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Wenge –
Destroy The Old!

Their class
assembled after lunch, and as always on a Friday, it was time for a
speech. Yang Fan held her pages tight, although she had those words
memorised during drafts and re-drafts. Teacher Li indicated to Fan,
who strode to the front of the class to face fellow students. Fan
still held her pages while she looked at twelve boys and thirteen
girls waiting.

"When we go
home tonight," Fan said in a clear voice. "Will we consider the
prosperity we enjoy today is the result of the sacrifices of our
parents' generation? Those who joined the Party to fight the
Japanese invaders of our nation, and then fought Nationalists to
liberate our people from poverty and oppression? Do we think of our
parents and what they went through? My mother only completed
elementary school because she had to help her parents struggle for
survival, due to the poor wages the working-class earned. So each
day when we come to school, do we think of the previous generation
of oppressed working class who didn't have the opportunity for
higher education that we enjoy today?

"When we go
home tonight to eat, before sleeping in warm, soft beds, will we
think of sacrifices of not so long ago. Of those on the Long March
who survived by eating grass and bark, while sleeping in the open,
and always alert for and ready for Nationalists to attack. Many
died at that time, and many more were wounded or taken prisoner, to
be beaten and tortured by Kuomintang reactionaries. My father
didn't participate in the Long March, but he was in a position to
shield and protect the Red Army during the Civil War, where victory
gave us the freedom and prosperity that we enjoy today. He like
many was a hero of the Revolution!

"When we go
home tonight, will we remember the revolutionary martyrs who gave
their lives in exchange for a new China, or the revolutionaries who
survived but put their lives on the line when that mattered? If we
do remember, both those who were martyred and those who survived,
then that should remind us that now it's our turn to build on the
foundations they laid. What an arduous but glorious task it is to
continue the Revolution through hard work and study, so that we can
further advance our great nation of China!"

"Very well
thought out, Yang Fan," Teacher Li said. "Your father was part of
our glorious victory in the Civil War?"

"Yes he was,"
Fan said. "He was the commander of a Nationalist force, despite
being surrounded by the poverty of the working-class in this city
of Nanjing. But when he got to rural areas and saw the plight of
poor peasants oppressed by rich landlords, he became ever more
despairing. He knew the only solution to China's inequity was the
Communist Party of China."

"Your father is
the First Secretary of the Provincial Party
Committee of Nanjing?"

"Yes he is," Fan said. Indeed, Fan's father was the
highest-ranking cadre in Jiangsu Province.

"Does anyone else have any questions for Fan?"

"Did your father meet your mother during the Civil War?" Bao
asked.

"Yes he did," Fan said. "Nominally a Nationalist but
protecting the Red Army, he billeted his troops near an inland city
while he was given shelter in that city. That's where he met my
mother. In those days marriages were arranged between families, but
as more of our nation was liberated then marriage for mutual
attraction became possible."

"Anyone else
have questions?" Teacher Li asked. "No, good. Now we're going to
discuss Mao Zedong Thought."

Fan wasn't
surprised. Every Monday, Wednesday and Friday afternoon, Teacher Li
discussed Mao Zedong Thought!

"This is from
The Quotations of Chairman Mao," Teacher Li began. "I know you all
have copies of this book, and I know you all have read this book so
you should know what I'm about to discuss. The actual quotation is:
'Revisionism, or Right opportunism, is a bourgeois
trend of thought that is even more dangerous than dogmatism. The
revisionists, the Right opportunists, pay lip service to Marxism;
they too attack “dogmatism”. However, what they are really
attacking is the quintessence of Marxism. They oppose or distort
materialism and dialectics, oppose or try to weaken the people’s
democratic dictatorship and the leading role of the Communist
Party, and oppose or try to weaken socialist revolution in our
country, there are still a number of people who vainly hope to
restore the capitalist system and fight the working class on every
front, including the ideological one. Moreover, their right-hand
men in this struggle are the revisionists.' Does anyone know where
this quote originated?"

Fung stood.
"This quote came from the 1957 National Conference on Propaganda
Work," she said.

"That's right,"
Teacher Li said. "Now, what is Chairman Mao telling us?"

Fan stood.
"Supposed supporters of communism, perhaps even in the Party,
actually hold a capitalist line in preference to true Marxism,
which they dismiss as being dogmatic," she said.

"That's
correct. What is capitalism?"

Fan stood again. "An economic and political system in which a
country's trade and industry are controlled by private owners for
profit," she said.

"How does that
compare to Marxism?"

"Marxism has no
classes, unlike capitalism which has the
bourgeoisie who own the means of production, and the much larger
proletariat who must sell their own labour power. In
Marxism, the State controls and manages all forms of economic
production to ensure economic equality."

"Why would a
Marxist support Capitalism?"

Fan waited for
an answer, but none was coming. She could think one reason. Once
more she stood. "Supporters of Capitalism may wish to become
bourgeoisie, and benefit economically from the
proletariat who are then forced to sell their labour for
survival.

"That is
possible, and that's what I believe Chairman Mao was implying in
his speech. One thing we must always remember is that to turn a
former Capitalist state into a Marxist state takes a lot of effort,
and perhaps a few mistakes on the journey. Because Marxism doesn't
have profit as the driver of how much of each good should be
produced, all production and distribution has to be planned by the
State. But in the end, the distribution of economic wealth is based
on need rather than economic power, where in Capitalism the
majority of economic wealth is monopolised by a small number of
bourgeoisie."

Pang stood.
"There's a substantial difference in fairness between the two
systems," she said.

"That's
correct," Teacher Li said. "Even when there are difficulties in the
transition, like our recent shortages of food and some other
commodities, we must not use these difficulties as an excuse to
re-introduce an economic system which is fundamentally unfair for
the masses. That is, a system which is fundamentally unfair for all
of us in this class. Indeed Fan touched on this with her father's
experiences as a commander of the Nationalist army, where he saw
village peasants, the proletariat, who were
oppressed by wealthy landlords or the bourgeoisie. So
affected was Fan's father by what he saw; he joined the struggle to
bring communism to China. None of us here would want to go back to
those dark days of less than a generation ago."

Fan hadn't
thought of Father's experience in those terms, but Teacher Li was
right. In that instant, Fan clearly understood the theory of
Marxism. Then Fan realised why Chairman Mao devoted his life to
bringing Marxism to their nation, and why Chairman Mao still
struggled against the forces of capitalism which would tear down
what he'd built over the past thirteen years. What an interesting
discussion!

"Now," Teacher
Li said. "It's time to set your weekend reading. Please take out
your notebooks."

Fan wasn't
surprised by that either. Every Friday afternoon, after their
discussion on Mao Zedong Thought, they were given their weekend
reading! At least until the end of the day they were allowed to
start their reading. Fan took out her textbook and began, until the
bell rang sometime later. Fan was relieved by that bell and the
start of her weekend, although she still had many hours of reading
before Monday. First though, she had her responsibility. Fan headed
through the gates of Nanjing Number Five Middle School for the
short walk to Weigang Elementary School. As to be expected students
there were rushing home; but one waited. Fan went to her younger
sister Huimin. They greeted each other before setting off to walk
home.

"How did your
talk go?" Huimin asked.

"My talk went
well and my teacher was impressed," Fan said formally.

Huimin laughed.
"You're so serious about school!" she exclaimed.

"You know I
want to go to university."

"To study
geology, in order to discover oil, gas, coal and minerals; to
better our nation."

"At Peking
University if I get sufficient marks. That's why school's important
for me, unlike some!"

"Ha! When you
come to Beijing, I'll show you around!"

"You're still
going?" Fan asked.

"To be
recommended to the People's Liberation Air Force Song and Dance
Ensemble is a once in a lifetime opportunity."

Fan stopped
walking. "This is a big change for you, Huimin," she said. "Does it
scare you?"

"Yes it does, a
little," she said quietly. "I'm going to Beijing on my own to make
a career out of dance."

"You're only
fourteen."

"Mother will
help me pack, Father will take me to the station, and the air force
will have someone meet me when I arrive. All I need to do is dance
well. Before then I want to pass my exams, so I have my education
if I need that."

Fan walked on
while impressed by her younger sister's attitude. Two years
younger, less a month, but anyone seeing them together might think
the opposite. Huimin was tall, taller than Father even; 1.68 metres
tall and still growing. And beautiful with high cheekbones, full
lips, perfect teeth, a round nose shaped just right, and a
goose-egg face. Huimin took more after Father, while Fan took more
after Mother being average height, 155cm, and average build,
neither skinny nor plump, and nothing particularly special except
for the same goose-egg face as Huimin. Nothing bad; but not like
Huimin!

Home for Fan
was a two-storey house in the grounds of the Presidential Palace of
Nanjing. The lush gardens and cool greenery of the palace grounds
were special, especially during summer's heat. Already in the first
week of April, the weather of Nanjing was warming as Fan and Huimin
went inside their home, and upstairs to the bedroom they shared.
Moments later Mother trod up the staircase holding a brown paper
sack. They greeted each other before Mother gave Huimin her uniform
for her journey to Beijing. Fan watched as Huimin stripped off her
school uniform to dress in People's Liberation Air Force blue. A
blue blouse, a blue, knee-length skirt, a blue tunic with
epaulettes, a blue cap, and black leather shoes. Huimin checked
herself in the mirror on the back of their wardrobe door, to push
that cap back on her medium-length hair, permed curly. That cap
looked attractive at a jaunty angle.

"How do I
look?" Huimin asked.

"You look grown
up," Fan admitted truthfully.

"I like
it."

"You should
leave your uniform on, to show Father when he gets home."

Huimin took off
her jacket and cap before sitting on her bed, while Fan sat
opposite on her own bed.

"This is too
much about me," Huimin said. "Your path is longer than mine, but I
know you'll succeed. Dance is an opportunity for one person, and
entertainment for those who watch, but does nothing to further the
socialist revolution."

Fan was touched
by that. "There's more to life than the socialist revolution," she
said. "Entertainment has its place. Maybe one day you'll be in
movies. Watching a good movie, or watching a revolutionary dance,
enables people to recover from their labours and return to work
refreshed and more productive. Many movies and many dances are
about the socialist ideal, to reinforce what's important in a
subtle way."

"Maybe," Huimin
said.

Fan and Huimin
often went to movies together, where they both enjoyed the
spectacle of revolutionary songs and dances. Maybe one day Huimin
would be on the screen like Fan had seen many times. Just then they
heard the front door close, followed by Father greeting Mother. As
the most senior cadre in Nanjing, Father had the luxury of
delegating as he called it, which enabled him to come home at a
regular time, while those of lesser ranks laboured from early to
late. That was a benefit from his extra responsibilities, as were a
fine house, a car with a driver; a cook and a maid.

Huimin stood
before pulling on her jacket and cap. She went downstairs while Fan
followed.
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Wenge
(文革) means
'Cultural Revolution'.



	
Chinese names
are always expressed as family name – given name.



	
Hanyu Pinyin
has mostly been used to transliterate Mandarin Chinese to our
Romanised alphabet, except in cases where this would result in
confusion such as Kuomintang. Peking University currently retains
the older style of Wade-Giles transliteration. Peking University is
also known as Beida for Beijing Daxue, or University of
Beijing.



	
In Hanyu
Pinyin most names and places are pronounced phonetically, with the
following exceptions. Jiang Qing is more exactly pronounced Jiang
Tching (with a light t). Liu is Li-u while Shaoqi is Sha-o-qi (or
Shao-tchi (with a light t)). Names and places commencing with 'X'
sound more like Zh but not exactly.



	
Nie has
two-syllables: Ni-e.







Chapter One

Huimin used the
path crossing the gardens of Zhongnanhai, as
always dressed in her People's Liberation Air Force uniform with
her blue cap pushed to the back of her head. On the opposite side
of Zhong Hai or the main lake, Jiang Qing and her nurse took in
that pleasant early spring day. Madam Jiang, a plain woman with
protruding teeth and ugly glasses, was frightened of noise and
touch, and paranoid that someone would poison her one day. She and
Chairman Mao apparently reached an understanding that he wouldn't
stand in her way, whatever that meant, and she wouldn't object to
his female companions and other women. That understanding might be
the reason why Madam Jiang was newly returned to
Zhongnanhai.

Huimin used the walkway to reach Shuiyunxie; a small,
open, timber pavilion on an island in Zhong
Hai. There she sat, and on her knees she rested a copy of
Shi'er Lou while gazing
across the still water of the lake towards the gardens beyond. So
peaceful. Then she sensed someone behind.

"Ni hao ma?"
Yufeng, also in her blue uniform, asked.
How are you?

"Wo hen hao; ni ne?" Huimin replied. I'm fine; how about you?

"Wo ye hen hao, xièxiè!" I'm also
fine, thank you!

"Please
sit."

Yufeng sat
before glancing at the book. "Ah!" she exclaimed.

"Yes."

Huimin was
often asked to sit naked and read, so she familiarised herself with
her material first.

"Do I need to ask?" Yufeng
asked.

"You know I like
reading."

"I think something political is going
on here," Yufeng said.

"In what way?" Huimin
asked.

"Madam Jiang has been spending a lot of
time around him."

"She's his wife after
all."

"Yes, but they're not really husband
and wife."

Huimin knew that wasn't right. "They
love each other," she said.

"Do you think so?"

"They love each other here," and Huimin
touched her head, "and here," and she touched her
heart.

"And you?"

"Here," and she
touched her head, "here," and she touched her heart, "and here,"
while she touched her hand between her legs. "Surely you're the
same?"

"Here," Yufeng
said while she thrust her hand between her legs.

"No, that's for
the once-off girls. You've got head and heart attraction like
me."

"I suppose so.
But I don't sit naked and read him ancient erotic novels!"

Yufeng had the
reputation for being the most political of the mistresses while
Huimin was the most uninhibited. "I've heard you discuss things,"
Huimin said.

"Yes we
do."

"That's head
for thinking, and heart for having the urge to engage
intellectually."

"Yes you're
right!" Yufeng exclaimed. "But it's mostly here," she said with her
hand still between her legs. "Not quite like you though!"

Huimin was
intrigued by that. "What have you heard?" she asked

"I've heard
enough!" and Yufeng laughed.

"Ni hao,"
Jinyun greeted before sitting beside Huimin. She too wore a
People's Liberation Air Force uniform. "Reading for tonight,"
Jinyun said while looking at the book.

"Jinyun,"
Yufeng said. "I was just talking about Madam Jiang spending time with Chairman
Mao."

"Yes, well that's no surprise. Do you
know their history?"

"Do tell."

"Alright. After
the invasion by Japan, Madam Jiang travelled to the headquarters of
the Communist Party to study communist theory. Soon she and
Chairman Mao had a relationship based on studying the struggle of
the proletariat against the bourgeoisie. Chairman Mao wanted to
marry Madam Jiang, but Party leadership wouldn't let him divorce
his wife unless Madam Jiang agreed to stay out of politics for
twenty-five to thirty years."

"Party
leadership didn't want a rival who was married to Chairman Mao,"
Yufeng said.

"I'm sure that
was the case. Madam Jiang agreed to this, and they married in
1938."

Huimin did some
quick arithmetic. "That was twenty-eight years ago." Huimin thought
about her recent discussion with Chairman Mao about their nation's
current situation. Then it hit her! "I came here in early 1962 just
after the failure of Yuejin, the Great Leap Forward, when Chairman Mao had to criticise
himself and then withdraw from participating in government. He
remained Chairman of the Communist Party which was largely
symbolic, while President Liu Shaoqi and Deputy Premier Deng
Xiaoping govern by introducing capitalist reforms. Capitalism runs
contrary to the Marxist manifesto which Chairman Mao fought so hard
to implement, but the only way Chairman Mao can change things is as
the day to day leader of China."

"So Chairman Mao is working with Madam Jiang to take over
government?"

"I would call
it resuming his natural position as our leader."

"In 1962 we
were tender fourteen year olds," Jinyun said while gazing across
the lake.

Yes they were,
and now in 1965 they were experienced seventeen year olds.

"I'm only
guessing about Chairman Mao and Madam Jiang, but the timescale
makes sense," Huimin said. "If something is happening, we'll
hear soon enough. After all, Zhongnanhai is a
small place."

"That's true.
We should let you get back to your reading, because it's you're
turn tonight and I'm sure you'll put that to good use!" Yufeng
stood. "Zài jiàn." See you later.

Jinyun also
stood and offered "Zài jiàn", before they both left.

Huimin opened
her book. She thought it was unusual for Jiang Qing to be spending a lot of time
here, so maybe something political was happening. Never mind, she
had reading to do. She turned to page one.



Chapter Two

Huimin was just about to head outside
for fresh air on a pleasant, summer's day when Yufeng sprinted up
the staircase.

"Huimin," she said. "You have a visitor
at Xinhua Gate. Yang Fan."

Huimin was startled by that. She pulled herself together. "My
sister," she said, before going downstairs and outside. Huimin
strode along paths crossing the lawns and gardens of Zhongnanhai.
She reached Xinhua Gate guarded by
two People's Liberation Army soldiers in olive green uniforms.
Huimin told one who she was before he took her to Fan.

"Ni hao Fan," Huimin
said.

"Ni hao Luwen," Fan greeted
correctly.

"You can come with me," Huimin
invited.

The soldier stood to one side while
Huimin escorted Fan through the narrow entrance into the leadership
compound of the Chinese Communist Party; bordering the western side
of the Forbidden City. A near-paradise protected by a tall wall,
and soldiers, cameras, televisions and other security
measures.

"What are you doing here at
Zhongnanhai?" Huimin asked.

"Before I came to Peking University, I
asked Father. He said to come here and ask for Yang
Luwen."

Father originally suggested using a
different name so that she and he remained separate. She'd never
told Father what she did at Zhongnanhai but was fairly certain he knew. Huimin knew Father
wouldn't tell Fan that detail.

"I use a stage name," Huimin
said.

"Of course."

"You got into university!" Huimin then
realised. "Congratulations!"

"Thank you. I take it you live
here?"

"Yes I do. We'll go somewhere nice to
talk."

Huimin took Fan to
Shuiyunxie, where they sat overlooking Zhong
Hai.

"I often come here to read when the weather is nice," Huimin
said.

"It's lovely. This is where Chairman
Mao and the leadership live and work?"

"It is. This is where they're
entertained too."

"You're part of that
entertainment?"

"I am. Sometimes we travel, so we're
not always here for when you want to visit."

"You have friends
here?"

"I have two good friends here in the
ensemble, and I have friends in Beijing too." Huimin took Fan's
hand. "Now I have my sister."

"Do you ever meet Chairman
Mao?"

"I've met many people, but we're just
dancers assigned to the leadership of the Party." Huimin hated to
lie like that, but she had no choice. How could she say she was one
of Chairman Mao's mistresses, and had been for many
years?

"How are Mother and Father?" Huimin
asked.

"They're fine, and pleased I got my
wish."

"I'm happy with my life here, but also
I'm a little jealous. I like to read and learn things, but to think
you're going to be learning so much. How long is your
course?"

"Five years. This is orientation week
and classes start next week."

"Where are you
staying?"

"In a dormitory at Peking University."
Fan looked around. "It's not much and nothing like the luxury
here!"

Apart from beautiful gardens bordering
the lakes, Zhongnanhai had many
stunning buildings from the days of empire, although Huimin lived
in a modern building styled to look ancient.

Huimin put her arm around Fan. It felt nice to embrace someone
in a non-sexual way. "You'll work hard for these next five years,
and sacrifice in your dormitory room...."

"Shared dormitory room," Fan
interrupted.

"Sacrifice in your shared dormitory
room, but your long-term gains will be worth your
sacrifices."

"I'm looking forward to our classes
staring next week," Fan said while she nestled into
Huimin.

"I'm sure you'll have a wonderful time
learning, studying and passing with distinctions!"

"I'll come again, when I
can."

"I'll visit you too. Remember when you
come, we do travel sometimes."

"Is it good when you
travel?"

Chairman Mao had many wonderful villas,
away from prying eyes. "It's good when we travel," Huimin
said.

Their talk fell into silence while
Huimin remembered Chairman Mao asking for her older sister, which
Huimin refused to do. Yufeng didn't refuse when asked, and her next
youngest sister spent time in Zhongnanhai before Chairman Mao got bored with her. Huimin
felt uncomfortable lying to Fan, but at the same time she felt
uplifted, almost as if an invisible weight had been taken from her.
Perhaps to have family in her life was worth a little
deceit.

* * *

Fan used the path to cross the grassed
area to her dormitory building, while thinking Huimin was hiding
something. But then Fan thought that might be her imagination,
because she never expected Huimin to be living amongst the senior
members of the Party. Then Fan wondered why Huimin was there. Not
only that, but Huimin was comfortable, as if she'd been there for a
while. Huimin's arrangements seemed odd.

Fan reached Dormitory Building Number
Two which was reserved for girls. Six storeys in brick and
concrete, with a central entrance opening to a staircase that went
up flight by flight; painted gloss white over gloss cream. Up and
up Fan went on soft rubber tiles to the fourth floor corridor, and
a little way along to her shared room. Further along in one
direction was the communal toilet, and further in the other
direction was the communal bathroom. Fan opened the unlocked door
to their little room painted flat white, with two timber bookcases
immediately inside left and right, already crammed with textbooks
and other belongings, and just enough room for two, black
steel-framed beds either side of a steam heater beneath the window.
Fan was lucky; most rooms that size had two bunk beds for four
students, but through influence she had a two-bed room. Through the
window Fan saw many dormitory buildings, identical in size and
style to Building Number Two, for students who came from all over
China to study at the most prestigious university in the
nation. Zi Shun, a short, plain girl from Wuhan, further inland
from Nanjing, sat on her bed while she read an orientation
pamphlet. Zi looked up in her thick, black-framed
glasses.

"Did you find your sister?" Zi
asked.

"Yes I did," Fan said.

"It must be good to have family
nearby."

"Yes it is," Fan said, albeit a bit
unsettling. What struck Fan more than anything else; Huimin was
comfortable and in good spirits, which was good; no great! "My
sister may come here one day, so perhaps you'll meet
her."

"That would be nice."

"Is there anything interesting
happening?" Fan asked.

"There's a tour of faculty lecture
theatres shortly."

That wasn't particularly interesting
but it was important. "Let's go then," Fan
announced.

Fan headed out to the corridor while Zi
locked their door behind her.



Chapter Three

The lecture theatre was a large,
semi-circular room with elevated rows of benches looking down to a
space with a timber table, behind which was a blackboard. It was a
bit like a small picture theatre. Fan fought the urge to sit right
at the back; instead leading Zi to a row about half-way down, and
then across to meet students filing from the other aisle. Hundreds
of students filed into the lecture theatre, with the noisy shuffle
of feet and a hum of muted conversations. Hundreds and hundreds of
students filled the room as the clock down below ticked towards
nine. Fan's first ever lecture, and she had no idea of what was
about to happen.

A door opened at the bottom. A
middle-aged man in a dark blue, Zhongshan jacket entered the theatre, and went to the table
where he laid a manila folder. He looked up at the
students.

"My name is Professor Cui, and this is
the first lecture for Physical Geology and Geomorphology, for
academic year 1965 to 1966."

He then commenced to read from pages in
his folder, which momentarily confused Fan until she realised
Professor Cui was actually 'lecturing'. Quickly she opened her pad,
and as best she could, wrote what he said in an abbreviated,
slightly haphazard way. Indeed she noticed most if not all in the
lecture theatre were doing something the same. This went on and on
until a bell rang, where Fan looked up to see the clock at
ten.

Professor Cui shut his folder before
leaving the theatre, while students filed out. Fan followed Zi who
she knew, like Fan, was the first in her family to go to
university, and didn't know how things worked. Fan now knew how
lectures worked.

Outside the building, many groups of
students headed in different directions; no doubt to their
accommodation or to their next lectures. Those in their second or
later years would know what was going on, as would first year
students who had relatives or friends who had attended university
to give assistance and advice.

"Did you write it all down?" Fan
asked.

"As best I could I wrote most of it,"
Zi said.

"Me too."

"This is learning, but a different sort
of learning to school."

"This is very
different."

Their next lecture was at eleven, for
Structural Geology. Fan sat on a bench to review her notes and make
a few corrections while the lecture was fresh in her mind, before
glancing at her watch and realising they had to return to that
building but to a different lecture theatre. Fan was pleased with
herself. If she wrote what Professor Cui said, as best she could,
she couldn't have gone wrong. Momentarily Fan felt like an adult
and not a child at school. Whether she went to a lecture or not was
up to her; no teacher was going to discipline her. Whether she
wrote what the lecturer said or not was up to her; the lecturer
wasn't going to discipline her either. In the space of one hour,
Fan felt like she'd passed her first test at being an
adult.

* * *

Building seven, room 12 was the venue
for their tutorial on Physical Geology and Geomorphology. Room 12
was more like a school classroom, except for tables and chairs
around the perimeter of the room rather than rows of desks facing a
teacher. After one week of lectures, their tutorials began and that
was their first. Fan had guessed how university worked. They would
be 'lectured', after which what was copied down and partly
understood would be discussed in more detail in
tutorials.

Fan took a seat when a young woman
about her age, 19, came alongside. More then their ages they could
have been twins: she was average height, average build like Fan,
short hair, fair complexion and a goose-egg face, and quite pretty
with particularly big eyes.

"Ni hao," Fan greeted. "My name's Yang
Fan."

"Ni hao. My name's Bai
Yawen," she said while smiling brightly.

There were 12 young men and eight young
women waiting; when Professor Cui entered the room, introduced
himself, and their tutorial got underway. Fan had guessed
correctly; they went over their lecture material in more detail;
using questions and answers and group discussions, while the
Professor guided proceedings. Like a lecture, that tutorial ran for
an hour, where that hour took no time to pass. Unlike a lecture
they were set an assignment. Professor Cui then
left.

"This is so hard!" Bai exclaimed while
she got to her feet.

"This is intense, but I'm sure we'll
get into a rhythm," Fan said as she stood.

"I'm sure we will. Are you staying on
campus?" Bai asked while they headed outside
together.

"Yes; I'm originally from Nanjing. And
you?"

"I'm from Beijing."

"You're lucky."

"Not really. At home there are
distractions, unlike living here."

"That's true." Then an idea came to
Fan. "We're probably doing the same timetable."

"My next tutorial is Structural Geology
at two."

"Me too. Do you want to start on this
assignment now in the library?"

"That's a great idea!"

"This way," Fan said as she walked
through the lovely grounds of Peking University. Beyond those
modern-looking dormitory buildings, many buildings were relatively
modern but styled traditionally, interspersed with bland, brick and
concrete structures. Roads and paths crossed parklands of lawn and
trees, which also had lakes and waterways. The university was a
little like the gardens of Zhongnanhai where Huimin lived. The
library was a large, modern building with a traditionally shaped
steel roof, close to the centre of the university grounds. There
were quiet places and study rooms, so Fan led Bai to a study
room.

"Our rooms are small so we have to work
here," Fan said.

"But living on campus you have
everything so close," Bai said.

That was true. They unpacked their
notes, pads, pens and textbooks before starting on their assignment
collaboratively, which was like homework groups at middle school.
Beyond that it was nice to make a friend beyond Zi. Zi was
studious, but really Zi was a bit dull. Bai was different. Bai had
a nice smile, and she conversed rather than supplying answers to
questions like Zi did. They worked well together with Bai grasping
a few things that eluded Fan, and Fan understanding a few things
that Bai didn't quite get. After lunch of noodles with soybean
in the Shaoyuan Canteen, they returned to complete their next assignment question. When Fan
realised time was closing on their next tutorial, they had their
respective assignments more than half-finished.

"We work well together!" Bai
exclaimed.

"We do," Fan agreed.

"We'll do this again."

Fan thought so.

"We better go now," Bai then
said.

They headed outside and along concrete
paths.

"I've only been here a short time,
probably like you, yet I understand it now," Bai
said.

"I understand it too, and already we've
made a good start."

"Indeed we have. I like university and
it's nice to make a new friend too."

"I'm different I suppose," Fan said.
"My old friends are a thousand kilometres away."

"Of course! And your family
too."

"Most of my family are in
Nanjing."

"Then the more friends you make; the
better for you."

"I have a sister who lives here in
Beijing and I know she has friends. But beyond my sister; the more
friends I have here, the better for me."

Bai smiled brightly while Fan was
pleased she made a new friend, and it seemed she made a good
friend.



Chapter Four

Huimin opened the door to enter semi-darkness. It was a
massive room with four windows, drapes always drawn, a large wooden
bed half as big again as a regular bed, which always had many books
stacked along one side, a large, square table where he worked and
ate his meals, and a few timber chairs. He was on his big bed with two young
women. The fairest of fair skin, slender, long legs; they were
gorgeous! Similarly gorgeous! Huimin had seen many young women in
that bed before, but rarely as attractive as those
two.

"Ni hao," Huimin greeted the
threesome.

"Luwen, these are Bao and
Feng."

"Ni hao," Huimin greeted
again.

"They're sisters."

Huimin was startled.
How erotic! How
incredible! Huimin contemplated the two young women. Bao was younger with
her breasts not quite fully formed, while Feng may have been a
couple of years older. "They're beautiful." Knowing his eyes were
on her, Huimin unbuttoned her blouse before draping it on a chair.
Then she unbuttoned her skirt before removing that. Next she sat to
remove her black shoes and white socks. She stood in black, lace
underwear, to reach behind to remove her bra.

"Do you want to read for
us?"

Huimin removed her panties while
feeling restless and tingly. "What I really want to do is watch."
Knowing his eyes were still on her, Huimin placed her hand over the
dark delta between her legs which shot a sparkle of pleasure, and
she cupped her breast with her other hand, which sent a throb of
pleasure. She brushed her nipple which gave brighter pleasure.
Huimin took her hand from between her legs and licked her wet
forefinger.

Huimin then put her hand between her
legs to use two fingers to rub. That sent waves of intense
pleasure. Huimin rubbed and rubbed as her pleasure built, before
taking her hand away. Huimin took a chair to place it close to the
bed before sitting.

"A woman never forgets her first time,"
Huimin said quietly. "This first time for you Bao, and you Feng, is
going to be special. As special than any woman's ever experienced
before." Huimin spread her legs wide so they all could see, before
she placed her hand there once more. While Bao began to respond to
his touch, Huimin used two fingers to rub herself with purpose.
Huimin felt it building while Bao arched her back.

* * *

Huimin approached the
Quanjude Roast Duck Restaurant just to the east
of the Forbidden City. This was a large, bright building in blue
with red columns, guarded by two stone lions, and seemingly
unchanged for many years. Huimin entered the doorway and
immediately a waiter in a long, white apron came to her. For such a
large restaurant that was good service.

"Ni hao," Huimin greeted. "Do you have
a booking for Tao Siliang?" she
asked.

"Yes we do,
Lieutenant. Come with me."

Huimin was led
to a table deeper into the restaurant. Inside was lush and as
seemingly unchanged for many years as outside, with ornate
timberwork interspersed with cream-coloured panels, and a fancy
cream and brown ceiling with many lights. It was a restaurant
mainly for high-ranking Party officials, or for the daughter of a
high-ranking Party official inviting her friends to share
lunch.

"This is your
table, Lieutenant," the waiter said.

Siliang and Ning both stood. "Ni hao
sisters," Huimin greeted. She'd known Zhang Ning since elementary
school. Through Ning, Huimin then met Tao Siliang, who Huimin had
known for some years now, so Siliang was a sister too. They were
all daughters of senior cadres which bound them.

They greeted Huimin as 'sister' before
Huimin was invited to sit.

"How's life in the air force,
Lieutenant?" Siliang asked with a bright smile.

Huimin laughed at that. "Life is fine
for this civilian lieutenant," she said.

"At least your uniform gets you good
service!"

In the near distance, fattened ducks
hung on hooks above the open fire. Roast duck garnished with
molasses, and served with various styles of sauces, was a Beijing
speciality.

Ning poured a cup of tea for Huimin,
who drank some.

"Do you have any plans for after this
meal?" Siliang asked.

'No' they both said.

"I need to get some things at the
Department Store."

That was useful. "I'll come with you,"
Huimin said. She'd gotten some money from Commander Liu for new
underwear, in case they went shopping.

"I'll come too," Ning
echoed.

The waiter wheeled a wooden trolley to
their table, where he carved a roast duck, the meat of which was
rolled into thin pancakes. Talking ceased, because food became
their priority. Huimin found the local way of preparing duck to be
somewhat oily, but on the other hand the pancakes and sauces were
pleasant. The crispy skin of the fire-roasted duck was good too. It
was a dish to be eaten with fingers, which was why there were water
bowls and napkins. They demolished a fair-sized duck without too
much effort.

"How's your father?" Ning asked. She
knew Huimin's background, and also knew why Huimin lived
in Zhongnanhai, as did Siliang.

"The last time he wrote he said my
family in Nanjing were all fine. You may not know this but Fan
started at Peking University last month."

"Fan always was the studious
one!"

Indeed Fan was.

"Fan is my next oldest sister," Huimin
told Siliang.

"It's good for her to be studying at
the best university in China," Siliang said. "We could meet one day
now that that she's living in Beijing."

That was an excellent idea. "With her
classes we'll probably have to meet on a weekend, but it would be
good for Fan to make new friends here."

"She's one of us."

Fan was.

Huimin finished the last of her tea
while the remains of the duck were taken away.

"We should go," Siliang said. "I need
new shoes, and you can help me choose."

"What are you after, Huimin?" Ning
asked.

"Underwear! You can help me choose
too."

"You and your
underwear!"

Always imported lace, in any colour but
white, and always brief. If she was condemned to wearing a uniform,
at least she could be attractive next to her skin.

Siliang went to the cashier to settle
the account for lunch, as was her responsibility given she made the
invitations. When Siliang returned, Huimin and Ning stood to
accompany her to Beijing Department Store, which like the
restaurant was intended for high-ranking Party officials, or the daughters of
high-ranking Party officials who had spending money to splurge on
imported luxuries.
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