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Destruction of spiritual beliefs 
In addition to destroying the physical 

forms of religion and culture, the CCP 
has also used its utmost capacity to de-
stroy people’s spiritual identity formed 
by faith and culture. 

Take the CCP’s treatment of ethnic 
beliefs for example. The CCP consid-
ered the traditions of the Hui Muslim 
group to be one of the “four olds”—old 
thought, culture, tradition, habit. There-
fore, it forced the Hui people to eat pork. 
Muslim peasants and mosques were re-
quired to raise pigs, and each household 
had to furnish two pigs to the country 
every year. 

The Red Guards even forced the 
second highest Tibetan living Buddha, 
the Panchen Lama, to eat human excre-
ment. They ordered three monks from 

the Temple of Bliss located in Harbin 
City, Heilongjiang Province, which is 
the biggest Buddhist temple built in 
modern times, to hold a poster board 
that said, “The hell with sutras—they 
are full of shit.” 

In 1971, Lin Biao, the vice chairman 
of the CCP’s central committee, at-
tempted to escape China but was killed 
when his plane crashed in Undurkhan, 
Mongolia. Later, some Confucian quo-
tations were found in Lin’s Beijing resi-
dence at Maojiawan. The CCP then 
started a frantic movement of “criticiz-
ing Confucius.” 

A writer pen-named Liang Xiaoi  
published an article in “The Red Flag,” 
the CCP’s banner magazine, entitled 
“Who is Confucius?” The article de-
scribed Confucius as a “madman who 
wanted to turn history backward,” and 
a “deceptive and shrewd demagogue.” 
A series of cartoons and songs followed, 
demonizing Confucius. 

In this way, the dignity and sa-
credness of religion and culture were 
annihilated. 

Endless destruction 
In ancient China, the central govern-

ment only extended its rule to the county 
level, below which patriarchal clans 
maintained autonomous control. So in 
Chinese history, the destruction such 
as the “burning of books and the bury-
ing of Confucian scholars” by Emperor 
Qin Shi Huangii in the Qin Dynasty 
(221–207 B.C.) and the four campaigns 
to eliminate Buddhism between the fifth 
and tenth century by the “Three Wus 
and One Zong,” all were imposed from 
the top down. They could not possibly 
eradicate the culture. 

Confucian and Buddhist classics and 
ideas continued to survive in the vast 
spaces of society. In contrast, the cam-
paign to “cast away the four olds” by 
teenage students incited by the CCP was 
a nationwide, grass-roots movement 
with “spontaneous enthusiasm.” 

The CCP’s extension to every village 
through village-level Party branches 
controlled the society so tightly that the 
CCP’s “revolutionary” movement ex-
tended without end and affected every 
person on every inch of land in China. 

Never in history had any emperor 
eradicated from people’s minds what 
they considered to be the most beautiful 
and the most sacred, using slanderous 
and insulting propaganda in addition to 
violence, as the CCP has. Elimination 
of belief can often be more effective and 
long-lasting than physical destruction 
alone. 

Reforming intellectuals 
The Chinese characters embody the 

essence of 5,000 years of civilization. 
Each character’s form and pronuncia-
tion, and the idioms and literary allu-
sions composed of combinations of the 
characters, express profound cultural 
meanings. 

The CCP has not only simplified the 
Chinese characters, but also tried to 
replace them with Romanized pinyin, 
which would remove all cultural tradi-
tion from the Chinese characters and 
language. 

But the replacement plan has failed, 
thus sparing further damage to the Chi-
nese language. However, the Chinese 
intellectuals who inherited the same tra-

ditional culture were not so fortunate as 
to be spared destruction. 

i“Liang Xiao” represents a group of 
assigned writers, including Zhou Yiliang, 
whose involvement in the writing group 
earned him an anonymous letter from an 
old friend that referred to “the extreme of 
shamelessness.”

iiEmperor Qin Shi Huang (259–210 
B.C.), alias Ying Zheng, was the first em-
peror in the history of the unified China. 
He standardized legal codes, written lan-
guage, currencies, weights, and measures, 
and ordered the Great Wall be built. All 
these measures had a profound influ-
ence on Chinese history and culture. Qin 
Shi Huang ordered the books of various 
schools burned, including those of Con-
fucianism and Daoism, and once that 
ordered 460 Confucian scholars be bur-
ied alive. These events were later called 
in history “the burning of books and the 
burying of Confucian scholars.” He built 
a huge mausoleum for himself, and the 
terracotta army of the tomb of Emperor 
Qin became known as the eighth wonder 
of the world.

Inspired by the ‘Nine Commentaries,’ 
As of 20:41 EST, February 11th, 2009

49,687,283
Chinese people have announced
their intentions to quit the Chinese 
Communist Party and its affiliated 
organizations on a special Web site 
established by The Epoch Times. 
Many others, unable to break through 
the Chinese Internet blockade, have 
posted their withdrawal statements 
on poles or buildings. Others have 
written them on Chinese currency.
Read recent statements of Chinese 
quitting the Party, the latest news 
on the “Nine Commentaries,” and 
more at

http://www.NineCommentaries.com

QUITTING 
THE CCP

The ‘Nine Commentaries’ is the book that is disintegrating the Chinese Communist Party (CCP)  and changing China. This 
award-winning Epoch Times editorial series discloses the true history and nature of the CCP. Now it is serialized here.  

Nine Commentaries on the Communist Party
Commentary Six (cont.)

On how the Chinese 
Communist Party destroyed 

traditional culture

Toronto

The Epoch Times Media Inc.
201 Consumers Road, Suite 103

Toronto, ON  M2J 4G8
Tel:  416-298-1933
Fax: 416-298-1299

Vancouver

210 - 5481 Kingsway.
Burnaby, BC V5H 2G1

Tel: 604-439-9777
Fax: 604-439-9779

Ottawa

988 Pinecrest Rd.
 Ottawa, ON K2B 6B5

Tel:  613-820-2580
Fax: 613-820-8107

Edmonton

#106, 10510-121 St. 
Edmonton, AB T5N 1L4

Tel:  780-428-8657
Fax: 780-988-5911

Calgary

P.O. Box 21072 
Calgary AB  T2P 4H5

Tel:  403-512-3329
Fax: 403-508-9933

ADVERTISING:

Toronto

Adam  416-298-1933 Ext 223
Helen Li 647-899-8748

canada_ads@epochtimes.com

Vancouver

Andrea Hayley 604-715-0334
van_contact@epochtimes.com

Ottawa

613-853-7494
ottawa@epochtimes.com

Edmonton

780-428-8657
edmonton.ca@epochtimes.com 

Calgary

403-512-3329
calgary.ca@epochtimes.com

Regina

Gary Yang (306-596-5488)
sask_ads@epochtimes.com

PUBLISHER: 
Cindy Gu

BUSINESS MANAGER:
Helen Li

ISSN: 1712-6487

‘A Fresh Look At Our 
Changing World’

Editors: Jason Loftus, Matthew Little, Arnaud 
Camu, Joan Delaney,  Jim Fogarty, Jeffrey Thompson, 
Lishanthi Caldera, Rahul Vaidyanath, Cindy Chan, 
Christine Parker, Franklin McCoy, Harri Harrison, Cathy 
Liu, Ryan Moffatt, Anna Skibinsky, Elisabeth Reynolds, 
Cary Dunst

Please send letters to the editor to: 
letters_ca@epochtimes.com.                 
                                              
Include address and a daytime phone 
number. We reserve the right to edit  
all letters.

The Epoch Times

CONTINUED FROM P1
Then, four men with electric 

shock prods began beating my 
head and all over my body. Noth-
ing but the noise of the beating and 
my anxious breathing could be 
heard. I was beaten so severely that 
my whole body began uncontrolla-
bly shaking. 

“Don’t pretend to do that!” 
shouted a guy I later learned is 
named Wang. Then a very strong 
and tall (approximately 6’ 1”) man 
grabbed my hair and pulled me up 
off the ground. Then Wang began 
beating me on the face terribly. 

“***, you are not worthy to wear 
black clothes. Are you a Mafia 
leader? Pull off all of his clothes.”

All my clothes were pulled off 
and I was totally naked. Wang 
yelled again, and someone kicked 
me in the back of my legs, and I col-
lapsed to the floor. The big guy con-
tinued to pull my hair and forced 
me to lift my head to see Wang. 

At this time, I could see that 
there were five people in the room. 
Four of the men were holding elec-
tric prods, and one was holding my 
belt. 

“You listen, Gao, today your un-
cles want nothing but to make your 
life worse than death. I tell you the 
truth, your matter is not only be-
tween you and the government. 

“Look at the floor! There is not a 
single drop of water. After a while 
the water will be above your ankles. 
After a while you will learn where 
the water will come from.”

While Wang was saying this, the 
electric shock prods were put on my 
face and upper body shocking me. 

Wang then said, “Come on guys, 
deliver the second course!” Then, 
the electric shock batons were put 
all over me. And my full body, my 
heart, lungs and muscles began 
jumping under my skin uncontrol-
lably. I was writhing on the ground 
in pain, trying to crawl away. Wang 
then shocked me in my genitals. 

My begging them to stop only 
resulted in laughing and more un-
believable torture. Wang then used 
the electric shock baton three more 
times on my genitals while shout-
ing loudly. 

After a few hours of this I had no 
energy to even beg, let alone try to 
escape. But my mind was still clear. 
I felt my body was jerking very 
strongly when the baton touched 
me. I clearly felt some water sprin-
kled on my arms and legs as I was 
jerking. It was then I realized that 
this was sweat from me, and I real-
ized what Wang had meant about 
the water.

It seems that the torturers them-
selves were also tired. Before the 
dawn came, three of them left the 
room. “We will come back later to 
give him the next course,” Wang 
said.

The two left in the room, put 
a chair in the middle of the room 
and pulled me up and set me in the 
chair. One of them had five pieces 
of cigarettes in his mouth. One man 
stood behind me and the man with 
the cigarettes was in front. 

The man behind grabbed my 
hair and pulled my head forward 
and down. The other man used the 
cigarettes to fill my nose and eyes 
with smoke over and over. They did 
this with the utmost patience. After 
a while I didn’t have any feeling ex-
cept for some tears dropping on my 
legs. 

This continued for about two 
hours. Then some other guys came 
in replacing the previous two. My 
eyes could not see because they 
were now swollen shut. 

The new guys started talking, 
“Gao, are you still able to hear with 
your ears? I tell you the truth, these 
guys are experts in cracking down 

on Mafia guys. They are heavies. 
This time they are chosen specifi-
cally and carefully by the higher 
authorities for this purpose. 

“Can you hear who I am? My 
last name is Jiang. I followed you 
to Xiajiang after you were released 
last year.”

“Are you the one from Penglai 
City, Shandong?” I asked.

“Yes, your memory is still good. 
I told you, you would come back 
sooner or later. When I saw you 
the way you behaved in Xiajiang, I 
knew you would be back. You even 
looked down upon our police. 

“Shouldn’t we help you have a 
better lesson? You wrote that letter 
to American congressmen. Look 
at you, you traitor. What could you 
be given by your American lord? 
The American Congress counts 
for nothing. This is China. It is the 
Communist Party’s territory. 

“To capture your life is as easy as 
stepping on an ant. If you dare to 
continue to write your stupid arti-
cles, the government has to make 
its attitude clear. Now, did you see 
that attitude tonight?” Jiang spoke 
slowly.

I asked, “How can you face the 
beating of Chinese and use Mafia 
tactics on Chinese taxpayers?”

“You are an object to be beaten,” 
said Jiang. “You know that in your 
heart better than most. Taxpayers 
count for nothing in China. Don’t 
talk about this term ‘taxpayers.’”

While he was saying this, some-
one else entered the room. I recog-
nized the voice to be Wang’s. “Don’t 
talk to him with your mouth. Give 
him the real thing. Your uncles 
have prepared 12 courses. We only 
finished 3 last night. 

“Your chief uncle doesn’t like to 
talk and so after a while you will 
see that you will have to eat your 
own S*** and drink your own piss. 
A toothpick will touch your light 
[sexual organs]. 

“Don’t you talk about torture by 
the Communist Party yet, because 
we will give you a comprehensive 
lesson now!

“You are correct, we torture 
Falun Gong. Everything is right. 
The 12 courses we’re going to give 
to you were practiced on the Falun 
Gong. To tell you the truth. I am 
not afraid of you if you continue to 
write. We can torture you to death 
without your body being found. 

“You stinky outsider [meaning, 
not from Beijing]! What are you 
thinking even being here?”

In the following hours of torture, 
I passed out several times because 
of lack of water and food, and 
heavy sweating. I was lying down 
on the cold floor naked. I felt sev-
eral times someone come and open 
my eyes and shine a flashlight in 
them to see if I was still alive. 

When I would come to, I smelled 
the strong odor of stinky urine. My 
face, nose, and hair were filled with 
the smell. Obviously, but I don’t 
know when, someone had urinated 
on my face and head.  

This torture continued until 
around noon on the third day. I 
don’t know where I got the strength 
to endure, but somehow I strug-
gled to get away from their grasp 
and began to beat my head on the 
table. 

I was shouting the names of my 
two children (Tiangyu and GeGe) 
and trying to kill myself. But my at-
tempt did not succeed. I thank Al-
mighty God for this. It is He who 
rescued me. I truly felt God drag 
me back from that state and give 
me my life.  

My eyes were full of blood, 
though, because of my head-bang-
ing. I fell on the ground. Immedi-
ately, three people sat on my body. 
One was on my face. They were 

laughing. They said I used my death 
to try to scare them. They said they 
have just seen this too many times. 

They then continued the torture 
again until that night. I could not 
see anything with my eyes any-
more. I could still hear my torturers 
though, and again they gathered 
after they had dinner.   

One of them came and pulled 
my hair, dragging me up. “Gao, are 
you hungry? Tell us the truth!”   

I said, “I am very hungry.”   
“Do you want to eat? Tell us the 

truth!”   
I said, “I want to eat.” Instead, 

they slapped my face repeatedly, a 
dozen times or more, and I again 
collapsed to the ground. A boot 
stomped on my chest, and someone 
shocked me on the chin with the 
baton. I screamed. Then someone 
put the baton into my mouth.  

“Let’s see how different your 
mouth is from others. Don’t you 
want to eat? You said you are hun-
gry. Are you worthy?” The ba-
ton was in my mouth but was not 
turned on. I didn’t know what they 
wanted to do.    

“Gao, do you know why we didn’t 
destroy your mouth?” Wang said. 
“Tonight your uncles want you to 
talk the whole night. We want you 
to talk about nothing except about 
how you are a womanizer. You are 
not allowed to say you are not one. 
You are not allowed to say there are 
just a few women, either. Don’t for-
get any details. You can’t leave any 
details out. Your uncles like this. 
We have slept and eaten enough, 
it’s your time to talk.”   

“Why didn’t he talk? Beat him 
up brothers!” Wang shouted. Three 
batons began shocking me. I was 
crawling all over trying to get away 
and was still naked. After more 
than 10 minutes, I was shaking un-
controllably again.  

I begged them. “I didn’t have 
an affair. It’s not that I don’t want 
to tell you.” I heard my voice was 
quivering.   

“Are you becoming a fool?” said 
Wang. “Let’s use the baton to light 
you and see if you start talking.”  

Then two people stretched out 
my arms and pinned them to the 
ground. They used toothpicks to 
pierce my genitals. I can’t use any 
language to describe the helpless-
ness, pain, and despair that I felt 
then. At a point like that, language 
and emotion do not have the power 
to explain. Finally I made up sto-
ries, telling them about affairs that 
I had with four women. After more 
repeated torture, I had to describe 
how I had sex with each of these 
women. This continued until dawn 
the next day. 

At that time, I was dragged to 
where I had to sign the transcript of 
my confession about my affairs. “If 
we send this out, you will become 
stinky dog’ s *** in half a year,” 
Wang said loudly. 

After I was released, I learned 
that the day after the torture the 
interrogator named Sun Huo in-
formed my wife of “the truth” they 
had learned about my affairs. My 
wife told them it was none of their 
business. She said, “I still trust 
Gao.” 

After being tortured for days, I 
often lost consciousness and was 
unable to determine the passage 
of time. I don’t know how long had 
passed. A group of them were pre-
paring to torture me again. 

Another guy came in, though, 
and rebuked them. I could hear 
it was a deputy director from the 
Beijing PSB. I had seen him many 
times before. I thought him to be a 
good person.  

I could not see him though, be-
cause my eyes were still swollen. 
My whole body was beaten and 

unrecognizable. He sounded angry 
because of my condition. He found 
a doctor to attend to me. He said 
he was appalled and surprised. He 
said, “This torture doesn’t repre-
sent the Communist Party!” 

I asked him, “Who directed 
this?” 

He didn’t reply. I asked to be 
sent back home or even just back to 
prison. He didn’t reply. He brought 
my torturers back into the room 
and rebuked them. He ordered 
them to buy clothes for me and give 
me a blanket and food. He told me 
he would try his best to either get 
me back to prison or back home.   

As soon as the deputy left, Wang 
began cursing me. “Gao, you even 
dream to go to prison? No, that is 
too easy. You won’t have any chance 
to do that as long as the CCP is still 
in power. Don’t even think about 
that.” 

That same night, I was trans-
ported to another location, but I 
didn’t know where, since I had a 
black hood over my head again. I 
was continuously tortured there 
again for another 10 days. 

Then one day, they put the hood 
on me again, and I was put into a 
vehicle. My head was forced in be-
tween my legs, and I had to remain 
that way for more than an hour. 
The suffering was more than I 
could stand, and I wanted to die.   

After another hour, at a new 
location, the hood was removed. 
Four of the previous five torturers 
were not there. But, I saw the same 
group of secret police who used to 
follow me. 

From then on, the physical tor-
ture stopped, but emotional torture 
continued. I was told the 17th Com-
munist Party Congress was start-
ing and that I had to wait for the 
higher authorities’ opinions about 
my case.   

During that time, some officials 
came to visit my cell. Their atti-
tude was softer, and I was also al-
lowed to wash my face and brush 
my teeth. 

Some officials proposed to me to 
use my writing skills to curse Falun 
Gong instead, and that I could 
charge whatever I wanted for do-
ing that. I said it is not a technical 
problem but an ethical problem. 

“So, if that is too hard, then 
write articles praising the govern-
ment, and again charge whatever 
you want,” they suggested. 

Finally, they proposed, “If you 
write what we direct and that you 
were treated well after prison and 
that you were fooled by Falun 
Gong and Hu Jia, things will go 
well. Otherwise, how can you find 
an end to your suffering? Think of 
your wife and children.” 

In exchange, I did write an arti-
cle that said the government treated 
my family well. In that article, I ex-
plained that I wrote the open letter 
to the U.S. Congress because I had 
been fooled by Falun Gong and Hu 
Jia.   

Before I was released to go home, 
though, I was brought to Xian city. 
I was brought to call Geng He (my 
wife). On the date of the mid-au-
tumn festival, the authorities asked 
me to call my wife and comfort 
her since she was holding a protest 
and trying to commit suicide over 
the government’s treatment of our 
family. 

The content of the call was all 
designed by the authorities. (Later I 
learned that my wife’s response was 
also choreographed.) I could still 
not open one of my eyes at that time 
and since the call was being taped, I 
was told to explain that it was from 
a self-inflicted wound. 

In the middle of November 2007, 
after I got home, I learned that 
my house had been thoroughly 

searched again, without a single 
document or search warrant hav-
ing been produced. During those 
more than 50 days of torture, I had 
many strange feelings. For exam-
ple, sometimes I could really hear 
“death” and sometimes I could re-
ally hear “life.” 

On the twelfth or thirteenth day 
of my kidnapping, when I could 
again partially open my eyes, I saw 
my body was in a horrifying con-
dition. Not a single square centim-
eter of my skin was normal. It was 
bruised and damaged over every 
part.

Every day while I was being held, 
the experience of “eating” was unu-
sual. Whenever I was at the point 
of starving, they would bring up 
“mantle” [steamed bread] and offer 
it to me. If I would sing one of the 
three famous revolutionary Com-
munist Party songs, I could have 
some bread.  

My deepest desire was that I 
wanted to live until that was no 
longer possible. My death would 
be torturous for my wife and chil-
dren, but at the same time I didn’t 
want to dirty my soul. But in that 
environment, human dignity has 
no strength. If you don’t sing these 
songs, you will continue to be 
starved, and they will continue to 
torture you, so I sang.

When they used the same tactic, 
though, pressuring me to write arti-
cles attacking Falun Gong, I didn’t 
do it. But I did compromise by writ-
ing my statement saying the gov-
ernment didn’t kidnap and torture 
me and that they treated my family 
well. I did sign that document. 

During these more than 50 days, 
more horrible evils were commit-
ted than I have told here. Those 
evils are not even worthy of any 
historical records by any human 
governments. But those records 
will further enable us to see clearly 
how much further the leaders of the 
CCP are willing go in the CCP’s 
evil crimes against humanity in or-
der to protect its illegal monopoly 
on power! Those evils are so dirty 
and disgusting that I don’t want to 
mention them at this time and per-
haps will never mention them in the 
future. 

Every time when I was tortured, 
I was always repeatedly threatened 
that, if I spelled out later what had 
happened to me, I would be tor-
tured again, but I was told, “This 
time it will happen in front of your 
wife and children.” 

The tall, strong man who pulled 
my hair repeated this over and over 
during the days I was tortured. 
“Your death is sure if you share this 
with the outside world,” he said. 
This was repeated many times. 
These brutal, violent acts are not 
right. Those that did it, themselves, 
knew this clearly in their hearts.  

Finally, I want to say a few words 
that won’t be liked by some folks. 
I want to remind those so-called 
global “good friends,” “good part-
ners,” so-called by the CCP, that the 
increasing degree of brutality and 
coldness against the Chinese peo-
ple by the CCP is the direct result 
of appeasement by both you and us 
(our own Chinese people). 

Written on November 28, 2007, at 
my besieged home in Beijing. Author-
ized to be released to international 
community on February 9, 2009

This letter was first published by 
the China Aid Association. The Ep-
och Times gratefully acknowledges 
permission to use China Aid’s trans-
lation, which The Epoch Times has 
edited. Gao Zhisheng provided this 
letter with the title: “Dark Night, 
Dark Hood and Kidnapping by 
Dark Mafia—My account of more 
than 50 days of torture in 2007.”
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