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Preface


The Silk Road – almost everyone knows about it, but many of us in western countries have never heard of the Uyghurs and a land called Xinjiang or East Turkestan. And yet this land, like Tibet, is a strategic focal point in Asia that should not be overlooked.


The stories in this book lead the reader directly into the present-day life of the Uyghurs, who live in the extreme north-west of China and other parts of Central Asia, where once camel caravans traveled through deserts and oases. Today the Chinese Communist Party holds sway. The economy is booming, industrial facilities and drill rigs are growing like fungi from the ground, railways and trucks are roaring over the “New Silk Road” to Europe and back, but for the Uyghurs whose home it had been for many centuries, life has not become easier. They have been left behind at the edge of the road.


The term “Uyghur” means “united” and goes back to the time when a number of various Indo-European, Turkic, and Mongolian tribes living in Central Asian affiliated and founded in 744 AD their own empire: the Uyghur Khaganate. It extended far into present-day Mongolia, but later the Uyghurs were pushed back to the west and returned to their homeland, mainly into the Tarim Basin and Dzungaria. After a long and eventful history under various kingdoms and invasions from outside, the land was subdued in the middle of the 18th century by the Qing Dynasty and in 1877 incorporated definitively into the Chinese Empire. During the turbulent times after the fall of the Qing, the Uyghurs twice proclaimed an independent Republic of East Turkestan, but in 1949 the People’s Liberation Army took over the land. The population did not resist. They welcomed the Communists who promised to bring peace and justice after long years of instability and fear under the Kuomintang regime and a succession of contending warlords. In 1955, Xinjiang was awarded the status of an Autonomous Region, which means that the constitution guarantees the resident ethnic minorities some special rights and limited self-government.


Already in the 1950s, Han Chinese were settled from Eastern China to Xinjiang in order to secure and Sinicize this remote border region, to promote the economy and infrastructure, and to mine the rich mineral resources. Today, the Uyghurs are less than half the total population of Xinjiang, and they remain largely excluded from economic progress; the rights and freedoms stipulated in the Constitution and the laws concerning regional autonomy exist only on paper. The Han Chinese seize power and wealth; the Uyghurs are increasingly pushed to the margins of society and feel more and more restricted in their personal freedoms. Conflicts erupt repeatedly between the two ethnic groups, and always Uyghurs are blamed for unrest and violence. They are under general suspicion as potential terrorists. This prejudice is actively promoted by the government and media, further intensifying inter-ethnic hostility, and leading many Han Chinese to support harsh government repression targeting Uyghurs. Thus, ethnic tensions are pushed to a dangerous level. Hate and aggression are increasing on both sides and the strict approach of the Chinese policy is threatening to exacerbate the situation even more.


  




Murat


It was in the early afternoon. Mr. Liu was sitting in front of his clothes store in the main street of a small town on the edge of the great desert. At this time of the day, there were not many customers coming to his shop but he did not want to close it because Chinese merchants take care to be ready at any time to serve their business. This was the way he had learned from his father. It had always been like that and most Chinese merchants he knew did it the same way. Actually, this was the reason for their success. This was why he possessed the biggest fashion and textiles store in the whole city and this was why even the Uyghur ladies came to him when they looked for good quality.


Mr. Liu was dozing in the shadow of the shop entrance, letting his mind wander. His employees were always somewhat languorous, he knew that, but today they had given not the least evidence of eagerness. Perhaps it was too hot …. He had just had lunch with his family. Fortunately his wife was an excellent cook, because he loved the good traditional Chinese dishes, which were much better than the food the local people ate. Bao, his son, had talked about the morning at school. Well, actually he had to leave now for the afternoon lessons. It was high time. What was he doing? Lunch break must be over by now. Doesn’t he watch the time? The boy is just lacking discipline! Mr. Liu got angry. Formerly we young people were different. We always knew what our duty was and did not linger about. Formerly … Yes, formerly in China … 


Formerly in China … Mr. Liu quite often let his thoughts go back to the China of his ancestors, this big and mighty country far to the east, previously the Middle Kingdom and today the People’s Republic of China, to his country, his homeland, this country which was governed so effectually that it would soon outstrip all other countries of the world. He himself had never been in this China. He knew it only from hearing the stories told by his parents. They had come to Xinjiang a long time ago, at the time when Mao had sent people from the East to these remote regions, because he wanted them to be populated by Han Chinese so that they could take part in the young country’s progress. It had been Mao’s well thought-out plan not only to manage the economic development of even the most distant regions but also to Sinicize them from within. Thus, it would be easier to assimilate the native ethnic groups and to nip in the bud any recurrence of ethnic peoples’ desire for independence. For this objective, many Chinese families had had to give up their homes. Mr. Liu’s father had never entirely resigned to it. He had not liked this arid, desert-like country and had despised its inhabitants, who were so different from all those he knew. He had never stopped dreaming of the wonderful, fertile land in the East, of the sublime culture and the old stories. Up to the end of his life, he had hoped to spend his last days in the old homeland, but the government had denied it to him. He was buried now in barren, unloved ground, far from his ancestors’ souls.


In the last few years, more and more Chinese people had come to this desolate country in the Northwest. They helped to push on progress and prosperity. There were lots of jobs. Everybody could earn good money and profit from diverse benefits and privileges. But the Uyghurs complain that they can’t find a job, Mr. Liu muttered to himself. But why is that so? Why can’t they find a job and get along decently, these permanently dissatisfied Uyghurs? Truth be told, the reason is that they do not know how to work hard, they are lazy and dumb. They might know how to take care of sheep and perform colorful dances, but getting the economy going and advancing industry, realizing progress, this they are incapable of. We Chinese we have to do it, and then they want to profit and never stop grousing. They grumble and complain because we are more effective than they are. Grumbling, this is all they can do, the Uyghurs. Yes indeed, nothing but grumbling, and at the end they blame us for making their life so hard! Isn’t that the truth? – But what is the boy doing? He will be late for school after all! He is always making trouble! Oh, all this trouble everywhere!


Murat was fourteen and he was in a hurry to get to school. Lunch had taken longer than usual and now he had very little time left, if he wanted to reach the classroom in time. Wanted … of course, he wanted, there was no question, actually he had to, because being late was unthinkable. He could not bear to be reprimanded. That was terrible, humiliating. Murat pedaled harder. Of course, sometimes a student arrived too late, but not he. Not Murat! He was always on time; he always did his homework, and always learned by heart whatever they had to learn by heart. Not because he liked it, but because he hated to be punished in front of his classmates. The least delinquency was penalized severely. After all, he did not dislike his teacher Abdureshid, who was a competent, upright man, but all teachers are bound to insist on strict discipline. No, he did not want to anger Mr. Abdureshid. And moreover – to be honest – it was great fun to bike like hell and find one’s way throughout all the bicycles, mopeds, cars, carts and pedestrians.


Murat was indeed a skilled bicycle rider. He travelled between his parents’ house and the school four times a day: early in the morning, before and after lunch time, and again in the afternoon when the lessons were over. His route led him through the middle of the town, first through narrow alleyways lined with clay houses and walls, then through larger, asphalted streets with bigger houses and high, shady poplar trees, and at last through the modern shopping street where there was considerable activity even at noontime. Only three or four minutes more, then he would have reached his destination. After that a few more meters and … Bang!


Murat got back on his feet with difficulty. His knee was scraped and his bike lay on the ground. Next to it, there was a second bike and a boy of nearly the same age, Chinese, who was trying to free himself from the tinny tangle at the wayside. What had happened? Had they crashed? A moment ago, his path had been completely free, Murat knew for sure. Maybe the other boy had come from the side, from a gateway or somewhere else where he had not seen him.


“What happened? Are you hurt?” he asked.


“No, it’s okay,” the boy answered while examining his leg from top to bottom. “Not so bad. And you?”


Murat set up his bicycle and noted with relief that nothing was broken. He felt a little dazed but he was about to hop on his bike at once so he would not waste more time. Bummer, maybe it was already too late! 


“Sorry,” he said, though he knew perfectly well that it had not been he who had caused the accident, but the boy looked so helpless and befuddled standing there by his toppled bicycle fingering his injured knee.


“Sorry,” the Chinese boy also said. “It was too late when I saw you. I couldn’t stop. I’m sorry.”


Murat saw a man leaping out of the shop in front of which they had crashed. It was a well-known clothes store belonging to a Chinese businessman, he knew. Many people loved to go there. Even his mother sometimes stopped to look at the window display.


“I saw it, I saw everything,” the man shouted flushed with anger. “Wait, you rascal! Wait! You won’t get away with that so quickly!” 


Foaming with rage and calling wild threats, the man came running to Murat.


“It was nothing, everything is okay,” Murat tried to calm him.


He got a resounding slap.


“Please! Nobody is hurt …” Murat bent down to avoid the next blow but he had no chance. The infuriated Chinese man held him tight and hit him with all his strength. He hit him again and again until Murat lost his balance and fell down. The man grabbed his throat and knuckled it. He knuckled and pressed hard. His hands seemed cramped up around Murat’s neck, and his face was distorted to a hideous grimace sparking with inscrutable hatred and implacable rage. Murat wriggled desperately. He could hardly breathe and thought he would choke to death. Then the man suddenly lifted his head and knocked it against the curbside. Again and again. Murat did not know how many times because he had lost consciousness.


He just regained consciousness when a foot kicked his head. A mean, hard kick against his head lying on the dusty pavement! One more kick, and another, without stopping. When Murat opened his eyes, he saw to his surprise that his tormentor was the Chinese boy who had some moments before been despondently examining his scratches. Now he stood next to the man who had choked him and you could see clearly that they were father and son, Mr. Liu and his son Bao. Confused, Murat noticed in a fleeting glance some other people standing nearby and watching. They were standing there in a row as if they were the audience at a theatre performance. Fast as lightning, he escaped the next kick. He protected his head with his hands. He rattled and coughed and tried to get up despite the pain.


At that moment, a new blow hit him on the head. Mr. Liu stood above him like a ferocious monster. An uncontrollable rage gleamed in his eyes. He seemed to be out of his senses with rage that contained so much more than anger with an adolescent who had crashed into his son’s bicycle. It was rage against a whole people, against this barren land where he was forced to live, against a government that had sent his parents as well as many other Han Chinese here, under compulsion or with promises. It was a rage that had been built up by all the mistreatment and deception suffered over a whole lifetime. He was not aware of it, but he hated this Uyghur boy because he was in the right and his son at fault.


Indeed, how deeply a heart must be eroded by rage to erupt in such a blind fury, viciously beating up a defenseless boy. Murat was not strong enough to protect himself against the man. He blinked helplessly into the uncontrolled fury inundating him from glowing eyes. He gave in.


Just at this moment another student of Murat’s school came across the street. His name was Turghun. He was some years older than Murat and known as a good soccer player, tall and in shape, admired by all boys of the Uyghur school. He immediately understood the situation and, without looking at the Chinese merchant and his son, came to Murat’s aid.


“Are you okay?” he asked. “Can you get up?”


He reached out his hand and cast threatening glances at the assembled spectators.


Murat opened his eyes and tried to sit up. He was dizzy. Head, throat, chest, his whole body was burning like fire. He felt sick. He coughed and retched and gathered all his forces to buck up and not to collapse. With Turghun’s help he got up, stretched out, smoothed his dirty shirt. To his astonishment he noticed that there was a policeman standing among the spectators. Had he been there all the time, watching? Why hadn’t he interfered? How could he allow an adult to hit and kick a boy like him? He was just about to go towards the man and ask for his help, when the policeman turned around and went away. Totally taken aback, Murat watched him go.


“Come on, we will pay them back!” the soccer player prompted pugnaciously. “I’ll take the old one and you the young one. Together we can do it.”


Murat felt blood dropping from his right ear. When he touched it and saw his red smeared fingers, a panic-stricken fear took hold of him. Rage and despair suddenly overwhelmed him and in a blind fury he was about to pounce on the Chinese boy, who seemed to be again quite discouraged, hiding behind his father. But at this moment, one of the spectators tried to calm the situation.


“Stop! Wait a moment, boy,” he shouted. “Let it be. It’s not worth making yourself unhappy.”


An old man, a Uyghur with a long gray beard and deep wrinkles in his face, who had seen the piteous spectacle, took Murat’s arm and said in an appeasing tone,


“Let it be, boy. What happened happened. Let it be, and go to school now.” 


Murat wavered for a moment and looked at Turghun. He, too, had dropped his fists and listened to what the old man said, but a raging anger was still burning in his eyes. There was a profound bitterness, a fierce hatred crying out for retribution. Wrathfully he answered,


“Look at this weedy boy, Grandfather. And this one over there is an adult strong man.” 


“Please!”


“He hit him because he is a Uyghur!”


“Yes, I know, I know. But, please, let it be. Don’t make a fuss of it. He is not injured severely.” And to Murat he added in comforting words, “Your wounds will heal, my boy. Go to school now. Go and don’t make things worse than they are.”


Most of those who had watched the unequal fight were Chinese people, because the Uyghurs mostly lived on the outskirts of the town, in the small streets with clay houses and quiet creeks and trees. Now they turned away and left, because it was not a good thing to be mixed up in a dispute between Chinese and Uyghurs. They knew it too well. Nobody could predict what the consequences might be. Better to go and leave the field to those who want it. Only Murat and the soccer player were still standing there looking at each other, not knowing what to do. The store owner abruptly turned and disappeared into his shop after he had given a good telling-off to his son. Bao grumpily jumped on his bicycle and drove away. Probably he, too, had to go to school and would arrive late. Just like Murat.


Teacher Abdureshid jumped up, startled, when Murat entered the classroom.


“What’s the matter with you, Murat? What happened?” he asked, and all the students listened anxiously to what Murat reported. His face was swollen. He could hardly open his eyes. His neck was covered with bloody scratches, his lips cracked and sore. He tasted blood in his mouth and from his right ear to his shoulder there was a thick, crusted trail of blood.


Lessons were forgotten, for such a hair-raising injustice concerned them all. They all were Uyghurs and they knew that the Chinese thought themselves to be superior and regarded Uyghurs as second-class citizens, as an inferior people, backward, uneducated, dirty. “Uyghurs have been kicked by a donkey” was their saying. But how did they conceive this idea? Why did they despise people they did not actually know? On the other hand, the Uyghurs did not like the Chinese either, but, of course, they had a good reason for that. Because of things like this incident with Murat. Because the Chinese were always judged to be right, even if that was not the case. Because the government, the Party, the judges, all those who had a say, were behind the Chinese and discriminated against the Uyghurs. Because, as their parents said, the Chinese had invaded their land, exploiting it and forcing those who had lived here for centuries to the margins of society.


“You should have clobbered him!” some students shouted.


“Silence, please!” Mr. Abdureshid urged. “Stop this stupid know-it-all nonsense. Murat, go to the headmaster’s office and explain everything to him. And after that, go to the hospital and have your injuries checked!”


The headmaster wanted to handle the matter correctly. Someone would have to go to the store and let the owner explain himself, he said. The Chinese teacher should join Murat’s father in order to avoid any language problems. When they arrived, the shop owner was very surprised to see them. He had no idea what they were talking about. Beaten? This boy? No, I have never seen him before. What happened to his face? It looks quite bad, poor young boy!


They were stunned, outraged. The man let all reproaches bounce off, as if nothing and nobody could affect him. As if he was immune to any accusation whatsoever.


“So we will call the police!”


“Okay, do that. Very good, I will be pleased to see the police and tell them what false accusations you are spreading against me.”


At the police station, everybody was very friendly. Of course they would look into the matter. It was unacceptable that a simple bicycle accident should lead to such a brutal brawl. As a matter of fact, injuring an innocent boy must be prosecuted severely. Two policemen were sent out to arrest the accused.


“He wasn’t there anymore,” they reported when they came back an hour later. “We will go again tomorrow. Don’t worry. We will take care of this matter. But … wouldn’t it perhaps be better to forget it? It wasn’t such a bad thing. Don’t you think so? No?”


 


When, some days later, Murat passed the clothes store again and saw the owner standing in front of it, he felt his heart-beat stop, as if his heart would burst into a thousand pieces. For seeing this man and remembering his rage, feeling once again the pain he had suffered and remembering the wounds which still disfigured his face, made the blood freeze in his veins. He wondered, “What is he doing here? Why isn’t he in prison?” And then he noticed the presumptuous glance! This self-assurance, this absolute certainty that nobody in the world could touch him, that power was on his side and that a Uyghur school boy should be very, very careful. All this was written in his face. Murat could read it like in an open book, though he had only seen it for a fraction of a second. 


Murat had to pass the main street every day on his way to school and every day he saw the shop owner or his son. Each time they looked at him with haughty disdain and each time his stomach contracted in the consciousness of absolute powerlessness.


 




Ghalip


What happened on July 5, 2009 in Urumchi?


Media around the world reported: “According to reports, 197 people were killed in violent clashes between Uyghurs and Han Chinese,” using the figures provided by the Xinhua state news agency.


A vast majority of these victims were innocent Han Chinese, Xinhua said, but according to the World Uyghur Congress, many Uyghurs had previously been killed during the violent suppression of peaceful protests in various cities of Xinjiang. Demonstrators had protested against police inaction after the death of two Uyghur workers who were killed in riots in a toy factory in Shaoguan, Guangdong province. The protests in Urumchi had begun peacefully. People had gathered to demand an investigation of the incident in Shaoguan, but when the police began to attack the demonstrators brutally, violence erupted. The Uyghurs defended themselves in rage and despair, and finally not only demonstrators, but also many Chinese, died before peace could be restored. The anger was too great, the hatred on both sides immeasurable. Two days later, groups of Han Chinese joined together to take revenge on the streets. Bad things happened, very bad things that no one wants to remember. 


Many young Uyghurs have since disappeared. Their families were given no information and were full of anxiety and sadness as they wondered, “Were they killed in the riots? Have they been arrested? Will we see them again?” 


 


Like many other young men, Ghalip, a young journalist and blogger, has disappeared since those days. He had studied literature, published articles in various magazines, and worked in the office of a local newspaper. On a website of his own, he posted articles about history, culture and Uyghur society, and occasionally about political issues. Many readers throughout the country perused his posts with great interest.


It was hard for his parents to accept the idea that their son had been killed in the riots of Urumchi, but since he did not answer their calls and no message came saying he had been arrested or put on trial, they feared they had no choice but to say goodbye.


“He is dead,” Mariamkhan said to her husband. He was paralyzed on one side from a stroke and had not been able to work for several years already. He had placed all his hope in the future of his only son.


“But he has not done anything wrong,” he used to answer. “It cannot be that they kill innocent people. He has never done evil in his life.”


Ghalip’s parents lived in a small village near Bajingol. Other families, too, were missing someone they loved: a relative, a friend, a classmate. For some of them, death had been confirmed, others had been informed that the missing persons had been detained for terrorist activities. But Ghalip’s family had never received any message. The only thing they heard after a few months was that he had been seen three weeks after the unrest in Urumchi.


“He was fine then,” the friend assured them. “So he can’t be dead.” Mariamkhan burst into tears of relief and her husband’s face was radiant with new hope. But what had happened? Where was he, and why was his phone disconnected? Why didn’t he write on his blog?


Mariamkhan traveled to Urumchi. She went to police stations, government agencies, courts, the publisher. She asked everybody who might have once been in contact with Ghalip. But no one had seen him. No one had ever asked why he was not there, because so many people were no longer there. And no one had dared to inquire about him, because anyone who asked for a missing person would become a suspect themselves. 


One year passed. Autumn came, winter came and then one day the secret police knocked at the door. They searched the whole house, asked who was going in and out of the house, whether someone had asked about Ghalip and what connections he had kept. They threatened to arrest the whole family if they did not report any person who visited them. They came only one time, but occasionally strangers were walking around, and who knew if they were tourists or spies?


And then a letter came, stating that Ghalip was in Shikho prison. He had been put on trial, sentenced to thirteen years’ imprisonment, and transferred shortly afterwards to the north of Xinjiang. He was accused of posting fake news on his website and spreading separatist ideas. A call for separatism was a serious crime against the state. High treason.


Thirteen years were not a high penalty for a misdemeanor endangering state.


Thirteen years were a staggering high penalty for a young man who stood in the middle of life.


Thirteen years were thirteen years too much in a country whose Constitution expressly guarantees its citizens freedom of speech.


Mariamkhan was relieved and distressed at the same time. Her son lived, which was wonderful. But thirteen years in prison! It was hard to imagine such a long time, half a life. He was at an age to get married and start a family. He had a fiancée, wedding plans. Would the young woman wait for thirteen years? His life was still before him. He was a successful journalist and people wanted to read his articles. The Uyghur community needed men like him, men who looked behind the scenes and told the truth without agitating openly against the government.


She did all she could to see Ghalip at least one time and indeed she was lucky and got permission to visit him – for fifteen minutes. Mariamkhan, her husband, and daughter Adile were allowed to talk to him for fifteen minutes.


They drove to Shikho, more than a thousand miles away.


The weather was gray and nasty. Winter was approaching and here in northwest Xinjiang, the climate was much rougher than at home in Bajingol. They had not had much time to prepare a long trip, because the news had come so unexpectedly. Mariamkhan had just thrown some clothes into a small suitcase without caring for heat or cold. Then they had been on the bus for two days.


Now they were standing in front of the giant prison complex, far outside the city of Shikho, in the middle of the endless, desolate desert landscape. Bleak, threatening, forbidding. High gratings, thick walls, spotlights, sentinels. Hesitantly, they walked to the entrance and showed their papers. After they had been searched carefully, two guards led them briskly and with an emotionless, cool mien through long corridors. Doors were opened and locked again. The visitors followed as fast as they could. But as the two women had to help the old, disabled father, they fell back, so that the guards had to wait for them. Finally they stopped in front of a door, eyeing the visitors with a stern, ice-cold look and said, 


“You have to follow the instructions: no touching, no unauthorized questions. Fifteen minutes.”


Then the older man unlocked the door and let the family enter into a bare, windowless room lit brightly by two tubular lamps. The guards remained standing on both sides of the door while the visitors took their seats on three chairs in front of a grating.


After a while, a second door beyond the iron bars opened. A gaunt, bent figure in a much too big blue cotton suit, with a shaved head and lowered eyes, shuffled in, led by a guard. His arms hung limply from his body, his hands were tied.


“Ghalip,” Mariamkhan wanted to call out, but her voice failed.


“Sit down!” one of the guards shouted from behind. Mariamkhan had been on the point of jumping up from her chair but was scared back to her place and slumped down like a scolded dog.


The guard on the other side of the grid led Ghalip to a chair and secured his hands with handcuffs at the back, and chained his feet to the front chair legs. Ghalip was still looking at the floor, as if his head was too heavy for the emaciated, meager body, or as if he was ashamed of himself and did not dare to look in his parents’ eyes. Hadn’t he brought disaster and disgrace upon them?


“You may speak now,” bellowed one of the guards. 


Mariamkhan straightened up, forcing her son by this movement to look up. 


His deep-set eyes had lost any luster. His face was pale and blank. His whole body was emaciated, nothing but skin and bones, faded. He was nothing but a poor, helpless picture of misery.


“Ghalip,” she whispered, shocked. And though it was a silly question and she hardly could control her voice, she asked, “How are you?”


He did not answer. For a brief moment he looked at his mother, then tears came into his eyes and ran down his hollow cheeks. He could not wipe them off, because his hands were tied, and before he had given his father and sister a glance, he bowed his head again. 


What a lively person he had once been, full of vitality and enthusiasm, Mariamkhan thought. All this was gone, withered. He had lost his youth, his positive energy, his sense of justice. All that … where was it? Within a year Ghalip had become a completely different person, a person who was only a fragile, helpless wreck.


Mariamkhan was heartbroken when she saw him cry, chained to a chair.


Suddenly the father screamed and fainted. He slipped from his chair. The two women and one of the guards rushed to help, and laid him carefully on the floor.


“We’ll take him to the infirmary. Come on, anyway, the time is almost over.”


“Just a moment, please!” Adile begged. “Only one minute.”


“Ghalip,” she said to her brother softly. “Ghalip, hold on. We need you. We all need you. One day, Ghalip, someday you’ll have to tell what happened. Do not give up!”


She had spoken Uyghur, and in case one of the Chinese guards understood this language, she added, whispering, “One day you must tell the world what they did to you, Ghalip.”


“Speak loudly!” shouted one of the men immediately. “Whispering is forbidden.”


Then they dragged the old man towards the hallway and closed the door behind the visitors.


Ghalip had not spoken a single word. What could he have said? If he had talked about the interrogations, all the terrible things he had seen, his fear, they would have immediately led him back to his cell, and he would have caused even more misery to his family. He already felt responsible for their misfortune. He had sacrificed them for a truth that should not be known as truth.


But it was the truth! He had not spread false news. He had written nothing untrue and he had not called for rebellion or separatism. This was the last thing he would have done, because everyone knew quite well what inevitably would be the result. He would never have risked that. But he did not want to accept the unnecessary brutal intervention of the police. The Chinese authorities were responsible for the bloodshed and to his mind, everybody should know it, because only then maybe someday something would change. If, however, all media in the world repeated the government’s line that only Uyghur troublemakers had committed violence, attacking Han Chinese for no reason, and they alone were to blame, then this was a lie. Policemen had refused to protect defenseless Uyghurs. Hordes of Chinese thugs and paramilitary troops had bashed innocent bystanders and even hit them when they were already lying on the ground.
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