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  Foreword by Andreas Whittam Smith


  Newspaper reports, it is sometimes said, are the first rough drafts of history. It is a flattering phrase, suggesting more coherence than is oftenpossible. In the case of the massacre around Tiananmen Square, andthe events in Peking which led up to it, correspondents and cameramenrecorded what they saw, analysed what they could, and, when necessary, risked their lives to do so. But it was impossible to comprehendthis great story in the round. What was happening elsewhere in China?How did the government evaluate the situation? What did ordinarypeople think? These questions could not then be answered. From theflowering of China’s democracy movement in the late spring days ofApril 1989 to the disaster on that June weekend, observers struggled tofind explanations and make forecasts, conscious that they were dealingwith something completely new.


  The whole world watched as if transfixed. After the triumph of democracy in the Philippines and its failure in Burma, after Argentina’sremoval of army rule and Chile’s loosening of a dictator’s grip, afterSolidarity’s success in Poland and Charter 77’s rebuffs in Czechoslovakia, after perestroika in the Soviet Union, could China be moving,politically, in a similar direction? There was the same naivety, the samenobility. When confronting the army in the last dreadful momentsbefore Tiananmen Square was cleared, the student leaders refused toarm themselves, saying: “We demonstrate in peace, and the mostsupreme principle of peace is to give up our lives.”


  Many made the supreme sacrifice, and thus elevated their defeat into an event of enormous resonance. Like the Hungarian uprising of 1956and the Prague Spring of 1968, it has become one of those few,seemingly lost, causes which stay forever in the mind. “How couldthey?” we ask of both sides, as we reflect on the courage and the cruelty.


  Wherever there is a yearning for freedom, the Chinese democracy movement of 1989 will be an inspiration, a lesson and a warning.


  For precisely this reason, the Chinese government has laboured to persuade its people that events which Western observers and theresidents of Peking know they saw, never really happened. Thugs hadindulged in rumour-mongering and incitement. They had attacked thePeople's Liberation Army and had intended to create worse turmoil. Toconvey this impression, television film has been cut and edited. School-children are compelled to study texts which support it. The country’sleaders have worked assiduously to propagate the Big Lie.


  Among those who know the Big Lie for what it is are The Independent's five reporters and two photographers who were in China during the fateful weeks. This book is written by two of them: thenewspaper’s Peking correspondent, Andrew Higgins, and its Asiaeditor, Michael Fathers. Both are brave men and fine reporters, nevermissing a deadline even when caught up in the fighting. Indeed, MrFathers was severely beaten up by the army, but filed his story of theincident on time.


  This account is, in effect, a second and more complete draft of the origins, the successes and the apparent failure of the democracy movement. It draws on many reports unavailable to a single correspondentat the time, and upon subsequent interviews with participants. It usesthe perspective which comes from standing back a few weeks from thetumultuous days. The reactions, fears, hopes and motives of theChinese leadership have become much clearer.


  After the reporters will come the historians. Until then, let this stand as the best answer available to those insistent questions — what reallyhappened, and what does it all portend?


  London, August 16th 1989
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  Zhao Ziyang, 70, Communist Party general secretary


  Li Peng, 61, prime minister


  Qiao Shi, 65, vice-premier


  Yao Yilin, 72, vice-premier


  Hu Qili, 60


  



  Peking Officials:


  Li Ximing, 63, Communist Party secretary


  Chen Xitong, 59, mayor


  



  The Students:


  Wang Dan, early 20s, Peking University


  Wuerkaixi, 21, Peking Normal University


  Chai Ling, 23, Peking Normal University


  INTRODUCTION


  “Anyone should be allowed to speak out, whoever he may be, as long as he is not a hostile element.” With this maxim, in 1945, Mao Tse-tungdefined the limits of democracy in Communist China.


  During the extraordinary Peking Spring of 1989, hundreds of thousands of young Chinese thought they had broken free from that intellectual straitjacket, as they gathered to call for democracy, freedom of the press and an end to official corruption and nepotism. They hadreckoned without the unchanging attitudes of Mao’s successors. Theeconomy could be freed, decreed Deng Xiaoping, China’s ruler. Butnot the mind.


  On October 1 1949, in Tiananmen Square, at the gates of the Forbidden City in the heart of Peking, Mao had announced the foundingof the People’s Republic of China. On June 3-4 1989, Deng and hisoctogenarian cronies unleashed a military assault on thousands ofunarmed students in that same Square, to defend, as they imagined, thatsame Republic which they had fought alongside Mao to establish 40years earlier.


  The old men did not understand debate, only struggle. They divided their world into two armed camps: the Party, and the conspiracy againstit. Where others saw innocents in their teens and twenties throngingTiananmen Square, the model of peaceful idealism, Deng saw oldenemies in new guises returning to pursue the unfinished anti-Socialistbattles of decades past: the “class enemies”, the “imperialists”, andeven, it would later be said, the remnants of the “Gang of Four”, radicalMaoists whose bid for power in the later stages of the Cultural Revolution had meant humiliation and banishment for Deng, President YangShangkun and almost all of their contemporaries in power.


  Such memories haunted the old men. They saw no distinction between democracy and chaos, only between chaos and the strongleadership of the Communist Party. Deng remembered what “democracy” had been taken to mean during the Cultural Revolution, whenmob rule had brought China to the verge of anarchy. “People thoughtthat rousing the masses to headlong action was democracy, and that itwould solve all problems. But it turned out that when the masses werearoused the result was civil war. We have learned our lesson fromhistory.” He also knew that democracy could mean the end of absoluteCommunist Party power — and that this was not politics, but treason.“The key point,” he said after the students had been crushed, “is thatthey wanted to overthrow our State, and our Party.”


  The explosive events of April, May and June were the product of tensions which had been building up in China for more than a decade;tensions between economic reform and political stagnation. Individualism and responsibility were encouraged in the workplace, but deniedin society. Western technology and expertise were imported wholesale,but Western values and aspirations were denounced. As Deng said inhis speech to army generals after the Tiananmen assault, “The stormwas inevitable”.


  The protests grew out of mourning for the death of Hu Yaobang, the deposed Communist Party leader, on April 15. On April 26, as massrallies and boycotts paralysed Peking campuses, the Party declared thata “grave political struggle” was underway. But when it reached for itstraditional tools of control — threats, harassment, strident newspapereditorials — it found them to be ineffective. The students were notbeing isolated and humiliated. Instead, they were gaining allies amongthe ordinary people, not only of Peking, but of cities throughout China.As the spectacle of defiance grew, so too did the conviction of hardliners within the Communist leadership that only an exemplary show ofviolence could restore the Party’s unchallenged authority. In anger anddesperation, they called upon the People’s Liberation Army.


  From the point at which Martial Law was declared on May 20, there could be no turning back for the group backed by Deng which haddemanded it. They had characterized the student movement as turmoil,conspiracy, rebellion, and eventually “counter-revolution”. They hadshouted down their colleagues who counselled patience. They hadwarned that the Party could no longer afford to tolerate dissent, oraccommodate debate. They had brought the People’s Liberation Armyinto the suburbs of Peking, ready for battle. Their judgement, theircredibility, was in question. If the turmoil did not exist, it would haveto be created.


  By any humane criteria, the assault of June 3-4 was futile, random, insane. The students had attacked nobody and damaged nothing. Butthose who ordered the attack were not aiming simply to disperse ademonstration. They were seeking to eradicate, through terror, the ideathat any direct challenge could be mounted to their own authority. Theirtargets were not only those people still on the streets of Peking, but allwho sympathized with them, both inside and outside the Party. Opposition had to be seen to be crushed.


  “War is the highest form of struggle for resolving contradictions,” wrote Mao Tse-tung. “War is the continuation of politics.” War waswhat Peking got.


  CHAPTER ONE


  An untimely death


  It began as it would end; with white paper flowers on the campus of Peking University. They put them up when people died.


  China’s democracy movement died shortly before midnight on the evening of Saturday June 3, when the People’s Liberation Army firstopened fire on the residents of Peking. Its birth could be identified withstill greater precision: at 3.02 on the afternoon of Saturday April 15. Itwas then that Radio Peking announced the death of Hu Yaobang, theshort and peppery Politburo member who had, until his disgrace twoyears previously, been general secretary of the Chinese CommunistParty.


  Within minutes of the announcement, students and teachers began to gather around notice boards near the main canteen of Peking University, about seven miles north of the city centre. Timidly at first, theystuck up messages of mourning. Then, across the campus, the paperflowers blossomed, twists of crumpled white tissue bunched togetherwith wire and string to signify mourning. By evening they could beseen dangling from trees, strung from balconies and woven together toform funeral wreaths.


  Even the first, unpremeditated tributes to Hu carried with them an edginess hinting at the confrontation ahead. “A true man has died,” readone scrawled in black ink on old newspaper, “false men are still living.”A second dealt more pointedly with the accident of fate which hadallowed the far older Deng Xiaoping, China’s ruler since 1978, tooutlive his former protege: “Xiaoping is still healthy at the age of 84.Yaobang, only 73 years old, has died first.” The author’s regret at thisturn of events was clear, if unstated. Others were still blunter: “Thewrong man has died ... Those who should die still live. Those whoshould live have died.” Such messages would recur time and again inthe weeks ahead: the leadership, particularly Deng, had lost the confidence of the people.


  Hu was a loyal — if, at the time of his death, aggrieved — servant of the revolution, and as much a man of the Communist Party systemas those other leaders whom the Peking students were attacking in hisname. The son of poor peasants, he received little, if any, formaleducation before running away from home to join the Communist army.He was one of the youngest survivors of the 1934-35 Long March, inthe course of which he became a life-long friend of Deng Xiaoping.When Deng emerged as China’s effective leader, and needed a safe pairof hands to run the Party organisation, it was Hu he chose to be generalsecretary. Hu was widely respected as the model of the loyal, honestofficial, who dared speak his mind. He was, in his own words, “not aman of iron ... but a man of passion, of flesh and blood”.


  Even Hu’s death was down to earth: he suffered a massive heart attack while sitting on the lavatory in a Peking military hospital. RadioPeking, announcing his death six hours later, said simply: “He wasgiven all possible medical attention but to no avail. To our great sorrow,he died at 07.53 on April 15 1989 at the age of 73.”


  Hu had, in fact, been ill for several months, and had suffered an earlier heart attack at New Year while visiting his home province ofHunan in southern China. But news of his condition was kept secretfrom the general public, partly because the health of Chinese leadershad always been a taboo subject, but perhaps also because moresensitive antennae within the leadership realized just how emotive hisdeath might prove to be.


  The grief that first Saturday at Peking University was tinged with excitement. Funerals of Chinese leaders offered the opportunity forprotest as well as mourning — as had been the case, most notably, in1976, when cancer claimed the moderate and much-loved Chou En-lai,who had served as Mao Tse-tung’s prime minister for 27 years. Choudied in January. In the weeks which followed, with Mao himself on hisdeathbed, radical left-wingers within the Party tried to stifle publicmourning. For several months they succeeded. But in April, during theQing Ming Festival when Chinese traditionally honoured their dead,the dam burst. Tens of thousands poured into Tiananmen Square, layingwreaths and poems of mourning and speaking out in defiance of Mao’sdetested wife, Jiang Qing, and the other radicals. Police were orderedto clear the Square by force — a course of action which was later usedby moderates within the Party to discredit the radicals, and served as acatalyst for the latter’s downfall.


  Like Chou, Hu could inspire genuine affection rather than the fawning flattery more usual within the Party. He was, despite hisbackground, an especially attractive figure to China’s academics andartists, for whom his fall from grace was a sad and cautionary tale.Having attempted, as Party boss, to pay something more than lip serviceto intellectual freedom, he was brought down by a seemingly immovable coalition of octogenarian veterans, supported by an only slightlyyounger band of hardline ideologues.


  Hu was forced to resign in January 1987, six years after his appointment. He was blamed for a series of student demonstrations in Shanghai, Peking and other cities across the country which, though far smaller and more temperate than those which would be triggered byhis death, gave his enemies the pretext they needed to turn Deng againsthim. Hu was, they held, too soft on “bourgeois liberalism” — Partycode for anything which challenged the Stalinist political structures inplace since the 1949 revolution. But another, far more trivial accusationwhich formed part of the official indictment against Hu gave a betterindication of the real reasons for his fall: he had failed to pay his respectsto his elders at Chinese New Year. He had, in other words, presumedhimself to be something more than an obedient servant. He had attempted, as general secretary of the Communist Party, to wield thepower which that office should possess. He had shown himself willingto challenge the veterans’ vision of how China should be run, and, moreimportantly, their personal right to run it. By doing so, he sealed hisfate.


  Hu, though not a “liberal” in any Western sense of the word, was a modernizer. He enraged many veterans and embarrassed even hissupporters with his sometimes clownish attempts to prove his commitment to reform. He was the first senior leader to wear a Westernbusiness suit instead of the traditional Mao jacket, though he often didso with long underwear sticking out from ill-fitting trousers. He evenurged people to give up chopsticks and start eating with knives andforks so as to avoid contagious diseases. Had his innovations beenlimited to such buffoonery, he would probably have survived. But hewent further. In 1984, he informed the world, through the columns of People’s Daily, that “Marx and Lenin can’t solve our problems.” Two days later, the paper issued a correction. Hu had meant to say “can’tsolve all our problems”.


  Hu thought that the modernisation of China meant something more than the acquisition of Western technology: he thought that the politicalsystem would have to change, too. In fact, he even seemed to believethat it had changed, telling one interviewer that China had “abolishedthe practice of putting emphasis on the role of one man’s power”. Worsestill, he threatened the Old Guard on a personal level by attacking theprivileges and corruption which bonded them and their offspring topower. He threatened to launch a “tiger hunt”, an anti-corruption drivewhich would penetrate the upper reaches of the Party and militaryhierarchy. Finally, in the summer of 1986, he committed an unforgivable act of lese-majeste by urging all veteran leaders, including Deng,to retire from office.


  Less than six months later, it was Hu, not the veterans, who was out of a job. Even his supposed ally, Zhao Ziyang, the prime minister, hadlet him down, and been rewarded with a promotion to Hu’s own formerjob. Dispirited and disgusted, he retired to his courtyard home atNumber 25 Kuaijisi (“Accountant”) Alley, a side-street near the Forbidden City, where he studied classical texts on political intrigue duringthe Ming and Ch’ing dynasties.


  Though he remained amemberof the Politburo,*he rarely took any active role in policy-making. On one issue, however, he continued totry to make his voice heard. This was education, a field which in Chinaembraced more than textbooks and classrooms. Education was, notleast, the means through which the Party established its authority andpower among succeeding generations. “Inadequate development” ofeducation, Deng said in March 1989, was the “greatest mistake madeby China over the past ten years.”


  The Politburo was divided. Reformists worried about the years of anti-intellectualism, under-funding and general neglect which had leftprofessors earning less than taxi drivers, and students living in squalor.They warned, correctly, that this was a recipe for social disaster. The The executive arm of the Central Committee very people most central to China’s modernisation were being alienated. Something had to be done to reward them for their labours. Conservatives replied that the real crisis was not financial, but ideological. Schools had forgotten their main function — the inculcationof patriotism and socialist values. They should worry less about pampering freethinkers and more about forming the front line against thespread of “bourgeois liberalism”. Without such defences, the conservatives warned — also correctly — the campuses would becomebreeding grounds for dissent and disappointment.


  Hu sided with the reformists. Though purged for refusing to combat “bourgeois liberalism”, he continued to argue that education shouldserve modernisation rather than abstract ideology. His determinationto express this view led him, despite his ill-health, to attend an important Politburo meeting on April 8, to discuss a policy document oneducation which had been in preparation for a period of months, butover which wide differences of opinion still remained. About 40minutes after the meeting began, while Li Tieying, the Politburomember responsible for education, was talking, Hu collapsed. Whattriggered the sudden attack has not, and may never be, revealed. Themost detailed account of the incident came from the official ChinaNews Service which, in a report issued a week later, immediately afterhis death, said only that “A Politburo member immediately put somehighly efficacious heart disease medicine into his mouth and HuYaobang was rushed to Peking hospital for emergency treatment”.


  The April 8 incident evidently left other Politburo members worried about the rumours which would inevitably follow. Li Peng, the primeminister, took pains several days later to deny any direct link betweenthe debate and the seizure. Before leaving for Japan on April 12, he saidhe wanted to “point out the fact that (Hu’s illness) had nothing directlyto do with the Politburo meeting” — an extraordinary disclaimer, andone which hinted at the extreme tensions which had been building upwithin the leadership.


  THE MAINSPRING of those tensions was China’s programme of economic reforms, the portfolio name for attempts to reconcile Marxwith the modem world. Zhao Ziyang and his followers wanted to pressahead towards more of a market-based economy, implicitly acceptingwhatever pressure for analogous social and political developments thismight provoke. Conservatives, led by a clutch of elderly and semi-retired leaders ofwhomLi Peng*was a protege, were suspicious of anysweeping innovations, for fear that they might loosen the Party’sabsolute grip on power and undermine the stability of the State. Eachside blamed the other for the increasingly erratic performance of theeconomy, and for the Party’s recent inability to meet the rising expectations which the early years of Deng’s decade-long rule had encouraged among the people.


  The main policy battles of 1988 had been fought overprices: whether they should be set by the State or by market forces. Reformists saidmarket forces would allocate resources more efficiently than the State;conservatives that the State was wiser than the markets. In practice, thearguments over price reform would be resolved in the same way as mostother arguments over most other subjects in China: by Deng Xiaoping.


  It did not matter that Deng, then 83, had formally retired from the Party’s Central Committee in 1987. His power endured, and he alonegave the stamp of final authority to major policy decisions. In the springof 1988, he threw his weight behind a radical shift to market-determined prices. Short-term pain, he said, was better than long-term agony.Zhao, moving into his second year as Party general secretary, made thepolicy public. “We are ready,” he said, “despite the risk.”


  By autumn, it was clear that the risks were rather greater than Zhao or Deng had expected. Inflation was running at its highest level sincethe 1949 revolution. Panic-buying swept major Chinese cities. Shoddygoods which had lain collecting dust for years were being snapped upby consumers desperate for any hedge against rising prices. As faith inthe currency was eroded, there were bank runs in Shanghai and othercities. Urban residents, the worst sufferers, were increasingly ready toshow their anger in sporadic acts of violence. Peasants, many of whomhad been paid for their last crops with IOUs written on white slips, werealso restive. For the old Communists who remembered the hyper-inflation which undermined Chiang Kai-shek’s Nationalist regime, thesewere sobering days. Authority, it seemed, had collapsed, at least where The adoptive son of Chou En-lai the economy was concerned. Could a collapse of political authority be far behind?


  The leadership did not cling long to its course. By the end of 1988, after a divisive meeting at Beidaihe, its summer retreat, it restored manyof the controls which it had previously lifted. Economic reform lurchedinto abeyance. Little more was heard about “braving the storm” or“storming the pass” or any other of Deng’s earlier swashbucklingslogans. In their place came a new, more stolid catchphrase: “Rectification of the economic order and improvement of the economic environment.” Discretion had become the better part of valour.


  The significance of this about-turn went far beyond the direct economic consequences. By creating new conventional wisdoms as to which policies had succeeded and which had failed, it created a newbalance of prestige within the leadership. The champions of reform, ledby Zhao, suffered a severe setback, while the fortunes of the conservative faction, headed within the Politburo by Li Peng and Yao Yilin, wereadvanced. Crucially, events also restored credibility to the Party elderswhom Deng had previously tried to push aside and whose advice hehad tried to ignore — veteran planners such as Chen Yun, now sidelinedto the Party’s Central Advisory Commission, and Li Xiannian, who hadbeen Mao Tse-tung’s finance minister before the Cultural Revolutionand Deng’s state president after it. Both had been warning for years ofthe perils of relaxing controls too far, too fast. Deng was now forced toadmit, privately, that they had been right.


  Because Deng was all but untouchable, it was Zhao who took the blame. When Li Peng spoke to the National People’s Congress, China’sparliament, in March 1989, it was with a fresh and pointed confidence.He dwelt on what he called “shortcomings and mistakes in our guidance”, remarks outwardly cast as a self-criticism on behalf of the entireleadership. But all those on the podium knew that Li’s real target wasthe man sitting just behind the lectern from which he spoke: ZhaoZiyang. The one man who might have shielded Zhao, Deng Xiaoping,was absent — because, he later said gnomically, he had “wanted to livelonger”.


  Li proposed a new course: a renewed emphasis on ideology as the organizing principle of Chinese society. People should, he said, “oppose putting money above all else” — an oblique but fundamental shiftfrom the motto of the previous decade, “To get rich is glorious”. It wasas if Li realized that neither he, Zhao nor anyone else was going to sortout China’s economic mess in the near future, and that the Party woulddo well to stop measuring its own worth in terms of rising livingstandards. Political stability could not be allowed to rest on materialaspirations which the Party might not be able to realize. Instead, it mustbe seen to rest upon the authority of the Party itself. Such authoritywould, in turn, have to be unchallenged.


  Li’s argument found ready listeners among those who worried that the Party was losing its grip. Shortly before the Congress session, Tibethad exploded into its most serious violence since the abortive uprising30 years before. Though the “enemy” was for the most part unarmedmonks, the leadership was deeply shaken, and determined that thecorrect solution was a terrifying show of force. It declared Martial Law,and sent in convoys of armoured vehicles carrying thousands of troops.Local aspirations to self-determination were denounced. “The Lhasariots have their own particular background,” People s Daily said in afront-page editorial on March 14, “but they show how we must valuea stable environment ... Haste and impatience for progress on thequestion of democracy will only increase the sources of instability.”Critical precedents had been set.


  CHAPTER TWO


  Power and the past


  TWO thousand miles separated Peking from the most distant of its frontiers, across the sprawling mass of a China united only by theubiquity of its Communist Party apparatus. For political power to betransmitted to such distant fringes, it needed to be generated in immensequantities at the centre. Under Deng, as under Mao and under theemperors before them, the primary purpose of China’s capital city hadbeen to manifest the authority of the ruler who dwelt within it.


  For centuries, the epicentre of that authority had been the vast, sterile expanse of Tiananmen Square, the “Gate of Fleavenly Peace”, aroundwhich ranged China’s historic centres of power. Its name derived fromthat of the gate to the Imperial Palace, the “Forbidden City”, which layto the north. Ming and Ch’ing dynasty emperors ruled there for fivecenturies until 1911, believing their domain to be the centre of theworld, and themselves to partake of divinity. They rarely venturedoutside the 20-foot-high palace walls, but had their proclamationsdeclaimed from Tiananmen Gate to the vulgar world outside.


  With perhaps too nice a sense of irony, Mao Tse-tung chose Tiananmen Gate as the spot from which, on October 1 1949, he read an edict of his own, proclaiming the foundation of the People’s Republic ofChina. To prepare for the tenth anniversary of that occasion in 1959,he extended the Square from 27 to 100 acres, razed the houses and laneson its southern edge, and ordered the erection of monumental buildingsaround its margin. The biggest of these, the Great Hall of the People,on the western side of Tiananmen Square, would be the ceremonial seatof his own government.


  In 1989, two rival traditions of Chinese politics would collide in Tiananmen Square. One was that of Communist Party orthodoxy, itseyes fixed on the 40th anniversary of Mao’s greatest achievement. Theother was that of China’s intellectuals, their eyes cast back 30 yearsfurther still, to an event which, though it lasted a single afternoon,changed attitudes which had endured among them for centuries.


  On May 4 1919, three thousand students marched from Peking University to Tiananmen Square to voice their outrage at China’shumiliation in the Versailles Peace Conference. There, ignoringChina’s pleas, the victors of the First World War had ruled that Tokyo,not Peking, should recover Germany’s colonial claims along theChinese coast. Though the demonstration was triggered by a spasm ofpatriotic indignation, it quickly laid bare other, more complex emotions.


  The students declared that China’s sufferings were the product of its own weakness, of the corruption of its political system under warlordrule. Animated by the dream of a “new China”, the May FourthMovement marked the point at which they began systematically toquestion the values into which they were being educated, and to lookoutward for ideas and experiences which could not adequately bejudged by the hermeneutic standards of Chinese courtly culture. Theycalled for democracy and science. They would no longer be passiveservants of the emperor or warlord, but catalysts for political change.By these leaps of the imagination, they ushered in a period of intellectual ferment unequalled, some said, since the age of Confucius morethan 2,000 years before.


  For the Chinese intellectuals of 1989, the 70th anniversary of May 4 meant a chance to revive the unfulfilled hopes launched by that first,rag-tag procession to Tiananmen. While the Communist Party wasfretting about its failing economic policies, China’s students, teachers,writers and other intellectuals, who had suffered often enough underMao, were discovering new courage and vigour. They were calling fordemocracy, for freedom, for an end to China’s “feudal” tradition of ruleby man and for the introduction of rule by law.


  The Communist Party, which liked to think of the May Fourth Movement as one milestone along its own triumphant road, faced adilemma. Many of its historic leaders, including Chou En-lai, had beenactive in the movement. The intellectual renaissance which it triggeredhad given Mao Tse-tung and others their first introduction to Marxism,and had clearly been central to the founding of the Party two years later.But, at the same time, the movement encouraged demands which were as much a threat to the orthodoxy of communism in 1989 as they had been to that of Confucianism 70 years before.


  The Party tried to contain the implied threat by ensuring that the anniversary was celebrated on its own terms. It unleashed a flood-tideof “official” commemorative seminars, films, books and articles, all ofwhich echoed a single theme: the celebration of May 4 as a “patriotic”event which paved the way for communism. Notions of democracy,and other political ideas so important to the original movement, wouldbe ignored.


  But the Party could only dampen the resonances of May 4, not eliminate them. The momentum of dissent had been building up inuniversity campuses, research centres and newspapers across China formany months. As it happened, the trigger which released these passionscame not on May 4, but a fortnight earlier, with the death of HuYaobang. But as Chen Xitong, the mayor of Peking, later remarked, thedeath of Hu was like “a match thrown into a barrel of waiting gunpowder”.


  THE PARTY, worried by the precedent of Chou En-lai’s mourners, moved quickly on April 15 to claim Hu’s memory as their own. Withinfour hours of the announcement of death, Radio Peking broadcast anofficial obituary issued by the Central Committee. This made nomention of Hu’s ejection from the office of general secretary two yearsearlier, nor of his alleged mistakes. Instead, it praised him as “a loyalfighter for communism, a great proletarian revolutionary, a great statesman” and said his life had “conferred lasting benefits on the Party andthe people”. A glowing tribute, from the very men who had conspiredagainst him.


  Few were convinced. Soon after the first posters appeared at Peking University, the mourning had spread to many other Peking campuses.Ordinary people were stirred, if not as grief-stricken as they had beenfor Chou. Newspaper kiosks reported that, for the first time in years,they had sold out of the People s Daily.


  Each new wall poster confirmed that a political movement, albeit without organisation, was taking shape. “This is not just for HuYaobang,” the scientist and dissident, Fang Lizhi, told reporters at hisflat in Peking that first weekend. “This is a chance for students to letthe government know they are unhappy with the present situation.” The significance of Hu’s death was expanding to embrace everything that needed to be changed in the Communist Party system. The author ofone wall poem apostrophized Hu in these terms: “You died of a heartattack, but in your heart was China — China is sick.”


  The students did not yet have the courage to assail Hu’s enemies directly. Instead, by demanding his full rehabilitation, they sought tomanoeuvre the surviving leaders into admitting that they had made amistake in sacking him. One poster, signed by 18 people at PekingUniversity, called for a “public clarification” of the forced resignationand demanded that Hu’s remains be placed alongside Mao’s embalmedcorpse in the Mausoleum on Tiananmen Square. Such an honour hadbeen given to none other among the Great Helmsman’s survivors.


  That first weekend, students began to stake their claim to Tiananmen Square. First came more clusters of small white flowers and pieces ofblack cloth, tied to the iron chain barriers around the Monument to thePeople’s Heroes, the 60-foot-high terraced obelisk erected at the centreof the Square in memory of those who died for Mao’s revolution. Then,on Monday April 17, the first wreaths appeared at the base of thecolumn, each with a white sash bearing the name of the mourners —the North China Transport University, the Agriculture EngineeringUniversity and other institutions. They bespoke a cross-section ofPeking colleges extending far beyond the traditional centres of studentmilitancy. More revealing still was the presence of a wreath from whatshould have been a bastion of obedience, the Communist Party HistoryFaculty of the People’s University, which specialized in the training offuture cadres and government officials. One of its students was MaoXinyu, the 19-year-old grandson of Mao Tse-tung.


  The first procession to the Square began that same Monday afternoon. It was also the first illegal act. For though the Chinese constitution in theory guaranteed the right to stage marches and demonstrations, that right — like other such freedoms — had been emasculated inpractice by successive local and national regulations. After the 1986-87student protests, Peking municipal authorities had declared all marchesto be illegal without prior approval from the police — a privilegegranted only to supporters of the government.


  Could the police crack down on what purported to be no more than an outpouring of respect for a man whom the Party had proclaimed ahero? The students thought not. “They can’t stop us from commemorating a former Communist Party head, no matter how uncomfortable itmakes them feel,” said one. The calculation proved correct. Policelooked on as the first marchers passed by, intervening only to freesnarled traffic. They also kept themselves busy, taking photographs.Peking’s public security apparatus was sometimes passive, but it wasnever idle.


  The first march was small: a few hundred young students and teachers from the China University of Politics and Law. They marched10 miles from the western suburbs carrying a wreath, a red cottonbanner with the characters of the law faculty painted in gold on it anda cardboard placard bearing four black characters: “Yaobang lives forever.” Accompanied by blasts of a funeral dirge from a portable cassetteplayer, they sang the Socialist anthem, the Internationale, in Chinese.They marched once around Tiananmen Square, moved on to its sacredstones at four in the afternoon, and placed their wreath on the Heroes’Monument. As they crossed the Square, they raised their fists andchanted: “Long Live Hu Yaobang. Long live democracy. Long livefreedom. Down with corruption. Down with bureaucracy.” The movement had found its slogans.


  In the weeks that followed, Hu Yaobang would move down the agenda. Otherwise, the chants would stay much the same, but growinglouder each day. Their very monotony reflected a circumstance whichwas one of the students’ main handicaps, and at the same time one oftheir principal strengths. Very few of them could explain what theslogans actually meant. They articulated neither a thought-out politicaltheory nor any detailed blueprint for change. But the very vaguenessof the demands meant that they could accommodate every populargrievance. The students, and later the ordinary people who joined them,were moved by a general sense of outrage against China’s ossifiedpolitical system, a system that had perhaps relaxed its grip since thedeath of Mao, but was still firmly based on the unchallenged authorityof the Party and its autocratic ways.


  CHAPTER THREE


  Against the Party


  The main obstacle to political change in China was Deng Xiaoping. Though he had godfathered the reform of the economy, he had ruledout any parallel reform of the political structure. “We cannot do withoutdictatorship,” he said during the earlier, milder round of student disturbances in the winter of 1986-87. “We must not only affirm the needfor it, but exercise it when necessary.”


  What Deng could not, or would not, recognize was that the drive to reform and modernize China’s economy had inevitably set expectationsin train, at least among the intellectual and professional classes, thatpolitics and society would be reformed in their turn, as surely as nightfollowed day. Already, the economic imperative had created a newrespect for the ideas of academics and graduates, particularly those whohad studied overseas. Contacts with foreigners were commonplace.Foreign trade and investment was a virtue and a necessity. Informationwas flowing freely into and out of China. These factors were changingthe way in which educated and urban Chinese thought about China,and they were not being harnessed, in the way Deng wanted, toeconomic ends alone.


  The intellectuals, whom Mao had condemned as China’s “ninth stinking category”, had not forgotten their past traumas. Deng himselfhad helped manage the notorious “Anti-Rightist” campaign againstthem in 1957, when tens of thousands were purged or imprisoned. But,like their predecessors on May 4 1919, they were beginning to believethat history was on their side. For the first time in decades, writers,artists and academics were meeting to debate China’s future withoutfear of arrest or interference. Newspapers, particularly the Shanghai-based World Economic Herald, were exploring long-taboo subjects.Avant-garde art, once a criminal offence, won official acceptance witha large exhibition in China’s most prestigious national gallery. With nota picture of toiling workers or peasants in sight, the show featuredinflated condoms and giant plastic breasts. It proved satisfyingly shocking, and was even closed down briefly after a young woman openedfire on her own work in the name of creativity. Everything seemedpossible, even permissible.


  The cleverest of China’s freethinkers was probably Fang Lizhi, whose lecture-room arguments for democracy helped inspire the 1986-87 wave of student protests, after which he lost his job as vice-presidentof the University of Science and Technology at Hefei. An internationally-renowned astrophysicist, he lived in Peking with his wife, LiShuxian, a lecturer at Peking University. Fang shared the generaloptimism that intellectuals were now too important, even too strong,for the Party to crush. “We are far more independent than before,” hesaid in February at the launch of a private book imprint called NewEnlightenment. “We have been cheated before and we won’t be cheatedagain.”


  Though the government would cast Fang as the main villain behind the “counter-revolutionary rebellion” of 1989, he played no direct rolein the protests once they had begun. He had, however, taken one modest— and, at the time, seemingly harmless — step in early January, whichproved to be of immense importance. He wrote a letter to DengXiaoping, calling for the release of political prisoners including WeiJingsheng. Wei had been a leading activist in the “Democracy Wall”free speech movement ten years earlier. Now, he was serving a 15-yearprison sentence for “counter-revolutionary crimes”. His release, wroteFang, would be “a humanitarian gesture and would have a beneficialeffect on our social morality”.


  The letter went unanswered, at least by the authorities. But it was copied and distributed around the country by sympathizers. It provokedan extraordinary response. By February, at least four petitions hadbegun to circulate supporting Fang’s proposal, signed by some of thebest-known names in China’s artistic and academic circles. Theseranged from young poets to the prominent Marxist theoretician, SuShaozhi, and the 89-year-old writer, Xie Bingxin, a Party loyalist. Notsince the May Fourth Movement had such disparate intellectuals founda common cause.


  At the end of March, after weeks of official silence, the petitioners received a formal answer. The National People’s Congress found thatthere was “no need now” to free Wei, or any other prisoner. Informally,Fang had already learned which way the wind was blowing when heset out on February 26 to attend a banquet hosted by the visiting UnitedStates President, George Bush, at the Great Wall Sheraton Hotel inPeking. Other guests at the Texas-style barbecue were Li Peng, theprime minister, and Yang Shangkun, the state president. As the carcarrying Fang, his wife and an American academic, Perry Link, drewnear the Sheraton, police came out of the shadows to bar its way. Fang,they said, was “not on the guest list”. He might indeed have receivedan invitation from the American Embassy, but others had decidedotherwise. The message was clear: Chinese leaders would never sitdown in the same room with those who challenged them.


  AS THE first procession of wreath-bearing students reached Tiananmen Square on the afternoon of Monday April 17, Zhao Ziyang and other members of the Politburo were meeting inside the Great Hall ofthe People. The topic on the agenda was, appropriately, education —the same issue which had triggered Hu’s first heart attack nine daysearlier. The leadership was still deadlocked over the final form of itspolicy document. Searching for a consensus, Zhao had summoned theleaders of China’s eight “democratic” parties, decorative but impotentvestiges of the political movements active before 1949, for a discussion.


  Zhao gave the meeting his own version of what Deng had meant when, a month earlier, he spoke of education as “our biggest mistake”.Deng, he said, had intended to embrace “school education and ideological and political work”. But by placing political education at theend of the list, Zhao was daring to reinterpret Deng in conformity withhis own, more liberal views. Deng later set the record straight, in aspeech to army commanders. “What I meant was political education,”he said. “And this doesn’t apply to schools and students alone, but tothe masses as a whole.”


  If Deng’s view of political education was indoctrination, Peking students had other ideas. Twelve hours after the first march on Tiananmen, before dawn on the morning of Tuesday April 18, a second andmore impressive crowd paraded past Zhongnanhai, the high-walledcompound beside the Forbidden City within which China’s leaders kepttheir grace-and-favour houses. More than 2,000 strong, its membershad marched or cycled the seven miles from Peking University indarkness. Students from Peking Normal University had tried to jointhem but had been locked inside their campus. The marchers carried a20 foot-long white banner emblazoned with the words “Soul of China”,a decorous tribute to Hu.


  When they had draped the banner around the Monument to the People’s Heroes, their caution evaporated. A student dressed in mourning clothes — white trousers and matching bandanna — clamberedon to the pediment of the Monument to shout three demands: therehabilitation of Hu, an official apology for unspecified policy mistakesand the dismissal of unnamed government leaders. It was a bizarre,almost surreal scene enacted out beneath the impassive gaze of MaoTse-tung’s portrait looking down from Tiananmen Gate. The students,no more than a dot in the vast expanse of Tiananmen, had presumedopenly to challenge the infallibility of their leaders. Had they endedtheir protest at that point and gone back to their campus, the leadershipcould perhaps have forgiven them. The demand for a change of government was just too absurd.


  They did not retreat. Many stayed on the Square to engage in a political debate. From their exchanges emerged a less outrageous, and,therefore, more threatening, stand. They formulated a series of specificgrievances which the Party would find difficult wholly to ignore andwhich would form the basis of the following weeks’ protests. Sittingtogether in a circle near the centre of the Square, as the sun rose throughthe early morning mist, they read out suggestions. Calls for pressfreedom were cheered. “Open the bank accounts of the leaders.” Cheersagain. “And their sons and daughters.” Even more cheering. “And theirmistresses.” Giggles. A demand to control inflation was booed down(“too general”), as was a demand from one bemused peasant, at seaamong bespectacled intellectuals, for an end to the free market economy and an increase in rice rations.


  By mid-morning, the crowd had thinned to one or two hundred. But by now, they had drawn up a list of demands in the form of a petition,a far cry from the previous day’s lone student shouting from theMonument. For centuries in China, the petitioning of the emperor hadbeen a permissible channel for seeking redress, a legitimate expressionof discontent. China’s Communist rulers had respected the petitioner’sright, in name at least. But they could rarely, if ever, have been askedto acknowledge demands comparable to those now making up thestudents’ list. There were seven in all: clear the name of Hu Yaobang;repudiate past campaigns against “bourgeois liberalisation” and “spiritual pollution”; publish the income and assets of leaders and theirrelatives; allow free speech and a free press; increase funding foreducation; raise the salaries of teachers and other intellectuals; andabolish restrictions on street marches, including the effective ban onpress reporting of such events.


  Moving to the entrance of the Great Hall, the students vowed to stay until an official from the National People’s Congress, which had its seatthere, came out to meet them. A minor functionary finally did so, butrejected the petition and told them to go home. Though this dismissiveattitude set the pattern for future official responses to student requests,the students had now set precedents of their own. They had held theirfirst sit-in, and in doing so had identified the real weapons in theirarmoury: patience, determination, self-discipline, high spirits and sheerbloody-mindedness. “We can wait for days for an answer if we haveto,” said one student squatting outside the Great Hall. “China has waitedfor years for democracy.”


  They did not, in the event, have to wait years, or even days. At eight o’clock that same evening, three members of the National People’sCongress emerged to receive the petition. Its contents, they promised,would be passed on to “superior government departments”. But thestudents wanted more. They had the advantage, they believed, and weredetermined to press it for all it was worth. They would stay.


  THE PERSON behind this fateful decision was a scrawny, myopic history student from Peking University. Seven weeks later, his name,Wang Dan, would head the list of China’s most wanted “counter-revolutionary ringleaders” — a cruel tribute to his critical role that firstTuesday. In the pre-dawn hours, when spirits had flagged and studentswere beginning to drift away, Wang Dan had proved himself a leaderof unusual nerve and determination. Timid, uncharismatic, almostgirlish in appearance, soft-spoken with a husky Peking accent, he wasone of the few students with any experience in political organisation.


  For the previous year, Wang had arranged seminars, called “Democracy Salons”, on the lawns of Peking University. The discussions rarely attracted more than a few dozen people. Most of his classmates weretoo apathetic, or fearful of bad job assignments after graduation. AtTiananmen, he became the student movement’s first real tactician.When the authorities wanted to argue that the protests were a “planned,organized and premeditated political turmoil, designed to negate theCommunist Party leadership and the socialist system”, Wang — whohad come into contact with Fang Lizhi and Li Shuxian through his“salons” — would form a key link in their imagined conspiracy.


  The decision to stay put in Tiananmen Square changed everything. Students across Peking now had not only a legitimate cause for demonstration, the death of Hu Yaobang, they also had among themselvesthe beginnings of a strategy. “We have woken up,” read one bannerbrought to the Square that day. Thousands had started flowing intoTiananmen to lay wreaths, chant slogans, sing the Internationale andoffer support to their colleagues before the Great Hall. The reverberations were felt in cities across China. A thousand students took to thestreets in Shanghai, again ostensibly to mourn Hu, but with moregeneral discontent barely submerged. In the port city of Tianjin, students at Nankai University issued an open letter in support of theirPeking colleagues and called for united action. Recalling the ideals ofthe May Fourth Movement, they warned that “jackals and wolves nowhold sway. There is no time to wait. Now is the time to act.”


  On Tuesday night, the protests in Peking grew more pointed and aggressive. Shortly before eleven o’clock, a young crowd of severalthousand, most of them students, left Tiananmen Square and headedfor Zhongnanhai. A shoving match broke out with startled guardsprotecting the entrance to this inner sanctum. From the students thencame a cry for which they would later pay dearly: “Li Peng come out,Li Peng come out.” Throwing off the camouflage of mourning andturning their attentions from the dead to the living, they instinctivelytargeted the prime minister, a short-tempered machine politician ofauthoritarian views, as the embodiment of the nepotistic oligarchywhich they despised.


  Li Peng, of course, did not come out. Enraged, several hundred students, some bearing funeral wreaths, tried to force their way beyondthe red-lacquered gateway and past the screen which had been placedthere, in conformity with traditional belief, to block out evil spirits. Thescreen was illuminated with calligraphy in Mao’s hand, of his favourite motto: “Serve the People.” Guards, locking arms to form a human wall, stood their ground and held back the crowd. As the older leaders musthave reflected, such scenes of youthful chaos and disrespect had notbeen seen in Peking since the Cultural Revolution ended, 13 yearsbefore.


  Until now, the leadership had made an outward show of tolerance. After the incident at Zhongnanhai, official reaction was swift. At 4.20on Wednesday morning, after hours of standoff, police loudspeakersaround the compound came to life. They broadcast a decree, the firstof many, from the Peking Municipal Government. Minutes later, athousand or more police officers arrived to clear the area. Mourning forHu Yaobang was understandable, the loudspeakers announced, butthings had gone too far. A “small number of people” had begun“spreading rumours, poisoning people’s minds, putting up big characterposters attacking and insulting Party and government leaders”.


  On Wednesday, the crowds grew bigger still. Some 30,000 or more thronged Tiananmen Square. Dozens more wreaths arrived to clutterthe Monument to the People’s Heroes, some from colleges, others fromwithin the Party itself. By the end of the day, the obelisk was piled highwith tributes to Hu. One wreath came from the People’s Daily, themouthpiece of the Party Central Committee, another from the Communist Youth League, where Hu had spent much of his career. Studentsfrom the Central Institute of Fine Art paraded into the Square carryinga giant black and white portrait of Hu, which, in a provocative affrontto the Party’s Old Guard, they hoisted atop the granite pedestal of theHeroes’ Monument, from where it stared out unflinchingly towards theportrait of Mao on Tiananmen Gate. It was as if Peking suddenly hadtwo rival sources of authority, the two patrons of different visions ofcommunism staring each other down across the Square.


  Next to Hu’s portrait hung a large placard, reading simply: “Overthrow dictatorship”. Students voiced the same theme in speeches from the Monument. “The old views and system can’t satisfy the peopleanymore,” one speaker yelled to the crowd. “Hu Yaobang didn’t havea foreign bank account,” said another. Others criticized the survivingleaders, as well as the system which they had created. “Let Tzu Hsiretire,” shouted one student in an oblique reference to Deng Xiaoping,who — like the Empress Dowager Tzu Hsi at the end of the 19th century— continued to rule long after promising to retire.


  Though the crowds grew still bigger and more boisterous in their demands, police made no effort to intervene. Emboldened by thisapparent immunity, that Wednesday night the students staged a second,larger protest outside Zhongnanhai. Again they called for Li Peng tocome out, and again no one came. Curious onlookers swelled theirnumber to about 10,000. Each time they rushed the heavily-guardedentrance, the guards managed to hold them back. The crowd roaredabuse: “Running dogs go away ... Do not beat the people ... Down withdictatorship.” Hundreds of police arrived to reinforce security. But, atthe very moment when conflict seemed inevitable, cooler heads prevailed. Many of the casual participants had already begun to drift awaywhen the students withdrew from the Xinhua (New China) Gate, themain entrance to the compound, to begin a sit-in outside on ChanganAvenue.


  Just as the first sit-in outside the Great Hall of the People had thrust Wang Dan into the forefront of the student movement, this seconddisplay of passive resistance produced another key student leader. Hewas a swaggering young man called Uerkesh Daolet, a 21-year-oldeducation student from Chinese Turkestan in his second year at PekingNormal University, better-known to his friends and teachers by hisSinicised name of Wuerkaixi. “I knew that we needed an organizer whowasn’t afraid to die,” he would say later with characteristic bravado,commenting on his first foray into street politics that night. Two monthslater, he would figure second behind Wang Dan on the list of the 21most-wanted student leaders, “the ringleaders and backbone elements”of a counter-revolution.


  If Wang Dan was the calm, almost scholarly tactician, Wuerkaixi represented the other extreme. Against the former’s black cotton shoesand drab baggy clothes, Wuerkaixi sported boots and a washed denimjacket. As much a showman as a committed activist, he relishedattention. A good and often amusing speaker, he had an ability uniqueamong the students to cajole and charm crowds. Most important of all, Changan, the “Avenue of Eternal Peace”, is Peking’s main east-west artery. It is called loosely by this name throughout most of its western length, though its officialdesignation changes several times outside the city centre.


  He had boundless faith in his own abilities. Asked several weeks later what had made the student movement of 1989 so much bigger than anythat preceded it, he replied simply: “Wo ”— “Me”.


  Outside Zhongnanhai in the early hours of Thursday morning, such confidence was just what the students needed. Several had tried in vainto impose some discipline on the swirling mass. But, as Wuerkaixi latersaid: “They had no real ability. The situation needed someone like me... I was extremely angry at the police, so I finally decided to stand up.”Unmoved by the presence of hundreds of paramilitary officers, heshouted over the crowd for quiet and calm. His classmates from PekingNormal University were the first to obey. Other students followed.Before long, he had more than a thousand people sitting on the tarmac,listening intently as he led a freewheeling discussion, half theatre andhalf serious political debate.


  Some students stood up to make speeches. Others, worried about how long the mood of euphoria could last, made comments or criticismsin writing. Scribbled on slips of paper, they would be handed to a boldercolleague and read to the crowd. “It was beautiful,” Wuerkaixi commented later. “All they needed was a bit of organisation.” Even thepolice seemed impressed. They stopped their advance, and some managed a smile. One slip of paper read to the crowd said: “As a representative of police fighters with a conscience, I support you.” It wasimpossible to be sure whether or not the note was genuine. But whateverits true authorship, it hinted at the leadership’s worst nightmare: thatpeaceful persuasion might begin to erode the very foundation of itspower.


  Shortly before four o’clock in the morning, police vans equipped with loudspeakers began to broadcast a new order from the Pekingauthorities. A woman’s voice told the students to go home, echoing theprevious day’s warning that they should be on guard against a “smallnumber of people” bent on stirring up trouble. The tone grew harsher.The voice said that protesters had not only blocked traffic and defiedpolice, but had also committed the far graver crime of “chantingreactionary slogans calling for the overthrow of the Communist Partyof China”. It was the first time that the term “reactionary” had beenattached to aspects of the protest movement, a term of condemnationsecond only to “counter-revolutionary” in the official lexicon.


  Loudspeakers broadcast the announcement repeatedly. Intimidated, some students collected their bicycles and peddled away. Most stayedput. But any illusions which they might have had about winning overthe security forces ended shortly before dawn when hundreds of policeswarmed out of vehicles and side-streets nearby. The students’ nervebroke; the sit-in disintegrated into panic. The few who refused to movewere beaten and hit with leather belts. Others were hit as they ran away.


  Though the violence was real enough, its scale was rapidly exaggerated by the students, who claimed their first “martyrs”. As bedraggled participants of the sit-in returned to their colleges in driving rain onThursday morning, new wall posters appeared on campuses calling forrevenge. “The blood of our classmates will not be shed in vain,” readone. “Since the time of the first emperor 2,000 years ago, China hasbeen living under a dictatorship. It is time for this to end.”


  ANGER at the Zhongnanhai clash was the common factor needed to galvanize the disparate groups of protesting students into a singlemovement, with Peking University in the vanguard. When the smallerstudent protests had erupted in the winter of 1986, Shanghai, Hefei andother provincial cities had taken the lead. In the first week after HuYaobang’s death, the Peking students saw themselves as renewing aglorious, long-dormant tradition, re-asserting their own place at thecentre of Chinese political thought. They formed the first independentstudent organisation to emerge from those initial days of unrest, thecumbersomely-named Peking University Students’ Solidarity Preparatory Committee, breaking free of the tightly-controlled official studentunions which were little more than youth chapters of the CommunistParty, their membership vetted and their activities closely supervisedby the campus Party secretary. Some of its members quickly rose toprominence — or, as the government would have it, notoriety. Theyincluded Wang Dan, Xiong Yan, a law student, Yang Tao, a historystudent, and Feng Congde, the husband of Chai Ling, the Passionaraof the student movement. Yang was 19, the others in their twenties.


  The first action of the nine-member Preparatory Committee was to write a manifesto and plaster it over the notice-boards of PekingUniversity in the form of a “big character poster”. Called an “OpenLetter to Peking Colleges”, it was a turgid document written in the styleof a Communist Party circular. Nonetheless, it provided the blueprintfor the future student and for its tactics over the coming weeks. It calledon students to unite under its “collective leadership”, and enumeratedthe tactical weapons — sit-ins, protest marches, classroom strikes andhunger strikes — which would all be used to devastating effect in thecoming weeks.


  Though prepared by a committee composed mainly of teenagers, the poster bore the marks of more experienced, older students. Unlike theiryounger colleagues, they had bitter memories of previous attempts tomobilize on Chinese campuses. One such was Liu Gang, a 28-year-oldformer graduate student in physics at Peking University. Like othersactive behind the scenes in the spring of 1989, he had taken part in the1986-87 protests, and had seen how the movement crumbled as soonas the authorities began to flex their muscles. The experience of menlike Liu would prove indispensable. They knew the tactics of the Party;more importantly, knew how to copy them. For a time, it seemed asthough they could even confound them.


  The Preparatory Committee’s promise of “collective leadership” was an attempt at binding together a movement plagued from the outsetby internal divisions, reflecting the spontaneity of its creation and thelack of a clear focus other than discontent with the government.Personal rivalries and suspicion of infiltration were rife. Wuerkaixiacknowledged that it “could not completely follow democratic principles,” but had to be lead by those with the courage to lead.


  A painful example of the early disarray came with a rally on April 24 which drew 3,000 students to an open-air sports stadium at PekingUniversity. It began on a triumphal note. Wang Dan, speaking from ascore-keeper’s box on the side of the stadium, told the students theywere involved in the “greatest movement since May Fourth”. Cheersrang out. “We are at an historical turning point. The leaders have seenwhat the power of the people is.” Moments later, another speaker tookthe floor to denounce a colleague as an informer. Scuffles broke outover the microphone and accusations of treachery multiplied. Thecrowd drifted away in disgust, amid mutterings that the students were“worse than the Communist Party”. But they were learning.


  CHAPTER FOUR


  Rites of Passage


  The Party had fixed Hu’s funeral for Saturday April 22, in the Great Hall of the People. Everything about the ceremony had been carefullyplanned to keep out interlopers. There was to be no public viewing ofthe body, no foreign delegations, and carefully-vetted guests. To avoiddisturbances, the police announced that they would seal off TiananmenSquare and the surrounding streets from eight in the morning untilmid-day.


  On Friday night, Tiananmen was in ferment. Crowds of people, few of them students, swirled backwards and forwards looking for action,for some excitement to break the monotony of a balmy Peking evening.Some were clearly hoping for a repeat of the confrontation two nightsearlier outside Zhongnanhai. Near the Monument to the People’sHeroes, Ren Wanding, a veteran of the 1979 Democracy Wall free-speech movement, read a prepared speech to a squatting and onlyoccasionally-attentive audience. Clutching a sheaf of papers, he triedin vain to make his weak voice carry, stumbling through his address aswind and the din from the Square defeated his efforts.


  Ren was speaking on the importance of human rights, a cause for which he had already served four years in jail. Almost incredibly, hehad decided to try his luck again, hoping against hope that DengXiaoping had acquired more tolerance. In an essay to commemoratethe tenth anniversary of Democracy Wall, he had warned that Chinarisked a “whirlwind of discontent” if the system did not change. At thetime, it seemed little more than the wishful thinking of a quirky, evenpathetic, would-be prophet, living on the frustrated dreams of the past.But the whirlwind which Ren predicted did arrive. It arrived with fullforce on the very night he chose to speak at Tiananmen Square.


  For two days, torrential rain had kept most students penned inside their dormitories. But they had not been idle: they had been organizing.On the evening of Thursday April 20, representatives of 19 Pekingcolleges had met to form a city-wide unofficial student organisation,the Provisional Action Committee. Late on Friday night, they led tensof thousands of students pouring out of campuses across the city,marching in disciplined ranks towards Tiananmen Square for China’sbiggest demonstration since the Cultural Revolution.


  It was a magical scene. In the darkness, they seemed to come from nowhere, their chants and songs echoing through otherwise desertedstreets. Lights flickered on in apartment buildings as people peered outto watch the parade. Late-night buses stopped to let them pass, thepassengers leaning from the windows to gaze, smile and sometimescheer. The students’ chants echoed the constant themes of the pastweek: “Long live democracy ... Down with autocracy ... Down withcorruption.” There were darker calls for a “liquidation of the blooddebt” — a reference to the skirmish with police outside Zhongnanhai.As they approached once more the walls of the leadership compound,they sang the Internationale, raising their voices for a deafening chorus.Then, relishing the irony of its opening verse, they broke into theChinese national anthem: “Rise up, you who refuse to be slaves.”Tonight, there would be no unseemly scuffles, no taunting of police.Their order was absolute. Each group of marchers was surrounded bya protective cordon of student marshals, holding hands as they movedalong to keep out intruders. Alongside ran organizers, equipped for thefirst time with loud-hailers and with their ranks displayed on cloth tagsdangling from their lapels or on armbands.


  The first columns reached Tiananmen Square from the west along Changan Avenue, shortly after midnight. For more than an hour theycontinued to pour in, more than 100,000 of them in a two-mile-longprocession. Every Peking college was represented. So, too, were delegations from Tianjin and other cities. In previous days, the students hadshown boldness and initiative, but nothing to suggest the scale ordiscipline of that night. After reaching the Square, each college tookup a predetermined position around the Monument to the People’sHeroes with almost military precision. It was as if the Square hadsuddenly been invaded by an occupying army. Dishevelled and tired,but still remarkably disciplined, the marchers encamped for the nightaround the university flags and long banners emblazoned with sloganscalling for an end to corruption and the autocratic system which theyblamed for it. The years of paramilitary training endured by everyChinese student had, it seemed, finally paid off.


  AS DAWN approached, it became clear that the students had no intention of leaving before the funeral was over. The affront wasmonumental, as if 100,000 people had decided to gatecrash the Communist Party’s most important social and political event of the year. Inside-streets around the Square, security forces began to prepare foraction. The students pleaded for compromise. At 5.20, first light, adelegation of three students was received at the steps of the Great Hallby officials from the Funeral Organisation Office. They had threedemands: guarantees for the students’ safety, permission to pay theirlast respect before Hu’s corpse and a full, official explanation of thepolice violence in front of Zhongnanhai. At six o’clock, officials gavetheir reply. Yes, they could guarantee the students’ safety, but nothingelse. The student leaders thought that this was not enough. They wouldstay until the funeral service was over.


  The minutes ticked by. With only one hour to go before the promised clearing of the Square at eight o’clock, police and soldiers began topour out of the Forbidden City and the Great Hall of the People. Theyencircled the entire Square and formed a protective wall of greenuniforms in front of the grandly-colonnaded eastern gateway to theGreat Hall, overlooking the Square. But they were unarmed. At the lastminute, a decision had been taken not to use force.


  Shortly before ten o’clock, the leaders began arriving. Deng Xiaoping, Yang Shangkun and other grandees did not deign to face the crowd, but scurried into the Great Hall through side entrances and undergroundtunnels, shielded like their imperial predecessors from angry subjects.Lesser figures relied on the ten-deep cordon of police and soldiers forprotection. An ambulance from the People’s Liberation Army GeneralHospital also stood at the ready, as it always did when the oldestventured more than a few yards from their oxygen tents, kidneymachines and personal nurses. Braving the protesters’ chants of “Longlive democracy, down with autocracy”, the veterans walked slowly upthe stone steps, and paused briefly at the top to look down on Tiananmen Square, a sea of flags and banners. They had not suffered such a rebuke since the dunce’s caps and frogmarches of the Cultural Revolution.


  Inside the Great Hall, the official funeral ceremony was, by comparison, a pompous and hypocritical sideshow. Zhao Ziyang delivered a glowing eulogy to his deposed predecessor which made no mention ofhis “errors” or his lax attitude towards “bourgeois liberalisation”.Though two of Hu’s strongest critics, Chen Yun and Bo Yibo, did notattend, most of the veterans who had stabbed him in the back —including Deng and even the ultra-conservative elder, Wang Zhen —filed reverently past his flag-draped body.


  Not everyone in the Great Hall had forgotten how shabbily these same men had treated Hu during the last years of his life. Hu’s wife, LiZhao, was approached by Marshal Nie Rongzhen, the old, wheelchair-bound army veteran, who asked if there was anything he could do tohelp. She replied: “Yes, clear my husband’s name.” Television picturesshowed her waving Deng away when he tried to offer his condolences.For all its efforts to put on a show of unity, the Party had clearly nothealed its old wounds.


  When the ceremony ended, many of the leaders chose to leave as they came: through a back entrance. Those who again braved the crowdon Tiananmen Square met with a deafening chorus: “We want dialogue,down with dictatorship.” Shouting to make their voices heard above afuneral dirge bellowing from the Square’s public address system, thestudents roared for the prime minister, Li Peng, to come out and listento their demands. Li had already gone. For two more hours, studentskept up their noisy vigil outside the hall until, finally, they decided toleave as they had come, in regimented ranks. Before departing, theymade one last gesture of pure theatre. It achieved nothing, but it spokein a language of symbolism which any Chinese could understand. Atrio including Wuerkaixi strode up the steps to the doors of the GreatHall, fell to their knees and raised above their heads a petition addressedto Li Peng calling for dialogue. They were ignored.


  CHAPTER FIVE


  Deng’s editorial


  Despite its studied public indifference, the Party leadership had grown obsessed by the students and their demands. Hardliners were pressingfor action, saying they wanted an immediate decision on how torespond before Zhao Ziyang, the general secretary, left the next day,Sunday April 23, for an official visit to North Korea. According to theParty’s own later account, “comrades in the central leadership” suggested to Zhao that a special meeting be convened on Sunday morning,before his departure by train that afternoon. Instead of accepting thesuggestion, “Zhao went golfing as if nothing had happened”.


  The situation had been exacerbated by rioting at the weekend in two provincial cities. Several thousand people rampaged throughout Saturday in Xian, throwing stones at police and attacking governmentoffices. The trouble, mostly attributed to unemployed youths, beganafter students had gathered in the centre of the ancient city to watch atelevised broadcast of Hu’s funeral ceremony. In Changsha, the capitalof Hunan, Mao’s and Hu’s native province, rioters overturned cars andlooted shops throughout the night. Again, unemployed workers wereheld largely to blame. Some of them wore Mao buttons, a sign that theyhad little in common with the students’ struggle for “democracy”. But,like the students, they had turned to the past as a way of criticizing thepresent. They looked back to the Mao era as a time of regular employment and stable prices, a time free from corruption.


  The Peking Municipal Party Committee, with the main disorder on its own doorstep, led the pressure for a crackdown on the students. It produced a report describing the student unrest as an “anti-Party and anti-socialist political struggle”, which it submitted to an emergencymeeting of the Politburo Standing Committee on the night of MondayApril 24. The meeting, chaired in Zhao’s absence by Li Peng, agreedthat the Party did face an organized challenge to its authority, and that,to combat the threat, the Politburo should set up “a small group forstopping the turmoil within the central leadership”.


  By any conventional analysis, the Peking committee and the PolitburoStandingCommittee*had colluded in a most irregular way to by-pass Zhao. But the four men who attended the meeting felt that theyhad nothing to fear. They knew that Deng Xiaoping had formed theview that the student movement had to be crushed, no matter what thecost: and, in the end, whatever the Party or national constitutions mightsay, it was what Deng said which mattered.


  The next day, Tuesday April 25, Deng issued a secret speech about the “turmoil”, copies of which were circulated within the upper levelsof the Party. He endorsed the hardline stand, saying “the suggestion ofthe Peking Municipal Party Committee is correct. The attitude of theCentral Committee should be clear... It is a shame that we have wastedtime”. For these failings, Zhao, as Party boss, was ultimately responsible. A similar line of attack had been used against Hu in January 1987,also for taking too tolerant a view of student unrest. Deng was alsoangry at the way Zhao had praised Hu’s contribution to Marxism,without mentioning his “mistakes”. The “post-mortem evaluation”, hesaid, was “too high”.


  Deng ordered a “forceful” editorial in People’s Daily which would condemn the student unrest without equivocation. One already issuedon Monday, describing the unrest as a “threat” to China’s modernization, had been too weak. “This is not an ordinary student movement,but turmoil,” Deng said. “So we must have a clear-cut stand andimplement effective measures quickly to oppose and stop this unrest.We cannot let them have their way... This turmoil is entirely a plannedconspiracy to transform a China with a bright future into a Chinawithout hope.” The aim of the conspiracy, he said, was “to negate the leadership of the Communist Party and the socialist system”.


  The problem, he said, was not restricted to China. Poland had gone soft, as had the Soviet Union. Concessions would not reduce discontent,but would only fuel it. China would resist. If necessary, blood wouldbe spilled. “We must do our best to avoid bloodshed,” he said, “but weshould foresee that it might not be possible to completely avoid it...We need quickly to use a sharp knife to cut the tangled weeds in orderto avoid even greater turmoil.” He also left little doubt about how theParty could, in extremis, enforce its will. “We have several millionPeople’s Liberation Army soldiers. What are we afraid of?”


  The students lacked copies of the speech, but they knew which way the wind blew. They recognized Deng as their adversary and shed theirinhibitions about denouncing him directly. “Though a little dwarf, hegrabs great power,” read one poster at Peking University. In conversations and even speeches, students demanded openly that he retire. In asubtler vein, they would play on Deng’s given name, Xiaoping, whichsounded in spoken Chinese very like the words for “small bottle”. Morethan a decade earlier, when Deng was battling radical leftists in thepower struggle which followed Mao’s death, his supporters among theordinary people had displayed bottles on window sills and doorsteps.In April 1989, across Peking, bottles were being thrown down to shatter.


  By focusing personally on Deng and other leaders, the students found their most potent rallying cry: opposition to corruption. If manualworkers and peasants knew or cared little for abstractions like “democracy”, they shared a contempt for official greed and privilege. “UnderChairman Mao, cadres had nothing ... Under Deng Xiaoping, cadresare millionaires,” ran one popular ditty. Deng’s name also appeared atthe top of what was probably the most avidly-read and discussed posterof the entire student movement — a list of 27 senior officials, togetherwith the names of their relatives who held privileged positions withinthe Party, the government, the military and business enterprises. Theposter, written in thick black ink on green paper, was called a “revolutionary family tree”. It appeared simultaneously on Monday April 24at both Peking University and the nearby Qinghua University, China’smost prestigious scientific college. By displaying the web of nepotismwhich bound China’s leaders, it confirmed what most Chinese alreadyperceived as the real purpose of political power, namely to perpetuatea corrupt and inbred “revolutionary aristocracy”, out of touch with themasses.


  Deng’s wheelchair-bound son, Deng Pufang, was cited as head of the China Welfare Fund for the Handicapped. Much more than just acharity, the fund controlled vast sums of money and had built up anextensive business network in the name of a holding company calledKanghua — mainly, many believed, because of the Deng familyconnections. Other prominent names included President Yang Shang-kun, whose sevenyoungerbrother*Yang Baibing headed the army’s GeneralPolitical Department and whose own son-in-law, Chi Haotian, washead of the General Staff Department.


  Though the students focused their anger more on the very old than on the ‘younger’ leaders, Zhao appeared on the list along with his son,Zhao Dajun, named as president of the Huahai Trading Company inthe southern island of Hainan, a by-word for corruption and influencepeddling. According to one popular refrain: “Chairman Mao’s son wentto fight. The sons of Deng Xiaoping and Zhao Ziyang went to buycolour televisions for selling at a profit.” Wuerkaixi said of Zhao later:“We must judge him as leader of the Communist Party... He must bearunshirkable responsibility for the corruption and other mistakes thatappeared while he was in charge.”


  ON SUNDAY April 23, while Zhao golfed and his rivals plotted, the student leaders held their inaugural “congress”. Representatives from21 Peking colleges met amid the ruins of the old Imperial SummerPalace, behind the back entrance to Peking University in the northwestcomer of the city. The venue was rich in historical resonance, appropriate to a student movement that professed to be, above all else,patriotic. The palace had been destroyed by British and French troopsin 1860, its surviving mins now symbolizing both foreign aggressionand China’s own past decadence. It also, perhaps unconsciously, mimicked the circumstances of the Communist Party’s own first congressin 1921, held in a park outside Shanghai after police raided the girls’school originally chosen for the event.


  Some said cousin.


  The Peking meeting established a new student body, the Provisional Peking Students Union. Its chairman was Zhou Yongjun, a student fromthe China University of Politics and Law. Other members includedWuerkaixi and Wang Dan. The impact of the new organisation wasimmediate. Only a day after its founding, more than 30 Peking collegesground to a virtual stand-still when students answered its call for acity-wide classroom strike.


  By urging students to stay away from lectures, their new leaders hoped to pressure the authorities into agreeing to talks. They wantedan agenda based largely on the seven demands agreed a week earlierin Tiananmen Square. The most profound aim, however, was implicit.“Our purpose was to make the government listen to us and talk to us,”said Wuerkaixi later, “that was our only real demand.”


  Their eyes lifted above their lectures and study books, the students began to look beyond the high walls of their campus compounds. Theycopied the early years of the Communist Party by forming propagandateams to spread the word of their cause to ordinary people. ThroughoutPeking, groups lobbied on street corners, at bus stops and subwaystations to drum up support from ordinary residents. They launched afund-raising drive, fanning out with collection boxes to appeal fordonations. The money, they said, would be used to fund an independentstudent newspaper and the printing of the pamphlets which began toappear on lampposts and walls across Peking explaining their aims.


  Within the campuses, the students plastered walls with increasingly strident “big-character posters”. Newly-established groups vied forcontrol of public-address systems or set up new ones to combat thestream of propaganda from officially-controlled loudspeakers.Everyone and everything was game for criticism. Leaders were lampooned in cartoons as feudal dictators. Li Peng, previously depicted asa pig, mutated into a snail — “too frightened to come out of his shell”..Party-controlled student unions were condemned as “running dogs”.The official Xinhua (New China) News Agency, which had ignored or distorted the student protest, was depicted as a crippled dog with long,ugly teeth. The caption read: “You can’t get ivory from dog’s teeth.”


  Some students even dared voice what for 40 years had been the ultimate heresy: that China might have fared better if Chiang Kai-shek,not Mao Tse-tung, had won the civil war. One poster complained thateven the maligned Nationalist leader had, in 1931, agreed to meet student delegations from Peking and Shanghai and accept their petitions. “Chiang Kai-shek did not dare ignore the will of the people,” said the poster, signed by “a person at Peking University”. In a final flourish,the author compared the Communist Party with theemperorof the Qindynasty*who had ordered all books to be burned and had Confucianscholars buried alive. “The age of Qin Shi Huang,” it proclaimed, “hasnow ended.”


  For the Communist Party, particularly Deng, such signs of disorder and disrespect represented everything it feared most. The CulturalRevolution had begun with a comparably insolent outburst of posterwriting at Peking colleges in 1966. Then, as now, the leaders wereattacked both in their own right and through their offspring. Deng couldnever forget how his own son had been thrown out of a window atPeking University and crippled for life. Nothing would convince him,or his contemporaries who had suffered at least as severely, that suchthings would not be repeated. How long would it be before Mao’sappeal to “bombard the headquarters” rang out once more? How longbefore their sons and daughters were again being not just insulted, butjailed and maimed?


  The older and more nervous members of the leadership seized upon Deng’s call for a “clear-cut” response. He had demanded a toughly-worded People’s Daily editorial. It was ready within hours of hisspeech. In a break with normal procedure, it was drafted, not by HuQili, the Politburo member responsible for propaganda, but by XuWeicheng, a conservative ideologue and member of the Peking Municipal Party Committee. Hu was suspected of too-close links with theabsent Zhao; again, the Peking apparatus had provided a useful stalkinghorse for the hardline cause.


  The editorial marked a crucial point in the evolution of an official response to the student unrest — the point of no return. The hardlinershad published their manifesto. So great was judged to be its importancethat it was made public before it had been printed in People s Dailyitself. That, at least, was part of the reason: the other part was moredevious. A copy of the proposed text had been sent that same afternoon to Zhao Ziyang in North Korea. According to official accounts, Zhao “cabled back, explicitly expressing full agreement with the policydecision made by Comrade Deng Xiaoping”. In reality, he was accepting a fait accompli. By the time he received the telegram, the text wasalready being released. At seven o’clock on April 25, it was being readon national television news. It was repeated on national radio and,closer to home, relayed over loudspeakers at Peking’s universitiesthroughout the evening.


  “This is a planned conspiracy and turmoil,” the editorial thundered, repeating almost word for word Deng’s judgment. “Its essence is onceand for all to negate the leadership of the Communist Party of Chinaand the socialist system. This is a serious political struggle confrontingthe whole Party and the people of all nationalities throughout thecountry ... All comrades of the Party and people throughout the wholenation must understand clearly that if we do not resolutely check thisturmoil, our State will have no calm days.”


  After days of confusion and conflicting signals, Emperor Deng had spoken. The Party rushed to distil his wisdom into action. On April 26,the Peking Municipal Party Committee summoned 10,000 cadres to amass rally in the Great Hall of the People to prepare them for the “gravepolitical struggle” ahead. “We can no longer tolerate this turmoil,”warned the Peking Party secretary, Li Ximing, who could now voicehis anger publicly after days of private manoeuvring to secure acrackdown. “Our country will be without a peaceful day if we do notresolutely put an end to the turmoil,” he told the rally, echoing People' sDaily and thus Deng. Later in the day, Peking television carried a noticefrom city authorities: all public gatherings, unauthorized speeches,leaflets and fund-raising efforts were henceforth banned.


  In Shanghai, 14,000 Party cadres assembled in a sports stadium to hear the same message and to steel themselves for confrontation againstthe “tiny handful” who were trying to “poison the minds of the people”.Afterwards, the city’s Party boss, Jiang Zemin, delivered his own clearsignal that Zhao Ziyang, or at least the reform-minded intellectuals hepatronized, should consider themselves on the defensive. He orderedthe dismissal of Qin Benli, the 70-year-old founding editor of theShanghai-based World Economic Herald, a weekly publication with areputation for bold and incisive reporting and a liberal editorial line. Ithad long been a thorn in the side of conservative officials, who resentedits frequent attacks on their “feudal” political habits. The time hadcome, said Jiang, for the situation to be “rectified”.


  Throughout Wednesday April 26, national radio and television blared diatribes against the student “turmoil”. Loudspeakers on university campuses warned that students who continued to march wouldhave to “face the consequences”, not only for themselves but also fortheir fathers and mothers. Many teachers who supported the students’ideals grew increasingly alarmed by the possibility of bloodshed andpleaded with their pupils not to march. Anonymous posters appearedon campus walls suggesting that Fang Lizhi’s wife, Li Shuxian, wasinstigating the student unrest for her own ends. These were unsigned,but their quality — professionally printed rather than scrawled — leftlittle room for doubt that they had been prepared by the authorities, notby students.


  Late on the night of Wednesday April 26, police gathered on Tiananmen Square to strip the Monument to the People’s Heroes of all the wreaths, posters and banners which had been placed there in thepreceding 11 days. The period of mourning for Hu Yaobang was over,Peking authorities announced, removing the alibi which had been thestudents’ principal source of protection.


  CHAPTER SIX


  A defiant reply


  The Communist Party leadership regarded its combination of veiled threats, intimidation and strident propaganda as a tried and testedweapon. Its ferocious public campaigns of isolation and humiliationhad invariably silenced and demoralized dissenters; after which theycould be punished privately at leisure. But if, for the time being, theParty was concentrating its efforts on a propaganda assault, it was alsomaking contingency plans to back this with force. Deng invoked hisauthority, as head of the Party’s Central Military Commission, to orderthe movement of 20,000 soldiers of the 38th Army to forward basesaround Peking. If the Party faced a “grave political struggle”, he wantedto make sure he, not the enemy, had the greater resources. His warning,that it might be necessary to “spill blood”, was becoming an ever-less-idle threat.


  Among the students, the harsh language of the April 26 editorial engendered not fear, but rage. As soon as the text was made public onthe night of April 25, leaders of the newly-formed Provisional PekingStudents’ Union called a crisis meeting to decide tactics. The followingday, they held a rally at the China University of Politics and Law toannounce their decision. They would take to the streets the next day,Thursday April 27. They also announced new demands, reducing theiroriginal set of seven to three: the government must agree to talk tostudent representatives on an equal footing, the public security ministrymust apologies for the violence the week before in front of Zhongnan-hai, and the Xinhua News Agency and other official media must givefair and accurate coverage to the student movement. To ward offcharges that they were trying to overthrow communism and spreadturmoil, the student leaders made a skilful course-correction. To theby-now familiar chants of “Long live democracy” and “Down with dictatorship”, they added a new slogan: “Support the correct leadership of the Communist Party of China, support Socialism and Reform”.


  Though the students maintained their outward show of imperturbability, some of them had been privately very shaken by the official propaganda, and questioned the wisdom of provoking the authoritiesfurther by marching as planned. The head of the Provisional Students’Union, Zhou Yongjun, was among those counselling caution as fiercearguments broke out between the movement’s own “moderates” and“hardliners”. Only hours before the march was due to begin, studentleaders at Qinghua University announced they had all resigned fromthe Provisional Union and would not take part in the planned demonstration.


  Nervous debate continued on campuses throughout the night, amid rumours that the army was preparing to strike pre-emptively to stop themarch before it even started. “We began to accept that it might end indeath,” said Wuerkaixi. Many students wrote their wills, or what theythought might be their last letters home. At Peking Normal University,the head of the college spent nearly five hours, until three in themorning, trying to persuade Wuerkaixi and his lieutenants not to march.


  At Peking University, a makeshift public address system spread a message of defiance. “Comrade Mao Tse-tung was right,” one speakertold thousands of students gathered outside. “If you let the peoplespeak, the heavens will not fall down. But if you don’t let the peoplespeak, you yourself will fall... the lessons of history are worth remembering.” Wang Dan and other activists were abandoning their headquarters in a rubbish-strewn dormitory. They had decided to spend the nightin hiding for fear that they might be kidnapped by the authorities.Behind them, they left a note on the door: “God Protect Us”.


  But whatever second thoughts students might have had on that sleepless Wednesday night, their fears evaporated on Thursday morning. At twenty to ten, almost two hours later than scheduled, thousandssurged out of the main gate of Peking University. Led by a youngstudent in glasses who recited sections from the constitution guaranteeing the right to demonstrate, they set off for Tiananmen.


  Only a few thousand strong at the start, they were soon joined by another column of banner-waving students advancing from the north.These had come from Qinghua University, ignoring their own leaders’decision not to march. Within half an hour, the numbers had swelled toan almost unstoppable tide. As they marched through the universitydistrict of Haidian, the first police cordons crumpled amid chants frombystanders of “let them through, let them through”. Faint-heartedundergraduates, who had initially refused to take part, ran to catch up.Even the Qinghua campus leaders, their decision not to march overturned, decided to accept the will of what they called the “broad massesof the students”.


  At each junction the procession grew bigger, as tributaries from smaller colleges joined the main flow. Factories and offices along itsroute came to a standstill as workers in overalls, bureaucrats in jacketsand even some Party officials leaned from windows, flashing victorysigns or shouting their support. At construction sites, workers in hard-hats banged tin lunch-boxes with chopsticks and spoons to urge thestudents on. Middle-aged spectators gave ice-cream and soft drinks tohelp the students combat the brilliant sunshine of a beautiful Pekingspring.


  At its peak, the 14-hour parade was 150,000-strong and covered nearly 25 miles. Cheered all the way by hundreds of thousands ofonlookers, the students leading it burst through line after line ofparamilitary police to seize virtual control of the centre of Peking.


  As their leaders had instructed, they tempered their cries for more democracy with shouts of support for the “correct leadership of theCommunist Party”. Some even carried banners proclaiming support forDeng’s personal creed, the “Four Cardinal Principles” of Chinese-stylesocialism. If these were meant as totems to ward off the wrath of theParty, the spell appeared to work. Though police made a semblance oftrying to halt the march, its resistance was rarely more than token. Thetroops which Deng had called to the capital never came out in force,and the few who did appear were unarmed. In all probability, there hadbeen no positive decision within the Party leadership to order a “softline”; rather, the leadership had simply never anticipated so massive adisplay of defiance and, therefore, the security forces had prepared notactics. Never before had the displeasure of the Party been quite soeasily ignored.


  As the march pushed onward, along Changan towards Zhongnanhai and Tiananmen, security forces brought up reinforcements for one lastattempt at halting it. They were too slow, and the students pouredthrough a breach in police lines. Crowds of bystanders, who had booedthe arriving trucks, now cheered the successful marchers. A convoy of20 military vehicles filled with soldiers was parked outside the GreatHall of the People. The troops, caught off guard, suddenly foundthemselves surrounded by a jeering crowd. Anger quickly turned tofarce, as it became clear that the troops wanted to do nothing but escape.“The people’s army should love the people,” the crowd shouted as thetrucks gingerly inched away. “Brothers, go home and plough yourfields.”


  From stands at the front of the Forbidden City, beneath the portrait of Mao Tse-tung, officials looked on helplessly as the parade flowedby. Then, the students had one more surprise in store for them: ratherthan halting to occupy Tiananmen Square, they marched straight onpast, chanting and singing as they entered on the homeward leg of theirjourney. They had made their point. They had conquered Tiananmen.They knew it. The officials knew it. There was no need for further ado.If this was China’s “grave political struggle”, nobody could doubt thevictors of this first round. “It was as if hundreds of thousands of peoplein Peking had thrown cold water in the faces of the leaders and wokenthem up,” Wuerkaixi commented two days later. “It was a great momentand a great victory.”


  As the students were marching back to their campuses that Thursday afternoon, Radio Peking carried an urgent announcement from the StateCouncil of senior government ministers. “We are ready to conductdialogue with the students at any time,” an unnamed spokesmanannounced. The offer was hedged by the admonishment that studentsshould “demand dialogue through the normal channels instead ofresorting to extremist actions”. But, for the first time, the authoritieshad thought it prudent publicly to make a concession.


  CHAPTER SEVEN


  Zhao intervenes


  “History will never forget April 27 1989,” read the long white banner hanging from a dormitory balcony at Peking University. The mood incampuses across the city was one of triumph. Everything seemedpossible. The students had defied the Party. They had articulatedpopular pressure for reform on a scale which could not be ignored. Theyhad even, by their actions, won at least the hint of a compromise. Allthis amounted to far more than they might ever have dared hope whenthey first fluttered paper flowers in memory of Hu Yaobang less thana fortnight before. At another time, the students might have chosen thismoment to declare victory, to end their classroom boycott and streetprotests.


  Two historic coincidences, however, sustained them. In a week’s time it would be May 4, the day on which, above all others in the year,they should be waving the banners of freedom. Then, less than afortnight later, they would have the once-in-a-lifetime chance to presenttheir case, not only to the Communist Party of China, but to the world.On May 15, Mikhail Gorbachev, the President of the Soviet Union,would arrive in Peking to begin a four-day visit to China. The pride ofthe Party, and the attention of world media, offered an enormous sourceof leverage. “We have the ability to threaten them with further demonstrations,” boasted Wuerkaixi — demonstrations which could scarcelybe put down in front of the whole world, and which would turn theclimax of Deng Xiaoping’s political career into an international embarrassment.


  The movement, they decided, was invincible. To make their point, they renamed and restructured their organisation. It would no longerbe a provisional union but a permanent one. On Friday April 28,representatives now drawn from more than 40 colleges and institutes met at Peking Normal University to found the Autonomous Union of Peking Students, with Wuerkaixi as its chairman. The movement’sprevious titular leader, Zhou Yongjun, was dropped, a victim of his ownpleas for moderation.


  If the students were not “invincible”, they were certainly stubborn. The leadership, now also looking ahead to the Gorbachev visit and theinternational scrutiny which that would bring, tried a change of tactics,signalled by another, less strident editorial in the People's Daily of April29. The students were asked, rather than ordered, to return to theirclasses: “The sooner, the better. Resuming classes in the current situation is a practical way to protect the national interest and maintainstability.”


  The same appeal was repeated by Yuan Mu, the government spokesman who had been told by Li Peng, the prime minister, to create some acceptable form of “dialogue”. Yuan convened a round of talks onSaturday April 29, which won applause within the Party for its elegantstage-management. Most of the 50 students invited to take part weremembers of official student unions and, as such, had as much interestin halting the unrest as their elders in the Party. Several activists in theAutonomous Students Union were also invited, but not as representatives of the new and still technically illegal body. Wuerkaixi wasasked to join in but stormed out of the building when officials told himto “cool down” before the talks had even begun. “I’ve been cool allalong: now it’s up to them,” he said after his angry exit.


  Yuan’s dialogue turned out to be less of a negotiating session than a press conference. Several students aired their grievances about corruption and challenged Yuan to explain why the Party had ousted HuYaobang. Yuan acknowledged in return that problems did exist, butevaded promising any solutions more substantial than a halt to theimporting of expensive foreign cars for the leaders. One student obligingly complained about politicians who indulged in extravagant pastimes — such as golf, of which Zhao Ziyang was China’s best-knownfan. The remark, Yuan promised, would be forwarded to the “relevantdepartments”. The “talks”, which lasted a little over three hours, werebroadcast that same night on national television.


  A second set of “talks” followed the next day, Sunday April 30, with officials ffom the Peking city government and Party apparatus. Inanother attempt to defuse student anger, Li Ximing, the Party secretary,previously one of the firmest advocates of a harsh crackdown, met oneof the students’ early demands by disclosing his own and familymembers’ incomes. His monthly wage, he assured them, was only 300yuan (£45). His son was an “ordinary cadre” while his two daughtersheld the equally mundane jobs of medical worker and accountant. Heleft his audience with a warning. “Even though you students do not liketo hear the words ‘being used by others’, I have to remind you thatcertainly a very few people want your action to throw our country intoturmoil,” he said. “If this situation is allowed to go unchecked, theconsequences would be too ghastly to contemplate.”


  It was a prophetic warning, but one which the students preferred to ignore. They dismissed the “dialogues” as a sham. “This is like thegovernment talking with the government,” said Peng Tuo, a spokesmanfor the Autonomous Students Union. To have corruption and otherissues raised in such a forum was a start. But the real issue, as thestudents saw it, was that the Party could still not bring itself toacknowledge the organizations created by the students themselves.They decided to step up the pressure.


  After a strategy session at Peking Normal University on Tuesday May 2, 65 student activists set off on bicycles to deliver an ultimatumto government and Party officials. Either the officials would agree tothe students’ terms for talks, or there would be another mass demonstration on May 4. “If the government refuses our conditions, they willhave to deal with the biggest demonstrations ever seen in the capital,”threatened Wuerkaixi. The students must have known, however, thattheir conditions would never be met. They wanted official recognitionof their Autonomous Union; they refused to open discussions withanyone other than the s of the Politburo Standing Committee; and in a final flourish of confidence, they demanded a responseby noon the following day.


  The ultimatum was summarily rejected. Yuan Mu called it “naive and impulsive”, adding: “I can see from this that there really are peoplebehind the scenes who are giving the students ideas in an attempt tocreate social upheaval.” Of the students themselves, he said obliquely:“We are not planning to take action against them yet. If we take actionnow, that would be too soon.”


  TOO soon for what? Though Yuan Mu could scarcely say so, the problem was that it was too soon for the leadership to have agreed ona course of action acceptable to all its members. Though conservativeswanted the crackdown, Yuan could not properly speak for Zhao Ziyang,who had remained publicly silent since his return from Pyongyang onApril 30. Privately, Zhao had shown a sympathetic attitude towards theprotests which had so profoundly irritated Deng that the latter wouldnot now even speak to him. The remaining question was how Zhaowould play his hand in public.


  The answer was that Zhao, like the students, was fixated by the powerful, unpredictable forces which Mikhail Gorbachev’s arrivalthreatened to unleash. The visit would be the first by a Soviet leader toPeking in 30 years and the most important diplomatic event sinceChina’s restoration of friendly relations with the United States in theearly 1970s. It would represent the apparent realization of Deng Xiaoping’s vision of China’s place in the world: a balanced relationship withboth superpowers, achieved almost entirely on China’s own terms.Deng had long indicated that he regarded the summit as the last greatmilestone of his career, the last great problem which he alone couldresolve. His retirement, long wielded as a tactical device rather than asincere intent, might then finally become a reality.


  Events suggest that when Zhao arrived back in Peking, he judged that the moment had come to assert his own claim to the succession.He knew that many in the Party, Deng among them, would rather seehim follow Hu Yaobang into the wilderness, a scapegoat for the studentunrest. But he had sighted a more distant and daring opportunity: thatif Deng’s policy of coercion were seen to fail, then Deng himself mightbe the more convenient scapegoat.


  Zhao set his course on May 3, when he delivered a speech anticipating the 70th anniversary of the May Fourth Movement to an audience of senior leaders including President Yang Shangkun, Li Peng and other members of the Politburo. He appealed for calm and unity,standard themes that could cause little offence. “If you lose stability,”he said, “nothing will be achieved”. He even alluded with seemingapproval to part of the Deng-inspired People’s Daily editorial. Butwhile Zhao sounded emollient, the important words of his speech werethe ones he omitted to say. He had rejected a request from President Yang that he make an explicit condemnation of “bourgeois liberalisation”. The Old Guard was furious.


  The next day, May 4, Zhao made his struggle public. As tens of thousands of students paraded into the centre of the capital, the AsianDevelopment Bank was opening its annual meeting in the Great Hallof the People. Yang Shangkun had agreed to give the opening address,which proved to be an uninspiring discourse on the need for stability.It was quickly forgotten when Zhao arrived in the hall for what hadbeen envisaged as little more than a courtesy visit.


  Instead, Zhao delivered the most sensitive speech he would ever make, an address which would be reported around the world and, moreimportantly, broadcast repeatedly on national television and radio incoming days. The speech would implicitly repudiate the editorial in thePeople s Daily of April 26, which had attacked the student “turmoil”in terms which every member of the Chinese Communist Party knewto have expressed Deng’s will. From the point at which Zhao deliveredthis speech, coexistence with Deng would become impossible.


  The drafting of the critical address had been entrusted to Bao Tong, Zhao’s closest political adviser and head of the Communist Party’sPolitical Reform Research Centre, a reformist “think-tank”. Bao hadbeen keeping his head down for months, out of the way of hardlinesnipers who complained that he — meaning, by association, Zhao —was too liberal. But the time for such manoeuvring was past. He andZhao had to make a stand.


  Zhao, dressed in a light business suit, looked very much at home among the bankers whom he was addressing. “At the moment,” he toldthem, “student demonstrations are still under way in Peking and someother cities. But, I deeply believe, the situation will gradually calmdown. There will be no great turmoil in China. I am very confident ofthis.” The coded sentiments were probably lost on Zhao’s immediateaudience, but Party members immediately recognized the words asfighting talk. Deng had already declared the student movement to be“turmoil” and had ordered the Party to act accordingly. For Zhao to saythat there was, and would be, “no great turmoil” was a straightforwardcontradiction.


  Deng had seen the protest movement as a “planned political conspiracy” designed to “negate, once and for all, the leadership of the Communist Party”. Zhao gave the bankers a different story. The students, he said, were “in no way opposed to our fundamental system”.He began to sound almost casual. “Of course,” he said, “in a countryas big as China, it is unavoidable that there will always be some peoplewho hope to see turmoil. There will always be-people taking advantage.” The protests had mushroomed, he suggested, not because of any“conspiracy” but because of “imperfections in the socialist legal systemand democratic supervision and lack of openness in the system ofwork”. While the bankers listened with polite indifference, Zhongnan-hai shuddered beneath the bombshells.


  “It was a turning point,” Yang Shangkun later fumed at a meeting of the Party’s Military Commission. “It entirely exposed the differentopinions of the Politburo Standing Committee.” The unity of the Party,he said, had been betrayed. It was speaking with “two different voices”.According to Yang, Zhao had started pressing for a reassessment ofDeng’s treasured April 26 editorial on the very day that he arrived backin Peking from North Korea. “He wanted the ‘Party Centre’* to toe hisline and to declare the editorial wrong.” Now, Zhao had gone it alone.


  FOR THE students, outside in Tiananmen Square, the May 4 march was another triumph. Seventy years to the day after their pioneeringpredecessors, they commemorated the anniversary of the May FourthMovement on their own terms — not as a celebration of the plantingof the seeds of communism, but as a reminder of how little progresshad been made towards fulfilling those first calls for “science anddemocracy”. Tens of thousands had again bulldozed their way throughpolice lines. Once in Tiananmen, they planted the blue and white flagof the independent student union on the Monument to the People’sHeroes. Better still, the cause had been taken up for the first time by anorganized group other than students — some 300 journalists fromPeople’s Daily and dozens of other official publications, who cheeredthe parade down Changan Avenue. One of the rocks of the CommunistParty's authority, its control of the media, had begun to crumble.


  But the scene on the Square later that day offered a more subdued picture. Successful as the students had been, fatigue was starting to takeits toll. It had been a big demonstration, but not, as Wuerkaixi hadhoped, the biggest ever. The numbers had shrunk since the previousThursday; the tension of the previous week had diminished; the stridenteditorials had ceased; the threat of a confrontation and the danger ofbloodshed had receded. Uncertain about where to go next, they werein a mood to be placated.


  Zhao’s conciliatory tone and implicit rejection of the April 26 editorial found a ready audience. The Autonomous Student Unionvoted that evening to end its 11 day classroom boycott, a decisionwhich precipitated a major split within the student movement. Wuerkaixi and several others “resigned” temporarily from their posts. Theydid so because “there were problems with their analysis”, said WangZhixin, the 21-year-old secretary general of the Autonomous Unionand a leading advocate of a more moderate stand. Many students feltdisappointment and disillusionment. “The government’s strategy ofbeing neither hard nor soft worked well and now students are not soexcited any more,” said Ni Xu, another who resigned in disgust. “Theauthorities are like a cotton pillow: no matter how hard you punch them,they can regain their shape. Here in Peking, the main protest is over.”


  CHAPTER EIGHT


  The hunger strike


  If there was ever a time at which China’s students and its Party leadership might have found a compromise to end the protests, it wasin the week after May 4. Moderate voices had prevailed, it seemed,both inside Zhongnanhai and in Room 400 at Peking Normal University, the dingy dormitory decorated with pin-ups of sultry Chinese popstars which had become the nerve-centre of the student movement.


  Students across the city were drifting back to class. Though two campuses, Peking University and Peking Normal, resisted the back-to-class appeal, their militancy seemed out of place. Other colleges feltthat they had done enough for now. “The main thing we have done isto create an atmosphere,” said Wang Zhixin, the student organizer. “Wehave brought the word democracy into the lives of the people of China... and given them new confidence in criticizing the government.” Theycould also claim another, more tangible, achievement. On Friday May5, the day after their anniversary march, they finally made it on to thefront pages of China’s newspapers. People’s Daily, which only a weekbefore had denounced the student movement as a “planned conspiracy”, gave it something close to an official blessing. It published apicture of the students’ — illegal — May 4 protest, side-by-side witha photograph of a Communist Youth League gathering to mark the sameevent. The newspaper also published its first reasonably accurate newsstory about what the students had been doing.


  Other papers were even bolder. Instead of relying on the curt dispatches of the Xinhua News Agency — which grossly underestimated the size of the May 4 march at 20,000 — they printed often-lengthycomments by their own staff, highly sympathetic to the students’ cause.The China Youth News, one of the more adventurous of China’s dailynewspapers, quoted the students’ own criticisms of earlier officialattacks on their movement and of press censorship in general. “We arecitizens and the government is dealing with citizens, not children,” saidone.


  The new openness was made possible by Zhao’s intervention. “There is no big risk in opening up a bit by reporting the demonstrations andincreasing the openness of news,” he told the two Central Committeemembers responsible for propaganda, Hu Qili and Rui Xingwen, onMay 6. “Confronted with the will of the people at home and theprogressive trend worldwide, we can only guide our actions accordingto circumstances.”


  Even Li Peng, the prime minister, felt constrained to adopt the new vocabulary of tolerance rather than disagree openly with Zhao. Whenhe, too, addressed the Asian Development Bank on May 5, he said thatdialogue with the students was necessary and would continue. “Withour positions basically identical, mutual understanding can be enhanced through more dialogue,” he said. “The government hopes thatthe unrest will calm down.”


  Convinced that real dialogue was about to begin, the students formed yet another organisation, the Peking Students’ Union Dialogue Representative Group. This group, representing 24 Peking colleges, submitted a fresh petition asking for talks and demanding a reply byMonday May 8. It dispensed with the shopping list of 12 preconditionswhich had accompanied its previous petition on May 2, substitutingjust two: that the dialogue must be broadcast live on radio and televisionand that the students should select their own representatives. Theproposed agenda would include official recognition of the studentmovement, a retraction of the April 26 People s Daily editorial and thefuture of the nation’s reform programme.


  When the May 8 deadline arrived, the students’ demands had been neither rejected nor accepted. Their representatives were told by officials that both the government and the Party wanted “broad contactswith the workers, peasants, intellectuals, students and people withnon-Party affiliations”, but the key demand for recognition of theirindependent organisation was not addressed. The leadership was dancing around the issue, unable to make a clear statement because of thedivisions in its ranks.


  While the pre-talks-talking dragged on, some of the more radical student leaders — including Wuerkaixi — cast around for fresh issueson which to focus protest. They seized upon a petition submitted by1,013 editors and reporters demanding talks about censorship and aboutthe firing of Qin Benli, editor of the World Economic Herald. Theyattempted to stage a protest march in sympathy, but attracted no morethan a few hundred students for a rally outside the offices of People sDaily. The following day, they held a further, and more imaginative,demonstration against press censorship, bicycling around the city tothe offices of the main national media — People s Daily, GuangmingDaily, the Xinhua News Agency, the Central People’s BroadcastingStation and the Central Television Station. Despite its novelty value,the protest again failed to attract anything like the support seen inprevious weeks. No more than 5,000 students took part and, rather thanwinning applause from ordinary residents, they met with indifferenceor irritation as their bicycles snarled up traffic for miles around.


  Zhao’s conciliatory approach appeared capable of producing the result which the Party wanted: a waning of the student fervour. Superficially at least, his reputation was correspondingly boosted. Across thecountry, newspapers praised his tolerant stand, quoting students andintellectuals who said that they had been encouraged by his remarksand believed real political reform was in the offing. Hu Jiwei, a formereditor of the Peoples Daily and a member of the National People’sCongress Standing Committee, described Zhao’s conciliatory comments to the Asian Development Bank as a “cause for joy”. Yan Jiaqi,China’s leading political scientist, hailed the Party boss for “havinggrasped the crux of the matter” — that the student protest had arisenbecause of dissatisfaction with the state of Chinese democracy and ofthe legal system.


  Zhao pressed ahead. May 8 marked his third public appearance in five days. Speaking to a delegation of Turkish politicians, he againdescribed the students in sympathetic terms. They had, he said, raisedproblems which “must be resolved”. China, he promised, would “notonly push forward with economic reforms but ... also carry forwardpolitical restructuring to allow the two concepts to support each other”.


  Many found Zhao’s outspokenness confusing. For his critics, it was simply intolerable. The Peking Municipal Party Committee, alreadyangered and humiliated by the sudden rejection of the hard line whichit had pioneered, led the backlash. The city’s Party boss, Li Ximing,and its mayor, Chen Xitong, issued an internal document advising Peking cadres that Zhao’s comments to the Asian Development Bank reflected his own views rather than those of the Party as a whole. Cityofficials demanded a meeting with Zhao to voice their complaints. Thatsame day, they presented their case at a special meeting which precededan enlarged Politburo meeting. Chen Xitong said afterwards that theencounter descended into angry squabbling because Zhao “refused tolisten”. When told that his remarks contradicted the spirit of thePeople’s Daily editorial dictated by Deng, Zhao is said to have snapped:“I’ll bear responsibility, if I have made incorrect remarks.” The Politburo meeting, two days later, also ended in bickering.


  


  THE BEHAVIOUR of the Peking Municipal Party Committee during this period would ordinarily have constituted gross insubordination.Though they ran Peking, Zhao — at least in theory — ran the country.But as Zhao knew, the Peking committee had powerful backers “behindthe curtain”. Those backers, though in no sense a formal group, centredon a half-dozen veterans led by Deng. They had begun meeting secretly,probably also on May 8, to define their own response to the studentmovement. None was a member of the Politburo, none held a cabinetpost, none was under 80 years old. All had known one another throughdecades of social contact and professional rivalry. They were amongthe last surviving veterans of the generation which had come to powerwith Mao and were, they thought, the only true guardians of Mao’srevolution.


  The principal members of Deng’s loose-knit group were Wang Zhen, Peng Zhen, Chen Yun and Li Xiannian, and Deng Yingchao (who wasnot related to Deng Xiaoping). For the past five years, Deng Xiaopinghad been at odds with them, trying to enforce their retirement fromactive politics in order to clear the way for his own proteges. “Even ifheaven should fall,” he said in 1984, “Hu and Zhao can support it”. Buthis inability to devolve power had put paid to such newer loyalties.Now Hu had gone, and Zhao had spoken against him. He turned backto the handful of survivors who, despite his own efforts, had remainedat his right hand. “It has turned out in our favour,” he later remarkedwithout apparent irony. “We still have a large group of veterans whohave experienced many storms, and have a thorough understanding ofthings.”


  Though Deng had relinquished his seats on the Politburo and the Central Committee, he had retained the chairmanship of the Party’sCentral Military Commission — a post which, subsequent eventswould prove, was of more than ceremonial value. Wang Zhen, 81, hadretired as deputy chief-of-staff of the People’s Liberation Army, aftera lifetime of battlefield commands. Peng Zhen, 86, had been mayor ofPeking until the Cultural Revolution, of which he had been an earlyvictim. After Mao’s death, he returned to power as chairman of theNational People’s Congress. Despite their age, Deng Xiaoping, Wangand Peng were all in remarkably good health. Chen Yun, 84, was sofrail that he had not appeared in public since the spring of 1988 andmoved around in a wheelchair. For all his frailty, though, he remainedone of the most powerful figures in the country. He headed the Party’sCentral Advisory Commission, which had been conceived as a meansof pensioning-off the old, but which continued to wield tremendousinfluence behind the scenes. Li Xiannian, at least 80, was China’sformer president. Deng Yingchao was the widow of Chou En-lai, Mao’spremier, and the adoptive mother of Li Peng, the prime minister.


  A confidential Party circular, issued later to senior cadres, said the group’s agenda had turned on a single question: did the Party stand byDeng’s hardline editorial in People’s Daily on April 26? “If we retreatfrom our judgment, where do we draw the line?” Deng asked hisoctogenarian colleagues. With one voice, they answered that therecould be no retreat. The editorial had assumed an almost mysticalimportance. Its repudiation would seriously undermine Deng, perhapsthus signalling the end of his own generation’s rule. As President YangShangkun, himself at least 82, would later explain: “Retreating wouldbe our downfall, the downfall of the People’s Republic of China.”Confirmed in his judgement, Deng planned for its implications. Severaltimes in the course of May, he was said to be in the central Chinese cityof Wuhan, meeting privately with the commanders of China’s sevenmilitary regions to knit them into his battle-plan.


  AS THE Party set its shadowy face against compromise, so too did the students. Though their momentum had faltered after May 4, the calendar was on their side. Mikhail Gorbachev would soon be in Peking. OnMay 12, three days before Gorbachev’s arrival, their leaders decidedto stage a hunger strike in Tiananmen Square. The tactic had first beensuggested in the “Open Letter to Peking Colleges” published immediately after Hu Yaobang’s death. Whether it should be used, and whetherit would work, however, had been hotly debated. Wang Dan andWuerkaixi both expressed reservations, doubting that it would beeffective. Chai Ling, a 23-year-old psychology student from PekingNormal University, and her husband, Feng Congde, believed it was thedecisive weapon. At first, Chai Ling recalled: “We had only 40 hungerstrike volunteers. I was heartbroken ... But I went out and spoke tocrowds of students at Peking University. By the next day the numberhad grown to 400.”


  Before setting off for the Square, the volunteers were treated to a farewell banquet by a group of sympathetic young teachers at PekingUniversity. Wearing white headbands marked “hunger strike” and“democracy warrior”, they gulped down plates of food and — a specialtreat — bottles of beer and Maotai sorghum spirit. The meal over, theyheaded off by bicycle to Peking Normal University to meet othervolunteers rallied by Wuerkaixi. From there, they paraded on foot toTiananmen, arriving to applause from a crowd of supporters alreadygathered near the Monument to the People’s Heroes. Standing in frontof the obelisk, amid a sea of banners, Wuerkaixi administered aceremonial oath. Each hunger striker vowed not to eat until twoconditions had been met: “substantive, concrete and equal” dialoguewith the leadership and official acknowledgment that the studentmovement was “patriotic and democratic”.


  Wang Dan tried to go further. He announced a ban, not only on food but on cigarettes. Even for the most determined hunger strikers, however, this proved too much. Wang retreated. Smoking, he announced afew minutes later, would be permitted. The about-turn captured themood of the moment: drama, tinged with good-natured farce.


  Settling down for a long stay, the thousand hunger strikers made their encampment in the middle of Tiananmen Square. They covered thevery spot at which, in two days’ time, Yang Shangkun and a militaryhonour guard were due formally to welcome Mikhail Gorbachev toPeking. Sitting and sprawling on spread-out newspapers, the hungerstrikers were protected by an outer ring of several thousand, non-fastingstudents. In the middle of the gathering stood a placard which read:“Hunger Strike Manifesto”, a melodramatic document shot throughwith a shrewd grasp of politics.


  “In this sunny, brilliant month of May,” ran the manifesto, “we are going on a hunger strike. During this most beautiful moment of youth,we have no choice but to put the beauty of life behind us ... We do notwant to die. We would like to lead a good life, because we are in theprime of our lives. We do not want to die. We would like to study hard.Our country is very poor. We will be leaving our country behind if wedie. Death is certainly not our goal. But if the death of one person or agroup of few would ameliorate lives of a larger group of people andsuccour the prosperity of our country, we would not have the right toescape death ... Our country has already reached a stage at which pricesare soaring, official profiteering is rife, the mighty tower above, bureaucrats are corrupt, many of those with lofty ideals are lost and socialorder grows worse by the day. At this crucial point of life and death forour race and nation, compatriots, every compatriot with a conscience,please listen to our plea.”


  In a country where mass starvation had occurred within living memory, where food had only just ceased to be precious, the spectacleof ritualized hunger was an emotive one. The students captured thepopular imagination with a force which they had not foreseen and, indoing so, they brought themselves and their cause to a crisis.


  For it was both the strength and the weakness of the students that they had created a genuinely “popular” movement, which rose and fellaccording to the spontaneous support which it attracted in the campusesand on the streets. They were neither initiated nor controlled by afaction within the leadership — however difficult it might be for theleadership itself to accept this fact. As Wuerkaixi later said: “Ourmovement had absolutely nothing to do with the Party struggle. Wedidn’t care anything for their internal struggles. We wanted to found anew democratic system in China; there was no (leadership) factionsupporting a democratic system. Our goal was not to play with thecurrent system. We wanted to rock the system.”


  Nonetheless, reversing the equations, the Party struggle had everything to do with the student protests. In April, Deng had advocated a hard line. Its apparent failure had created the opportunity for Zhao toadvocate conciliation. Now, after a hiatus which had worked to Zhao’sadvantage, the demonstrations were growing once again. Zhao’s softerline was now being discredited, and at a much more sensitive time. If Zhao could not find a way of clearing the Square before Gorbachev’s arrival on Monday, he would be in serious trouble.


  Zhao ordered a series of dramatic, last-minute appeals over the weekend. Where Deng had tried to bully the students, Zhao tried toreason with them. “Every patriotic Chinese citizen should safeguardthe dignity of the motherland and its international image,” he told ameeting of workers inside the Great Hall of the People on SaturdayMay 13. “It is unreasonable for students or other citizens who havecomplaints ... to obstruct international relations.” Yuan Mu repeatedthe theme on behalf of the government. “I am sure,” he said, “thatstudents will act in a sober-minded and rational way, obey orders andexercise restraint.”


  The students did nothing of the sort. Their eyes fixed on the prospect of Gorbachev’s arrival and the bargaining power which it gave them,they seemed unconcerned by what might happen after it was over. “Asfor whether we will disrupt Gorbachev’s visit,” Wang Dan told a crowdof reporters and students on the steps of the Museum of ChineseRevolutionary History, “that is now completely in the hands of thegovernment.”


  Late on Saturday came a new promise of “dialogue”. Xinhua News Agency announced that senior government officials would make themselves available on the Monday. When the students were unmoved, andthe hunger strike continued to grow by the hour, the government saidit would bring the talks forward to Sunday, the day before Gorbachev’sarrival. That afternoon, a van drove into Tiananmen Square to takeWuerkaixi, Wang Dan, Chai Ling and other student leaders to theParty’s United Front Department, located in a courtyard across the roadfrom Zhongnanhai. Inside the building, they were met by Yan Mingfu,a Central Committee member close to Zhao Ziyang, and Li Tieying,chairman of the State Education Commission. Yan pleaded with themto leave the Square. As a compromise, he suggested they should notnecessarily stop their hunger strike but simply move it to anotherlocation, away from Tiananmen and thus away from Gorbachev’s view.He even offered an apology — a courtesy for which he would later losehis job. “With regard to dialogue with students, we have not takenmeasures that should have been taken,” he said. “This is our fault.”


  By seven o’clock in the evening, Yan was on the verge of tears. He made one last appeal. “If you insist on dividing the Party Centre intofactions, then you should see that your action is very harmful to thereform faction ... Comrade Zhao Ziyang’s intention will be very difficult to carry out. It will be very difficult for comrades working at theforefront.” If anything, the pleading only strengthened the students’determination. “The government tried everything to defeat us,” ChaiLing would comment later, “but we held our resolve.” An appeal fromtwelve leading scholars and academics widely admired for their outspokenness was spumed. So, too, was a late night visit to TiananmenSquare, only hours before Gorbachev’s arrival, by Chen Xitong, LiXiming and other Peking officials.


  By Sunday night, the hunger strikers were 2,000 strong. Tens of thousands had poured into Tiananmen to show support. So far frombeing the venue for an august state occasion meant to confirm China’sstanding in the world, the Square had been transformed into a chaoticcelebration of defiance and popular contempt for the leaders whomGorbachev was due to meet. In place of Soviet and Chinese flags, therebillowed the colours of dozens of Peking colleges and banners daubedwith pro-democracy slogans. The students set up their own loudspeakersystem to broadcast speeches and messages in competition with thegovernment’s propaganda. The students recognized that their movement had reached its apex. They demanded absolute satisfaction: theimmediate, explicit repudiation of the April 26 editorial, and officialrecognition of their illegal students’ union. Otherwise, they pledged,China’s leaders would lose face in front of the entire world.


  For form’s sake, Peking’s Public Security Bureau again announced — as it had before Hu Yaobang’s funeral and before the May 4demonstration — that Tiananmen Square would be closed throughoutthe following day. It ordered everyone present to leave by three o’clockin the morning. The deadline passed unremarked and no police arrived.Shortly after dawn, as the plane carrying Gorbachev left the Siberiancity of Irkutsk for Peking, a group of men appeared on the roof of theGreat Hall of the People to survey the chaotic scene on the Squarebeneath them. One of them, dressed in a light Mao suit, took a longlook through binoculars. It was Zhao Ziyang. He had failed.


  CHAPTER NINE


  The Summit


  As the Aeroflot Ilyushin jet carried Mikhail Gorbachev over Mongolia towards Peking, its radio crackled with warnings about the extraordinary scenes which lay ahead. Soviet advance-men had been in Tiananmen Square all morning. Their reports, relayed via Moscow, soundedbarely credible. “How big is this Square? asked the amazed Gorbachev after being told that hundreds of thousands were converging onthe very spot designated for his official welcome.


  A week previously, Soviet foreign ministry officials had gingerly suggested to the Chinese that perhaps they might want the visit postponed. The answer was no. The diplomatic event of the decade, the firstSino-Soviet summit in 30 years, would go ahead as planned. But asGorbachev must have known long before his plane touched down atnoon on Monday May 15, planning would have little to do with it.


  The welcoming ceremony was hastily switched from Tiananmen to the old Peking airport. There had not even been enough time to lay ared carpet; the ceremony lasted barely 10 minutes. Accompanied byPresident Yang Shangkun, Gorbachev briskly reviewed an honourguard and received a 21-gun salute. Flustered Soviet officials distributed copies to journalists of the speech which he had drafted, butnot delivered. They pondered his choice of theme: “We have come toChina in spring time — the good season of burgeoning nature and theawakening of new life. All over the world, people associate this seasonwith renewal and hope.”


  They were certainly doing that in Tiananmen Square. Drenched in brilliant sunlight, it had become a giant canvas of defiance, an easternWoodstock. The hard core of students had been camping out for threedays. The crowd had dropped to about 20,000 shortly before dawn buthad risen back to more than 100,000 by noon. Throughout the afternoon, it continued to grow. Teachers, factory workers, writers andjunior school students paraded into the centre of Peking. For the firsttime since the student protests began exactly a month before, thegeneral public was no longer merely cheering from the sidelines, butjoining in. Groups criss-crossed the Square, chanting slogans andsinging songs, sometimes to mock, sometimes to inspire, as when theyroared the Internationale or the stirring songs of the civil war.


  The mood was anarchic but oddly gentle, despite some vigorous pushing and shoving when armed police moved in to clear two streetsbehind the Great Hall of the People. Amid the smiling and laughing,the hunger strikers served notice that the underlying purpose wasindeed serious. “Mother, we like food but we like democracy evenmore,” read a tattered banner. Another: “Our children are going hungry,Deng Xiaoping. What are your children doing?” Through the songs andchants cut the sirens of ambulances, slicing through the turmoil to takestudents, weak from hunger and exhaustion, off to hospital. By the endof the day, more than 50 had been carted away, though most returnedto the Square as soon as they had recovered. Medical orderlies in whitecoats kept a constant watch on the hunger strike area, administeringglucose and water.


  Above the multitude, on a flagpole where the hammer and sickle should have flown, fluttered a large banner scrawled with the words“hunger strike”. But the Soviet leader had not been forgotten. Bannerafter banner hailed his arrival. “Welcome the initiator of glasnost” readone written in Russian; “Democracy our common ideal,” another. “InMoscow they have Gorbachev, who do we have in China?” ran acommon refrain; “We need perestroika, too.” Gorbachev’s portrait hadtaken the place of Hu’s looking out across the Square, in an unmistakable rebuke to the Chinese leaders whom the students were measuringagainst him.


  Gorbachev saw none of it. He spent most of his first day in the Diaoyutai (Fishing Platform) State Guest House and at the SovietEmbassy. At four in the afternoon, he was due to meet Yang at the GreatHall of the People. Ordinarily, he would have swept in through thegrand eastern entrance overlooking Tiananmen Square. But, with theway now blocked, his motorcade followed backstreets from the Sovietambassador’s residence, past the Oriental Restaurant, a ramshacklewarehouse and a long row of grey courtyard homes to arrive at a narrowback-gate on the west side of the hall. Two soldiers saluted raggedly asthe motorcade careered past a pile of rubble and halted by a disusedbasketball court. Perched on the back seat of his Zil, Gorbachev couldbe seen peering out of the window down the one street in the area stillcontrolled by the authorities. At the end of it, behind a row of paramilitary police, jostled a crowd of demonstrators.


  Gorbachev had arrived Shortly after six o’clock, two hours behind schedule. Pressed to explain the long delay, a Soviet minion offered asingle phrase: “Comrade Gorbachev has been resting.” He would do alot more resting in the days which followed, as his trips to the ForbiddenCity and a Peking Opera house were cancelled and his press conferencewas moved at the last minute from the Great Hall to his own guesthouse. Discretion, however, continued to be the watchword of his party.On the final day, Gennady Gerasimov, his spokesman, allowed thattraffic conditions had been “a little strange”.


  In his exchanges with Yang, Gorbachev referred delicately to the student cause. “We have grown smarter,” he said, “and the nextgeneration will be smarter yet.” What was needed, he said, was “asensible balance between the generations — the energy of the youngpeople, speaking out against conservatism, and the wisdom of the oldergeneration.” Yang replied: “We feel that our speed is too fast; it shouldbe reduced a little.”


  A similar nicety was apparent at the evening’s banquet, hosted by Yang. The curtains along the gallery within the Great Hall of the People,usually drawn back to reveal a panorama of Tiananmen Square, hadbeen closed. Gorbachev delivered a toast. “Today,” he said, “we havebeen able to see some architectural ensembles, to drive through thestreets of the capital and meet its people. What impressed us most wastheir openness and friendliness.” Yang was equal to the moment. “Ithas not been easy for us,” he confided, “to create a situation in whichthe leaders of our countries have been able to hold these historicmeetings.”


  LIKE a Shakespearean sub-plot, near-farcical efforts were still being made behind the scenes to persuade the students to leave Tiananmenand restore to the leadership a fig leaf of dignity. Zhao Ziyang told hisloyal supporters, Yan Mingfu and Li Tieying, to call another meetingwith student leaders. It was fruitless.


  At midnight, the Central Committee General Office issued another plaintive plea. Broadcast to students at ear-splitting volume throughloudspeakers on Tiananmen Square, it begged them to “please go backto school... The Party and government are studying reasonable suggestions and demands raised by the broad masses of students and will takefeasible measures and steps to resolve the questions”. It said that theStanding Committee of the National People’s Congress would meet inJune to discuss “crucial questions which are the concern of the masses,and resolve them by promoting democracy and building up the legalsystem”. Like all the promises made that week, it was ignored by thestudents at the time, and forgotten by the leadership not long after.


  The formal climax of Gorbachev’s visit came at four minutes past ten the next morning, when, in the Fujian Room of the Great Hall ofthe People, he shook hands with Deng Xiaoping. Thirty years ofestrangement between Moscow and Peking had come to an end. Buteven Gorbachev’s mind was probably wandering from the secularequations of global politics to more immediate circumstances. He hadbeen up late the night before, after his banquet with President Yang,summoning Soviet journalists who had been out among the crowds, hisChina experts and resident Soviet diplomats to try to explain what wasgoing on behind the curtains his hosts had drawn so tightly around him.


  If he had hoped for elucidation from Deng, he was disappointed. The Chinese leader dwelt on grander issues of world affairs. It was, Sovietofficials said later, a rambling discourse, in which could be detectedDeng’s irritation at past Soviet “aggression” and China’s loss of territory. “Although Chairman Deng’s views are not groundless,” Gorbachev responded politely, “the Soviet side has some different views.”When the conversation moved to Marxism, the two agreed that adjustments had to be made if each country wished to modernize. “The waywe adapt to these conditions will determine the influence of socialismin the world,” Gorbachev said. “We are following with keen interestwhat is happening in China and have learned what is helpful to us.”


  Gorbachev’s curiosity about the protests was not disinterested. If the Soviet Union was to learn anything from China, and if it was to dealeffectively with China in the future, it would first have to know whatpressures were bearing on its leaders and how they intended to react.He was not alone in his confusion. Even Li Peng seemed at this pointto be wavering from his previous hard line — though, equally, he mightfor form’s sake have been attempting simply to present a stancecompatible with that of Zhao. “We don’t think that freedom, democracyand human rights are a monopoly of the capitalist countries. People insocialist countries should also enjoy freedom, democracy and sufficienthuman rights,” he told Gorbachev. “China is prepared to improve theseaspects in its political reform.”


  The most revealing encounter for Gorbachev came when he met Zhao. Though the other meetings had gone well enough, only with Zhaodid he feel truly at ease. Meeting for the first time, the two spent mostof their time discussing what Zhao called the “critical period” ofsocialist reform. Gorbachev saw Zhao’s troubles as a possible harbingerof his own. “I am sure you will sort out this problem yourselves to thebenefit of your people,” Gennady Gerasimov quoted him as saying.“We too have our hotheads who want to renovate socialism overnightbut that is impossible. It does not happen in real life, only in fairy tales.”


  Towards the end of their conversation, Zhao made what seemed to be a modest off-the-cuff comment, almost a truism. He told Gorbachevthat, though he held the title of general secretary, it was Deng Xiaoping,not himself, who was the Party’s “helmsman”. “The whole Partyknows,” he said, “that we cannot do without him, without his wisdomand experience.” He went on to say that a resolution had been passedby the Central Committee in 1987: “On the most important questions,we still need (Deng) as the helmsman”. Zhao added a footnote, forGorbachev’s benefit: “This information has never been published forthe outside world until today.” It was a sensational departure from thehermetic practices of Chinese politics. Zhongnanhai was in uproar. Thiswas no ingenuous tribute to Deng, said Zhao’s rivals: rather, it was anattempt to shift on to him the blame for China’s political troubles,revealing a state secret en route. “Comrade Zhao Ziyang used theopportunity of meeting Gorbachev,” the Party later declared, “deliberately to direct the fire of criticism at Comrade Deng Xiaoping and tomake the situation even worse.” The meeting with Gorbachev wasZhao’s last known official engagement.


  THE STUDENTS did not need Zhao to tell them who was really running China. “Deng Xiaoping should retire,” read one of manybanners criticizing the now-revealed helmsman. “Down with the emperor,” many chanted. They also mocked Li Peng’s reticence: “Missingfor a month: the prime minister of China”, read a placard mocked-upas a police missing-person notice.


  Just as Gorbachev had mobilized the students, the hunger strike had mobilized Peking, providing a focus for every imaginable grievance.The symbolism could not have been more potent: China’s rulers hadbecome so isolated, so stubborn, so proud, that rather than talk with agroup of young students, they would prefer to let them die. On Tuesday,not tens, but hundreds of thousands poured into Tiananmen in a tidalwave of sympathy for the hollow-eyed, exhausted fasters. Among themwere students from the provinces, who had revived the Cultural Revolution practice of travelling without tickets. Almost 60,000 arrived inthis fashion at Peking railway station during Gorbachev’s stay.


  The Monument to the People’s Heroes now looked more like a military field hospital than a student sit-in. In this fourth foodless day,600 were taken to hospital after fainting or suffering hallucinatory fits.Others endured severe diarrhoea after drinking unclean waterstoredinlarge plastic drums.*With the students’ borrowed ultimatum of “giveme liberty or give me death” now looking more credible, the PekingUnion Medical College and several hospitals were called in to set upemergency treatment centres. Dozens of students, motionless insidecanvas tents or under plastic sheeting, received salt and water solutionsthrough intravenous drips. At the northwest comer of the Square, adozen students from the Peking Drama Institute began refusing not onlyfood but water, too. The only fluid they accepted was the occasionaldab from a wet cloth on the cheeks and forehead. Lying completelystill, each had a red rose on his neck — a coffin-like pose that reducedeven the most boisterous onlookers to quiet murmuring of concern.Behind them, a huge tableau had been painted with two, writhing nakedfigures separated by the legend: “Save the People”.


  With serious illness and death on the Square a real possibility, Yan Mingfu resumed his attempts at appeasement. Coming on to the Squarefor the first time, he shouted hoarsely: “You can reserve the right toprotest. But you have no right to ruin your health, because your healthbelongs to the future of China.” He offered himself as a “hostage”against the Party’s assurance that it would not punish protesters. “Yourspirit and bravery have moved people throughout the nation,” he said.Amid mingled applause and heckling, Yan left.



  The students had been joined by organized groups of supporters from all sections of society. Journalists from People’s Daily carried a bannerreading: “Support the students who dare to speak the truth.” A contingent arrived from the Party’s Liaison Department, responsible forsupervising links with parties abroad — including, as of that afternoon,that of the Soviet Union. Staff of the official All-China Federation ofTrade Unions handed out leaflets calling for reform of unions to allowgreater autonomy: “Trade unions should work and speak for the workers and masses.”


  Across the Square from the Great Hall of the People, as Deng and Gorbachev were shaking hands, staff of the Museum of ChineseRevolutionary History dangled from the roof a giant banner bearing aV-for-victory sign. “Talk to the students, talk to the students,” chanteda group of engineers and technicians from the Ministry of Petroleum.A band of young blue-collar workers paraded under the banner “CityPeople’s Support Group”. Schoolchildren shouted: “If you fall, therewill still be us to take over.” As a handbill distributed by the studentsproclaimed with more than a hint of pride: “The Communist Party’sown backyard has caught fire.”


  That night, after his meeting with Gorbachev, Zhao issued a statement in the name of all five members of the Standing Committee of the Politburo, saluting the Tiananmen Square encampment. “Your patrioticspirit in calling for democracy and law, opposing corruption andpromoting reform is commendable,” it said. It promised that the government would not punish them at a later date. It also pledged to“propose and adopt concrete measures to enhance democracy and law,oppose corruption, build an honest and clean government and expandopenness”. It was hard to say whether the students were shrewd orstupid in their reaction to the statement. They ignored it. They were notinterested in long-term promises, however seemingly benign and unqualified these might be. They wanted something much more immediate and much more specific: a repudiation of the April 26 editorial; ineffect, an ad hominem repudiation of Deng, which even Zhao could notgive.


  The following day, Wednesday, the students staged their biggest demonstration yet. At their encouragement, more than a million peopletook to the streets. They did so again on Thursday, the day thatGorbachev left for Shanghai. Sympathy demonstrations broke out in atleast 24 cities across the country. Along Changan, hotel bell-boys inpink dinner jackets turned out alongside Mao-suited cadres from theforeign ministry. The national volleyball team was there and so was aChristian seminary, marching under the banner: “The Lord Loves You.Long Live Democracy.” Shaven-headed Buddhist monks paraded inyellow robes. Schoolchildren thrust tiny fists into the air, led by theirteachers in chants of “long live democracy, down with corruption”.Workers arrived from the Peking Brewery, the Capital Iron and SteelWorks and the Peking Jeep Corporation. “Get up and stand up for yourrights,” chanted a group of teenagers, carrying a black and white bannerbearing the image of Bob Marley, the Jamaican reggae star. Even theKGB was swept up in excitement. One group of heavy-set Sovietsecurity guards, stranded in a huge traffic jam near the Great Hall ofthe People, flashed victory signs from the window of their Lada car.Only when the car’s radiator overheated and began billowing steam didthey resume their professional gloom.


  But of all the slogans, placards and flags on view in and around Tiananmen Square, the most worrying for the leadership was surely thelong red banner carried by short-haired men in uniforms. “The People’sLiberation Army,” it announced in large gold letters. Further alongChangan, two off-duty soldiers had commandeered a Red Flag Limousine from which they waved coloured banners as they inched alongtowards Tiananmen. On the front bumper was strapped a piece of cardwith the words: “Don’t ride in a Benz”, mocking the Politburo’s tastefor imported limousines.


  If even the army was on-side, those who saw them wondered, how could the students fail? The sense of imminent victory was reinforcedby the realization that police had suddenly vanished from the streetsaround the Square. Their booths were being occupied by students. Thestate seemed to have abdicated all responsibility for public order,handing over control of traffic and crime to teenagers in headbands.Nor did authority now seem to speak through the official press. In itsedition of May 18, People's Daily relegated Gorbachev’s visit to a smallbox in the lower right-hand comer of its front page. The balance of thepage was taken up by three pictures of banner-waving protesters,beneath the headlines: “More than a million people from all walks oflife demonstrate” and “Save the students, save the children”.


  THE diversity of support for the hunger-striking students was matched by the diversity of grievances and goals voiced in their name. Somewere marching for “democracy” in the conventional sense; others weremore worried about inflation. Some had lost patience with the government over the rising crime rate, or because private beancurd sellersearned so much more than ordinary factory workers. The China Academy of Social Sciences spoke for those who wanted to kick out thepresent leadership: “Open a people’s assembly and change the government now”, read its placards. Its windows overlooking Changan Avenue were plastered with posters demanding that “the whole Politburomust resign ... collective responsibility, collective resignation”.


  Virtually all those on Tiananmen Square would, however, have agreed with the proposition formulated by Lord Acton: that powertended to corrupt and that, in the case of the Chinese Communist Party,absolute power had corrupted absolutely. The loss of respect wasintensely personalized. People made a direct connection between theirown general poverty and the specific wealth of the leaders and theirfamilies. This mixture of envy and contempt so overwhelmed manydemonstrators that they found themselves saluting Mao Tse-tung intheir chants and placards, forgetting so quickly the many terrors of thatleader’s long, mad dotage. It was sufficient, as one worker said, cradlinga framed picture of the Great Helmsman as he marched along Changan,that “At least he wasn’t corrupt”. The apparent indifference of the Partyto the plight of the hunger-striking students fed this strain of rage. “Yourchildren cheat while ours starve,” read one banner. “The son of DengXiaoping is riding in a Mercedes but the sons of the people are here.”


  Such personal attacks on Deng were commonplace now that the crowds had grown more confident and aggressive. “It doesn’t matter ifthe cat is black or white so long as it resigns,” ran one poster, parodyingDeng’s pragmatic maxim that, so long as a cat caught mice, nothing else mattered. Cartoons lampooned him as a puppeteer manipulating the Politburo or a feudal despot in imperial robes. “Xiaoping, thankyou and goodbye ... Xiaoping, go back to Sichuan: your health may begood but your brain is addled ... Xiaoping, take a break.”


  A group of prominent academics, including Yan Jiaqi, the political scientist, put their names to what they called the “May 17 Manifesto”.Far more daring than a slogan chanted in a crowd or an anonymousposter, it was a signed attack on Deng’s right to rule. “The Ch’ingDynasty died 76 years ago,” it read, “but China still has an emperorwithout an emperor’s title, a senile and fatuous autocrat... Unless thisautocrat speaks, there is no way to reject the April 26 editorial.” Theyspoke with the confidence of victory. “The Chinese people can nolonger wait for autocrats to admit their mistakes, now they can onlyrely on the students, on the people themselves ... The students havealready used their own action to proclaim that this student movementis not turmoil but is a great patriotic movement that finally buriesautocracy in China, buries rule by emperor. Down with autocracy! Theautocrats can come to no good end! Overturn the April 26 editorial!Rule by old men must end! Autocrats must resign! Long live thestudents! Long live the people! Long live democracy! Long liveFreedom!”


  The mood of triumph was contagious. On Thursday, rumours swept Tiananmen that Deng had resigned. Hunger strikers clambered on topof the buses which they used as makeshift shelters against rain. Theyscreamed deliriously and hugged one another like armistice revellers.“We’ve won, we’ve won,” shouted two teenage girls from the ForeignLanguage Institute, clutching each other excitedly in the drizzle. “It’sover.”


  It was over. But not in the way the students thought. Their protests had been tolerated, not because the Party had come to agree with them,but because it would have been even more embarrassing to have stageda bloody crackdown in Gorbachev’s presence. Similarly, it had beeneasier to tolerate Zhao’s indiscretions than to shut him up. The Sovietpresident had been, involuntarily, a sort of Lord of Misrule over Peking.When he left China on Thursday May 18, after a stopover in Shanghai,the harsh realities would reassert themselves.


  CHAPTER TEN


  Zhao at the brink


  Zhao concealed the strain well. His meeting with Gorbachev had helped. The two men had seen one another as standard bearers of a newkind of communism, and laid the basis for what might have been anunprecedented era of Sino-Soviet trust. Moreover, when Gorbachevspoke publicly for the first time about China’s student unrest, he hadseemed to be aligning himself with Zhao’s policy of conciliation. Thereform of communism, he told a press conference on May 17, his lastfull day in Peking, was a “painful” process. But, he went on, “these areprocesses that we need and which, in the end, will bring us out into anew stage of development and will impart socialism with a secondwind”. Asked how he would have dealt with comparable protests inRed Square, Gorbachev ruled out the use of force. “We would look atthem specifically and seek political methods of solving them ... on thebasis of democracy and glasnost, so as to preserve the main values towhich we have sworn allegiance.”


  The problem for Zhao was that Gorbachev headed the Soviet, not the Chinese, Communist Party. Even as he was giving his press conference, the Standing Committee of the Chinese Politburo was discussing the protests, and its views were moving in a very different direction.Two of its five votes were in conservative hands: those of Li Peng andYao Yilin. On this issue, they had secured the support of a third, QiaoShi, the opaque chief of national security. To these men, the spectacleof a million more protesters thronging the streets of Pekingthat daywas likely to constitute a million more arguments against furtherhesitation.


  Late that Wednesday evening, Deng Xiaoping had summoned the Standing Committee to endorse his view that the time for “politicalmethods” was over. The time had come to call in the army. Deng, inhis capacity as head of the Central Military Commission, had alreadyordered units across China to prepare to move on the capital. He hadnot called the Politburo to decide what action to take, but only to learnwhat he and the other veterans had decided among themselves. Heexpected the Politburo to serve as his rubber stamp: which it did, withonly Zhaodissenting.*By one account, the meeting reached an angryclimax. “I have the army behind me,” Deng shouted. “But I have thepeople behind me,” returned Zhao. “You have nothing.”


  President Yang Shangkun later recalled, in a secret speech to the Party’s Central Military Commission, that Zhao “said he could not gowith the line of Comrade Xiaoping and the several comrades of thePolitburo Standing Committee on the nature of the student movement.So he proposed to resign, saying he could not continue.” Accountsdiffer as to the precise timing of his offer to step down. Some say it wasgiven after this meeting, others that it came the following morningwhen the Politburo resumed its discussions. In either case the Party,bound by its code of outward unity, still struggled to maintain a vestigeof unity. When the late-night meeting broke up shortly before dawn onThursday May 18, four of the five Standing Committee membersvisited hunger strikers in two Peking hospitals (though Yao Yilin, theoldest member, was apparently too tired by now for public relations).In front of the invited television cameras, Li Peng and Zhao both woretheir best bedside manners, beaming benignly down on the studentsover whom they were privately warring.


  That afternoon, as a million people poured into the streets for the second successive day, as Gorbachev left Shanghai for Moscow and ashunger strikers set up a second encampment outside Zhongnanhai, LiPeng lost his patience. He summoned Wuerkaixi, Wang Dan and tenother student leaders for a meeting in the Great Hall of the People. Atthe outset, it seemed an important concession, the first clear sign thatdialogue with the leadership was underway. During Hu Yaobang’sfuneral at the start of the campus unrest, these same students hadgathered outside the Great Hall to bellow: “Li Peng come out, Li Pengcome out.” Now, nearly a month later, Li Peng had still not come out,but had instead decided to let them in. He also let in television cameras. The entire meeting would be broadcast.


  It was an agonizing experience. For perhaps the first time in his life, Li faced a group which did not know its place. They were neitherfawning young officials nor venerable veterans, but a rabble of youngstudents barely out of their teens. Even their clothing seemed to screamdisrespect. While Li wore a crumpled blue Mao suit, Wuerkaixi swaggered into the Xinjiang Room of the Great Hall in a pair of stripedpajamas and clutching an oxygen pillow, advertising the fact that hehad just returned from hospital. Wang Dan appeared wearing a blackleather jacket and a red headband scrawled with slogans. “Delighted tomeet you,” Li said unconvincingly. “This meeting came a little late. Iapologies for this ... Even the oldest of you is about 22 or 23. Myyoungest child is older than you. None of my three children is involvedin profiteering. Not one. They are all older than you. We look at you asif you were our own children.” But the students were in no mood to bepatronized. With a wave of his hand, Wuerkaixi cut the prime ministeroff in mid-sentence. “This meeting is not only a little late,” he shouted,wagging his finger, “but too late ... it is not that you asked us to comefor discussion but that the great number of people at the Square askedyou to come out for a talk. The topic of discussion should be decidedby us.”


  Had any serving Chinese leader been so addressed since, even during, the Cultural Revolution? Li Peng gritted his teeth, fingered hisantimacassar and stared blankly at his grey shoes, even when onestudent compared the Communist Party unfavourably with the regimein South Africa. Wang Dan repeated the students’ demands: full repudiation of the People's Daily editorial; recognition of their “illegal”organisation; and dialogue.


  Eventually, the students wound down. Li then came to the real point of the meeting. He had called them in, not to listen to their views butto tell them his own. It was no longer the time, he told them, for “endlessquibbling ... There is complete chaos in Peking. Moreover, the turmoilhas spread throughout the country... I can state that during the past fewdays, Peking has been in a state of anarchy.” His pent-up emotions werehissing out like steam. He spluttered, his voice rising with barely-controlled rage. The students had lost control of the situation. “I hope thatyou students will think for a moment what consequences might bebrought about by such a situation ... It is impossible for us to sit idlyby, doing nothing. It is impossible for us not to protect the safety andlives of students, not to protect our socialist system.”


  THE POLITBURO Standing Committee met again on Thursday night. Again, conservatives, obeying Deng’s will, planned a crackdown.Again, Zhao was isolated. He had probably slept no more than eighthours in the past three days. His composure snapped. As dawn approached on Friday morning, he made what would be his last publicappearance. Shortly before five, he ordered a car to come to his officeinside Zhongnanhai. Accompanied by a handful of pallid aides, heheaded for Tiananmen Square. Just behind him, in a separate vehicle,was Li Peng, who, according to some accounts, had rushed from hisown office to try to stop the expedition. Zhao’s supporters claimed thathe had wanted to visit Tiananmen Square for days, but had beenprevented by his Politburo colleagues. Now, his career in tatters, he hadnothing more to lose.


  A few minutes later, he was climbing into a filthy, foul-smelling, laundry-bedecked bus used by the hunger-strikers as a shelter. His facedrawn, his eyes puffy with exhaustion, he was a far cry from the resilientleader in business suit and striped silk tie who had met Gorbachev threedays before. “I just want to say a few words to the students,” he said,close to tears, through a red loud-hailer. “We have come too late. I amsorry. No matter how you have criticized us, I think you have the rightto do so. I am not here to ask for your forgiveness. I just want to saythat your bodies are now very weak. Your hunger strike is now in theseventh day. You cannot go on like this. We were once young, too, andwe all had such a burst of energy. We also staged demonstrations andI remember the situation then. We also did not think of the consequences.”


  He stood in the bus for about seven minutes. Li stayed for one. After his emotional apology, Zhao lingered a few seconds longer to autographa handkerchief, a notebook and a piece of cloth handed to him bystudents, then left. Back at Zhongnanhai, his offer of resignation stillneither accepted nor rejected, he announced to his colleagues that hewas taking three days’ sick leave, and disappeared.


  The appeal almost worked. Some students, sensing an imminent crackdown, urged a pullout from the Square. Zhao, they argued, wason their side. Li Peng clearly was not. By Friday afternoon, studentleaders were whispering to each other about the danger of a militarystrike. If Zhao had not been able to tell them as much himself, hisassociates made sure that the message got through. That afternoon, thestudents’ public address system in Tiananmen Square broadcast analarming statement from four think-tanks closelylinkedto Zhao,*which employed many of the bright and bold thinkers who were tryingto reform the system from within. If Zhao was finished, so were they.They resolved to warn the students just how high the stakes hadbecome. They pleaded with them to leave the Square, saying that theleadership might otherwise “adopt strong measures such as militarycontrol ... This bleak prospect is something that the people of China,having suffered for a decade during the Cultural Revolution, cannotpossibly accept.”


  Student leaders received other, more direct tip-offs as the day wore on. They called a series of urgent meetings to decide what to do. Theirorganisation, strengthened and emboldened by the success of theirhunger strike in previous days, began to disintegrate under the pressure.Wuerkaixi, who had re-emerged from his earlier “disgrace,” pleadedfor an immediate pullout. “It was related to a very dangerous piece ofnews I got that night, that there was a bloody suppression coming,” hewould later explain. “I worried deeply about the tragedy that wouldsurely result. I had to make the suggestion to leave or be very irresponsible.” Some suggested a compromise: hunger strikers to eat butremain in the Square; provincial students to cease coming to Peking;workers to return to work. Others dissented entirely, saying that themovement had come too far to turn back.


  As the students debated throughout Friday, shuttling back and forth between their “command bus” and the tents at the base of the Monument to the People’s Heroes, another crowd of sympathizers andsightseers poured on to the streets. They numbered about 100,000:fewer than in the previous two days, but still a powerful show of feeling.


  The students were also heartened by the impact of their example on workers. Earlier that day, a group of young workers had announced theformation of an Autonomous Union of their own. “We announce toworkers across the country: the workers of Peking are getting organized,” the new group said in its first tract. Unless the students’demands were met unconditionally within 24 hours, workers acrossPeking would stage a one-day general strike.


  Li Peng was unimpressed. At two o’clock that afternoon, he met Richard Woolcott, an Australian foreign ministry official, at Zhongnan-hai. For forty minutes, they clove to the intended topic of economicco-operation. Then, agitated and increasingly impatient, Li suddenlydiverted the conversation. How did his guest arrive at Zhongnanhai?The Australians, who had picked their way along side-streets, sensed atrap — an attempt to secure, for publicity purposes, foreign confirmation that Peking was in “turmoil”. They replied that they had taken adifferent route, but that the journey had been all the more interestingas a result. Li snorted. Foreigners, he said, should “not have to takeside-streets”. He finished with a warning. “Turmoil has broken out inPeking,” he told Woolcott. “The Chinese government will take steps tostop it.” The declaration was meant for public consumption. By thetime the Australians returned to their embassy, Li’s words were alreadybeing broadcast by the Xinhua News Agency.


  CHAPTER ELEVEN


  Martial Law


  The seven o’clock news on the evening of Friday May 19 juxtaposed Li Peng’s warning with Zhao’s tear-stained face. The Party was speaking with two voices, but it was clear which would prevail. As darknessfell, motorbike riders brought back sketchy reports from the outskirtsof the city: the army was closing in from all sides. Student leadershuddled in the banner-bedecked bus which served as their temporaryheadquarters. A statement emerged: the hunger strike was off but theoccupation of Tiananmen would continue. “We have won a greatvictory because the people support us... We will end our fast and adoptnew methods to protect democracy.”


  As the news was being broadcast, high army and Party officials were gathering for a meeting of their own, in the assembly hall of the army’sGeneral Logistics Department, a walled compound off Wanshou Roadin the far west of the city. The first officials began to arrive around sixo’clock. Many were delayed: some by traffic jams, others by moredelicate political considerations. One of the last to arrive was Hu Qili,the Politburo Standing Committee’s floating voter. He finally turnedup just as the meeting was due to begin, to take his seat on a raisedplatform reserved for top Party and state leaders. Alongside him werethree other Standing Committee members, Yao Yilin, Qiao Shi and LiPeng, as well as President Yang Shangkun and Vice-President WangZhen. Before them sat row after row of ageing officials and militaryofficers in uniform.


  One man was conspicuously absent. Zhao Ziyang had sent word at the very last minute that he was “ill”. Though it was no secret that hedisagreed with the policy about to be enunciated, his rivals whisperedthat Party discipline was being flouted. He should be there to projectan image of unity for the television cameras. As Yang would latercomplain with more than a touch of understatement: “The people couldimmediately spot that there was a problem.”


  Shortly after midnight, the dozens of loudspeakers attached to lamp-posts around Tiananmen Square spluttered into life. The proceedings of the meeting were being broadcast on radio and television, and theauthorities were keen that the students should not miss them. The first,high-pitched voice was immediately recognizable as that of Li Peng.“The anarchic state is going from bad to worse,” it squealed. “Law anddiscipline have been seriously undermined ... A handful of people areusing the hunger strikers as hostages to coerce and force the Party andthe government to yield to their political demands. They have not aniota of humanity.” The television images were even more alarming thanthe words. Li wore a black Mao suit and thrust his fist robotically inthe air while the audience applauded obediently on cue. “The fate andfuture of the People’s Republic of China, built by many revolutionarymartyrs with their blood, faces a serious threat ... A very promisingChina with a very bright future would become a hopeless China.”Deng’s treasured editorial of April 26 was back with a vengeance. Butthis time, Li explained, there would be more than just words. “Undersuch circumstances, the Communist Party of China, as a ruling party,and the government responsible to the people, are forced to takeresolute and decisive measures to put an end to the turmoil.”


  After another wave of applause, a second, deeper voice began to echo around the Square. It belonged to Yang Shangkun. “To restore normalorder and to stabilize the situation, there is no choice but to move acontingent of the People’s Liberation Army to the vicinity of Peking ...If this state of affairs is allowed to continue, then our capital will notbe a capital.” The television cameras panned across the room to showuniformed generals clapping dutifully in support. “There was no otherchoice... But I would like to explain that the troops’ arrival is definitelynot aimed at dealing with the students.”


  The students were not convinced. As the initial shock faded and the loudspeakers began to repeat the speeches, the Square erupted. Students jeered, workers chanted their support and a cavalcade of motorvehicles raced up and down before the Forbidden City, horns blaringand passengers screaming. The chorus of the Internationale passedfrom group to group of students huddled in buses or sitting on theground. “Down with Li Peng, down with Li Peng... down with militaryrule ... long live the people.” The students turned up their own publicaddress system to maximum volume. They declared that the hungerstrike would be not only resumed but expanded to embrace everyoneon the Square. Convinced that the army would arrive any minute,thousands of students poured out to the perimeter of Tiananmen, joininghands to form a giant human chain. “We came on our feet,” screameda banner hoisted on to the Monument to the People’s Heroes, “we willleave on our backs.”


  Ironically, while Tiananmen Square was receiving alarming reports of troops moving into Peking, the General Logistics Department wasreceiving more immediate and — from its own perspective — no lessalarming reports: the troops had stopped moving. All around the city,tens of thousands of people had flooded into the streets to bar entry tothe capital. To the south, on the main highway leading to Peking, morethan a hundred trucks filled with soldiers had been enveloped by crowdsand forced to stop their advance. To the north, another column had beenhalted near the Summer Palace. To the east, a dozen tanks had beensurrounded by peasants near the village of Tongxian. And, perhaps mostgalling of all for President Yang, only a few hundred yards from wherehe and other officials were meeting, another force had come to agrinding halt near the People’s Liberation Army’s general hospital.


  The people’s army had been outmanoeuvred by the people. Without orders to open fire, troops sat disconsolately in the back of canvas-covered trucks, cradling their AK-47 rifles. Around them swarmed notonly students in headbands but workers, old women, middle-agedcadres, all of them chanting “go home” and “the people’s army shouldlove the people”. At the Jing Yuan crossroads near the Military Museum, there were even patients dressed in striped pyjamas from a nearbyhospital. At every cluster of stalled military trucks, students lecturedthe troops through loud hailers on the democracy movement andbombarded them with Maoist rhetoric. “The army is the army of thepeople’s own sons and brothers; how can you attack your own family?”screamed one student from atop a bus wheeled out to form a barricadein the eastern district of Chaoyang. The crowd, intoxicated with “peoplepower”, flashed victory signs and cheered. “Even if they open fire, forevery person they kill, ten more will rise up.” The soldiers looked onblankly. They had been ordered to Peking not to do battle, many assuredthe students, but for “an exercise”.


  ANGER and confusion gripped the military. Originally, it had planned to declare Martial Law on May 21. But desperate to seize the initiative,it brought forward the order. At half-past nine on the morning ofSaturday May 20, Radio Peking announced that Li Peng, as primeminister, had signed the declaration. Martial Law would take effect halfan hour later.


  At 10.30, the loudspeakers on Tiananmen Square thundered into life. From the government’s broadcasting centre in the Great Hall of thePeople they boomed out Martial Law Order Number One. It said thatMartial Law was being imposed in eight districts of the capital; processions, demonstrations, boycotts and strikes were banned; no one wasallowed to spread rumours; the constitutional right of assembly wasformally taken away; speeches were forbidden; no one was allowed tohand out leaflets or draw up petitions. The security forces and the armywere authorized to adopt “any means to handle matters forcefully”.Two more decrees followed. All journalists, Chinese and foreign, wereforbidden from reporting or filming in the Martial Law area withoutofficial approval. Foreigners were banned from “getting involved” inany activities by Chinese citizens which violated Martial Law. It was,in effect, a blanket ban on press coverage.


  Foreboding swept the 100,000 protesters who had stayed on and around Tiananmen Square overnight. The soldiers had been stopped inthe suburbs, but for how long? Expecting them to break through intocentral Peking at any moment, students prepared for the unknown: atbest, an orderly dispersal; at worst a savage attack. Tearfully, they askedstrangers to take a group photograph, or passed round t-shirts for othersto sign. The more thoughtful were dipping scarves and handkerchievesinto buckets of water, as a precaution against tear-gas.


  Throughout the day, helicopters buzzed the skies overhead, causing a brief panic below as they swooped to drop missiles. These turned outto be nothing more lethal than pamphlets supporting Li Peng. Thestudent loudspeakers fought to drown out the Martial Law propagandafrom the authorities’ rival system. “Keep calm,” howled the studentsystem, “Obey orders only from this broadcast station.” Signs ofparanoia were evident. A warning was broadcast against stepping onpavement gratings, for fear that they might be electrified. The subway system had closed down just as Martial Law was announced, triggering fears that it had been commandeered by the army.


  The students believed the soldiers would prefer to advance on them that night, just as they had attempted to do the previous evening.Blockades were set up along Changan at five-hundred-yard intervals.As dusk fell, anxiety intensified. Throughout the night, few, if any,slept. The packs of Peking youths with motor-bikes, who called themselves the “Tiger Brigades,” roared around the city checking on themovements of the security forces, and reporting back to the Square.The student loudspeakers broadcast one rumour that the troops wouldadvance two o’clock in the morning; another that they would come atfour. But by three o’clock, the students sensed that they were safe forat least this one night. In recognition of victory, the loudspeakers playedBeethoven’s “Ode to Joy.”


  As dawn broke, spirits had risen to the point at which the bravest could convince themselves that Martial Law was yet another facadeerected to conceal the leadership’s paralysis. “The whole people havestood up,” said a workers’ union leader on Tiananmen, echoing Mao,“the Government has become a tiny handful.” And, in a sense, the claimwas literally correct. The conventional machinery of government hadceased to function in Peking. From the point at which Martial Law wasdeclared, authority rested solely with a body which called itself theMartial Law Enforcement Headquarters. It had no published address,and no identifiable membership. On Sunday, it spoke for the first time.Its tone was not encouraging.


  The troops, it acknowledged, had been “somewhat blocked” in their attempts to enter Peking. They were “awaiting orders.” They would“firmly carry out the orders of the government...and they have the dutyto adopt every effective measure to put an end to the situation.” A newwave of anxiety, this time close to panic swept the Square — doublyfrightening, because the students now knew that, despite the blockades,the army was finding its way into the city. Less than a mile from theSquare, a 13-carriage train pulled into Peking’s main railway station,loaded with about 2,000 armed soldiers. A column of 300 studentsimmediately set off by bicycle for the station, blocking the mainentrance. Others swarmed on to the tracks. “Cowards, come down andtalk,” those left on the Square howled towards the Great Hall of thePeople. Propaganda brigades ran out into the nearby streets, crying forsupport from residents and passers-by. A traffic sign pointing the wayto Tiananmen was plastered with messages: “Forty years ago, thePeople’s Liberation Army entered Peking, our fathers rushed into thestreets to welcome it. Today, forty years on, the People’s LiberationArmy is again entering Peking, but the people are opposing it. Such isthe difference between winning and losing the hearts of the masses.”


  As dusk fell, the soldiers were still sitting in their train carriages, cleaning their guns and biding their time. The students feared, as theyhad done on Saturday, an attack by night. Their own loudspeakers werenow relaying a purported “ultimatum” from Li Peng, that if the Squarewas not evacuated by five in the morning, it would be cleared by force;hospitals had been emptied to receive for casualties; cleaning staff hadbeen rostered for the early morning to mop up the blood. Studentsvowed to stay, and prepared, once again, for the worst.


  Whatever the origins of this rumour, it provoked a response from the army. Late that night, television programmes were interrupted to makeway for an enigmatic announcement issued in the name of the army’stwo most venerable figures, Marshal Nie Rongzhen, 90, and MarshalXu Xianquan, 87. They were said to have denied “groundless rumours”that the student movement was about to be suppressed; that Li Penghad categorized the movement as a “rebellion”; and that the emergencyservices were standing by. The troops, they said, were moving intoPeking under Martial Law solely to safeguard social order and stability.They asked the students to leave the Square for the sake of nationalprestige. But under no circumstances, said Marshall Xu, was the armywilling to see a bloody incident. On the contrary. It would do anythingto avert it.


  Some students suspected a trick; others slept a little easier that night. The next day, Monday May 22, brought a still more extraordinarydeclaration. Seven retired military officials of the highest ranks, including a former defence minister, Zhang Aiping; a former chief of staff,Yang Dezhi; a former navy chief, Ye Fei; and the former director of theAcademy of Military Science, Song Shilun, petitioned the authoritiesto end Martial Law. “To keep the situation from worsening,” they said,“the army must not enter Peking.”


  The petition was sent as a letter to People’s Daily. Though it was never published, copies found their way on to lampposts all over thecity. It was unarguably intended as a vote of no confidence in the primeminister, Li Peng, the man who had signed the Martial Law decree.


  Li’s opponents were making a last-minute effort to discredit him. Central to their hopes were the powers of the Standing Committee ofthe National People’s Congress, which could in theory both call a primeminister to account and abrogate Martial Law. One of Zhao’s allieswithin the NPC Standing Committee, Hu Jiwei, was canvassing signatures to convene an emergency session for just these purposes, in theexpectation that Zhao would be able to count on the support of Wan Li,the NPC Chairman. Wan had been in North America when Martial Lawwas declared. He had praised the students as “patriots”, and urgedrestraint, saying that China’s problems could only be settled throughdemocracy and the legal system. Zhao’s office promptly sent a telegramto Wan asking him to return. Li Peng sent another, telling him to stay.Wan decided to cut short his visit.


  As the guerilla war between supporters of Zhao and Li Peng raged within Zhongnanhai, rearguard actions were fought in the coded pagesof the Party press. Hu Qili, the Politburo member in charge of propaganda, counted as a fair-weather friend of Zhao; so, too, did RuiXingwen, head of the Party Propaganda Department. Li Peng bypassed them by setting up a five-member “Press Guidance Group” ofhardline loyalists, with Yuan Mu as its most visible spokesman. Thetwo camps fought for column-inches in each issue of the People's Daily.The left-hand side of the front page might carry a gritty statement fromthe Martial Law authorities ordering obedience and praising the soldiers, and, below, messages of support for Li Peng from the provinces.The right-hand side — the symbolism was not over-subtle — wouldtell a different story: the people of Peking had stopped the army fromentering the city because they feared bloodshed.


  In Shanghai, a newspaper printed a photograph of Winston Churchill giving a “V” sign, the student symbol, amid columns of officialannouncements on Martial Law. Even the Xinhua News Agencynodded. On Tuesday May 23, when the students held their first bigmarch under Martial Law, Xinhua said one million people had turnedout. This was an enormous exaggeration, noted by all who had takenpart — the figure was closer to 100,000 — and broke with Xinhua’stradition of understating such crowds. “The overwhelming majority ofthe slogans of the parade,” Xinhua went on to say, “were directedagainst thechief leaderof the State Council”.*Television, in anearly-morning programme for English-language students, offered anew item of vocabulary which also seemed aimed, none too obliquely,at the nation’s leadership and the people’s hopes: “Dinosaurs, extinct.”


  The lines of tanks, armour and lorries, halted along suburban streets and country roads by crowds sitting or standing in their path, had madean awe-inspiring sight over the weekend. On Monday night, tensionsrose briefly near Fengtai, a village on the southwestern edge of the city,where one of the biggest of the columns — 72 armoured vehicles and300 lorries — was waiting. It attempted to move forward. When policeand troops used wooden clubs to clear a path, protesters replied withstones. But the alarm soon subsided. The troops were not advancinginto Peking, but withdrawing into a base a few hundred yards away.Around the city, other columns were retreating from view. The stalemate had been broken. Whatever the army was planning, the studentsnow seemed safe from a blitzkrieg.


  In the city, the tension eased to the point at which, around Tiananmen, it was as if the Party had blessed a de facto People’s Commune ofPeking. The citizens controlled the streets; the police melted away, orjoined the cause. The alleys buzzed with the sound of people talkingopenly, able to argue about politics without looking over their shoulders. Students in headbands directed traffic, organized water and fooddeliveries and maintained order so successfully that they claimed crimehad fallen. On the Square itself, they ran a bureaucracy-in-miniaturewith a system of security clearances and passes to restrict access to the“command centre” at the foot of the Monument to the People’s Heroes.For each one who grew tired, another was arriving from the provincesat Peking railway station, bringing news of sympathy demonstrationsand strikes throughout China.


  On Tuesday, Peking was regaining a semblance of normality. Public utilities began working again; barricades came down; shops werereopening, and businesses were returning to work. But it was an illusoryinterlude. That afternoon, as if to dramatize in a single gesture thetraumas wreaked by the students upon China’s established order, three men from Hunan, Mao’s own province, threw eggshells filled with inkand paint at the Great Helmsman’s giant, iconic portrait hanging overTiananmen Gate. They were grabbed by students, who said they wereagents provocateurs, andhandedover to police.*Whatever the truth,the “sacrilege” against Mao was followed by an act of God which thestudents, for all their intellectual rationalism, saw as a portent ofmomentous change. A dust storm and torrential rain swept Peking. Aclear blue sky suddenly filled with dark clouds and fierce windswhipped across Tiananmen Square. It was, the students said, a clearsign that the “mandate of heaven” had slipped: but it would be a fewdays yet before they realised in whose favour.


  HU Jiwei’s plan to bolster Zhao, through the intercession of Wan Li, failed. The plane bringing Wan back from the United States went notto Peking, but to Shanghai. There, he was met on Thursday May 25 byJiang Zemin, the city’s Party boss and a well-connected ally of thehardliners in Peking. Jiang persuaded Wan, a long-time bridge partnerof Deng, that it would be better for him to stay put in Shanghai. Wanagreed, for “health reasons.” His illness, however, seemed to be political in nature: he was not admitted to hospital, but was confined to anofficial Guest House near the airport.


  Zhao could now claim few public supporters, and almost none of real importance. By Thursday, six of the seven national military regions, and 27 of the 29 provinces, had made declarations of opensupport for Martial Law. The Army High Command commended thetroops around Peking for their efforts, and repeated Li Peng’s accusation that a “small group” was responsible for creating the chaos. TheState Council ordered provincial governments to stop students leavingfor the capital.


  Finally that Thursday night, Li Peng emerged. He was seen on television greeting newly-accredited ambassadors from Burma, Mexico and Liberia. He told them that his government was stable andcapable. Martial law had been misunderstood. It had been declared tosafeguard stability and the people’s interests. The troops had met with “some obstructions,” and so had not entered the city centre. “Peoplewith common sense,” he said, “can all see that it is not because the PLAunits did not have the capability to enter the city, but because ourgovernment is a government of the people and our army is the people’sarmy. Because the people still do not fully understand the meaning ofMartial Law, the army has acted with utmost restraint to avoid conflicts.”


  The reaction gathered pace. On Friday, the Party’s Central Advisory Commission met in emergency session. Its members, Long Marchveterans and conservative Marxists, delivered their crusty verdict. “Wemust never make concessions,” said the 84-year-old chairman, ChenYun. “Not only is there the danger of losing the achievements of 10years of reform, but there is also the danger of losing all the fruits ofrevolution and all the achievements of socialist construction.” Then, inperhaps the worst piece of news for the students so far, the Pekingmilitary region, the only one still to have remained silent on MartialLaw, declared its support. Its Party committee explained that it had beenpreoccupied with “seriously studying” speeches by Li Peng and YangShangkun, and that it was now ready to “obey orders in all action.’*


  On Saturday, a week to the day after Martial Law had been declared, Wan Li announced that he was no longer “unwell”. He was also nolonger an ally of Zhao. In a “written speech” from Shanghai, heexplained that he had now hadtime to studythe situation.*The studentsshould not look to the National People’s Congress to debate MartialLaw, nor to challenge a prime minister. That was the Party’s prerogative. The protest movement had been hijacked by an “extremely,extremely small number of people” who were deliberately using it tocreate turmoil, to overthrow the leadership of the Communist Party andchange the socialist system. The students’ “legitimate” demands couldonly be addressed in conditions of stability and unity, he added.


  It was left to another veteran, Li Xiannian, Yang’s predecessor as state president, to deliver the coup de grace to the students’ hopes in atelevised speech that same day. For the first time in public, the finger of blame was pointed on high. “One important cause of the currentcomplex situation,” said Li Xiannian, “lies with a few individualswithin the leading strata of our Communist Party.” The phrase left nodoubt that the hardliners wanted Zhao sacked and disgraced. They still,however, needed the Central Committee to fall into line. Many of its175 members, called to Peking to prepare a meeting that would formally dismiss Zhao, still hesitated.


  That weekend, on walls and lampposts around Peking, appeared copies of a secret speech made the preceding Wednesday by YangShangkun to an expanded meeting of the Central Military Commission.It gave a detailed account of the conflict within the leadership, andconfirmed that Zhao had offered his resignation. Peking, Yang said,was out of control. There was trouble in almost every province and city.It would lead eventually to the overthrow of the Party and the government. “We can no longer retreat. We must launch an offensive,” hedeclared.


  But first, Yang said, the Party had to be sure that the soldiers were “convinced” of the need to put down the rebellion. There was, he said,“No problem among the comrades at major military region level,” buthe was more cautious about “officers and men atand below thearmycorps level.” *Rather than risk mutiny, the army would take its time.When troops arrived at their forward base, they would “settle down andtake a good rest”. Only then would they be mobilized.


  This, not “people power,” had been the explanation for the troops’ retrenchment around Peking that week. The commanders wanted to besure that, when the time came, their soldiers would do the things whichwere asked of them. If they declined, concluded Yang, then the armyhad a solution to that, too. It would punish them “according to militarylaw.” In China, that meant a bullet in the neck.


  



  CHAPTER TWELVE


  A fading flame


  By now, the last days of May, Tiananmen Square was filthy. The latrines near the Museum of Revolutionary History, holes in the ground surrounded by grey canvas tarpaulins, reeked of urine. The banners hunglimply from bamboo poles, or snarled themselves around lampposts.Old shoes, ripped jackets, plastic wrapping, empty food packets andtrampled leaflets covered the paved ground between the tents andshelters. The students had presented the Communist Party with its mostdramatic spectacle of public defiance in 40 years of totalitarian rule.But they were tired.


  The elite from Peking’s universities had ceded their places to less disciplined newcomers from the provinces, who, undermined byfatigue, frustration and squalid conditions, were branding one anotheras “opportunists” and “government spies.” Rows broke out over accessto the public address system. Complaints were rife that the “commanders” were allotting themselves better tents, food and equipment. Somewere suspected of pocketing thousands of pounds donated by sympathizers in Hong Kong and the United States.


  “The major issues were no longer dialogue, recognition of the union or even the editorial,” recalled Wuerkaixi, “the major disagreementswere over whether to retreat or not.” He and Wang Dan made their lastjoint appearance at Tiananmen on May 27. They announced the “final”rally for May 30, after which the Square would be abandoned. Theypromised that the movement would continue in a “new form,” andspoke of using their universities as centres for a free press and freespeech. Chai Ling was asked by an American television reporter whatwould happen next. “Bloodshed,” she replied, “That is what I want totell them. Only when the Square is washed in our blood will the peopleof the whole country wake up.” But she kept her forebodings to herself.


  “How can I say such things. The students are so young. I feel responsible for them. And I feel that I too must continue to live to fight for the revolution.”


  Chai Ling helped bring her nightmare closer to reality. At the May 27 meeting, she first joined Wuerkaixi and Wang Dan in their decisionto leave Tiananmen, and began sounding out foreign friends who mighthelp her flee the country. But then, when an orderly departure provedunpopular with the provincial students, she changed sides, agreed thatthey should stay after all, and placed herself at their head. A newleadership, shorn of Wuerkaixi and Wang Dan, called a new “democracy march” the following day, which attracted about 50,000 — a farcry from the million for which its organizers had hoped. The “stayers”looked ahead to June 20, when the Standing Committee of the NationalPeople’s Congress was next due to meet. In the meantime, they had onelast trump card to play.


  On Tuesday May 30, the students presented Peking with their “Goddess,” a 30-foot-tall white plaster statue of a caucasian-featuredwoman holding a flaming torch in both hands. Though it was called the“Goddess of Democracy,” the resemblance to the Statue of Liberty wasmore than coincidental. It arrived during the night in three parts, onflat-bed pedicabs, from the Central Institute of Fine Arts, and waserected on the northern edge of Tiananmen Square, staring across —as Hu’s and Gorbachev’s images had once done — at the portrait ofMao Tse-tung hanging over the entrance to the Forbidden City. Theunveiling was marked by firecrackers, speeches, and banners carryingthe by-now routine demand for Li Peng’s resignation.


  The Goddess was, in every sense, an alien monument. The Party would later cite it as evidence that the “counter-revolutionary rebellion” at Tiananmen derived its inspiration from the United States. “Thisis China, not America,” snarled an outraged “intellectual” quoted bystate television, “Even if it were, you would not be allowed to put upa statue in front of Congress without the permission of the authorities.”Most media baulked even at calling the statue by its intended name,but referred to “The Goddess of Something-or-other”. Petty legalchallenges were used to attack it without directly acknowledging theinsult which it represented. City authorities dusted off a 1981 by-lawbanning structures on Tiananmen; they also claimed that the Goddesswas blocking the spot where a portrait of Sun Yat Sen, the founder ofChina’s Republican movement, was hung on national holidays.


  The people of Peking were bemused by the surreal apparition, and by the students’ cheek. A hundred thousand had gathered at Tiananmenin anticipation of its arrival. Thousands came in succeeding days tostare. The statue stared back over their heads, brandishing its white-plaster torch of democracy towards Mao. The symbolism would havebeen grossly offensive at the best of times. Now, with the CommunistParty already enraged, it was an almost suicidal provocation. A daylater, the Martial Law Enforcement Headquarters announced thattroops in plain clothes had moved to take control of ten “key points”of the capital, including the railway station, airport and telegraph office.“They are now starting to put on their uniforms,” it said menacingly.


  “SMASH the traitors to smithereens,” cried one poster. Another showed a giant black hammer, about to crush the “People’s Enemies.”Peasants waved coloured pennants, on which were emblazoned suchslogans as “Oppose turmoil”, and “Resolutely uphold Li Peng’s important speech”. The government had belatedly decided to counter thestudent demonstrations by staging one of its own. On May 31, it bused4,000 people, most of them school children and farm labourers, to afootball stadium in Daxing County, south of Peking. The event wasofficially described as a “spontaneous display of anger against badelements”. Most of the audience sat giggling on the grass, whileofficials thrust their fists into the air and chanted slogans from thestands. The climax came with the burning in effigy of Fang Lizhi, andan unnamed “conspirator” whom those in the know presumed to beZhao Ziyang.


  More such “anti-chaos rallies” were planned for villages around the capital, to the enormous amusement of those who could be found toattend. In the city centre, Party propagandists ordained that long redbanners should be hung from public buildings. Luxury hotels wereparticularly popular locations. Foreign tourists, had they been able toread Chinese characters, would have been invited to share sentimentsincluding “Long Live the great, glorious and correct Communist Partyof China,” and “Resolutely oppose bourgeois liberalisation.” Theywould probably have wondered what all the fuss was about.


  Gawkers at the Goddess apart, the students were losing their grip on the popular imagination. Fewer than 5,000 were now camped on theSquare, sleeping on groundsheets or padded cotton jackets beneaththeir makeshift shelters, oblivious to the photographers moved methodically amongst them, amassing the portraits which would take theirplace in the records of the police and public security forces. On FridayJune 2, they tried to recapture past magic with a second hunger strike.History repeated itself as farce. It attracted four people, three of whomwere prepared to fast for just three days. The fourth, Hou Dejian, apopular songwriter who had defected from Taiwan, said he could gohungry for no more than two days. He would be cutting a new recordin Hong Kong the following week, and could not risk his health.


  The quartet began melodramatically on the terrace of the Monument, unfurling a huge white banner bearing the words, “No other way.” Thepolitical scientist, Yan Jiaqi, came to give encouragement. “In thecircumstances, there is nothing else we can do,” he said. Others feltdifferently. No crowds poured into the Square to support this strike.Even the Peking Municipal Party Committee, not noted for its levity,thought it safe to scoff. It called the event a “two-bit so-called hungerstrike”.


  Night fell.
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  CHAPTER THIRTEEN


  Friday-Saturday, June 2-3


  The first ripples of the advancing storm touched Peking late on Friday night A jeep from an armed police unit on loan to the state-ownedCentral Television killed three people. It overturned near the Muxidiintersection, two miles west of Tiananmen along Changan, as it spedinto the city. Even before the ambulances had arrived, news of the crashhad reached Tiananmen. It was not an ordinary traffic accident, thestudent loudspeakers blared, but the advance guard of the long-awaitedassault. Several hundred students sped off on bicycles west towardsMuxidi. From the east, soon after midnight, came more alarming news.Soldiers were advancing. For the first time since troops had come toPeking two weeks before, it was not a false alarm.


  With the barricades down and the students’ guard lowered, there was nothing to stop them. Jogging in a tight column, about 5,000 unarmedyoung soldiers appeared as if from nowhere, heading in along Changantowards the Square. A mile from Tiananmen, they ran into their firstopposition, traffic dividers pulled across the road as makeshift barriers.It did not stop them. They ran on, reaching the Peking Hotel withinsight of the Square. The students started banging drums and broadcasting shrill appeals for help: “They’re coming, they’re coming.” Theydashed towards the troops and were joined by several hundred peoplefrom nearby alleys. By previous standards, it was a small crowd. And,to everyone’s amazement, the troops stopped without a straggle. Theyhad ran 12 miles from Tongxian, a village on the eastern edge of Peking,and were exhausted, their green baggy trousers and white shirts drenched in sweat. They simply gave up. At the side of the Peking Hotel, on Chenguang Street, another column of hapless teenage soldiers wasalso stopped.


  Students rejoiced in near-disbelief at the ease of their victory over what they took to be the army’s best effort. The crowd outside the hotel,now several thousand strong, had cornered the troops against the wallsof the China Ocean Shipping Corporation on the opposite side of theroad. Some soldiers cowered ignominiously beneath a nearby billboardadvertising a film about Mao’s wartime heroics. “Go back, go back, thepeople don’t need you here,” students yelled at them. “We are allpatriots ... We have no power. We have no guns.” Bewildered andsometimes even weeping, many soldiers sank on to their haunches,staring blankly up at their lecturers. Others were pushed and shoved,their uniforms ripped, their backpacks tom open, leaving trails of rationbiscuits, rice packs and water bottles. All looked tired and scared,adolescent peasant boys. Fear of the troops quickly turned to sympathy.“Look, they don’t even give you real food,” shouted a fat middle-agedman in pyjamas holding up a mouldy ration carton, marked with along-passed expiry date. “They’re just using you. You’re on the wrongside.” The officers seemed to have no idea of what to do next. Theycarried radios, but did not or could not use them. One asked for coinsand went to a public telephone box, trying to make contact withheadquarters. By dawn, nothing was left of the attack. Soldiers hadbroken away and wandered off into the crowd amid wild applause andshouts of “thank you, thank you, you should go home”. Small groupswalked aimlessly through back streets, asking directions. Otherstrekked eastward along the main road out of Peking, back to their camp.


  A parallel fiasco took place west of Tiananmen at Liubukou intersection, near Zhongnanhai. One thousand people enveloped four buses carrying armed soldiers, and a jeep with officers. Gun muzzles stuckout from sacks, stacked in a jumble with ammunition boxes, garrotesand blankets. Officers sat stoically in the jeep while the mob abusedthem and tried briefly to tip their vehicle over. Youths jumped on theroofs of the buses. Here too, initial anger soon dissolved, as the civiliansrealized the helplessness of their captives. A few hundred yards furtherwest, more military vehicles were blockaded in front of the PekingTelegraph Office. On top of one bus, students had erected a mock shrinein which they placed a box of ammunition, a book of Mao Tse-tung’s military theory and a Communist Party manual. People laughed, taunting the soldiers with the Maoist dictum: “The army and the people are as close as fish and water.” At Muxidi, still further out along Changan,another army bus was stopped and its contents — bedding, rucksacks,cartons of food and radios — displayed on its roof.


  The troops on the streets were marooned. Inexplicably, units inside the Forbidden City and the Great Hall of the People did not come outto help them. By any normal reckoning, the People’s Liberation Armyhad failed dismally. But it had achieved one aim: it had inflamed theentire city. For those in the leadership who had been arguing thatmilitary force was necessary in Peking, a justification was beingcreated. Though the army’s tactics could be explained away as incompetence, they presented a text-book example of the classic strategyrecommended by China’s most famous military philosopher, Sun Tzu.“When capable,” wrote Sun, “feign incapacity; when active, inactivity.When near, make it appear that you are far away; when far away, thatyou are near. Offer the enemy a bait to lure him; feign disorder andstrike him.”


  By noon on Saturday, after days of calm, Peking was again in ferment. People poured into the streets to peer at the stranded soldiers,hot and morose like animals in a cage. Many tried to cheer them up,filling up their canteens with water or offering food and cigarettes.Fathers lifted up their children to let them talk and shake hands withthe troops. Others were more boisterous but hardly more threatening.Young men seized AK-47 assault rifles, and showed them off from thetop of a bus. Rifles, helmets and bayonets were propped up likewigwams. As with any carnival, people took pictures — especially thePublic Security Bureau. Video-tapes of youths waving guns, and soldiers besieged by mobs, provided the evidence that an armed rebellionhad begun in Peking, and that weapons were being used against thePeople’s Liberation Army.


  But so far, there was no violence. There were, however, people trying to create it. Men in hard hats with wooden clubs roamed the city. “Fightthe soldiers, kill the bastards,” shouted one group of bare-chestedworkers swaggering along Changan towards Tiananmen that afternoon.People were shocked, and joined students in trying to calm them. Manysuspected agents provocateurs. These fears were reinforced later in theday, when five lorries from the Capital Iron and Steel Company appeared in the west of the city with helmeted men on board. People stopped them near the Temple of the Moon and extracted a confession:they had been paid a 50 yuan (£8) bonus, the equivalent of a two-weekwage, to come out and “help the soldiers”. Another lorry of heavy-setmen with clubs was halted in the east near the Jianguomen entrance tothe city.


  AT two o’clock on Saturday afternoon, serious violence suddenly lurched an alarming step closer when riot police launched a raid torecover the weapons and equipment seized at Liubukou. They wereworried, the authorities said afterwards, that in the wrong hands thematerial might cause an “explosion”. “The police are coming,”screamed a student with a loud-hailer. Panic swept the crowd. Out ofthe western gate of Zhongnanhai hurtled some 200 police armed withtruncheons, led by a squad firing tear-gas grenades. People fled downChangan hurling stones and abuse. The youths were thrown down fromthe buses, the weapons recovered by the police, and the soldiers setfree. For half an hour, the two sides skirmished, and then the policewithdrew.


  A half-hour later, a thousand soldiers wearing steel helmets and brandishing rifles erupted from the back entrance of the Great Hall ofdie People. As they rushed out towards Changan, they were blocked bya bus hastily driven across the road and by a crowd of thousands fromnearby streets and from Tiananmen Square. Once more, like theirunarmed colleagues outside the Peking Hotel twelve hours earlier, thesoldiers were swallowed up on all sides by a human barricade. Theyalso declined to struggle, and squatted down in the hot sun.


  The mood was cheerful, the chants bantering: “The student movement is not turmoil. Go home, go home.” Some tried to entice the soldiers to join in singing the Internationale. Prompted by studentswho tip-toed among them, a small group of soldiers sang their ownrefrain, but then petered out into silence. Whatever their orders, theywere unfathomable to outsiders. They waited there for four hours, beatup one man, and then retreated back inside the Great Hall. Theirmission, it seemed, had been accomplished.


  At six-thirty, the Martial Law Enforcement Headquarters issued an “urgent notice”: “Lawless acts ... have infuriated the officers and menof our units and cannot be tolerated any more.” It warned that from now on, no one should “use any pretext illegally to intercept military vehicles, impede and speak against the Liberation Army or obstruct thetroops imposing Martial Law from carrying out their duty”. Therewould be no more sitting dumbstruck on the street. Soldiers now hadthe “right to take all measures... The organizers and troublemakers willbe responsible for the consequences.”


  At eight o’clock, the Martial Law Enforcement Headquarters issued its final warning: “The situation in Peking has become very serious.”A handful of thugs had created turmoil, it said. At the request of the“broad masses of city residents” the army would take “strong andeffective measures... There should absolutely be no softness in dealingwith these thugs ... From now, all residents of Peking are advised notto walk on the streets, nor to go to Tiananmen Square. They should stayin their own houses, thus assuring the safety of lives and to avoidunnecessary losses.”


  The message went unheeded. Hundreds of thousands were now on the streets. But, Xinhua News Agency proclaimed at nine o’clock, thearmy was winning the trust of the people. “By their concrete deeds ofardently loving the capital, its people and young students, officers andsoldiers have demonstrated that the PLA is forever the people’s ownarmy.”


  “ZHENDAN, Zhendan” — “Live fire, live fire”, the crowd screamed. It was 11.35 on Saturday night. The People’s Liberation Army had atlast shown it would fight.


  The first shots were fired at Muxidi, the site of the jeep accident, where Changan Avenue cut its broad, straight path out of central Pekingfrom Tiananmen Square towards the Western Hills. Residents had seencolumns of armour and troops roll in along Changan towards Tiananmen many times before, but only in peace and daylight, for militaryparades. This night, the highway became a scene of carnage. Few atfirst recognized the regular put-put of automatic gunfire. By the end ofthe night, none could mistake it.


  The army had reached Muxidi at about half past eight in the evening, heading eastward as darkness was falling on the city. Six tanks andarmoured troop-carriers led a convoy of about one hundred lorries.Most of the trucks carried troops, others carried supplies, with tankersin tow.


  Across the city, other columns were also on the move. To the south, infantry and a brigade of paratroopers advanced from Nanyuan militaryairport. To the north, 25 lorry-loads of troops headed out from Shaheairbase along the main road from the Ming tombs. To the east came 30vehicles from Tongxian. In all, more than 50,000 troops had beencommitted to the assault and they made their way in fits and startstowards the centre of Peking. It was the force at Muxidi, however, thateveryone would remember, the main army for the push on TiananmenSquare. Its progress along Changan led people to rename its route“Blood Boulevard”.


  Unlike the peasant boys people had confronted outside the Peking Hotel less than 24 hours earlier, the troops at Muxidi had orders.Bystanders identified them as the 27th Army, which had been broughtinto Peking from Shijiazhuang on 19 April and was known as one ofthe People’sLiberation Army’s toughest units.*


  The convoy came to a stop several hundred yards before the Muxidi bridge, which carried Changan across the old city moat. Ahead, on theeastern side, lay a hastily-improvised barricade. Three buses had beenrolled out from the 114 Depot of Peking’s Capital Bus Company nearby,to reinforce a pile of carts, furniture and scrap. Further back stoodseveral trucks commandeered as a second line of defence. Thousandsof residents had rushed from their homes and flats, massing behind andin front of the roadblock. Thousands more lined the banks of the canal.The crowd cut across age and class. Most of those at the barricade itselfwere young factory workers, but on the streets around them were officeworkers, journalists, writers and the privileged children of CommunistParty officials. Just one or two hundred of the crowd were students,clustered around the flags of three universities. Some wore bandannasscrawled with the slogan “Dare to Die”, the name adopted by self-styled“commando squads” which policed the demonstrations and guardedthe student leaders. Even as the troops were massing at Muxidi bridge,the phrase still seemed melodramatic.


  Exercising what the government would later call “a high degree of restraint”, the troops paused for nearly two hours at Muxidi. A no-man’s-land separated the convoy from the crowds, some 5,000 in frontof the barricade and many more behind. The two sides sparred, alternately advancing and retreating. Armed with riot shields and truncheons, but not guns at this stage, the soldiers were met by a barrageof stones, bricks and small chunks of concrete from broken pavingsupports and traffic dividers. Both sides took casualties, with blood andbroken glass on the tarmac glinting in the bright lights of the convoy.



  At 11.15, the army made its final unarmed assault. Using stun grenades to disorient the crowd, 2,000 soldiers rushed the barricade.Their advance was halted briefly, several times, but within 15 minutesthey had reached the buses. A fresh hail of missiles deluged them, thistime from behind the barricade. As they fell back, the mob set fire tothe buses. Petrol tanks exploded into a wall of flame. It seemed as ifthe people of Peking had once again defeated as much force as the armycared to throw at them. But as these unarmed troops retreated, anotherforce was preparing for battle. New orders had arrived. Further back inthe convoy, several hundred new troops could be seen leaping downfrom the lorries in the smoke-filled half-light.


  The army was finished with riot control. At Muxidi, it was ready for war. The Martial Law Enforcement Headquarters could wait no longer:the troops must take Tiananmen before dawn. Forming into smallsquads, the fresh troops, AK-47s at the ready, sprinted forward likecommandos dashing up a beach. Then, at 11.35 on the night of SaturdayJune 3, they took aim — and fired at the barricade.


  The opening volley, single shots, claimed few victims. Most were shielded by the buses. But within seconds, the troops reached andpassed the barricade. Their backs to the burning buses and facingforward into the crowd, they fired at close range on to unarmed,unshielded civilians. Panic took over. Some tried to flee, others threwthemselves to the ground. Until then the army was told: “Go home, gohome.” Now such a hope was impossible. They howled abuse: “Fascists”, “Animals”, “Mother-fuckers”, every filthy insult they knew.


  Many were hit in the back as they ran. A French journalist, Pierre Hurel, took refuge behind a tree. He saw at least 30 people fall. Ayoungman standing next to him crumpled to the ground, his white t-shirtcovered in blood. Hurel caught a glancing shot as he tried to flee, from a ricocheting bullet which scarred his back. The bravery at Muxidi as everywhere that night was extraordinary and foolhardy, as peopleregrouped against the soldiers, only to face fresh fusillades. It was toolate. Their barricade had fallen.


  THE KILLING at Muxidi was over in less than half an hour. At midnight, the tanks and troop carriers smashed their way through theburning buses. Behind, the convoy of lorries revved up to advance onTiananmen Square. As they drove forward, the troops on board firedover the wooden tail gates. One armoured vehicle paused just beyondwhat was left of the barricade. The crowd swarmed over it, prised openthe hatch, pulled out the crew, beat them senseless and set the vehicleon fire with burning debris. Red banners were draped over its gun-barrel: “Democracy”, they said, and “Freedom”.


  The civilians dropped back into apartment doorways and dark hutongs, the narrow side-streets off the main road. “They’re going to massacre us all,” a woman yelled. Young men dashed ahead alongChangan to help hold other roadblocks. “Avenge the dead, blood forblood.” Some were pathetic obstacles, iron railings, branches of trees.Others were more substantial: buses again, any car or vehicle that wasnearby, as at Fuxingmen, the next intersection, and at Xidan about amile from the Square. The troops on foot hunted in packs, shooting atpeople who had fled down side streets.


  Tricycles ferried the injured, many howling with pain from open wounds, into the hutongs, or anywhere to escape the shooting. Manyheaded for the nearby Fuxing Hospital, where the scene that night, asin all the hospitals of central Peking, was like an abbatoir. Scores ofwounded, including some of the soldiers who had been caught andthrashed before being rescued by students, sprawled several to a bed,or lay on benches and the blood-smeared floor. Bullet wounds gapedout of heads, chests and legs. Some were already dead; others werebleeding fatally.


  The hospitals could not cope. Supplies of plasma, bandages and dressings ran out. Hundreds of friends and relatives jammed entrancesand roamed corridors. Inside the temporary morgues, they found bodieswith faces so disfigured by bullet wounds that they were only identifiable by scars or birthmarks. At the Peking Children’s Hospital, near thefirst battle, 40 casualties were admitted in 20 minutes. Scores morearrived thoughout the night. At Fuxing Hospital, 30 corpses, most ofthem youths, would be laid out in two rooms the next day. Relativeshid their grief and shut out the heavy stench of formaldehyde behindhandkerchiefs.


  Not all the injured came from the streets. Nor were they all ordinary workers. Soldiers in their savage firing had shot up one of the bestaddresses in China. For though the blocks of flats around Muxidiproclaimed no great distinction, two of them — Building Number 22and Building Number 24 — were among the most exclusive in the city.Only the guards at the gates hinted that these were the homes of someof the most senior cadres of the Chinese Communist Party, officialswho had attained at least the rank of vice-minister.


  From the windows and balconies of these apartments, the high cadres and their families could watch the chaos outside on that terribleSaturday night. Some looked down to see their own children fightingshoulder-to-shoulder with the mob. There could have been no moreextraordinary reflection of the alienation which had taken place inChina than the spectacle of these young people, with their places at thebest schools, their access to study-trips abroad, their expectations ofplum jobs within government or industry, fighting to overthrow theauthority on which their own privileges depended.


  But the Party’s crisis was more than a generation gap. The parents in Buildings 22 and 24 were also divided, as the Party at large wasdivided. Some argued against the Democracy Movement because theyremembered the Cultural Revolution, and feared the cynical manipulation of the masses. Some supported the calls for cleaner and moreopen government, but thought that the students should consolidate amoral victory by returning to campus. Almost all wanted the Party toremain united, whichever course it took, because their jobs dependedon it. Similar debates were taking place all over Peking: in the Partyinstitutions, the ministries, state-run radio and television, even withinthe People’s Liberation Army itself.


  The “rebels” who fought soldiers along Changan had their supporters inside the two buildings. Throughout the night some put up posterscondemning the violence and those they believed responsible for it. Aslogan was pinned to the apartment door of Yuan Mu, the governmentspokesman, calling him “China’s Chief Instigator of Turmoil” — ablack comment on the Party’s hard line towards the democracy movement. This was ripped away and replaced by a second: “China’s BiggestInstigator of Turmoil.” This, too, was removed and replaced by a third:“China’s Supreme Instigator of Turmoil.”


  Soldiers shot indiscriminately into Buildings 22 and 24, terrorizing their inhabitants as effectively as they did those on the streets. YuShouhai, a senior official of the Hong Kong and Macau Office, wasreported hit in his apartment on the 12th floor, when a bullet grazed hishead and caused heavy bleeding. Two maids, whose rooms faced on tothe road, were shot dead. The son-in-law of a cadre was shot whilewashing dishes in his kitchen. The daughter of a Chinese diplomat atthe United Nations was wounded, bringing her mother rushing backfrom New York to a Peking hospital bed. On Sunday morning, thebuildings were left pockmarked by the heavy gunfire, their windowsshattered. On Monday and into Tuesday, long after the army had brokenthrough the barricade at Muxidi and moved on to capture TiananmenSquare, the shooting continued, as it would do wherever else in Pekingthe roaming soldiers and tanks sensed defiance, or merely found peoplein their way.


  Those who ordered the army into Peking, Deng and president Yang Shangkun, had done so not merely to disperse the mobs from thebarricades, but to create a spectacle of forceful repression so shockingthat it could not fail to cow anyone within the Party who had dared tosympathize with such defiance. The decision to open fire at Muxidi, infront of one of the Party’s main residential compounds, was a part ofthat spectacle.


  CHAPTER FOURTEEN


  Saturday-Sunday, June 3-4


  The students on Tiananmen Square had the trappings of a military force. As a commander-in-chief, Chai Ling; as a command centre, a tent. Theymustered their only defensive weapon: words. While the People’sLiberation Army readied for its assault at Muxidi, the commander-in-chief decided to hold a press conference. No one came, she complainedlater. “We issued a statement with only one demand: Down with thefraudulent government of Li Peng!” With Peking on edge, its citizensbuilding barricades, Tiananmen Square a swirling mass of nervousexcitement, it was pure folly.*


  The symbolic, tragic gestures made by Chai Ling and her followers around the Heroes’ Monument continued throughout the night. Theirnext move was to gather round the statue of the Goddess of Democracyand declare a “University of Democracy”. Its campus was TiananmenSquare. They took an oath: “I swear to use my young life to protectTiananmen Square. Our heads may be cut off, our blood may flow, butthe People’s Square must not be lost.” Reality, though, began to closein on all sides. A young student rushed to the Monument waving abloodstained jacket with a bullet-hole in the shoulder. Others broughtbullet casings and reports of the advance along Changan.


  “We had never imagined,” said Wuerkaixi, “that the government could be so cruel and so barbarous.” He had returned to the Square, herecalled later, at about eight o’clock on Saturday evening after meetingsupporters from Hong Kong. “We heard the first news that a studentfrom my university was hit in the head at Liubukou. There were tearsin my eyes. In those one or two months I did not cry a lot. This was thefirst timeI cried uncontrollably.”*



  At midnight, the war reached them. An armoured troop carrier roared eastward along Qianmen West Avenue towards the southern side ofTiananmen Square, smashing the iron-frame barriers that had beendragged across the road. These crumpled like matchsticks, buckled,twisted and flattened, sparks rising as iron hit iron. The vehicle’sheavy-calibre machine-gun was covered by a cloth pouch: it wasclearing a path, trying to frighten people. It succeeded. Everyone onthe street scattered. The troop carrier swung left into TiananmenSquare, roared north up the roadway in front of the Great Hall of thePeople, made a tight circle in front of Tiananmen Gate and sped backwestward along Changan. A second followed minutes later, taking thesame path. But as it made a circle in front of Tiananmen Gate, it sloweddown. Youths bombarded it with petrol-bombs. It caught fire, limpedwest along Changan and came to a stop near Xidan intersection. Twocrew crawled out and were set upon by the crowd. One was killed, theother was rescued by students. They marched him back along Changantowards Tiananmen Square. As they passed Zhongnanhai, a dozensoldiers armed with AK-47 rifles rushed out, seized the hostage atgunpoint, and took him to safety through Xinhua Gate.


  On Qianmen Avenue, 1,000 soldiers emerged from the shadows near Quanjude, Peking’s biggest roast duck restaurant, after the two armoured troop carriers had smashed through the barriers. They rushed towards Tiananmen, bombarded all the way with stones and bottles.Unlike their colleagues in other parts of Peking, they did not shoot.Stragglers were seized by the crowd, punched, carried off into houses.“Why are you attacking the Chinese people? Why are you hurtingthem? We are all Chinese.” Shortly after midnight, they reached thesouthwest comer of the Square. They stood there, rifles at the ready,ignoring insults from the crowd, their faces reflected in the eery lightof tracer bullets which were now criss-crossing the sky overhead.


  Around the Heroes’ Monument, students prepared for a tear-gas attack. Others sat fatalistically in their tents. Their loudspeakers appealed for calm, not violence. “Many students, workers and ordinarycitizens asked the student command for permission to use weapons,”Chai Ling said. “We shared their rage...but since the start of the studentdemocracy movement in April we have upheld the principle of keepingit peaceful.” Workers on the Square ignored her, seizing iron bars,wooden planks and bamboo staves. Another armoured troop carrierroared into the Square from the east of the city, where it had smashedinto a troop truck and also crushed a cyclist near the Friendship Hotel.As it approached along Changan, crowds dragged traffic dividersacross the road in front of the Forbidden City. Remarkably, the feeblebarrier worked, upending it like a seesaw. Set upon, it was soon on fire,the blaze casting a glow on the face of Mao’s portrait. In a rage, peopleshouted for the soldiers’ blood. “Kill them, kill them, they’re notpeople, they’re things.”


  In the south of the city, another force was advancing towards the Square. Near the Tianqiao intersection beside the Temple of Heaven, afavourite execution spot in 1949 when Mao Tse-tung’s conqueringarmy was settling its final scores, more crowds had gathered and morebarricades had been built. As at Muxidi, troops again blasted their waythrough. Bullets smashed windows of shops and ricocheted off buildings. An eight-year-old boy asleep in his parent’s restaurant was shotdead by a stray bullet. Sobbing with anger, his parents hung the bloodyblanket outside. “Make them pay for this invasion,” someone yelled.“Defend the capital.” The soldiers pushed on. Less determined wasanother contingent which halted in the east near the main compoundfor foreign residents at Jianguomen. They sat in their trucks the entirenight, the tyres of their lorries punctured.


  By 1.30 in the morning the main column from Muxidi had reached Zhongnanhai, less than half a mile from Tiananmen Square. Its battlesin front of Buildings 22 and 24 had been repeated at each mainintersection, leaving a trail of burning hulks the length of Changan.People watched its terrible progress now from the hutongs, or lying lowon the tiled roofs of nearby buildings. There were no more barricadesbetween the army and Tiananmen. The only noise as it approachedZhongnanhai was the clanging of metal tracks and the roar of engines.The troops cheered as they passed Xinhua Gate, the entrance to theleadership compound. Two lines of soldiers guarding its entrancecheered back lustily. Student banners that had decorated the gate forthree weeks had been ripped down and flags removed from the mouthsof two ceremonial stone lions. Bedding, clothes, rice bowls and canteens were piled in a jumble in one comer.


  After the leading vehicles had passed, a group of young soldiers began a ritual cleansing of Xinhua Gate, smashing the students’ ricebowls and any other breakable remnants of the occupation. A lone armysanitary officer with a watering can on his back gently sprayed the stepsand forecourt with disinfectant. Backwards and forwards, pumping thewatering can in a regular motion, he moved with the care of a manspraying his tomatoes early on a summer Sunday morning. If his fellowcountrymen were dying, a few hundred yards down the road, it was nothis job to worry.


  At around two o’clock, the column drew into Tiananmen, halting at the northwest comer beside the Great Hall of the People. It waited. Forhalf an hour, official loudspeakers had been proclaiming its imminentarrival. “A serious counter-revolutionary rebellion has broken out inthe capital,” a metallic male voice bellowed. “The People’s LiberationArmy has been restrained for some days. However the counter-revolutionary rebellion must now be resolutely counter-attacked.” The students loudspeakers squawked back defiantly.


  People thronged the marble bridges leading into the Forbidden City, to watch the soldiers jump down from their trucks and gradually forma thick line across Changan. Tents, once the base of the AutonomousWorkers Union, were on fire along the north side of the Square. Busheson the other side of Changan, in front of the Forbidden City, also blazed.The whole city seemed to be burning. While the troops prepared fortheir final assault, a squad of paramilitary police armed with longwooden staves burst out from Tiananmen Gate beneath Mao’s portraitand began beating the people on the marble bridges. A young manresponded with a Molotov cocktail, hurled towards the portrait. Itexploded in mid-air.


  Some 40 minutes after they arrived, the troops were ready. Gunfire ripped into the crowd at the top of the Square along Changan. Peoplestumbled and tripped as they fled back or deeper into TiananmenSquare. A bus careered out of the crowd towards the army lines, finallyto be halted by a hail of gunfire. The soldiers pressed onward, shootingat will. Dozens died, until the People’s Liberation Army had securedto its satisfaction the northern end of Tiananmen.


  Behind the advancing troops, the tanks and armoured troop carriers drew up into single line, guns pointing south down towards the students’ tents. Shouting above gunfire, the rumble of tank tracks and thepropaganda bellowing from loudspeakers, Chai Ling made a lastdesperate appeal. “You are our brothers, you promised you would notuse violence,” she pleaded. “Where are you now?” The governmentloudspeakers gave no reply, only repeating the command that the“counter-revolution” must be crushed: “It will be impossible to guarantee safety for those who refuse to listen to advice. They will have tobe responsible for any consequences.”


  At that dark moment of the night, Chai Ling said she told the several thousand students still left on the Monument a traditional story. “Therewas once a colony of a billion ants living on top of a hill. One day, theirhill caught alight. The ants formed a giant ball and rolled down the hill.Those on the outside were burned and crushed to death, but the majorityinside survived. Fellow students, we in the Square, we are the outerlayer for the people. We know deep in our hearts that only with sacrificecan we save the Republic.” They linked arms, and began to sing theInternationale and the Chinese national anthem. “I have just had mylast cigarette. Tonight we are going to die,” said a student in tears. Withscattered gunfire on all sides of the Square, Chai Ling, from hercommand tent, announced over the loudspeaker system that those whowanted to stay on the Square should stay, and those who wanted to leavewere free to go.


  Troops surrounded them: on Changan to the north, on the steps of the Revolutionary History Museum to the east, inside the Great Hall ofthe People to the west and behind Mao’s Mausoleum to the south. Asthe four hunger-strikers and the Red Cross medical teams quicklyrealized, an uncoordinated retreat would invite a random slaughter. HouDejian, 36, the Taiwanese pop singer, left the Monument for ChaiLing’s tent and asked to address the students and workers. He pleadedwith the crowd to give in any weapons which it had collected. Reluctantly it did so, making a small pile on the top terrace of the Heroes’Monument, where the hunger strikers had their tent. Workers handedin a machine gun and several rifles without bullets; students, woodenclubs.


  Hou and a second hunger striker, Zhou Duo, a former sociology lecturer at Peking University, then told Chai Ling they wanted to try tonegotiate terms for a withdrawal, and asked her to join them. Shedeclined, saying she could not leave her “command centre”. At the westside of the Monument, Hou and Zhou climbed into an ambulance. Withthe doctors who had first suggested negotiating, they sped to the northside of the Square to the main column of troops. A political commissar,Colonel Ji Xingguo, met them, listened to their request and went off toconsult his superiors.


  At four o’clock, while they waited, Tiananmen Square was suddenly plunged into darkness. The troops around the two negotiators beganhowling and grinding broken glass underfoot: they too were uneasywhen the hundreds of street-lamps were doused. At the Monument,students were setting fire to a pile of rubbish for light. The Commissarcame back and said the students could leave unmolested through thesoutheast comer immediately. Hou and Zhou returned to the monumentand pleaded with the students to evacuate. “Blame me if you want. Justleave,” said Hou. “It’s too dangerous.” With the Square still in darknessthe students argued. Some shouted “capitulator” at Hou, others urgeda retreat. Finally they took a voice vote. “We have achieved a bigvictory, ” Hou begged them over the student loudspeakers. “We havemade our point. We are not afraid to die, but we must leave. It is ourduty to fight and regroup elsewhere.” Many were crying. Voices weredivided evenly.


  At 4.30, the lights went back on. The students suddenly noticed the soldiers were closing in. From out of the Great Hall of the Peopleemerged 200 commandos in camouflage kit and combat boots, withbayonets fixed in their rifles. From the south, the troops which had beenshielded behind Mao’s Mausoleum drew closer to the Monument,taking up positions in the hedgerows. Hou and Zhou sprinted north tothe commissar, their hands in the air, to plead for more time. As his owntroops moved forward, Colonel Ji treated them with coolness: “Yourtime is up. Just get them out”. Over the government loudspeakers a neworder boomed around Tiananmen: “It is time to clear the Square andthe Martial Law Headquarters accepts the request of the students forpermission to withdraw. All people in the Square should leave.” Hourushed back, yelling at the students to get out. The commandos — ledby two veterans of China’s disastrous war with Vietnam in February1979, Zhao Yongming and Liu Jianjun — raced to the foot of theMonument to seize the microphones, amplifiers and printing press.They ripped out the wires, and smashed the generators. More fannedout into the Square to shoot at the loudspeakers dangling precariouslyfrom lamp posts.


  The commandos hustled the students off the monument at bayonet-point, clubbing those who refused to move. At around five o’clock, the first of some 5,000 remaining students began to leave the Square. Theylinked hands beneath bedraggled banners of their schools. Otherslingered at the north side of the obelisk until paramilitary riot policerushed at them with wooden staves, beating them bloodily. Studentstripped over each other, crashed into railings protecting shrubbery inthe panic to get away. The last finally filtered out. Hou, by this timeweak from exhaustion and hunger, made his way across to the RedCross medical shelter at the forecourt of the Revolutionary HistoryMuseum, which was helping the injured students. He was treated, andlifted by stretcher to hospital. Later, he went into hiding. At thesoutheast comer, rows of armed soldiers had opened the corridor agreedbetween Hou and the commissar. As the students filed from the monument, singing the Internationale and flourishing two-fmgered victorysalutes, the armour and soldiers massed on Changan at the north sideof the Square began rolling in behind them. Tanks, supported on bothflanks by armoured personnel carriers, moved at walking pace towardsthe monument. Lines of infantry advanced with them, shooting outwards as they moved down the Square, sniping at targets along itsmargins.


  They were cheered and clapped by the troops sitting outside the Museum. The advancing armour smashed everything in its path.The first to fall was the Goddess of Democracy, which, hit at the base,tumbled head-first and shattered. The shanty town of tents followed.


  Hou Dejian said afterwards that he was the last person to leave the Monument. By 5.30, the army had reconquered the Square. Or, as themayor of Peking, Chen Xitong, put it: the Square had been “handedback to the people.”


  Several eyewitnesses reported deaths on the fringes of the Square. Among them, Elizabeth Pisani, a Reuter correspondent, had left the Monument just before the lightswent out, and waited at the east side of the Square. She was making her way north pastthe Museum as the armour started moving. As she made her way along the edge of theSquare, a boy, in shorts and t-shirt, fell five yards ahead of her. He had been shot by asoldier on a troop carrier on the Square. Turning back, she counted 15 casualties lyingon the museum forecourt, attended by the staff of a makeshift medical centre.


  Students claimed people inside the tents were also crushed. The army denied this. Zhang Gong, the senior political commissar of the forces that marched on Peking, saidon June 6 that “officers and soldiers checked the makeshift tents one by one to see ifthere was anybody left. Only when they had made sure nobody had remained thereindid they begin to demolish with vehicles the tents and other obstacles.” Witnesses saythey saw no such checks and that a small number of students probably stayed behind,though the vast majority did escape. For symbolic reasons, it would become a centralclaim of official propaganda that nobody was killed on Tiananmen Square that night.


  CHAPTER FIFTEEN


  Sunday-Tuesday, June 4-6


  When Chai Ling and her followers had made their way, hand-in-hand, to the edge of Tiananmen Square, the dazed group split. A few hundredturned left and dispersed. Most turned right, heading west along Qianmen Avenue in the early morning light. They were neither harassed norfollowed. Half a mile further on, they turned north, along Xinhua Street,and stumbled into Changan at Liubukou, just west of the main entranceto Zhongnanhai.


  Gutted vehicles, remnants of the failed attempt to stop the army reaching Tiananmen six hours earlier, were still smouldering betweenLiubukou and the next junction, Xidan. Some residents had returnedto reconstruct barricades. As the tail of the long disjointed studentcolumn swung into Changan at seven o’clock, a line of armoured troopcarriers roared towards them from Tiananmen. Eleven people werecaught and crushed, their bodies broken amid the wreckage of a bicyclerank on the edge of the avenue. As others turned back to help them,soldiers fired bullets and tear gas canisters. Pandemonium again brokeout.


  The students continued their flight northward, towards Peking University. “We walked on regardless, protecting ourselves from thetear gas with masks over our mouths,” Chai Ling said. “But those whosacrificed their lives here would remain on the Avenue of Eternal Peacefor ever and ever.” Throughout the day, students brought back thebodies of their fallen comrades to Peking campuses. At the Universityof Politics and Law, the first school to march on Tiananmen on April17, five bodies were laid out on tables in the main hall, shrouded andpacked in ice. White paper flowers echoed those which had bloomedin memory of Hu Yaobang, seven very long weeks before. White andblack mourning banners repeated a single theme: “China’s soil has beencruelly fertilized by the blood of its youth.”


  In Tiananmen Square itself, no more than twenty minutes after the student column had departed, a fresh convoy arrived from the east,similar in size to the one which had formed the backbone of theovernight assault from Muxidi. It was led by an industrial earthmovingmachine, which ploughed an easy path through the debris of barricades,pushing aside fresh vehicles which had been rolled across the road inthe pre-dawn hours. It, too, fired on buildings and passers-by. ThePeking Hotel was hit by bullets. The worst shooting came as thevehicles approached Tiananmen. Scores of people standing under a rowof trees or sitting on benches were sprayed with bullets.


  Gunfire echoed across Peking throughout the early morning, counterpointed by endless shouts of “Ba-gong, ba-gong” — “strike,strike”. At around nine o’clock, a brief lull settled on TiananmenSquare. It was now an armed camp, blockaded at each entrance by linesof infantry and armoured vehicles. Helicopters flew in and out, bringingsupplies and dignitaries to inspect the army’s achievement. Small signsdeclared it to be a “Martial Law area, entrance strictly forbidden”. Atthe northeastern approach along Changan Avenue, hundreds of troopscrouched behind the concrete blocks which only hours before had beenused as barricades against them. A hundred yards beyond, small groupsof pedestrians and cyclists milled in front of the Peking Hotel. For overan hour, the troops glowered, but held their fire. The crowd gained insize and confidence, inching forward. At twenty minutes past ten, itcrossed an invisible frontier. Without warning or explanation, thesoldiers’ guns exploded.


  For one endless minute, the bullets poured out. The soldiers seemed to have no clear idea whether they were shooting to kill or merely tofrighten. Some bullets went high, hitting the hotel balcony. Others wentwide, scarring the walls of the Forbidden City. But many of thegun-barrels pointed straight down Changan and into the ranks of theadvancing people.


  As bodies crumpled to the ground, the crowd behind them scattered. An ambulance careered out of control past the wounded into a policebox, bursting into flames. The army delivered a finale of machine gunfire from armoured troop carriers. Then, for a moment, the avenue wasstill: a hundred yard length of corpses, abandoned bicycles and prone,terrified survivors.


  That first drama would repeat itself many times during the day. A crowd inched forward; troops opened fire; the dead were pulled away;and, after a lull, a new crowd began to form. The Martial Law Enforcement Headquarters had ordered the streets to be cleared: those whoventured out could be fired on at will. “Now the work to clear upTiananmen Square has basically ended and the troops have on thewhole taken up their positions,” announced the mayor, Chen Xitong.“However, the situation is quite grim; the capital is still in crisis.”


  At one o’clock in the afternoon, Radio Peking’s English-language service began its broadcast with an extraordinary announcement. “Amost tragic event happened in the Chinese capital, Peking,” the newsreader said. “Thousands of people, most of them innocent civilians,were killed by fully armed soldiers when they forced their way intoPeking. Among the dead are our colleagues at Radio Peking ... Thesoldiers were riding on armoured vehicles and used machine gunsagainst thousands of local residents and students who tried to blocktheir way. When the army convoys made a breakthrough, soldierscontinued to spray their bullets indiscriminately at crowds on the street.Some armoured vehicles even crushed foot soldiers who hesitated inthe front of the resisting civilians. We appeal to all our listeners to joinour protest for the gross violation of human rights and the mostbarbarous suppression of the people. Because of the abnormal situationhere in Peking there is no other news we could bring you.” At the endof the broadcast, the radio began playing Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony.Its opening notes echoed the Morse Code rhythm — three dots and adash — for “V,” the symbol of the student protest.


  There were four people in the studio that morning. Their shift had begun at 4.30, and all had cycled to work at the broadcasting centre onChangan Avenue through the appalling carnage all around. In chargeof the shift was Wu Xiaoyong, son of China’s vice-premier and formerforeign minister, Wu Xueqian. Like his three colleagues, he washorrified by what he had seen. In the course of the day, a journalist fromthe station’s Russian-language service was shot dead as he cycled homefrom work. For their actions, the entire English-language section of Radio Peking was put “under investigation”. Wu himself was ordered to make a long self-criticism.


  On the other side of Peking at the office of People’s Daily, journalists were also preparing to protest. Many had given earlier support to thestudents, with the result that plainclothes troops had been posted insidethe newspaper’s walled compound. They were obliged to work innuances, but these were perfectly clear to regular readers — and theauthorities. Boxed into the middle of the front page was a briefdespatch, headlined “This night in Peking”. It nodded to the Party lineby quoting the military newspaper, Liberation Army Daily, as saying aserious counter-revolutionary rebellion had begun early on Saturdaymorning. It continued: “At around 22.00 hours on June 3, a series ofshots rang out and the Martial Law troops entered the city. Frommidnight until the early morning, the Friendship Hospital, the FuwaiHospital, the Peking Municipal Emergency Treatment Centre, theRailway Hospital, the Fuxing Hospital, the Xiehe Hospital and theGuanganmen Hospital, etc., continuously telephoned our newspaper toinform us of the injuries and fatalities of people received for treatment.As this report ends, the Martial Law troops have already stormedTiananmen Square.” The list was that of Peking’s main hospitals. Nomention was made of the government’s claim that the victims weresoldiers. The dead and injured were clearly civilians. The verb“stormed” was also provocative. For the army it had been apeaceful“mopping-up operation”.*


  Ordinary people were stunned by the army’s savagery. They gathered in doorways and hutongs to assemble details of the night’s violence orventured out to set fire to the few trucks and buses not alreadyincinerated. Messages were scrawled in blood on lampposts, or on thesides of buses which had been forced into barricades. One on the sideof a bus addressed the prime minister: “Li Peng, you will never be atpeace.” And still more troops poured in.


  To the west, on the outskirts of the city beyond Muxidi, the army suffered a debacle. A second column, similar to the one which hadpassed there 12 hours earlier, came to a grinding halt in front of thewreckage of a barricade. For no apparent reason, 100 vehicles, mainlytanks and armoured troop carriers, stalled. Some said the lead vehiclestopped suddenly, and was rammed from behind; others, that thecolumn had been ordered to halt by its commander. Matter-of-factly,groups approached it and told the soldiers: “Let us burn your vehiclesif you want to live.” The troops walked away, almost casually, andregrouped inside the Military Museum beside the road. As they hadthreatened, the people set fire to the convoy, moving methodically fromvehicle to vehicle, splashing petrol as they went or stuffing rags intopetrol tanks as fuses. No one stopped them. Where once there had beena convoy, soon there was a wall of flame.



  By midnight, the column near Muxidi was a smouldering heap, cannibalized by peasants from out of town who were dismemberingwhat was left of the engines and fittings. These yokels, who normallycame to town to sell their farm produce or to look for work, scavengedthrough the wreckage. “Germer! (Hey mate!) do you think this will beany use?” they called to each other as they fingered engine parts, bangedthe steel hatches of the armoured personnel carriers and poked theirfaces inside.


  Any possible rationale for the army’s extravagant surrender at Muxidi only became apparent later in the week, when the government replaced its military offensive with one of propaganda. Day after day,television shots of the mined convoy flashed on television “news”broadcasts: evidence of the resources and ruthless determination of theParty’s opponents. The Peking authorities said that the army’s lossesbetween Saturday night and Tuesday morning amounted to more than1,000 vehicles wrecked or damaged.


  MONDAY was another day of brave defiance. Again, at the eastern end of Tiananmen Square near the Peking Hotel, the army shot at civiliansfor the crime of coming too close — this time, dozens of unarmedcyclists. “Animals, animals” shouted the survivors. Beneath the gateof Nananchizi Street near Tiananmen, an old woman sat wailing,screaming for vengeance: “Assassins. Dogs. You murdered my husband.” The gate above was peppered with bullet holes. Raiding-partiesof armoured vehicles and troop trucks patrolled up and down Changan,shooting sporadically but often murderously. Buildings and lamppostsacross the city were plastered with scribbled notes denouncing thearmy; beside some, the photographs of young men and women, shotdead in the violence.


  The hero of that day, perhaps of the whole nightmarish week, was a young man carrying a jacket and a book-bag. An American televisionnetwork later said it had tracked him down, and that he was WangWeilin, 19, the son of a Peking factory worker. As a column of fourtanks drove out of Tiananmen along Changan, he walked into the centreof the road. Arms outstretched, he blocked its course. Miraculously, theconvoy came to a sudden halt, the tanks rocking on their suspension.When the lead tank pivoted to the right, Wang moved to block it. Itswung back to the left; so did Wang. It was still once more. Then, Wangclimbed on to the tank and shouted at those inside: “Go back. Turnaround. Stop killing my people.” Friends rushed from the side of theroad to pull him off the tank. The convoy continued on its way.


  Newspapers were not being delivered; the main television news was suspended; other reports were brief and oblique. Not a single word hadbeen uttered publicly by a senior Party leader since the violence began.Rumours multiplied, and were recycled through faxed-in storiesclipped from the newspapers of Hong Kong and Taiwan. It was popularly held that an attempt had been made on Li Peng’s life, by a securityguard whose girlfriend had been shot by the army during the assault onTiananmen. The guard supposedly shot the premier in the hip. He didnot: but the rumour remained current until Li appeared in perfect healthon television later that week, hailing Martial Law troops with a raised-arm salute inside the Great Hall of the People.


  The most disturbing rumours concerned the likelihood of a civil war led by rival army units. These quickened when, early on Mondaymorning, a large convoy of limousines and mini-buses left Zhongnanhai heading out of the city, guarded by tanks and armoured personnelcarriers. No one knew who was in the cars, or where they were going.But if, as it seemed, the leadership was evacuating Peking, what terribleconflict was it anticipating?


  The “civil war” alarm stemmed mainly from confusion over which units had been involved in the Peking actions, and from signs of frictionbetween commands. The force which “invaded” Tiananmen Squarewas generally believed by its victims to be the 27th Army. In fact, theMartial Law force was assembled from a wide variety of sources: asmany as 18 of China’s 24 field armies, and an elite paratroop force, the15th Airborne. The only units freed from contributing troops were thestrategically vital ones facing Tibet and India, the South China Sea andthe Soviet border.


  The proliferation of units sparked hope. As they moved around the city, rotating at night from the base camps on its outskirts, a fantasyemerged: that other armies were preparing to “punish” the 27th for itsbutchery. The “white knight” was usually held to be the 38th Army,which was permanently based near Peking todefendthe capital.*Rumour held that, with the 38th poised to avenge Peking, the armouredvehicles on and near Tiananmen Square were bracing themselves foran attack. Some claimed to hear artillery fire, others to know of clashesbetween rival units at Nanyuan airfield. Thousands more troops werereported to be moving towards Peking by land and air.


  The first concrete sign that the troops in the city might be preparing to confront an opposing force came on Monday evening. Two dozentanks took up a “battle formation” on the Jianguomenwai overpass atabout half-past seven, chasing the curious away with rounds of machine-gun fire. Their guns faced east out of the city, and along thenorth-south axis of the ring road. Beside the overpass, a line of 35 lorriesand jeeps, and some 500 lightly armed troops from the 40th Field Army,rested beneath the guns. Beyond was a row of more soldiers. To someit looked as though their job was to prevent the 40th Field Army fromescaping. During the night, street-lights were doused, and the tanksmoved aside to allow a convoy of lorries from Tiananmen Square topass through heading eastwards — another sign that battle was imminent, some surmised.


  But if civil war was about to break out, this was no way to prepare for it. No army would leave its tanks parked on a bridge or overpass;nor would it leave its armour exposed in the middle of a road. Thesetanks were not expecting battle; there was no breakdown of militaryorder; the army, whatever the reservations of individual generals orunits, had united behind Deng Xiaoping. Only later would it be appreciated that not one of the tanks set on fire during the protests exploded. They carried not a single shell for their big guns. They were there to doprecisely what they did: intimidate civilians. Some soldiers did shootat one another on the streets—but largely in error. At night, with nerveson edge and soldiers on different sides of a street under separatecommand, one volley of indiscriminate gunfire from the shadows couldscarcely fail to provoke another. The movement of troops and armourreflected an ordinary level of rotation and resupply. If people preferredto concentrate their anger on the 27th, all to the good: that would makeit easier for the 38th, with its “clean” reputation, to police the city afterother units had been withdrawn.


  On Tuesday, there was more confusion and more hope. “Do not be afraid. We will not fight the people”, said officers speaking throughmegaphones outside the Military History Museum near Muxidi. Because these men were from the 38th Army, they were cheered andapplauded. “Take revenge for us against the 27th Army butchers,” oneman called out. “They are against President Yang Shangkun’s army”,another said. The crowd pressed refreshments on them. The scene wasgratefully captured by government video cameras, as evidence of thewelcome which the army presence was receiving fromthe peopleofPeking.*


  The night was ominously quiet, and filled with rumour. Students, convinced that the universities were about to be occupied, fled theircampuses. At Peking University, dormitories in Buildings 28 and 29had already been evacuated. These buildings had served as campusheadquarters of the protest movement. But now, the organisation hadevaporated. Those who feared arrest were in hiding. Only students fromout of town, with nowhere else to go, were left behind.


  Nothing came. On Wednesday, the tanks at Jianguomenwai had gone. The troops and armour began moving out of Tiananmen Square.A convoy of tanks and lorries headed east out of the city, shooting long bursts into the air and raking buildings along Changan as they passed. Thousands more soldiers, many unarmed, left on foot. Some troops atthe rear of the convoy were heard to shout, “Down with officialcorruption,” a student chant; others on foot to call “Fire on the fascists”and “Crush the counter-revolutionaries”. In western Peking, still moresoldiers wore white armbands, and told people, “We will not open fireon you.” Civilians did not know what to believe. Those who doubtedthat they had seen the last of the soldiers were proved right. Theconvoys were not a final withdrawal. The bulk of the force which hadtaken part in the assault on Tiananmen was giving way to fresh soldiers— armed with brooms as well as rifles — who would arrive in the twosucceeding days. Even as the 27th Army was leaving to the east, othertroops were arriving from the south. For 24 hours, convoys crisscrossed the city.


  CHAPTER SIXTEEN


  Afterwards


  In the embassy-lined streets behind the Friendship Store and behind the high walls of their compounds, Peking’s diplomats and otherforeign residents had largely escaped the shooting. On Wednesday, thearmy brought it to their door.


  Just before noon, the huge column which was heading away from Tiananmen passed the foreigners’ residential compound at Jianguomenwai. As it did so, soldiers opened fire on the 15-storey blockswith a mix of heavy-calibre machine guns and lighterautomaticweapons.*United States diplomats claimed that some apartments inJianguomenwai were deliberately targeted as ones from which foreigners had been seen using binoculars to study the troop movements onChangan. Though no-one was injured, the barrage was deafening.Windows shattered. Bullets narrowly missed two American childrenand their nanny who were watching television.


  A separate force of infantry arrived to surround the compound, their AK-47 rifles pointing through the mesh fencing. “Hey you up in thebuilding,” the soldiers yelled at some photographers on a balcony, “Ifwe shoot you it is not our fault.” The army claimed that a sniper hadfired on its convoy. Troops moved into the buildings, searching apartments. After an hour and a half, they emerged. With them was a youngChinese man, whom plainclothes officers were dragging across thecompound. “Let me explain,” he was shouting. Who he was, no oneseemed to know.


  Many residents had already left Jianguomenwai, or were making preparations to do so. By nightfall the compound was nearly empty,and the emergency evacuation of foreigners from China was in fullswing. Embassies were besieged by their nationals, seeking refuge andadvice. Thousands made their way to Peking airport in special convoysof vehicles flying every variety of national flag. None was stopped.Only “essential” diplomats and foreign journalists remained behind.



  Ironically, just as the foreign exodus reached its peak, the streets of Peking became safe once more. On Thursday, people emerged to findtroops in freshly pressed uniforms sweeping the debris from the roadsand intersections, clearing away the barricades which the crowds hadat last grown tired of rebuilding. Traffic police with white gloves wereback at every intersection, ready even to direct non-existent traffic onroads which were still open only to tanks. Bicyclists tried to looknonchalant as they pedalled back on to the main roads, past theburned-out hulks of military vehicles and buses. They peered nervouslypast the rows of soldiers and tanks into Tiananmen. Today, the gunsstayed silent. The soldiers’ new orders appeared to be: “Smile, don’tshoot.” The army was trying to reclaim its former image, the friendsand servants of the people. “Judge us by our action,” they would tellpassers-by who stopped to talk. They meant, presumably, their newfound restraint. “We are here to help you, you must understand.” Whatof the dead? “Only the evil-doers were killed. They were harming thepeople.” The Party line had been fixed.


  The soldiers’ stilted remarks provided an early glimpse of the comprehensive propaganda campaign which the Party was preparing to mount. It was determined to establish that the two essential characteristics of the violence in Peking had been the malice of those whoanimated the protests; and the virtue of the army which opposed them.Activists still at large would be hunted down, as befitted enemies ofthe people. Qiao Shi, the nation’s security chief, called on all 47 millionParty members to unite against the “counter-revolution.” Those whodid not would be expelled. Security forces throughout China wereauthorized to use “all methods” to restore order. Party Committees inall seven of China’s military regions pledged their support. Li Peng,whose dismissal had been the theme of countless banners and countlesschants, made his first public appearance since Martial Law. He wasshow on television, congratulating troops in the Great Hall of thePeople.


  Public Notice 10, issued by the Peking municipal government and the Martial Law Enforcement Headquarters on Thursday, declared that“The Peking Autonomous Students Union and the Workers’ Autonomous Union are illegal organizations. They must dissolve themselvesimmediately. The chieftains of these two organizations were the ringleaders who incited and organized the current counter-revolutionaryrebellion in the capital ... They should surrender themselves to thepublic security authorities so as to receive lenient treatment. Those whorefuse to turn themselves in shall be brought to justice according to thelaw and severely punished.”


  Within an hour, Public Notice 11 was being broadcast on Radio Peking. It listed the numbers of 17 telephone lines set up to receivetip-offs about the “criminal activities of counter-revolutionary rioters”.To inform, it said, was a public duty. A week later, it would become acrime not to inform, and those who “harboured evil-doers” were to bepunished.


  On television, “news” was back on the air. Hour after hour of film footage showed crowds attacking soldiers, and military vehicles blazing. None showed soldiers attacking civilians. Gunfire was edited-outof the recordings. A few scenes of soldiers in hospital were shown againand again. Most of the injured had head bandages, or bruises on theirface. Some were sitting or standing beside their beds. A few were inplaster casts. They were visited and praised by senior Party officials.When corpses were shown, they were those of two lynched soldiers onwhom the government conferred the highposthumous honourof “Revolutionary Martyr”.*Like the hospital wards, they appeared again andagain. If civilians had died, they had eluded the government’s film cameras.


  The Big Lie tripped easily off the official tongue. It embraced images, memories, motives, and even mathematics. Figures for thenumbers killed and injured were chopped and changed, contradictedand dismissed with total insouciance. The true death toll would probably never be known, not least because the authorities forbade hospitalsand clinics to release statistics. It was certainly higher than the figureof 200 announced by the authorities in their final report a month later;but it was almost certainly below the unofficial estimates of 2-4,000made in the heat of the moment. Reports compiled privately from staffat hospitals and mortuaries in Peking in the days immediately after theassault on Tiananmen Square listed the number of civilian dead at4-500. An unknown number of bodies never entered the hospitals’record books, but were taken away by friends and colleagues. Thestudents also accused the army of burning some corpses on TiananmenSquare to conceal the civilian death toll. The army denied this.


  After the first wave of fighting, the authorities said only that an unspecified number of soldiers had been injured. At six o’clock onSunday morning, soon after Tiananmen Square had been taken, MartialLaw Enforcement Headquarters said that more than 1,000 soldiers andtheir commanders had been injured, but made no mention of fatalitieson either side. As the propaganda potential of corpses was more fullyappreciated, the list of army dead began to grow. By midnight, ChenXitong, the mayor of Peking, said rioters had killed or injured 1,000army personnel. The next day, a letter issued jointly by the CentralCommittee and the State Council said that “dozens” of army fightersand armed police had died.


  By Tuesday, while people were still being shot on Peking streets, Yuan Mu, the government spokesman, offered what he said wereincomplete statistics “although they have been checked again andagain”. More than 5,000 officers and soldiers of the People’s LiberationArmy had been injured. Four hundred officers and men were missing,some of them presumed dead. More than 2,000 civilians, “includingrioters who committed crimes and onlookers who did not know thetruth”, were wounded. “Close to 300” people had been killed. This lastfigure was not broken down, but included soldiers, “rioters deservingof punishment” and civilians killed accidentally. Yuan was very specific on one improbable point. “I have said more than once that thefigures are not very exact, but one figure, based on the informationgathered so far from the various colleges and universities, is relativelyaccurate. The number of dead students from Peking’s colleges anduniversities is 23.”


  At the end of the month, a report appeared in the English-language Peking Review under the name of the Peking Party Committee, called“What has happened in Peking”. It said that “many soldiers” were eitherburned or beaten to death, and described numerous incidents of soldiersunder attack, though only four army deaths were identified in detail.No figure was given for the number of soldiers hurt. In the course ofthe “riot,” it said, more than 1,000 people were wounded and more than100 died. Some of the dead were rioters. Others, unfortunately, happened to be in the way. “Because there were numerous onlookers andstudents, some were knocked down by vehicles, some were caught upin crowds, and others were hit by stray bullets”.


  When Chen Xitong gave his definitive account of events to the National People’s Congress on July 6, he gave a first official death tollfor civilians: 200, of which, he said, 36 were college students. He alsolisted in detail incidents in which five soldiers were killed. The numberof injured soldiers, armed police and security officers had jumpedsharply to 6,000; so too had the number of civilian wounded, to 3,000.Never were civilian casualties allowed to exceed the military tally.“Such heavy losses are eloquent testimony to the restraint and toleranceshown by the Martial Law troops. The PLA is an army led by theCommunist Party of China and serves the people wholeheartedly. Theyalways are ruthless to the enemy, but kind to the people,” Chen said.


  The lie became so complex that, in seeking to support it, officials were constantly contradicting it. At first, only “troublemakers” weresupposed to have been shot; then “people who had been misled” wereadded to the category; and then people who had “got in the way”. Onlya month later was it acknowledged that “innocent onlookers” and“doctors who had been carrying out duties” had been killed.


  On June 16, twelve days after the Square had been occupied, General Li Zhiyun, chief political commissar of the 38th Army, briefed foreignreporters. They were particularly interested in his remarks about Tiananmen Square itself, principally because of the official insistence that— in the words of Yuan Mu — “In clearing Tiananmen Square, that isfrom 4.30 to 5.30 on the morning of June 4, the Martial Law Enforcement troops did not kill or injure a single student and other people byshooting or running them over.” Yuan made no mention of the killingwhich had take place around the Square, or, indeed, what might havehappened there before or after the clearance. His main concern was toprevent Tiananmen becoming as sacred to the protestors as it was tothe Party.


  General Li gave a different picture. “But still there were some thugs, they were still provocative to the troops,” he said when asked aboutTiananmen. “At this time, some of the soldiers in our units directedtheir fire into the Square and especially those troops that had woundedor dead soldiers in their units.” He later denied the remark, but itconfirmed eyewitness reports that soldiers on its perimeter had indeedfired into Tiananmen, and that those later moving down the Square withthe tanks and armoured personnel carriers had swept its edges withgunfire.


  A month later, Chen Xitong’s official report on the incident admitted that a few students had refused to leave Tiananmen. They were forcedout. “During the whole operation no one, including the students whorefused but were forced to leave, died. Tales of ‘rivers of blood’ onTiananmen Square, and the rumour-mongers themselves ‘escapingfrom underneath piles of corpses’ are sheer nonsense,” he said. TheParty’s view seemed to be that the roads around Tiananmen did notcount, for the purposes of its denial. Soldiers might have shot from theSquare on to the roads, and from the roads into the Square. People mighthave died: but not one died standing on the sacred stones themselvesfrom a bullet fired from those same slabs.


  ON THE night of Friday June 9, Deng Xiaoping emerged after a 21 -day absence. With his Mao-suited Politburo, Wan Li, and a clique of oldcronies — but without Zhao — he appeared on television to praise thearmy commanders for crushing the “rebellion”. The People’s Liberation Army had proved to be China’s “Great Wall of iron and steel,” hesaid. The trouble, he declared, had been started by “a very small numberof people” whose aim was to “overthrow the Communist Party and thesocialist system. They wanted to transform the People’s Republic ofChina into a bourgeois republic.” In China, Deng’s “very small numberof people” could encompass thousands.


  As the round-up began, the first publicized arrests were of minor “hooligans”: sullen young men accused of arson, damage to publicproperty and other crimes, who were shown on television handcuffedand being marched to interrogation cells. Four hundred “criminals” hadbeen arrested by the end of the week.


  An exemplary dissident was sought: Fang Lizhi, the astrophysicist and human rights activist, together with his wife, Li Shuxian. Theywere branded as “behind-the-scenes” instigators of the counter-revolution. Fortunately for them, they had taken refuge in the United Statesembassy the day after the army moved into Tiananmen Square. Chinademanded that Washington hand them over; the demand was rejected.Warrants were issued for their arrest, and frontier police alerted.


  Next, it was the turn of the student commanders. A “most-wanted” list of 21 names and photographs was issued on June 13, includingcommentaries on physical appearance, background, birthplace andaccent. The public was ordered to hunt them down and turn them in.The roll was headed by Wang Dan, Wuerkaixi, Liu Gang, and ChaiLing.


  Wuerkaixi fled the country; Chai Ling disappeared. But by mid-August, seven of the 21, including Wang Dan and Liu Gang, were known to have been arrested. So too was Ren Wanding, the Democracy Wallveteran: nobody would hide him.


  In the weeks which followed, the authorities announced the arrest of over 2,000 people across China. Human rights groups estimated thetrue figure to be at least five times as high. In Peking on June 17, eightpeople were sentenced to death for “rioting”. They were peasants,unemployed workers, vagrants and “escaped criminals,” whose specific crime had been to set fire to six vehicles in the early days of MartialLaw. On June 21, three men who had set fire to a train in Shanghai wereexecuted. The announcements of death sentences stopped towards theend of June, when the leadership decided that they were becomingcounter-productive to the official claim that conditions in China hadreturned to normal.


  On June 19, Li Peng, the prime minister, appeared on television in the company of his two allies on the Politburo Standing Committee,Qiao Shi and Yao Yilin. He announced that the “counter-revolution”was “basically over”, and that the situation was “heading for stability.”On June 23, People’s Daily announced that a “decisive” victory hadnow been achieved. This confidence reflected developments withinZhongnanhai, rather than on the streets of Peking. The next day, threeweeks after the attack on Tiananmen, it was announced that the CentralCommittee had been in session, and that it had made certain dispositions within the leadership. Zhao Ziyang, general secretary of theCommunist Party, was relieved of his posts, and his supporters fell withhim. A new Politburo Standing Committee was appointed, without HuQili; and Jiang Zemin, the Party boss from Shanghai, became Zhao’ssuccessor. For now at least, the old men had won.


  APPENDIX 1:


  Contemporary events in selected provinces


    Guangdong. On the evening of May 4, police tried unsuccessfully to halt a demonstration in Canton by thousands of students from Zhongshan University,Jinan University and Huannan Teacher’s University. On May 16, another streetprocession was staged. The next day, a sit-in and 24-hour hunger strike waslaunched in front of the headquarters of the provincial government. By May 18,the crowd had swelled to 30,000. On June 4, students occupied the HaizhouBridge in Canton for one hour. The next day, they returned to block traffic at somany key locations as to bring the city to a standstill, and paralyzed the railwaysystem by lying on the tracks at Tianhe District. On June 6, 19 “hooligans” werebriefly arrested. The provincial government announced new regulations againstunofficial bodies, and set up a special discipline and inspection unit for colleges.By June 27, students had returned to class.


  Hubei. The seriousness of events in Hubei could be judged from a notice which appeared after order had been restored. It threatened action againstringleaders who had been “collecting crowds to storm party and governmentorgans and factories, mines and enterprises, and to block traffic and disruptsocial order, resulting in the cutting of road and railway traffic, and criminalelements who took part in smashing, looting and burning. “Over half’ the city’sstudents were officially regarded as having been involved in the unrest.


  On April 28, the province’s deputy party secretary urged a “clear-cut stand” against disorder. On May 16, students began a sit-in at one end of a bridge overthe Yangtze River at Wuhan, bringing heavy traffic to a standstill. On May 22,the city was placed under control of the military police. They used pepper, teargas and cattle prods to disperse crowds. Deng was widely rumoured to be in thecity at this time.


  On June 4, students staged a sit-in to block tracks on Wuchang bridge. In the following week, police began arresting activists. On June 7, they reporteddetaining “criminal elements.” On June 10, the public security bureau said ithad arrested 28 “unemployed and disreputable workers” who had been shoutingslogans and harassing passers-by. On June 11, most students returned to theirclasses. On June 15, the Wuhan College Students’ Autonomous Federation wasofficially banned. Newspapers were advised to “improve their management.”


  Hunan. Hunan was Hu Yaobang’s home province. The response to his death was severe. As early as April 22, incidents of beating, smashing and lootingwere reported on the streets of Changsha. Nine people were arrested in connection with this riot a week later. On May 4, about 2,000 students demonstrated.On May 17, many times that number came together to support the Peking hungerstrike. About 10,000 congregated at the main railway station. Tens of thousands more students, teachers, journalists and blue-collar workers took to the streetsthe next day.


  Rallies of this magnitude continued for at least another week, focused on a sit-in outside the provincial government headquarters which lasted until May29. On May 23, four foreign teachers said that they saw more than 40 studentsand workers being beaten up at the bridge by at least three truckloads of soldiers.After the Peking massacre, protestors brought the city to a standstill. The chaoslasted at least until June 9, when the mayor of Changsha appealed for order. Twodays later, the public security bureau had arrested at least 31 “rioters.” On June15, police searched nine publishing houses believed to have printed “counterrevolutionary” material.


  Shaanxi. Residents of Xian gathered to mourn Hu Yaobang on April 19. On April 22, the day of his funeral, riots broke out. Ten vehicles and twenty houseswere burnt. At Xincheng Square, 130 armed police were reported injured. Policetrucks invested the town. On April 26, police said they were making arrests.Students at the Northwestern Industrial University received permission todemonstrate on the streets on May 4. On May 17, they petitioned for a meetingwith the governor, and began a hunger-strike, calling for the “truth” about theApril 22 disturbance to be “clarified.”


  On May 20, Xian was brought to a standstill as 300,000 protestors took to the streets. Students occupied the central square, and showed pictures whichthey said illustrated police brutality on April 22. Demonstrations continued inthe square until May 28, when students returned to school. On June 3, threeAmericans were expelled, accused of impersonating students.


  On June 10-11, the provincial Party issued a series of orders. It banned autonomous workers’ and students’ unions, and the production of “reactionaryslogans.” On June 12, 43 “saboteurs” were arrested; on June 13, 75 “lawbreakers”, including student leaders.


  Shanghai.The first reported demonstration took place in the early hours of April 20, five days after Hu’s death. Several hundred students marched to themunicipal government headquarters on Waitan — the Bund — and were laterjoined by large crowds of onlookers. The city’s Party boss, Jiang Zemin,complained on April 26 about the appearance of big character posters arounduniversity campuses. The first large daytime demonstration took place on May2, when 6,000 students marched from their colleges to People’s Square in thecentre of the city. On May 4, about 5,000 students marched again to People’sSquare, where they began a sit-in outside the municipal government headquarters; on May 16, 4,000 students and young teachers decided to stage their ownhunger-strike in sympathy with Peking. On May 17-18 the protests multipliedin size to embrace all sectors of the society. Cadres paraded alongside studentsand workers. On May 20, two days after Mikhail Gorbachev’s stopover, thestudents placed a small model of the Statue of Liberty outside the governmentheadquarters, which probably served as the inspiration for the more dramatic"Goddess of Democracy," produced by the Central Institute of Fine Art forerection on Tiananmen Square a week later.


  A mass march on May 28 march signalled the onset of worse disruption, reaching near-chaos after the June 3-4 Peking massacre. Crowds sat-in onrailway tracks leading into the city centre, and on June 6 demonstrators blockingthe line at Guangxin junction were mown down by a train. At least six werekilled, and as many again injured. The crowd set fire to the train. By now, theofficial crackdown was underway. On June 9, nine members of the Autonomous-Workers’ Union were arrested. On June 10, the municipal police said they haduncovered two “counter-revolutionary cliques”, the China Youth DemocraticParty and the Freedom Society, and repeated their declaration that unofficialstudent organizations were illegal. That same day, the police made ten arrestsin connection with the June 6 assault on the train. The next day, they detaineda Hong Kong student, Yao Yongzhan, accusing him of being involved withillegal activities, and expelled a British journalist, Peter Newport.


  The arrests of “ruffians” and “criminals” accelerated. By June 13, 166 had been reported. On June 15, three of those arrested for firing the train weresentenced to death — the first publicized use of the death penalty in connectionwith the democracy movement. On June 21, the executions were carried out.


  Sichuan. On April 19, “many people” were said to be mourning Hu Yaobang, who had close ties with Sichuan; it was also Deng’s home province, and theprovince governed by Zhao until 1980. On April 20, students demonstrated inthe centre of Chengdu. The next day, they staged a memorial service for Hu onRenmin Nanlu Square. Sporadic demonstrations continued, focused on a sit-inon the square. On May 17, the provincial vice-governor agreed to meet studentsthe following day. Many students were trying to board trains to Peking. By June1, protestors were blockading main roads around Chengdu. One was killed andfive injured, when a goods vehicle crashed into a blockade.


  On June 4, Chengdu’s main department store was burnt down. Radio reports said the crowd also burnt a police station and fire engines which tried tointervene. Police were attacked with stones and bottles. The next day saw furtherintense violence. A Japanese visitor claimed that 300 students were killed, anda thousand injured. An attempt was made to burn the Jinjiang Hotel, whichhoused the US consulate. On June 6, further disturbances were reported; andalso 100 arrests.


  The authorities were beginning to crack down. On June 10, “criminals” were called upon to surrender. On June 14, autonomous organizations were banned.Chengdu police made 106 arrests on June 19; and on July 18, two “counter-revolutionaries” were executed.


  



  



  Endnotes


  Chapter 1


  1.The executive branchof the Central Committee.Back


  2. Theadoptive sonof Chou En-Lai.Back


  



  Chapter 5


  1.The five-member“inner circle”.Back


  2.Some saidcousin.Back


  3. 221-206 BC.Back


  



  Chapter 7


  1.Theapparatusof the National Party leadership.Back

  



  Chapter 9


  1.Wuerkaixi, though a hunger-striker, was secretly eating noodles at night in the back seat of a car, bending low to hide his face. Such a breach of discipline was necessary, he explained to a friend, because as a “leader” he needed to conserve his strength, and because he suffered from a heart condition. His lapse was kept secret. Official propaganda later made great play of a film showing Wuerkaixi banqueting in the Peking Hotel: but this was taken long after the hunger-strike had ended.Back

  



  Chapter 10

  

  1.Hu Qili, the fifth member, vacillated.Back



  2.The Economic StructuralReform Research Institute, the China Rural Development Research Centre, the Institute of International Studies of the China International Trust and Investment Corporation and the Peking Association of Young Economists.Back

  



  Chapter 11


  1.Li Peng.Back


  2.They werelater sentenced to life imprisonment for “counter-revolutionary incitement”.Back


  3.Thespeechwas not “written” so much as “rewritten”. The original draft had been sent to him from Peking.Back


  4.Resistance was particularlystrong in the two most professional, least politicized branches of the People’s Liberation Army: its air-force and navy units. Six weeks after the crackdown, their loyalty was still being challenged. “Many people (in the air force) have yet to gain a clear understanding of the roots and inevitability of the turmoil, and many ideological questions have yet to be resolved,” said Radio Peking. It was also noticeable that China’s defence minister, Qin Jiwei, was by-passed during the imposition of Martial Law.Back

  



  Chapter 13


  1.Western military officials, however, believed it was a mixed force comprising elements of the 27th, 28th and 63rd Armies, all under the command of the Peking Military Region, and possibly other units.Back


  

  Chapter 14



  1.Chai Ling’s account of the finalhours of the democracy movement was given in a tape-recorded message smuggled to Hong Kong.Back


  2.Wuerkaixitold the authors in Paris that he suffered an attack of his heart ailment, and was hoisted on to the upper platform of the monument where he stayed until four o’clock in the morning. “I was lying down but I joined hands with some people and we sang the Internationale for a long time. I remember that very clearly....Then, at four o’clock, as the sound of gunfire grew, I was still in the Square. I knew that if I did not leave, students who were waiting for me might die. They carried me into an ambulance and left.” In it, he said, were four people with bullet wounds. Wuerkaixi refused to say what happened afterwards, as he was being spirited out of China. Some western witnesses say they saw him climbing into an ambulance, but put the time of this sighting at around midnight.Back

  



  Chapter 15


  1.Withintwo weeksthe director of the newspaper, Qian Liren, and its editor-in-chief, Tan Wenrui, were sacked. They were replaced by Gao Di, a director of the Communist Party School, and Shao Huaze, the propaganda chief of the People’s Liberation Army, where cadres were trained to be obedient servants.Back


  2.Though the 38th, too, had taken part in the attack.Back


  3. One resident of Muxidihad troubled to record the registration markings of tanks which had patrolled the same street on Sunday and Monday, from which soldiers had sniped&nbsp;at helpless civilians. Two of these “friendly” tanks — numbers 504 and 505 — had&nbsp;been among them.Back

  



  Chapter 16


  1.Thesame columnshot up the World Trade Centre building, a mile further on, shattering 298 smoked-glass panes at a cost of £600 each.Back

  

  2.One,Liu Guogeng, was beaten to death by an enraged mob near Xidan intersection, after his jeep had been surrounded and overturned. Jumping clear, he shot and killed four people. His clothes were stripped from his body, he was disembowelled and his corpse hung from a bus. The other, Cui Guozheng, was a 20-year-old recruit, lynched on Chongwenmen pedestrian overpass near Peking railway station. His body was set on fire and left hanging for several days. Witnesses said he was shooting wildly into the crowd from the overpass, and killed a child. He was overpowered while changing a magazine.Back
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The “Goddess of Democracy”, under construction in the Central Institute of Fine Arts,
Peking. It was transported in three sections to Tiananmen Square on the night of May 29.
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Scenes from the televised interrogation of “counter-revolutionaries”. After the massacre,
government propaganda depicted soldiers as heroes, and protesters as criminals. (Fred Scott)
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Peking hospital on June 6. About
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‘The view westward into Tiananmen Square afte the June 4 assault, with the
tanks of the People’s Liberation Army in occupation. (Fred Scott)
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strikers in Tiananmen Square at dawn on May 19 (Sygma); Right, bottom: Qiao Shi, of the
Politburo Standing Committee, visiting hunger-strikers in hospital. (Sygma)
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