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takrgthe sid\of the Soviet authorities, lling churc Y
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2 Soviet synagogue—so thip§ altogether ummaginable\he

would have been read out ofNewish life.

None of this is meght toJenigrate Christians; indeed |
hold Christians respgdsible for thy greatest socia] eXperimen;
in history, the foupfling of the UniteN States. Nor is it ap ode
to Jews; their pgfoccupation with fightindevil has too often leq
to embracing/terrible ideologies such as

God gives you ¥e power to be a betyr worker, 3
“ O 7

tizen because in Remans 13 we arg/fold to obey the
citiz

ties.” Had a rabbi made similar pfonouncement iy, , s

Xxism and jts myr-
iad nihiligfic offshoots. It is only meant to expiin why to Jews
it is sg/patently obvious that it is morally wron\to forgive a
may/who has burned familjes alive, and to Chris\
equally obvious that one ought to.
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Simon Wiesenthal’s dilemma gets to the core of the issue of
forgiveness. Can we as humans forgive people who have caused
us such grief?

As a witness to and survivor of the Cambodian kining
fields, I coylq never forgive or forget what the top Ieaderslzlf.) of
the Khiner Rouge has done to me, my family, or friends. I 5.{n-1-
Possible, | blame the dozen leaders, the brains behind a sadistic
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jot» ¥ 10 ordCI'fad the de;.atl.ls of nulltons ot people, including
E° sable 4, children, religious people, the educated, and any-
the 1o they thought was a threat to their ideas. My father
k. ¢ sarvation: my three brothers and sister were killed
- yith many nieces nephews, and cousins. Friends I had
my life and who worked beside me in the fields were
and killed. We lived in constant fear in the labor
mps. There WS no sympathy for us. We were in a cage with
ors and there Was 10 Way out. All we could do was pray to God.
When I talk about not forgiving the dozen leaders of the
Khmer Rouge; 1 include Pol Pot, Khieu Samphan, Leng Sar
and their entourage. They ate the ones who had the plan of ric{-’
ding the Khmer population of unwanted elements like peopl
who were unable to work, people with ideas, or anyo d 1;16
would get in the way of transforming Cambodia intoy:julll v
ian society. Not only did they kill a massive number of agralr-
but they destroyed all institutions including the famil PIC_OP e,
and education. We had to pledge allegiance onl y, religion,
Khmer Rouge politburo. y to Angka, the
Pulling away from th
give the soldiersy of tr}r:e Kehihmer Rouge leadership, I can for- -
the killing, although I can L A s
Simon Wiesenthal’s positi never forget what they did. Placed in
\:hy? T have dvaye f}')dt t}ios’i would have forgiven the soldier.
at t {
Ef ;m can o the jung e soldiers were trapped. Most of
ey were ¢ gle, were uneducated and ver
on) ere taught co kill. Th - e
tantly, ¢l ey were brainwashed. More 1
ders of » they were forced to kill. If th 40t fol o
bee, 'the Khmer Rouge lead P they didn't follow the or-
Y killed, by e egn 458 el‘Sl.H.p, not only would they have
Y’feared death, tite families would have been killed.

Not say;
YII]g Wh'l
d t > .
the soldiers did was right and I'm not

-

231

>



s Ty

DITH PRAN

offering them excuses, but at least I un
vhat they did. I think the key to forgive i*e:::zi ;vhy they dig
just will never understand why the Khmer Rou :rstanding,l
did what they did. What was the purpose? Wherfwtop le.aders
manity? They had the option to stop the killing, to asi their hy.
more than a spoonful of rice to eat, to end the fOUrtge:; PeoPle
ceen hours a day, seven days a week forced labor. It tOOkto six.
vasion by the Vietn An. in.
I could never forgive or forget what the Khmer Rouge lead
has done to my family. Would my siblings have beex;
ruthlessly killed if 1t weren't for them? No. Cambodia had
many years of peace before the civil war and eventual Khmer
Would my father have died from starvation if it

Rouge ViCtor}-
eren't for the Khmer Rouge leaders? No. There was plenty of

food 1n Cambodia. The Khmer Rouge leadership decided to
withhold it from the people.

We need to learn to separate the true culprits from the
sterminds from the brainwashed. We cannot
ame. There s a world of difference between
Khmer Rouge and the individuals who

f them are moral beings, but

amese army to stop their atrocities.

ership

pawns, the evil ma
label everyone the s

the leadership of the

followed their orders. Yes, none O
there is a chasm between someone who intentionally plots to

destroy the very souls of people and someone who 1s not only
stupid and brainwashed, but fears Jeath enough (which is very

human) to be forced to do wrong.

I cannot morally judge Simon Wiesen
ing out of the room after the soldier asked for forgiveness: But
I feel this action has nagged at him because he has asked others

_What they would have done in his place. I feel that forgivene®
is a very personal thing. I know some people won't understan

f r ur .

thal for silently walk-
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treatment: not absolution, of course, byt recognition
4

/" mbar
. NSKts of
ing for the Better (what Rousseau called oy pe &

ing on thr specifically human activity which S

~

ectibility)
AISIng thege ques
€ event. We 4p, not

t the place of 3 past
€ do with eyi] in the past
how can we put it to use ifNthe sefvice of our mora] educatj, >

n

Nazi crimes are the sort thayfender it impossible to confuse
values: that evil really did #ist\ad is in no way relative, Fo,
that reason alone, we myét preserve\ living memory of it, The
second step in this egication would Yen consist of rejectin

the tendency to iddntify evil pure and siyple with the Other,
and good withburselves, and recognizing\as Romain Gary
said, that ink anity is part of being human\g ejecting rela-
tivism dogé not mean embracing a Manichean sNit between
good ap evil. It is the complementary interplay of Wese two
aspegfs of moral judgment, it seems to me, that alone PN(mits
us to make judicious use of the past in the present in order to

fight today’s evils, and not only yesterday’s.

Neither cax I ignore the fact that we are
tions today, mor&than fifty years after
contemplating an acNpn in the preseng/ bu

action in our memory.\Vhat can

DESMOND TUTU

1 have been overwhelmed by the depth of depravity and evil
that has been exposed by the amnesty process of the Truth and
Reconciliation Commission appointed to deal with the gross
human rights violations that happened in our apartheid past.
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] am devastated to hear police .Ofﬁcers describe how the
drugged the coffee of one of their charges, shot him behi g
the ear, and then set his body on fire. That is bad enoush ;;t
it is all made more ap palling by the police describing hov% v;hile
this cremation was taking place, they had a barbecue—tuming
over two sets of meat as it were. That is the one side.

There is also another side—the story of the victims, the
survivors who were made to suffer so grievously, yet despite
this are ready to forgive. This magnanimity, this nobility of
spirit, is quite breathtakingly unbelievable. I have often felt I
should say, “Let us take off our shoes,” because at this moment
we were standing on holy ground.

So, what would I have done? I answer by pointing to the
fact that people who have been tortured, whose loved ones were
abducted, killed, and buried secretly—a young widow whose
husband’s brains were blown out by a booby-trapped tape
recorder, a father whose son was killed in a Wimpy Bar bomb

explosion—can testify to the Commission and say they are

perpetrators. It 1s happening before our
are not ready

ready to forgive the
very eyes. But there are others who say that they
ing that forgiveness is not facile or cheap.

to forgive, demonstrat
willing to for-

It is a costly business that makes those who are
give even more extraordinary.

What would I have done? Our president, Nelson Mandela,
was incarcerated for twenty-seven years and not moﬂycoddled.
His eyesight has been ruined because he had to work 1n the
glare of a quarry; his family was harassed by the state security
police. He should by rights be consumed by bitterness and a
luse for revenge. The wotld watched with awe when he so mag-
nan.imOUSly invited his white jailer to his inauguration as South
Africa’s first democratically elected president. I could tell of
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others, both black and white and less well known, who if asked,
“What would you have done?” would have done the same__
they have forgiven amazingly, unbelievably. Many claim to b,
Christians. They say they follow the Jewish rabbi who, when he
was crucified, said, “Father, forgive them for they know not
what they do.” I sit and marvel at it all as I preside over the
process of seeking to bring healing and reconciliation to a
deeply divided, wounded, and traumatized nation.

It is clear that if we look only to retributive justice, then we
could just as well close up shop. Forgiveness is not some nebu-
lous thing. It is practical politics. Without forgiveness, there is

no future.

fons that hold it together—
human beings and the earth

these are healt



HARRY WU

Simon Wiesenthal's autobiographical st

£ memoties about my own CXPCrienc:riy b(r:Ol'lgh’t
I was instantly transported ba:k hina’s
camps airdilpalloned myself to retr(l)le:ly

Rcadillg
I a HOOd o
[abor camps:

years in those
experiences wi
bet some of my P with those who were responsible

for Y jmprisonment and with the camp prison guards
everyone at m universi .
In 1957 Y y o rsity, the Geology Institute in
E) b “
Bﬂ]lﬁg’ was forced to part1c1pate n Struggle sexdlone? Ta
Jhich we were tO calk about our “capitalist” tendencies and
packgrounds- A woman named Comrade Ma led these sessions

th a vengeance. In April of 1959, she became insistent that
ryone in our class speak out to contribute to the Party’s ef-

previous errors. She held a series of meet-
¢ views in the spirit of the One Hundred

During the first meeting, I managed to

personal opinions.
For the second meeting, I asked to be excused to attend 2

baseball game as at that time I was the captain of the university’s
baseball team. When I tried to get out of the third meeting,

Comrade Ma became angry and refused to grant me a leave.
From that point on, my fate was out of my hands. Comrade

Ma had singled me out and repeatedly accused me of “anti-

tightist” tendencies.

ninefeeﬂ

wi
eve
forts to “rectify” its
ings for us t0 air ou
Flowers Campaign.

avoid speaking out 1my

other struggle

On April 27, 1960, I was called to attend an ‘
fear when ] saw on the blackboar

sessi .
7 sion. My heart stopped in
(= . . RS 1 .
words; “Meeting to Criticize nghtISt

Petson 1 L. 3 .
n in charge of political education in ™Y
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up and announced: “I now denounce, separate, and
rightist Hongda who has consistently refused td molgxf}jel the
into a good socialist student and has chosen to remain imself
emy of the revolution.” That night, I was taken to a lo;rll :.in-
tention center and began my nineteen years of imPfiSOnmente-
It was much later when I learned that over one hundre.d
teachers and four hundred students from the Geology Institute
had been arrested as rightists. Comrade Ma had been the one

chiefly responsible for my imprisonment and those of many

others.
During my nineteen years in prison, I often experienced
s and prison officials. I

harsh treatment at the hands of guard
was beaten and degraded and to this day, I suffer injuries from
the abuses that I suffered. In 1962, I was transferred to Tuanhe

Farm labor camp. The conditions were SO bleak and horrible
that two friends and I attempted to escape. Our failure resulted
in harsh punishments for all of us. I was thrown into solitary
confinement, a cell that was six feet long, three feet wide, and
three feet high, slightly larger than a coffin. I was not given any
food or water for three days. When the captain 1n charge came
on the seventh day to hear my “confession” to my crime, he
kicked me in the side of my body and left. On the ninth day;
when I became too weak to eat any food, the captain ordered
the guards to force a tube down my throat to feed me. Finally,

I was released back to my barracks.

There were, however, several in
kindness by prison guards, which helped
tality. I remember one winter in 1962—
have ever experienced—where I was impris
of Qinghe Farm. We were all huddled in our barracks t
seek warmth from our thin quilts. All of a sudden, W

stances when I was shown
me survive such bru-
the coldest winter I
oned in Section 585
rying t©

(s heard
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the voice of a new guard, Captain ¢y,
We dragged ourselves out of ¢}, b poee]
against the outside walls, We €xpected to ey, : ®d ourse]yeq
of hardship to add to our horrip], Situation, By, -
rain Cao announced that we woy]q be
of food rations. He also encouraged 1,
sun every day to regain our strength. As [ w,
walks, Captain Cao would oftep encourage
very well. You'll be fine. That’s enough for

y Caﬂin

recelvmg an €Xtra Ounce
Stow

alk Outside in the
uld take my short
me: “You're doin

today. Go back to

rest.

I don't know why Captain Cao showed us such kindness, I
reality, his acts were small ones, but to us prisoners, who had
not been shown any human kindness for months and even
years, his acts were enormous. How could someone like Cap-
tain and Comrade Ma exist in the same society?

When I was released in 1979, I felt compelled to look. up
Comrade Ma in Beijing. She had been promoted for her fath-

. iti Political Work Section

ful service to the head position of the et o e
of the Beijing GCOIOg).] Bureau. Wh;n I IInzltid ilroltnfleael the’need
alized that I had nothing to say to her. doing toward me. I
fo reproach her or accuse her of her Yvrzng d had not given in
just wanted her to see that I had Survive: a;to me or asked for
to despair and suicide. She never ap’c’)loglze id to me. “All that
my forgiveness. “It’s over, it's over,” she S:r has suffered, our
happened is in the past. The whole Cou_zleymistakes. I'm very
Party has suffered. There have been terr:,omething together in
happy you have come back. We can do that
the future” _ few moments

Ilooked at her and concluded in ]:h :jeof people it fr}:;
Comrade Ma was so typical of th;h: believed in everyth
Communist society had produced-
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that the Party had done in the name of its people. As I looked
at her that day, I felt a brief moment of triumph. You could it
destroy all of us, I said to her silently.

In regard to Mr. Wiesenthal’s story and in comparing his
story to my own, I must first state that it is inconceivable for
me to believe that anyone in the People’s Republic of Chin,
would ask for such forgiveness as the Nazi soldier did to the
Jewish prisoner. In China, there was no understanding that
what the Communists did to their own people was in any way
morally wrong. People like Comrade Ma were so typical. They
had no regard for an individual’s well-being. There was no value
put on a human’s life because, quite simply, the leaders of the
country placed no value on human life. In order to survive in
China during these times, one had to give up one’s own con-
science and humanity.

Captain Cao was an aberration of that time. To this day, I
do not know how he could have existed and acted in such a way
without being caught and punished.

Instead, the society that the Communists founded was de-
signed to drain any remnants of humanity out of a person.
Like Mr. Wiesenthal, I would not have forgiven the Nazi sol-
dier on his deathbed, but I would have been able to say to him:
“I understand why you were a part of a horrible and vicious so-
ciety. You are responsible for your own actions but everyone
else in this society shares that same responsibility with you.”
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