it was necessary for all those who developed a mental disorder
to have first practised qigong, then practising qigong was a necessary condition for developing a
mental disorder. But what were the facts? Most people who practised qigong exhibited no signs
of any mental disorder, and very few patients in psychiatric hospitals had practised qigong.
Therefore, practising qigong was neither a sufficient nor a necessary precondition for developing
a mental disorder, much less a full and necessary precondition. In this sense, there was
absolutely no causal relationship between practising qigong and developing a mental disorder.
What more could be said?I came to an immediate decision: I would go to the Petition Offices the
following day.A miracleJust after six on the morning of the twenty-fifth, my two fellow
practitioners and I cycled to the State Council Petition Offices in Fuyou Street outside
Zhongnanhai, the residential compound for the nation’s leaders. The police on duty said the
office didn’t open until eight and told us to wait. We moved back into one of the small lanes there
so as not to disrupt the traffic and sat down quietly to wait. Gradually the lanes filled with people.I
had a suspicion that practitioners from other places would turn up but I had no idea so many
would come. Everybody spoke quietly and looked very solemn. As I sat on the steps outside
somebody’s house watching people file into the lane, tears came to my eyes. For some reason I
was deeply moved, and very proud.I found out later that some people had left notes in case
something happened to them. Given the brutality of the Chinese Government, and with the
gunshots of the Tian’anmen massacre of ten years before still ringing in our ears, who knew
what might come of a group petition of this size? Alongside me that day was a woman in her
forties. She seemed very gentle and quiet and said with a smile that if the police threatened to



shoot anyone, she would still find the courage to stand up in the name of Falun Gong.What
happened that day made a great many people aware of Falun Gong and many of them later took
up the practice. On the first anniversary of 25 April, the immunologist Professor Feng Lili from
Baylor College of Medicine in the United States published the article ‘Truth! Eternal April 25’ in
which she wrote:I read in a local newspaper about Falun Gong people going to Zhongnanhai on
25 April to make an appeal. Knowing how stern the government is, I trembled when I saw their
serene composure and gentle expressions. What kind of people were these who would risk their
lives to make an appeal? What kind of people would so innocently petition a government as
notoriously brutal as this? It was inconceivable that an idea could enable these very ordinary
Chinese people to be so courageous. I looked into my heart and knew I couldn’t have done it.
The harsh realities of human relationships and the toil of living had dulled my righteous ardour;
but who does not feel this?As soon as I found out that these people lived by ‘Truthfulness,
Compassion and Forbearance’ I resolved without the slightest hesitation to practise Falun Dafa.
A teaching that in seven short years could transform Chinese people into something so unusual
is simply extraordinary. I used to be an atheist but I am even more convinced that human nature
and the nature of a nation cannot be changed. This must be a miracle created by the gods!
Zhuan Falun goes into ZhongnanhaiAbout eight o’clock we moved out of the lane onto Fuyou
Street. The police told us to wait on the western side of the road, opposite Zhongnanhai, until
someone came out to speak to us. There was quite a crowd by now and we moved back into a
cul-de-sac off the pavement so we wouldn’t obstruct traffic. There was not much room but
everybody stayed back. Someone suggested we sit down to wait but another said that it might
look as if we were meditating as a protest and it would be better to stand. However, quite a few
of the elderly among us were beginning to tire and before long we had formed into two or three
standing rows with the elderly sitting down behind. Everybody was very quiet and orderly,
despite the crush.I was standing almost directly opposite the western entrance to Zhongnanhai
and could not tell how many of us there were by looking down along the lines. I heard later that
the crowd stretched right along Fuyou Street, along Chang’an Street from Xidan to Tian’anmen,
and filled the street to the north of Zhongnanhai. Official reports later said that over 10 000
people had ‘besieged’ Zhongnanhai.About nine o’clock I heard someone say, ‘Look! Zhu
Rongji!’ And there, across the road, I saw Premier Zhu Rongji coming out of the main gate
escorted by five or six rather tense-looking men, clearly bodyguards. His appearance caused a
bit of a commotion and part of the crowd surged forward, immediately retreating when
somebody called out ‘Don’t move!’. This all happened very quickly and Zhu Rongji had just
walked to the middle of the street.A few seconds later the crowd began to applaud him for
coming out in person to meet us. The whole atmosphere was extremely friendly. He approached
the crowd and said a few words to the students standing opposite the main gate, then after a few
minutes he and several Falun Gong practitioners, one of whom was carrying a copy of Zhuan
Falun, went back through the main gate.I was elated by this.‘Well,’ a fellow practitioner beside
me commented, ‘Zhuan Falun has gone into Zhongnanhai. Isn’t that great!’The first group soon



came out and then a second group of practitioners went into Zhongnanhai; a third group went in
but I didn’t see them come out again. Tired but very determined, we waited calmly to hear what
was happening.There were some police cars and police officers around throughout the morning,
but buses and pedestrians went about their business. Some people just hurried by but others
stopped to ask what we were doing. As the afternoon wore on, the police presence increased
and the officers were constantly on their walkie-talkies to each other. The atmosphere grew a
little tense as pedestrian and bus traffic ceased and we guessed that the police had sealed the
street off at both ends. I was amused to see the police rushing up and down in a lather while we
stood quite still and calm.About three o’clock the police passed a circular among the crowd. It
had a red seal on it and apparently emanated from the Beijing Bureau of Public Security. The
gist of it was that we should not heed rumours, we should leave quickly, we should maintain
public order, and so on. However, there was not a word about the arrest and beating of the
Tianjin Falun Gong practitioners.We read the notice but not a single person left. No further
notices were issued, and a number of police were stationed across the road to watch us.We
stood or sat quietly, chatting among ourselves or reading. From time to time somebody would
emerge from the crowd with a plastic bag and collect empty mineral water bottles and
disposable food containers, picking up the rubbish and cigarette butts discarded by passers-by
and the police.It was quite exhausting standing there all day but the time passed quickly and
almost before I knew it, it was beginning to get dark. When it was quite dark and the streets were
quiet we decided we could finally sit down and rest a little.Some time around nine o’clock a
youngster brought word from our representatives in the Petition Offices that we should all return
to our homes and asked practitioners who lived in Beijing to help find accommodation for those
who had travelled in from elsewhere.But how could we just turn around and go home after
waiting all day with nothing to show for it? Someone in the crowd challenged the youngster,
asking him if he was a Falun Gong practitioner, but a pregnant woman to my left spoke up for
him.‘Yes, he is a practitioner. I know him,’ she said.In the absence of anything concrete, my
intuition told me we should go home.‘We mustn’t suspect each other. I believe him; let’s go
home,’ I said and immediately left with my two companions.Some others came with us and I
heard later that within twenty minutes everybody else had slipped away in an orderly
fashion.After we left there was not a scrap of paper on the ground, as Falun Gong teaches us to
be a good person in all circumstances, and always to consider others first. We could not leave
any litter behind for others to clean. This may seem a trifle, hardly worth mentioning, until you
realise that it is not common in the nature of the Chinese people en masse to be so civilised.
When the suppression of Falun Gong got under way, Chinese Central TV (CCTV) broadcast an
informal discussion between two people on the topic of Falun Gong. Referring to 25 April, one of
them remarked on how highly disciplined the petitioners were that a gathering of that size should
be so orderly. That Falun Gong could carry off this unprecedented feat simply confirmed in their
eyes that it was a major conspiracy.Rumour has it that policy makers were even more
determined to suppress Falun Gong when they noticed how exceptionally well Falun Gong



practitioners had behaved. They believed the group was a formidable political adversary whose
members had undergone rigorous training.A statement by a spokesperson for the Petition
Offices of the Central Committee and the State Council later appeared in newspapers. It said
that ‘the government has never forbidden the practice of qigong exercises for health’ and that the
people had the freedom to practise any kind of qigong. It was a matter for each individual, the
statement went, and the government didn’t take a stand either way.Then it reiterated that people
should not listen to rumours, that they should maintain stability and unity, etc. That appeared to
be the end of it, since the Tianjin practitioners were also released on 25 April. Foreign media
spoke in glowing terms of how 25 April had seen the beginnings of ‘the Chinese Government’s
enlightened acceptance of a proposal from the people’ and ‘an improvement in the quality of the
Chinese masses’.Misleading the publicIn China, however, serious undercurrents were becoming
evident. The authorities adopted a consistent policy of being strict underneath while cutting
some slack on the surface. Within China they blocked all foreign reports and commentaries on
the affair, keeping the people completely in the dark, and then they called urgent meetings to
formulate countermeasures against what they saw as a formidable foe. On the evening of 25
April, President Jiang Zemin had written to the Standing Committee of the Politburo and to other
leaders, saying ‘It will be absolutely absurd if the Communist Party cannot vanquish Falun
Gong’. It was reported that this letter was passed on internally from the highest level of the
Chinese Communist government to the bottom units as an official document. Public security
bureaus stood in readiness and rumours were flying that Falun Gong was on the move
again.Soon afterwards, all military units received secret ‘three nots, one strictly forbidden’
orders. These stipulated that military personnel must not believe in Falun Gong, must not
practise Falun Gong, must not take part in Falun Gong activities, and were strictly forbidden to
set up Falun Gong practice sites in military camps or industries and business enterprises.From
then on, Falun Gong practitioners throughout the country were harassed to varying degrees in
their practice. Assistants were watched and followed; their phones were also tapped. It turned
out that the person who had set this whole bizarre episode in motion—He Zuoxiu—was not
simply an academic. He was also the brother-in-law of Luo Gan, head of the Central
Committee’s Commission of Politics and Law. Luo Gan later masterminded the setting up of the
notorious 610 Office, specifically to suppress Falun Gong.On 4 May 1999, Taiwan’s Central
Daily quoted a reliable source as saying that Luo Gan was seeking political advantage in his
‘meticulous distortion’ of Falun Gong and that the 25 April incident was a case of ‘Luo Gan’s
bragging calling down disaster upon the Central Committee’.One day in early May I was
dumbfounded when a work colleague suddenly said to me, ‘Now, are you Falun Gong people
really going to go to the Fragrant Hills on your teacher’s birthday to commit suicide?’Where had
this rumour come from? For a moment I didn’t know what to say. For one thing, I had no idea
when Li Hongzhi’s birthday was. For another, while Falun Gong might hold that ‘the great Dao is
formless’ and it might not have an external form or regulations and commandments, there were
still explicit rules against killing living things and against suicide. Once I had begun practising



Falun Gong, I did all I could not to kill even a mosquito, so why would I suddenly decide to be
part of a mass suicide? My life was fine; why should I want to commit suicide? It was cultists who
suicided! What was he thinking?It was not the right place to say all of this so I just shrugged and
said no. But my colleague’s question had been prompted by a terrifying conspiracy. I didn’t find
out until much later that the notion of the ‘birthday suicides’ had been concocted and
deliberately spread about by the Public Security Bureaus in the hope of providing a justifiable
reason for the suppression of Falun Gong.Rumour has it that the only people who went to the
Fragrant Hills that day were the police. But while there were no suicides, of course, the rumour
did have a deep impact: it left a negative impression about Falun Gong in people’s minds without
them realising it.2Mass arrestsOn 20 July 1999, while people still slept, a plot that had been
brewing for a long time finally became a dreadful reality.Just after four o’clock in the morning I
was startled from sleep by the shrill ring of the phone by my bed. It was the fellow practitioner
with whom I had gone to Zhongnanhai. Something big has happened, he told me, and he was
going to the Petition Offices in Fuyou Street again; would I go, too?Clearly it had to be something
important for him to ring at this hour, but it was a Tuesday and I had to go to work. I hesitated for
a few seconds then decided that since it was still early I could go to the Petition Offices to see
what was happening before leaving in time to get to work by nine o’clock.My husband was
awake by then so I asked him if he would come with me. We had a car and my husband usually
dropped me off at work and picked me up on the way home; if he was away on a business trip, I
would drive myself. His parents lived with us, so we didn’t have to worry about finding someone
to look after Shitan. They would just think that we had gone to work early.He had strongly
opposed my going to Zhongnanhai on 25 April. The shock and grief of the Tian’anmen
massacre in 1989 had left many Chinese people feeling very dispirited. It was a slow recovery,
with some people moving from numbness to acceptance to tacit approval of those in power.
Others gradually became ‘realistic’ and were happy to make a little profit or even just live out
their lives, so that they considered everything else a bonus. Yet others didn’t care whom they
had to swindle to make a buck. There may not have been signs in teahouses saying ‘Don’t
discuss state affairs’, but that is how many people operated. My husband understood politics
and he was worried about the consequences of my going to Zhongnanhai. We had been divided
over this topic for three days after I got back from 25 April, but in the end we agreed to disagree
and dropped the subject.But, for some reason, this time my husband replied straightaway.‘I’m
coming too,’ he said, partly, I suspect, because he was genuinely concerned about the Falun
Gong situation and partly because he wanted to be there to prevent me from getting into
trouble.We were in Fuyou Street a little after six so we waited in a small lane, as I had the
previous time. A few others were there whom I recognised as Falun Gong practitioners but
nobody could say with any certainty what was going on. All they knew was that the government
had moved simultaneously in eighteen provincial capitals, arresting Falun Gong assistants and
searching their homes, and it looked like there was a complete crackdown ahead.



W. J. Bounthong, “FAITH COURAGE AND PATIENCE. Jennifer whose firm belief in the
principles of Truthfulness Compassion Tolerance gets tested in communist China. Will she
overcome the pressures of its regime or will she hold on to its faith?This book explains the
struggles and problems Falun Gong practitioners face in China. written over 10 years but what
Falun Gong practitioners are experiencing now is an even more horrific tragedy in that their
organs are being harvested.”

Delta Kenny, “Great reading. What we all need to know about China and how citizens are
treated.  Got a new appreciation for the United States.”

Denis J Byrne, “Spiritual Strength Overcomes State Evil. To understand evil one must learn of it
from the person against whom evil was employed. The book is a first person account of a
Chinese woman’s journey through the “Valley of Death.” A thoughtful read will suggest parallels
closer to home. Good investment.”

Kaye Vick, “Amazing story!. Amazing! I did not know about the Chinese labor camps and how
unfairly people were treated. This wasn't a real easy read, because of the translation, but the
story is one that everybody should read. I saw this author speak in a documentary, also based
on her experiences because of practicing Falun Gong.  Would highly recommend this.”

Tuvia Frydman, “Easy transaction. Fast shipping.. Easy transaction. Fast shipping. Book in good
condition.”

Heavenly River, “Witnessing History is a great book. "A glimpse not just of the true face of the
Chinese government but of the threat holiness poses to the powerful.... A useful counterbalance
to the reckless enthusiasm of our leaders and media for the Chinese miracle.... Should be
mandatory reading."--Sydney Morning HeraldI fully agree with the above.”

Roadmaster, “Repression under a communist regime...inform yourself!. Jennifer Zeng was a
successful college graduate and mother who lived in China. Her career was interupted by a very
serious virus infection that left her with no energy and unable to leave home for work. Then she
heard about Falun Gong. It was a mix of public exercise, meditation, and personal
developoment. Also known as Falun Dafa, the precepts of this philosophy are Truthfulness,
Benevolence, and Forbearance. It is said to promote mental and physical health. She took up
the practice and soon found that all traces of her disease disappeard. She then entered a new
career in the emerging Chinese stock investment field. Jennifer was very successful and
became one of the most valued employees at the firm where she worked. All went well untill the
Chinese government decided that the Falun Gong movement was a threat to the nation. They



began arresting anyone who practiced Falun Gong in public. People were usually released once
they promised to never again practice Falun Gong. Jennifer was arrested several times and kept
for longer stays with each successive arrest. She refused to refute the teachings of Falun Gong
and was subsequently placed in a hard labor camp (re-education camp) for over a year. She and
others were subjected to torture, deprivation, and beatings. Thousands were arrested and many
died in prison. This is the story of one of the most repressive communist governments in history.
The situation is unchanged to this day. If a Chinese citizen were to unfurl a Falun Gong banner in
Tiananmen Square today, they would be arrested within 5 minutes and go directly to jail (there
are hundreds of cameras covering the square at all times).Jennifer eventually escaped China
after here release from prison and is presently living in Australia. Read her book so you will know
who we are really dealing with when you hear about the favorable trade status the USA confers
on China.To learn about Falun Dafa, go to their organizaton web site. There are readings, books,
and general information available. If you have forgotten what Tiananmen Square was all about
back in 1989, check out the recent headlines about its anniversary.”

Jacqueline Steffen, “A Truthful and Honest Account of the Falun Gong Persecution in China.
Jennifer Zheng's personal story is both moving and extremely insightful. I could not imagine
having to go through such despicable torture and live to tell about it. Unfortunately, millions of
Falun Gong practitioners have been subjected to false imprisonment in the re-education labour
camps all for simply wanting to practice meditation and to show Truthfulness, Compassion and
Forbearance towards others. The CCP should be charged for all their crimes against humanity.
I am proud to say that Canada and many others countries around the world have raised
awareness. On Oct 27, 2020, Canada's Minister of Foreign Affairs stated that Canada was
concerned with the ongoing persecution of religious sects which include: Uyghur Muslims,
Tibetan Buddhists, Falun Gong practitioners, and other faith and belief communities including
Christianity in China. These kind of persecutions have been going on for decades. It's time we
end these violent, abusive, illegal acts and work towards peace and unity. I believe this will be
the CCP's downfall in the near future.”

Avijja, “Book questions us about faith. First of all congratulate wisdom and fortitude author gone
through and publish the book.Not much knowing about Falun Gong at all before read the book,
and having had a question about reason why China was so mad about Falun Gong and
prosecute and torture to death the practitioners . Although knowing better after reading the
book, still fog is not cleared. Most feasible explanation is that Chinese Communist Party(CCP)
felt threaten by infiltration of Falun Gong followers into CCP members.Basically communism
does not allow the practice of religion, but China has allowed religious activities as far as they
are insignificant size. Also Falun Gong's faith on Truth, Compassion, and Forbearance on the
face of torture like sleep deprivation, long time squatting, hitting by electrical rod and beating,
psychological torture is beyond comprehension. How people acquire such a strong faith in such



a short time, 2 or 3 years. The book not only tell us about Falun Gong, author's psychological
struggle during detention centre and reeducation centre , also showing how cruel CCP is.
Actually , Communism maintained by China is becoming authoritarianism, and the human
history tell us nations of Communism, most of cases, become authoritarian regime or
dictatorship .”

Bow, “Witnessing Hisgtory: One Chinese Woman's Fight for Freedom. ISBN - 10: 1-56947-421-4
by Jennifer Zeng.A must read. A very compelling and poignant chronicle of the persecution by
the Chinese Communist regime of people of conscience who believe in spirituality (which is the
very anti-thesis of the Chinese Communist Party (CCP) philosophy of atheism).A very powerful
writer and young mother who was incarcerated and tortured in China as part of a whole group of
spiritual practitioners who would not give up their faith in higher morals of Truthfulness -
Compassion - Tolerance.Commencing in 1992, a high level Qigong was taught by a Qigong
Master in China. In four years or so, an estimated 70 million to 100 million people took to this
spiritual practice that advocates practitioners do everything that they currently do as normal
citizens in whatever profession etc., but to put their best efforts in everything they do as citizens,
as family members, as members of the community, but to do it in accordance with the principles
of Truthfulness, Compassion, Forbearance and by putting others ahead in an inter-personal
conflict - to value every human being.Jiang Zemin, then President of the CCP, insecure and
jealous, became worried at the growth in the number of these spiritual Qigong practitioners who
vastly outnumbered the membership of the CCP in just a few years. So he ordered this Qigong
practice to be eradicated from China in 3 months and devoted inordinate amount of the budget
for the uprooting of the practice through any means, and beyond the rule of law.Jennifer Zeng,
the author of this book, as part of a 100,000 such prisoners of conscience wsere incarcerated
into Re-education Through Labour camps all over China. The chronicles of the torture and
many deaths are poignant in the face of uncompromising courage of these spiritual people.The
CCP has plundered the organs (heart, kidney, lungs, spleen, cornea etc) of over a 60,000 of
these incarcerated people LIVE for blood-matched tourist and internal people's organ
transplants.You can Google search: "State Organs" and "Bloody Harvest" - two books written
and published in U.S. and Canada on this monstrous crime still going on in China.Jennifer Zen's
book above is a must read to awaken to the unspeakable abuse taking place in China, where
wealth is increasing, but men in power are decaying.”

Fabio, “ottimo. un libro che ti lascia senza fiato e con le lacrime agli occhi , sapendo che è una
storia vera”

The book by Jennifer Zeng has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 30 people have provided feedback.
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