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    To figure out what is taking place today in a closed society such as China, sometimes you have to go back a decade, sometimes more.1


    One clue might be found on a hilltop near southern Guangzhou, on a partly cloudy autumn day in 1991. A small medical team and a young doctor starting a practice in internal medicine had driven up from Sun Yat-sen Medical University in a van modified for surgery. Pulling in on bulldozed earth, they found a small fleet of similar vehicles—clean, white, with smoked glass windows and prominent red crosses on the side. The police had ordered the medical team to stay inside for their safety. Indeed, through the side window of the van, its occupants could see lines of ditches—some filled in, others freshly dug—suggesting that the hilltop had served as a killing ground for years.2


    Thirty-six scheduled executions would translate into seventy-two kidneys and corneas divided among the regional hospitals. Every van contained surgeons who could work fast: fifteen to thirty minutes to extract. Drive back to the hospital. Transplant within six hours. Nothing fancy or experimental; execution would probably ruin the heart.


    Right after the first shots the van door was thrust open and two men with white surgical coats thrown over their uniforms carried a body in, the head and feet still twitching slightly. The young doctor noted that the wound was on the right side of the chest, as he had expected. When a third body was laid down, he went to work.


    Male, forty-ish, Han Chinese. While the other retail organs in the van were slated for the profitable foreigner market, the doctor had seen the paperwork indicating this kidney was tissue-matched for transplant into a fifty-year-old Chinese man. Without the transplant, that man would die. With it, the same man would rise miraculously from his hospital bed and go on to have a normal life for twenty-five years or so. By 2016, given all the immunosuppressive drug advances in China, they could theoretically replace the liver, lungs, or heart—maybe buy that man yet another ten to fifteen years.


    The third body had no special characteristics save an angry purple line on the neck. The doctor recognized the forensics. Sometimes the police would twist a wire around a prisoner's throat to prevent him from speaking up in court. The doctor thought it through methodically. Maybe the police didn't want this prisoner to talk because he had been a deranged killer, a thug, or mentally unstable. After all, the Chinese penal system was a daily sausage grinder, executing hardcore criminals on a massive scale. Yes, the young doctor knew the harvesting was wrong. Whatever crime had been committed, it would be nice if the prisoner's body were allowed to rest forever. Yet was his surgical task that different from an obstetrician's? Harvesting was rebirth; harvesting was life, as revolutionary an advance as antibiotics or steroids—or maybe they didn't want this man to talk because he was a political prisoner.


    Nineteen years later, in a secure location, the doctor laid out the puzzle. He asked that I keep his identity a secret.


    The first experimental organ transplants were carried out in China during the 1960s. Organ harvesting of criminals condemned for capital offenses began on a small scale in the late 1970s.3 Beginning in the mid-1980s, Chinese medical transplant expertise accelerated with the help of new immunosuppressive agents that could effectively tamp down the new host's tendency to reject foreign tissue.4 Suddenly organs once considered scraps no longer went to waste. It wasn't public knowledge exactly, but Chinese medical schools taught that many otherwise wicked criminals volunteered their organs as a final penance.


    Chinese medical authorities admit that the lion's share of transplant organs originate with executions, but no mainland Chinese doctors, even in exile, will normally speak of performing such surgery.5 To do so would remind international medical authorities—the World Health Organization, the Transplantation Society—of an issue they would rather avoid—not China's horrendous execution rate or the exploitation of criminal organs, but rather the systematic elimination of China's religious and political prisoners. Yet even if this doctor feared consequences to his family and his career, he did not fear embarrassing China, for he was born into an indigenous minority group, the Uyghurs.6
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    A typical execution ground in China. The weapon appears to be a Type-81-1 assault rifle, suggesting that the photo was taken after 1986; because the weapon is aimed at the woman's head, it is likely that the execution took place before the advent of live organ harvesting.


    Behind closed doors, the doctor (and practically every other Uyghur witness I spoke with) calls this vast region in China's northwest corner (bordering India, Pakistan, Afghanistan, Tajikistan, Kyrgyzstan, Kazakhstan, and Mongolia) “East Turkestan.” The Uyghurs are ethnically Turkic, not East Asian. They are Muslims with a smattering of Christians, and their language is more readily understood in Tashkent than in Beijing. The importance of “East Turkestan” is that the name references a future independent nation. Uyghurs have had different ideas about the composition of such a state over the years, with the possibilities ranging from an Islamic republic (following the Cultural Revolution when the Red Guards literally turned mosques into pigpens) to a Soviet protectorate (until the Soviet Union collapsed) or, most promising, a “Uyghurstan” that would take its place among the new Central Asian nations. At the top leadership level, Rebiya Kadeer speaks about a Western-style democracy.


    By contrast, Beijing's name for the so-called Autonomous Region, Xinjiang, literally translates as “new frontier.” The Chinese conflict with the Uyghurs over that land is China's longest running territorial war. When Mao invaded in 1949, Han Chinese constituted only 7 percent of the regional population. Following the flood of Communist Party administrators, soldiers, shopkeepers, and construction corps, Han Chinese now constitute the majority, the mass migration creating a rationale for suppressing Uyghur language and culture, most vividly seen in the bulldozing of vast historic centers of ancient Silk Road cities such as Ghulja, Karamay, and Kashgar. Originally driven by cotton, Maoist modernization principles, and countering the Soviets, the Chinese expansion is now fueled by the party's calculation that Xinjiang will be its top oil and natural gas production center by the end of this century.7


    To protect this investment, Beijing traditionally depicted all Uyghur nationalists—violent rebels and nonviolent activists alike—as proxies for the US Central Intelligence Agency.8 Shortly after 9/11, that conspiracy theory was tossed down the memory hole. Suddenly China was, and always has been, at war with al Qaeda–led Uyghur terrorists. No matter how transparently opportunistic the switch, the American intelligence community saw an opening for Chinese cooperation in the war on terror, and they signaled their acquiescence by allowing Chinese state security personnel into Guantánamo to interrogate Uyghur detainees.9


    While it is difficult to know the strength of the claim that detainees were connected to al Qaeda, the basic facts are these: During the 1990s, when the Chinese drove the Uyghur rebel training camps from neighboring countries such as Kazakhstan and Pakistan, some Uyghurs fled to Afghanistan, where a portion became Taliban soldiers.10 Nor is there little question that the level of violence within Xinjiang, and indeed within China, has increased in recent years. Both Uyghur separatists and the Chinese internal military apparatus play a part, yet because the party bureaucracy controls the Web (the Internet in Xinjiang was shut down for six months following the Urumqi riots of July 2009) as well as Western reporters’ physical access to Xinjiang, the Chinese narrative is dominated by lurid—and unverifiable—stories such as that of the 2014 Kunming train-station massacre, while hundreds of enforced disappearances of young Uyghur males—verifiable but relatively dull from a Western editor's perspective—rarely penetrate the Western consciousness.
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    “The mother of all Uyghurs”: Rebiya Kadeer, president of the World Uyghur Congress. Photo by Alim Seytoff.


    The party intends to frame the Uyghurs as international terrorists. And yet, even as the Chinese government claims that Uyghurs constitute an Islamic fundamentalist threat, the fact is that I've never met a Uyghur woman who won't shake hands or a man who won't have a drink with me. Nor does my Jewish-sounding name appear to make anyone flinch. In one of those vino veritas sessions, I asked a local Uyghur leader if he was able to get any sort of assistance from groups such as the Islamic Human Rights Commission (where, as I found during a brief visit to their London offices, veiled women flinch from an extended male hand, drinks are forbidden, and my Jewish surname is a very big deal indeed). “Useless!” he snorted, returning to the vodka bottle. So if Washington's goal is to promote a reformed China, then taking Beijing's word for who is a terrorist is to play into the party's hands.


    Xinjiang has long served as the party's illicit laboratory. In the mid-sixties, the Chinese military conducted atmospheric nuclear testing in Lop Nur that resulted in a significant rise in cancers in Urumqi, Xinjiang's capital.11 In several tests, live prisoners were apparently placed at varying distances from ground zero to measure the effects of the blasts and fallout.12 At some point during the last decade, the Communist Party authorized the creation in the Tarim Desert of another grand experiment—the world's largest labor camp, roughly estimated to hold fifty thousand Uyghurs, religious prisoners, and hardcore criminals.13 In between these two ventures, the first organ harvesting of political prisoners was implemented. And again, Xinjiang was ground zero.
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    The fifty-yard stare: “Little brother” Nijat Abdureyimu played the good cop in Chinese Public Security Bureau interrogation of Uyghur dissidents. Photo by Jaya Gibson, 2009.


    Every Uyghur witness I approached over the course of two years—police, medical, and security personnel scattered across two continents—related compartmentalized fragments of information to me, often through halting translation. With the exception of the surgeon who opened this chapter, who is still an active medical professional in China, those who asked me to conceal their identities by using a pseudonym in my writing ultimately agreed to my request that they openly testify if the United States Congress called upon them to do so—and they did this even while they acknowledged risks to their careers, their families, and, in several cases, their lives. Their testimony reveals not just a procedure evolving to meet the lucrative medical demand for living organs, but the genesis of a wider atrocity.


    In 1989, not long after Nijat Abdureyimu turned twenty, he graduated from Xinjiang Police School and was assigned to a special police force, Regiment No. 1 of the Urumqi Public Security Bureau. As one of the first Uyghurs in a Chinese unit that specialized in “social security”—essentially squelching threats to the Communist Party—Nijat was employed as the good cop in Uyghur interrogations, particularly the high-profile cases. I first met Nijat—thin, depressed, and watchful—in a crowded refugee camp on the outskirts of Rome.14


    Nijat explained to me that he was well aware that his Chinese colleagues kept him under constant surveillance. But Nijat presented the image they liked: the little brother with the guileless smile. By 1994 he had penetrated all of the government's secret bastions: the detention center, its interrogation rooms, and the killing grounds. Along the way, he had witnessed his fair share of torture, executions, even a rape. So his curiosity was in the nature of professional interest when he questioned one of the Chinese cops who had come back from an execution shaking his head. According to his colleague, it had been a normal procedure—the unwanted bodies kicked into a trench, the useful corpses hoisted into the harvesting vans, but then he heard something coming from a van, like a man screaming.


    “Like someone was still alive?” Nijat remembers asking. “What kind of screams?”


    “Like from hell.”


    Nijat shrugged. The regiment had more than enough sloppiness to go around.


    A few months later, three death row prisoners were being transported from detention to execution. Nijat had become friendly with one in particular, a very young man. As Nijat walked alongside, the young man turned to Nijat with eyes like saucers: “Why did you inject me?”


    Nijat hadn't injected him; the medical director had. But the director and some legal officials were watching the exchange, so Nijat lied smoothly: “It's so you won't feel much pain when they shoot you.”


    The young man smiled faintly, and Nijat, sensing that he would never quite forget that look, waited until the execution was over to ask the medical director: “Why did you inject him?”


    “Nijat, if you can transfer to some other section, then go as soon as possible.”


    “What do you mean? Doctor, exactly what kind of medicine did you inject him with?”


    “Nijat, do you have any beliefs?”


    “Yes. Do you?”


    “It was an anticoagulant, Nijat. And maybe we are all going to hell.”
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    I first met Enver Tohti—a soft-spoken, husky, Buddha of a man—through the informal Uyghur network of London. I confess that my first impression was that he was just another émigré living in public housing. But Enver had a secret.15


    His story began on a Tuesday in June 1995, when he was a general surgeon at Urumqi Central Railway Hospital. Enver recalled an unusual conversation with his immediate superior, the chief surgeon: “Enver, we are going to do something exciting. Have you ever done an operation in the field?”


    “Not really. What do you want me to do?”


    “Get a mobile team together and request an ambulance. Have everyone out front at nine tomorrow.”


    On a cloudless Wednesday morning, Enver led two assistants and an anesthesiologist into an ambulance and followed the chief surgeon's car out of Urumqi going west. The ambulance had a picnic atmosphere until they realized they were entering the Western Mountain Execution Grounds, which specialized in killing political dissidents. On a dirt road by a steep hill the chief surgeon pulled off and came back to talk to Enver: “When you hear a gunshot, drive around the hill.”


    “Can you tell us why we are here?”


    “Enver, if you don't want to know, don't ask.”


    “I want to know.”


    “No. You don't want to know.”


    The chief surgeon gave him a quick, hard look as he returned to the car. Enver saw that beyond the hill there appeared to be some sort of armed police facility. People were milling about—civilians. Enver sarcastically commented that perhaps they were family members waiting to collect the bodies and pay for the bullets and the team responded with increasingly sick jokes to break the tension. Then they heard a gunshot, possibly a volley, and drove around to the execution field.


    Focusing on not making any sudden moves as he followed the chief surgeon's car, Enver never really did get a good look. He briefly registered that there were ten, maybe twenty bodies lying at the base of the hill, but the armed police saw the ambulance and waved him over.


    “This one. It's this one.”


    Sprawled on the blood-soaked ground was a man, around thirty, dressed in navy blue overalls. All convicts were shaved, but this one had long hair.


    “That's him. We'll operate on him.”


    “Why are we operating?” Enver protested, feeling for the artery in the man's neck. “Come on. This man is dead.”


    Enver stiffened and corrected himself. “No. He's not dead.”


    “Operate then. Remove the liver and the kidneys. Now! Quick! Be quick!”


    Following the chief surgeon's directive, the team loaded the body into the ambulance. Enver felt himself going numb: Just cut the clothes off. Just strap the limbs to the table. Just open the body. He kept making attempts to follow normal procedure—sterilize, minimal exposure, sketch the cut. Enver glanced questioningly at the chief surgeon. “No anesthesia,” said the chief surgeon. “No life support.”


    The anesthesiologist just stood there, arms folded—like some sort of ignorant peasant, Enver thought. Enver barked at him. “Why don't you do something?”


    “What exactly should I do, Enver? He's already unconscious. If you cut, he's not going to respond.”


    But there was a response. As Enver's scalpel went in, the man's chest heaved spasmodically and then curled back again. Enver, a little frantic now, turned to the chief surgeon. “How far in should I cut?”


    “You cut as wide and deep as possible. We are working against time.”


    Enver worked fast, not bothering with clamps, cutting with his right hand, moving muscle and soft tissue aside with his left, slowing down only to make sure he excised the kidneys and liver cleanly. Even as Enver stitched the man back up—not internally, there was no point to that anymore; all he could do was make the body look presentable—he noticed the blood was still pulsing.16 He was sure the man was still alive. I am a killer, Enver screamed inwardly. He did not dare to look at the face again, just as he imagined a killer would avoid looking at his victim.
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    First confession: Dr. Enver Tohti extracted the liver and kidneys from a living human being on a Xinjiang execution ground. Photo by Simon Gross and Jaya Gibson.


    The team drove back to Urumqi in silence.


    On Thursday, the chief surgeon confronted Enver: “So. Yesterday. Did anything happen? Yesterday was a usual, normal day. Yes?”


    Enver said yes, and it took years for him to understand that live organs have lower rejection rates in the new host and that the bullet to the chest had—other than that first sickening lurch—acted like some sort of magical anesthesia. He had done what he could; he had stitched the body back neatly for the family. And fifteen years would elapse before Enver revealed what had happened that Wednesday.
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    As for Nijat, it was 1996 when he put it all together.


    It happened just about midnight, well after the cell block's lights were turned off. Nijat found himself hanging out in the detention compound's administrative office with the medical director. Following a pause in the conversation, the director, in an odd voice, asked Nijat if he thought the place was haunted.


    “Maybe it feels a little weird at night,” Nijat answered. “Why do you think that?”


    “Because too many people have been killed here. And for all the wrong reasons.”


    Nijat finally understood. The anticoagulant. The expensive “execution meals” for the regiment following a trip to the killing ground. The plainclothes agents in the cells who persuaded the prisoners to sign statements donating their organs to the state. And now the medical director was confirming it all: Those statements were real. They just didn't take account of the fact that the prisoners would still be alive when they were cut up.


    “Nijat, we really are going to hell.”


    Nijat nodded, pulled on his beer, and didn't bother to smile.
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    On February 2, 1997, Bahtiyar Shemshidin began wondering whether he was a policeman in name only. Two years before, the Chinese Public Security Bureau of the Western city of Ghulja recruited Bahtiyar for the drug enforcement division. It was a natural fit because Bahtiyar was tall, good-looking, and exuded effortless Uyghur authority. Bahtiyar would ultimately make his way to Canada and freedom, but he had no trouble recalling his initial idealism; back then, Bahtiyar did not see himself as a Chinese collaborator but as an emergency responder.17


    For several years, heroin addiction had been creeping through the neighborhoods of Ghulja, striking down young Uyghurs like a medieval plague. Yet inside the force, Bahtiyar quickly grasped that the Chinese heroin cartel was quietly protected, if not encouraged, by the authorities cartel—typified by a Chinese dealer who got caught with six hundred grams yet received only a two-month sentence. Even Bahtiyar's recruitment was a bait-and-switch. Instead of sending him after drug dealers, his Chinese superiors ordered him to investigate the Meshrep—a traditional Muslim get-together promoting clean living, sports, and Uyghur music and dance. If the Meshrep had flowered like a traditional herbal remedy against the opiate invader, the Chinese authorities read it as a disguised attack on the Chinese state.
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    Working for the Public Security Bureau after the Ghulja massacre, Bahtiyar Shemshidin was aware of wide-scale atrocities and the presence of medical vans at executions. Photo courtesy of Bahtiyar Shemshidin.


    In early January 1997, on the eve of Ramadan, the entire Ghulja police force—Uyghurs and Chinese alike—were suddenly ordered to surrender their guns “for inspection.” Now, almost a month later, the weapons were being released. But Bahtiyar's gun was held back. Bahtiyar went to the Chinese bureaucrat who controlled supplies and asked after it. “Your gun has a problem,” Bahtiyar was told.


    “When will you fix the problem?”


    The bureaucrat shrugged, glanced at his list, and looked up at Bahtiyar with an unblinking stare that said: It is time for you to go. By the end of the day, Bahtiyar got it: Every Chinese officer had a gun. Every Uyghur officer's gun had a problem.


    Three days later, Bahtiyar understood why. On February 5, approximately one thousand Uyghurs gathered in the center of Ghulja. The day before, the Chinese authorities arrested (and, it was claimed, severely abused) six women, all Muslim teachers, all participants in the Meshrep. The young men came without their winter coats to show they were unarmed, but, planned or unplanned, the Chinese police fired on the demonstrators.


    Casualty counts of what is known as the Ghulja Incident remain shaky. Bahtiyar recalls internal police estimates of four hundred dead, but he didn't see it; all Uyghur policemen had been sent to the local jail “to interrogate prisoners” and were locked in the compound throughout the crisis. However, Bahtiyar witnessed Uyghurs herded into the compound and thrown naked onto the snow—some bleeding, others clearly suffering from internal injuries. Ghulja's main Uyghur clinic was overwhelmed with casualties; then it was effectively shut down when a squad of Chinese special police arrested ten of the doctors and gratuitously destroyed the ambulance. As the arrests mounted by late April, the jail became hopelessly overcrowded, and Uyghur political prisoners were selected for daily executions. On April 24, Bahtiyar's colleagues witnessed the killing of eight political prisoners, accompanied by doctors in “special vans for harvesting organs.” The bodies were then encased in cement and buried in secrecy.
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    On the continent of Europe, I went to the home of a nurse who worked in a major Ghulja Hospital following the incident. Nervously requesting that I provide no personal details, she told me that the hospitals were forbidden to treat Uyghur protesters. A doctor who bandaged an arm received a fifteen-year sentence, while another got twenty years, and hospital staff were told, “If you treat someone, you will get the same result.” Silence between the Uyghur and Chinese medical personnel deepened and then became a chasm.18


    In that separation, little things started to happen: If it was a long weekend, the Chinese doctors would stockpile prescriptions for three days rather than allow a Uyghur doctor to have a key to the pharmacy. On her daily rounds, the nurse picked up that Uyghur patients were only receiving 50 percent of their usual doses—out of Chinese meticulous habit, it was even showing up in their charts. The forced abortion and sterilization policy had been in full swing since 1986, but Uyghurs had always been given a partial dispensation. No longer. If it was a Uyghur couple's second child, Chinese maternity doctors administered an injection (described as an antibiotic) to Uyghur babies; the nurse could not recall a single instance of the same injection given to a Chinese baby. She observed a pattern—within three days the infant would turn a grotesque shade of blue and die shortly thereafter. She witnessed Chinese staffers offering the same explanation over and over to Uyghur mothers: Your baby was too weak; your baby could not handle the drug. At the end of March, the nurse resigned. The hospital had been split in two, the doctors too passive, the crimes too great, the guilt too intense. There was nothing left to heal.
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    The eternal face of execution. The man on the left, an enlisted People's Armed policeman, takes pains to look “official.” His comrade to the right (the mustache hints that he is Uyghur) seems to suggest it's all a big joke. Wearing a white glove to protect against the inevitable back splatter of blood, the man in the foreground appears to be a Supreme Procuratorate officer. He meets our gaze defiantly. This photo was taken in the last fifteen years, yet if we blur the racial features and uniforms we can recognize the same uneasy postures we've seen for well over a century in most authoritarian states; over time, the psychological toll on the executioners becomes obvious. In the last ten years, the Chinese state has transferred its traditional dependence on armed policemen to military surgeons.


    Shortly after the Ghulja incident, a young Uyghur protester's body returned home from a military hospital. Perhaps the fact that the abdomen was stitched up was just evidence of an autopsy, but it nearly sparked another round of riots. After that, the corpses were wrapped, buried at gunpoint, and Chinese soldiers patrolled the cemeteries (one is not far from the current Urumqi airport). By June, the nurse was pulled into a new case: A young Uyghur protester had been arrested and beaten severely. His family paid for his release, only to discover that their son had kidney damage. The family was told to visit a Chinese military hospital in Urumqi, where the hospital staff laid it out: One kidney, 30,000 RMB (roughly $ 4,700). The kidney will be healthy, they were assured, because the transplant was to come from a twenty-one-year-old Uyghur male—the same profile as their son. The family paid, the operation failed, and the nurse was briefly brought into the family's attempt to obtain some sort of justice. There was a problem though. Although the source of the kidney was indeed a twenty-one-year-old male, it turned out he was not a murderer or a rapist but a young man who had protested for the rights of Uyghurs. Compensation was impossible. The donor, indeed the transplant, didn't exist in any official record.19
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    In the early autumn of 1997, fresh out of a blood-work tour in rural Xinjiang, a young Uyghur doctor—let's call him Murat—was pursuing a promising medical career in a large Urumqi Hospital. Two years later he was planning his escape to Europe, where I met him some years after.20


    One day Murat's instructor quietly informed him that five Chinese government officials—big guys, party members—had checked into the hospital with organ problems. Now he had a job for Murat: “Go to the Urumqi prison. The political wing, not the criminal side. Take blood samples. Small ones. Just to map out the different blood types. That's all you have to do.”


    “What about tissue matching?”


    “Don't worry about any of that. We'll handle that later. Just map out the blood types.”


    Clutching the authorization, and accompanied by an assistant from the hospital, Murat, slight and bookish, found himself facing approximately fifteen prisoners, mostly tough-guy Uyghurs in their late twenties. As the first prisoner sat down and saw the needle, the pleading began.


    “You are a Uyghur like me. Why are you going to hurt me?”


    “I'm not going to hurt you. I'm just taking blood.”


    At the word blood, everything collapsed. The men howled and stampeded, the guards screaming and shoving them back into line. The prisoner shrieked that he was innocent. The Chinese guards grabbed his neck and squeezed it hard.


    “It's just for your health,” Murat said evenly, suddenly aware that the hospital functionary was probably watching to make sure that Murat wasn't too sympathetic. “It's just for your health.”


    Murat said it again and again as he drew blood.


    When Murat returned to the hospital, he asked the instructor, “Were all those prisoners sentenced to death?”


    “That's right, that's right. Yes. Just don't ask any more questions. They are bad people—enemies of the country.”


    But Murat kept asking questions, and over time, he learned the drill. Once they found a matching blood type, they would move to tissue matching. Then the political prisoner would get a bullet to the right side of the chest. Murat's instructor would visit the execution site to match blood types. The officials would get their organs, rise from their beds, and check out.


    Six months later, around the first anniversary of Ghulja, five new officials checked in
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    Back in the first chapter I gave the brief testimony of a Uyghur guard—Nijat—working with the Chinese PSB. Among the many incidents he related that day was the story of a young Chinese male incarcerated in an Urumqi Prison who was slated for execution after committing some horrible crime. Nijat said: “It is not nice to say this about anyone, but you could tell by looking at this man's face that he was simple.” The PSB cleverly put some plainclothes officers in the cell with the simple man to persuade him to sign papers donating his organs to the state. After a couple days the simple man banged on the bars of the cell, and Nijat responded.


    “I want to sign the form that donates my organs to the state.”


    Nijat, knowing that the organ harvesting would be done while the man was still alive, cautiously replied: “You know this might be quite painful.”


    “My mother is very poor. It will cost her too much money to come to Xinjiang to collect my body. I want to repay my debt to the state.”


    Nijat got the form. The simple man signed it with an “X.”


    As Nijat related the story he began weeping silently. Okay, in truth, there wasn't a dry eye in the room. But we did not shed tears because the simple man had been manipulated into donating his organs. Yes, it was depressing. Yes, harvesting prisoners’ organs creates a financial incentive for a higher rate of executions. Yet the sorrow we all shared in that room was clearly about something greater than prisoners’ rights. The sorrow was rooted in something involving universal human waste, isolation, and tragedy.


    As Westerners, we gravitate toward technical fixes. We think in legal categories. We have a tendency to mix all our compassionate causes together, like my grandmother's Jell-O mold. Thus, the Indian man who sells one of his kidneys and the murderer in a Chinese jail who is coerced into donating his organs before his execution and the Uyghur activist who is dragged into an operating room are all just subsets of the greater tragedy of human exploitation and transplant abuse. Perhaps we blur the edges further: the state of Texas and Liaoning Province are equally sinister because they both employ the death penalty. And further still: a hardened killer or a rapist has the same rights as a young mother who refuses to lie about her beliefs.
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    Chinese surgeons carry freshly extracted organs for transplant. From Xinhua.


    This ethical shorthand, this unyielding logic of perfectionism, dishonors not only the television hijackers of Changchun, but also the simple man and his concern for his mother's wretched circumstances. It may complicate the picture, but Huang Jiefu isn't altogether wrong: just as Chinese citizens occasionally donate their organs (that's why the photograph above was published), prisoners convicted of capital crimes also occasionally choose to donate their organs without duress. Yet do you believe that any prisoner of conscience, Falun Gong, Uyghur activist, Tibetan monk, or House Christian, ever, even one time, freely consented “to repay their debt to the state” in such a manner?


    Regardless of one's opinion of the death penalty—even a fully democratic China might well continue the practice—it is a bureaucratic fantasy that prisoners of conscience are just a subset of a wider problem of prisoner's rights. Thus, what has been done to prisoners of conscience, indeed what is being done to them right now, is not a breach of protocol or a manipulation of free will or penal corruption or against Chinese tradition. No signatures are required of prisoners of conscience—not even an “X.” They are harvested like animals, and that is why this book is not titled “Malpractice” but The Slaughter.
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    I wrote this book to present evidence, not to construct a platform for political and social action. There are others who are more experienced in law and the politics of human rights, and I leave that to them. I prefer presenting evidence rather than telling the reader what to think. And yet I am a product and a part of Western society so a few parting observations about own culture may be of some value to Chinese and Westerners alike.


    Having filed stories from China myself, I refuse to whine about press coverage. I understand the Beijing waterfront; you can study Falun Gong from a distance, as long as your writing reflects that distance along with a high degree of disengagement. Perhaps, like Ian Johnson, you can go beyond that a bit by using a third-person narrative. Or like Phillip Pan, you can even do a quick hit that punctures a propaganda campaign like the Tiananmen self-immolation. But if you openly testify on the full scale of the atrocities—atrocities that all serious China journalists instinctively understand are occurring—you're dead on this waterfront and every waterfront from Dalian to Behai. You don't get your accreditation, you don't interview a party official, you don't write for anyone. You're dead.


    Yet I do wish that a China-based reporter would proactively write his or her own China burn notice by digging deep into this issue. Are you out there? You can't stay in Beijing forever you know. What a way to go.


    Outside of the China beat, I've sensed that many journalists would like to report on the organ harvesting of prisoners of conscience, but they don't have the confidence to go to their editors with a story that goes beyond a routine binary—the Bloody Harvest report alleges terrible atrocities; the Chinese government denies them. Back in 2006, the harvesting story was still manageable for a daily reporter. But if one wants to dive in now, days of research, retrieving references, sifting through imperfectly translated reports and tape recordings filled with barely intelligible conversations is required—and that's just to fact check one of my chapters.


    Fine. Check our work. It's good for the field. Yet what about some primary research?


    Follow the leads. Look at what Arne Schwarz came up with simply using a computer and a suspicion about Western pharmaceutical companies performing medical testing on transplant patients in China. Or look at the Uyghurs and Tibetans—when it comes to recent harvesting, Jaya Gibson and I have barely scratched the surface. Look at the demand side of organ harvesting: the gaping hole in our knowledge of the shape and composition of Western organ tourism. Want to fill that hole? Want a searing human-interest story? Instead of reinventing the harvesting wheel, an enterprising reporter could track antirejection medications and elicit a few discreet interviews with those who have received transplants in China. It's an important issue—in my experience it comes up in practically every government hearing, from Washington to Brussels to Geneva. But the critical point is that journalists stop merely kibitzing over what has already been done and begin building on it.


    In the last two years the evidence surrounding organ harvesting has been getting far more of a hearing with Western governments than it has with the press. I suspect it's because political staffers actually have the responsibility—and critically, the time—to read the published material closely. I also suspect that the US State Department knows everything that Wang Lijun (Bo Xilai's protégé) knows about harvesting. Yet the State Department needs Chinese cooperation—on al Qaeda, North Korea, and Iran. And if the United States government openly accuses China of an ongoing crime against humanity, what should the State Department do? Hand the Chinese ambassador a list of hospitals?


    Perhaps they should. Yet at the very least, follow your values. What can the United States tolerate? A Jewish state, forged in the Holocaust, could not tolerate its citizens traveling to China to receive organs from slaughtered religious dissidents. So they banned Israeli HMOs from paying for organ tourism to China. And when Gunther von Hagens's “bodies” show came to town, they banned that, too. In April 2014, the Tazpit News Agency reported that a prominent Israeli Rabbi, Shlomo Aviner, called for protests on behalf of Falun Gong. His message was a simple one: “Do not forget the Chinese. They are human beings created in the image of God.”1


    European states may have a neurotic aversion to following Israel's example, but the United States does not. And the US dollar—even from the occasional wealthy organ tourist—speaks to China quite loudly indeed.


    I am afraid that my advice to the Western medical world comes too late: Follow your oath. First do no harm.


    I understand that the Transplantation Society had good intentions. The Chinese Communist Party has brought Chinese surgeons to a new low, lower even than the forced abortions and sterilization of previous years. So it was up to the most venerated and respected members of the Western medical societies to do something about it, and the transplant surgeons wanted to save lives.


    Well, we all want to save lives. But in China's current configuration, that may be a mirage. When Epoch Times came out with the story on Sujiatun in March 2006 they did not know they would be consigning thousands of Falun Gong to a clearance sale in May. When I published my suspicions that fifty thousand Uyghurs, hardcore criminals, and Falun Gong were being held in the Tarim Desert, I imagined the grateful expressions of the living would flash before me on my death bed. It is far more likely that I inadvertently assisted in their liquidation. When Francis Delmonico lends the reputation of the Transplantation Society to Chinese civilian hospitals that claim they will no longer harvest death-row criminals, he may simply be providing the public appearances that will allow military hospitals to continue making up the organ shortfall with Falun Gong. The Chinese leadership is a black box. It does not respond to “best practices” or “ethical training.”


    So may I ask the international medical community, particularly the Transplantation Society: What was your “engagement” with Chinese doctors such as Huang Jiefu really based on? Was it about saving lives? Or was it about saving China's medical community, and your own profession, from further embarrassment? Are you sure they are the same thing? You never publicly mentioned prisoners of conscience. Why? Because you really don't believe there is any evidence that they have been harvested? Or because you were told not to offend your Chinese hosts? In exchange you received a fig leaf of cooperation from the Chinese medical establishment. In the end, was that all you thought you could really get?


    Did you have trouble reading those sentences? Did you find yourself skipping through them and tightening your lips? If you did, perhaps it's because your first responsibility is not to save the lives of those who many of you deny are being killed anyway. Your first responsibility is to establish the full medical history, to establish the condition of the patient—yes, that would be China—before you operate. Tread softly here. Do no harm.


    You dismiss much of the information you are given. You prefer to talk to medical professionals rather than to patients. But your job is to listen to the patients—those who are still alive—very carefully, no matter how irritating, emotional, or unschooled they may be. Do you have a problem with my survivor interviews? Perhaps you have a point. Perhaps, given your medical expertise, you should be doing these interviews, not me.


    You gave the Chinese medical establishment an extra two years to clean up the mess, an extra two years for the military hospitals of China to make up for any minor shortfalls by butchering Uyghurs, Tibetans, and Falun Gong. Why would the party waste two years of your time and then begin again? Because the party cannot stop organ harvesting. Like a game of musical chairs, when the music stops one faction will not be seated. And then the digging into the past begins.


    So the music plays on, because the party fears history. And I have spoken harshly to the Transplantation Society because it made a contract to help the party bury history. I'm glad that contract fell apart. No Western entity possesses the moral authority to allow the party to impede the excavation of a crime against humanity in exchange for promises of medical reform. As a survival mechanism of our species, we must contextualize, evaluate, and ultimately learn from every human descent into mass murder. Ultimately it doesn't matter if historians reach a consensus that Chinese organ harvesting has an echo of the medical corruption of Unit 731, or the systemic brutality of the Gulag Archipelago, or the conversion methods of the Spanish Inquisition. The critical thing is that there is a history. And only the victims’ families can absolve the party from its weight.

  


  
     

    [image: images]


    For a more detailed version of this appendix see my chapter “How Many Harvested,” in David Matas and Torsten Trey, eds., State Organs (Woodstock, ON: Seraphim, 2013), pp. 49–67.


    Over several years I interviewed more than one hundred subjects, some interviews lasting several days. Just over fifty of my subjects were Falun Gong refugees from labor camps, prisons, and long-term detention facilities. Of these, sixteen had been subjected to suspicious medical testing.


    Fifty subjects would be a statistical trifle in most consumer studies, but wartime studies and intelligence operations often have to make do with far less. It's not a perfectly random sample—I spent an evening in Bangkok actively seeking out a practitioner who had experienced unusual medical examinations—but there was no attempt to load the dice. My research interests are wide, so Bangkok was balanced by interviews in Hong Kong, Taipei, North America, Europe, and Australia, where my selection process favored practitioners who had direct experience of Falun Gong's rise in the nineties or of the early days of the crackdown. Most of these practitioners served relatively short sentences by current standards, and they were released before organ harvesting became common. In acknowledgment of the sample size, I try to avoid trying to fix a single number of fatalities from organ harvesting, which skeptics might justifiably seize on as an example of false precision, in favor of establishing a plausible range of fatalities and constructing a “best guess” or a middle number from that range.


    To begin, we must have some basic agreement about the overall numbers of prisoners in China. The only rational count is one that includes the entire network of prisons, jails, labor camps (Laogai), detention centers, black jails, and psychiatric institutions that the Laogai Research Foundation refers to as the Laogai System—a definition that captures the real-life experiences of Falun Gong practitioners in China. The Laogai Research Foundation is the only institution or NGO in the world actually making such estimates from primary evidence. Taking into account the Laogai Research Foundation's caveat that “it is impossible to know with certainty how many inmates are imprisoned in the Laogai or how many camps exist,” and even without including detention or psychiatric centers, the Laogai Research Foundation counts well over a thousand nodes—prison and labor camp facilities—throughout the mainland. Its staffers researched each location for any indications of its economic output, and then used these figures and other clues to estimate how many prisoners might be contained within it. I used similar calculations and methods at the Brookings Institution to come up with the true lifecycle expense of combat units and weaponry. In short, I believe the building-blocks approach is a legitimate and defensible method. The Laogai Research Foundation currently estimates the number of prisoners in the Laogai System as between three and five million.


    In terms of establishing a base Falun Gong population in 1999, the problem is significantly easier because we know that the 6-10 Office's internal, working estimate of Falun Gong's pre-crackdown population was seventy million.


    
      
      
      

      
        	Baseline estimates

        	Low estimate

        	High estimate
      


      
        	Total prisoners in Laogai System at any given time

        	3,000,000

        	5,000,000
      


      
        	Falun Gong base population in 1999

        	70,000,000

        	70,000,000
      

    


    How many of the Laogai System prisoners were Falun Gong? Practitioners on the ground in China assumed that over one million Falun Gong were incarcerated in the first years of the crackdown. Based on clues from my interviews, these claims have a bearing in reality, yet they come from people who had no previous experience in analyzing the Chinese penal system. Under the skeptical eye of the Western press, in 2002 the overseas Falun Gong persecution-tracking sites established the ultracautious number one hundred thousand as a lowball, and presumably defensible, estimate of practitioners in custody. United Nations Special Rapporteur on Torture Manfred Nowak made a statement in 2009 indicating that Falun Gong comprised fully 50 percent of the population of China's prison camps; Nowak relied on refugee testimony, and his statement was consistent with an earlier report in which he asserted that Falun Gong constituted 66 percent of the alleged torture cases in China. Nowak's torture percentage feels intuitively accurate to me, but the one hundred thousand estimate and the 50 percent estimate cannot both be correct unless the Laogai population was two hundred thousand or less. I commend Nowak for having the courage to treat practitioner claims seriously, but the fact is that in the atomized world of the Laogai, no practitioners are in a position to make plausible system-wide estimates.


    In any given interview with a refugee from the Laogai System, I don't ask the subjects about the overall system, but I do ask them for an accurate breakdown of the number of practitioners within their own cellblocks. Based on fifty interviews in which each practitioner gave me a personal snapshot of his or her particular situation, I estimate that the practitioner representation in China's Laogai System averages out to about 30 percent of women and 10–15 percent of men. Given the overrepresentation of men in the Laogai System, I further estimate that, on the low end, male and female practitioners collectively represent around 15 percent of the prisoners in the Laogai System at any given time. On the high end, 20 percent. While the high estimate may have been operative in 2001 and the low estimate is more likely to have been operative in 2008, we can say that the average number of practitioners in the Laogai System at any given time ranges between 450,000 (15 percent of three million) and 1,000,000 (20 percent of five million).


    If these numbers seem high, consider our starting point of seventy million. If you use the lower estimate, less than 1 percent of the Falun Gong base population is actually in the Laogai System at any given time. In the high estimate, it's approximately 1.5 percent.


    
      
      
      

      
        	Falun Gong in Laogai System at any given time

        	Low estimate

        	High estimate
      


      
        	Percentage of total prisoners in Laogai System at any given time

        	15%

        	20%
      


      
        	Average number of Falun Gong in Laogai System at any given time

        	450,000

        	1,000,000
      

    


    The next step is to determine how many practitioners have been in the Laogai System at some point over the survey period. Again, based on my interviews with fifty refugees, I came up with answers across the board: in the early years, a year or two in detention was common. By 2008, five-year sentences were routine. A not quite three-year term (or to be precise, a 2.66 multiplier) on average captures the variability with reasonable accuracy.


    
      
      
      

      
        	Total Falun Gong in Laogai System 2000 to 2008

        	Low estimate

        	High estimate
      


      
        	Average amount of time a practitioner is in the Laogai System

        	3 years

        	3 years
      


      
        	Total Falun Gong in Laogai System at some point, 2000 to 2008

        	1,200,000

        	2,666,667
      

    


    Of my fifty practitioner subjects, sixteen, or approximately 30 percent, received physical examinations that were in some aspect inexplicable and incongruous other than as an assessment of organ transplant viability. Those sixteen, in turn, can be divided into two groups.


    In the first group I have placed eight practitioners, or 15 percent of my sample, who seem to have been examined “for show”—that is, they were obviously too old, too sick, or too weakened by hunger strike to be plausible candidates for harvesting. My theory, borne out by the signs of anxiety with which the authorities viewed these tests (in an extreme example, an armed guard was matched up with every female practitioner), is that the “for-show” practitioners were given the same examinations as every other practitioner out of bureaucratic inertia, or to make the procedure seem normal and to keep the prisoners from panicking.


    In the second group, I have placed eight practitioners, or 15 percent of my sample, who were younger, relatively healthy, and were not on hunger strike. Their exams differed from location to location, but they invariably included these central components: blood tests, a urine test, an EKG, and X-rays of the abdomen (examination of the cornea was standard practice in 2002, but it had been dropped by 2006). Crucially, they were then given a series of follow-up medical tests usually corresponding with tissue matching. Members of this group were candidates for harvesting.


    
      
      
      

      
        	Falun Gong examined in Laogai System

        	Low estimate

        	High estimate
      


      
        	Percentage of Falun Gong examined in custody

        	30%

        	30%
      


      
        	Falun Gong examined in custody

        	360,000

        	800,000
      


      
        	Percentage of Falun Gong examined “for show”

        	50%

        	50%
      


      
        	Falun Gong examined as candidates for harvesting

        	180,000

        	400,000
      


      
        	Percentage of Falun Gong selected for harvesting

        	5%

        	30%
      

    


    What percentage of the practitioners examined for harvesting were actually selected for surgery? On the low estimate, I premise that in spite of all the testing, and the profits to be made, only one out of every twenty practitioners was actually selected, and a selection rate lower than that strains credulity, and wouldn't have even been worth the trouble. But what drives the high estimate of 30 percent? Most practitioners in the Laogai System had only an amorphous awareness of the organ-harvesting issue during their detention, yet their recollections establish that following a series of medical tests in labor camp one out of every three or four of the practitioners who had received the follow-up exams might be “relocated.” It is exceedingly difficult for most practitioners to say definitively if this was an actual selection for organ harvesting. However, they were better positioned to make such an estimate than any outsider that I am aware of, so I accept their percentage as the top range.


    As you can see in the chart below, those selection percentages, plus the accumulation of previous assumptions regarding high and low estimates, leads to a wide differential. Fair enough. Given the uncertainties in the process, I have consciously tried to avoid precision where the evidence does not justify it. Yet both the low estimate and the high estimate are genuine outliers, and I don't really believe in either extreme. The truth is found somewhere in the middle and that's why I provide a best estimate of 64,500, which I have rounded up to 65,000.


    
      
      
      

      
        	Best estimate of Falun Gong harvested 2000 to 2008

        	Low estimate

        	High estimate
      


      
        	Total Falun Gong harvested 2000 to 2008

        	9,000

        	120,000
      


      
        	“Best estimate”

        	65,000

        	
      

    


    Thus the figure of 65,000 is my ball-park estimate for the period. This figure happens to be in rough accordance with the organ-harvesting rate that was premised by David Kilgour and David Matas in Bloody Harvest (which relies on numerical gaps in the official Chinese count) and the more recent estimates of practitioners harvested in David Matas's chapter in State Organs (which relies on a wide range of evidentiary points, for example the extremely high rate of hepatitis infection among regular prisoners in China).


    An estimate of how many Uyghurs, Tibetans, or House Christians were harvested during the same period (clearly it would be a fraction of the Falun Gong numbers, collectively, say 5 percent, or in the range of two to four thousand) would be nothing more than a guess at this time. Nor do I have the accumulation of witness testimony to make a legitimate estimate of the harvesting of prisoners of conscience from 2009 to the present, although I do speculate that as practitioners in custody age, the percentage of Falun Gong harvested might fall while the number of Tibetans and Uyghurs—who have injected new blood into the system following their respective rebellions—might be expected to rise.


    Finally, I sincerely hope that Dr. Ko's willingness to speak on the record will spark other medical personnel to come forward and shed much needed light on the composition and scale of organ harvesting in China.
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    Field research takes money. Without the ability to buy airline tickets and pay for expenses on the ground, including translation and research assistance, my investigation would have been confined to whatever was available on the web—worthy of an op-ed or a long-form essay at best. Yet for all the sound and noise and hashtags, human rights research funding is scarce. Whatever is in the kitty tends to be funneled into activism. When it comes to investigating a long-running, slow-motion crime against humanity, the old saying rings true: the first dollar really is the hardest. So I reserve a very special sense of gratitude for the Earhart Foundation of Michigan, particularly program officer Montgomery Brown. After awarding me a respectable grant for my first book, Earhart chose to gamble on my second book, awarding me its maximum research grant (on what was admittedly a rather speculative research plan). In short, Earhart paid for my North American interviews.


    Because the Chinese diaspora is distributed throughout the Pacific Rim, the Asia research component was just as financially challenging. The Peder Wallenberg family of Sweden filled the gap by supplying two research grants. The first paid for the interviews in Thailand, Hong Kong, Taiwan, and Australia. Following Leeshai's aborted expedition to Dharamsala (he was stopped in Hong Kong, interrogated, and ultimately sent back to Taipei because, as an active Falun Gong practitioner, he had been placed on the Chinese “terrorist list”), I passed on the majority of the second grant to Jaya Gibson. Jaya is an investigative bulldog, and he single-handedly launched an extended investigation into the organ harvesting of Tibetans using Dharamsala as his field office. I appreciate the opportunity to present Jaya's seminal contribution in this book, yet, as always, it comes down to the funding. Speaking for Jaya, Leeshai, and myself, we wish to express our gratitude for the Wallenberg's support of our work.


    You may get a new laptop out of a grant, but you can't make a living by traveling around the world interviewing refugees. When the research funds were gone, my household's funds were equally depleted. A donor stepped in and bridged that financial gap, no strings attached, at exactly the right time. He prefers to remain in the background. I respect that, but he should know that his support made it possible for Leeshai and I to begin the process of sifting through what we had collected, and I thank him for his generosity.


    Finally, the National Endowment for Democracy (NED) furnished me with a modest travel budget to undertake what must have seemed like a fairly speculative investigation into Uyghur organ harvesting. I had a start on the Uyghur investigation—and it should be mentioned that Jaya Gibson played a significant role in the Nijat Abdureyimu interview in Italy, and he also conducted the taped interview of Enver Tohti in London—yet the critical “missing link” of the organ-harvesting story was hidden in Central Europe. I'm grateful, not only to Louisa Coan Greve of NED, but also to various individuals, particularly Omer Kanat, Alim Seytoff, and Dolkun Isa, who actually oversaw the bureaucratic grunt work of administering the travel grant, and also persuaded confidential witnesses to talk to me.


    Money came from several other sources, but this is the category where I also had to earn my keep. The most important was the Weekly Standard, where Richard Starr and Bill Kristol had the guts to run just about every long-form essay on China that I proposed. World Affairs Journal, with the help of my old editor Peter Collier, also published several of my essays, as did Rich Lowry of National Review.


    I make no apologies for prepublishing portions of this book. At a difficult time for the publishing world, this was a reasonable financial strategy, and it also allowed me to assuage some of the guilt that builds up when you feel you are sitting on important material (although, as I pointed out in the afterword, trying to actually take credit for saving lives in China is a fool's game).


    In addition, New Tang Dynasty Television hired me as consultant for a couple months back in 2006 in an effort to get a film project started with the BBC. That project never received mainstream backing, but I'm grateful to NTDTV, particularly Shiyu Zhou and Zenon Dolnyckyj, for rustling up the seed money that facilitated my first interviews with Hao Fengjun, Chen Yonglin, and Jennifer Zhang in Australia. A few years later, some Canadian Falun Gong practitioners defrayed the expenses for a trip to speak to the Canadian parliament. I took that opportunity to complete the Uyghur interviews and paint an accurate portrait of the Ghulja Incident.


    In the interests of full disclosure I should also mention that I often stayed on practitioner and Uyghur couches throughout the world as a way to save money on the road, and I appreciate the individuals who offered me such hospitality on short notice (Sound of Hope Radio Network in Taipei, I'm particularly thinking of you here). Yet before anyone accuses me of going native, let me be clear on this point: neither a consultancy nor a couch has ever influenced my research or what I report. I would have accepted funding from the PSB—or the devil himself—to complete this book.


    Yet there was one person whose influence I could not ignore, someone who I had to listen to very closely. However, she did not dictate anything other than the directive that I should write. It's traditional to speak about one's wife in the last paragraph of the acknowledgments. I did that in the last book, and those feelings have only intensified over a decade. So this time, let me put it in financial terms instead: this book would not exist without my wife's support. Beyond the institutions and the patrons I have mentioned, my wife made this book possible simply by getting up early and going to work. Her love was her loyalty. And anyone who really appreciates the publication of this book should be aware that my wife's love was the hidden force behind it.


    There were several individuals who can also take credit for bringing this book to print. One is no longer with us. Theron Raines, my literary agent, passed away in Medusa, New York, in November 2012. Theron had a great heart, and his confidence in my work was infectious. I am sorry that we were not able to make the journey to publication together.


    Following Theron's death, Cliff May, the president of the Foundation for Defense of Democracies (FDD), persuaded me to reframe the book with a more intense focus on organ harvesting—in other words, to paint the target around the hole I shot in the barn. Jonathan Schanzer, vice-president for research at FDD, introduced me to the woman who would become my new literary agent, Maryann Karinch. She not only found a great publisher in record time, Maryann made it look easy. She is the answer to a prayer.


    Maryann chose wisely in Prometheus Books, whose editor-in-chief Steven L. Mitchell treated my book both as a special project and a shared vision from day one. He showed great flexibility not only following the death of my father last year, but all the way through the final editing. During the difficult process of arranging over seventy photos, Melissa Raé Shofner from the editorial department was unflaggingly cheerful, practical, and incredibly patient. Finally, there is the guy I was actually in the trenches with—Brian McMahon, my editor, who quietly matched my pace when I was advancing, whispered to me when I lost my sense of direction, and covered my back while I regrouped. I apologize to the whole staff for the blitzkrieg at the end, but I thank you for making this a better product.


    Several individuals read the early drafts with a critical eye: Caylan Ford, Matthew Robertson and Leeshai Lemish. Their comments, corrections, and late-night phone calls were extremely helpful. Olli Törmä of Finland volunteered to produce graphics throughout the book (thanks also to Luba Pishchik and Jared Pearman for the Fuyou Street graphic), such as the brilliantly simple map of the Liaoning Triangle, and he tirelessly responded to last-minute requests as well. Finally, several people were asked to read the book and respond with blurbs. Among those were William Kristol, Jasper Becker, Congressman Chris Smith, and Chen Guangcheng. Every person I have mentioned in this paragraph is a writer and had better things to do; every one of them responded with intelligence and care.


    The actual investigation is where the heart of a book is won or lost. I have already spoken of Jaya Gibson's contribution to the battle. I would also like to mention several translators: Dongxue Dai and Turki Rudush, among many others. I have learned much from my close contact with David Kilgour and David Matas, and I thank them for incorporating my research, however late in the day it appeared, into their findings.


    There were two other critical sources for my work, and I mention them for the benefit of future researchers.


    Minghui is a spiritual resource for practitioners, not a pure research operation. Yet any researcher who avoids the Minghui archives because there is spiritual content present is simply being a prig. Minghui is the essential location to study the formation of Falun Gong and its repression, and I expect that it will remain so.


    The World Organization to Investigate the Persecution of Falun Gong (WOIPFG) is not widely read by reporters. That's a big mistake. The organization's reports have an idiosyncratic Chinese quality to them—conclusions are often overstated and the English isn't perfect—but there is cutting-edge research in there. If you don't believe me, just follow my endnotes.


    I also have a few words for the witnesses themselves—the defectors, the medical personnel who stepped forward, but particularly the refugees from the labor camps. I could not give up on the idea of a book because I could not bear the thought of your testimony never reaching the wider world. That was our unspoken contract, and I have kept faith with it. But I also failed to bring the majority of your stories into this book. A writing project takes on a life of its own at some point, and personal narratives begin to predominate. Plans for entire chapters, particularly those that captured the global battle between Falun Gong and the Chinese state, had to be left on the cutting-room floor. But I'll pick them up now. So I will eschew the laundry list of thanks in favor of a different idea. I believe that your interviews have value to future researchers. A comprehensive history remains to be written. I hope that I have assisted in preparing the ground for it.


    Finally, I want to close with a few words about my researcher.


    Leeshai Lemish is, simply put, the most professional person I have ever worked with. On our very first interview for the book, the back window of my car—alone among all the vehicles in a vast, supposedly “safe,” central Montreal parking lot—was shattered. Our bags, including electronic equipment and my medications, were gone in the night. Standing among the shards of broken glass, with our passports, laptops, and the clothes on our backs, I mournfully asked Leeshai what we should do now. “Walmart,” he replied.


    Such are the benefits of working with an Israeli Falun Gong practitioner. I highly recommend that combination to future researchers. Beyond being a fixer, translator, and researcher, Leeshai was an integral part of every aspect of this entire investigation. He was my constant intellectual companion, and a friend in the truest sense of the word. His practitioner status was never an issue, but a resource—and an increasingly essential one as we moved closer to the mainland. I asked Leeshai to put aside a full two years of his life. When you add it all up, it was probably double that.


    I am profoundly grateful.
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