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A Little Mouse in Prison and Other Poems

By LIU Xiaobo/LIU Xia

LIU Xiaobo’s Poetry

A Little Mouse in Prison

- For Little Xia

A little mouse crawled through the iron bars

And paced nervously on my windowsill.

The worn walls watched him.

The mosquitoes full of blood watched him.

He drew even heaven’s silver light

And seemed to fly.

This kind of beauty is rare.

Tonight, the mouse is a dapper gentleman.

Not eating,

Nor drinking,

Nor aimlessly chattering.

His wide-eyed stare is that of a traitor as

He walks in the moonlight.

1999.5.26 
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Longing to Escape

- For My Wife

I would toss aside the pretense of martyrdom

To lie humbly at your feet.

This, saving death, is my one true duty. 

Then my heart would be as a mirror, 

Reflecting everlasting happiness.

Your toe could not snap.

As a cat surreptitiously followed you,

I tried to drive it away.

Instead, it turned around to me,

Claws outstretched.

In the depth of its blue eyes

There appeared a prison;

If I stepped out blindly,

Even just a step,

I would be turned into a fish.

1999.8.12
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A Letter is Just Enough

—For Xia

A letter is just enough

For me to transcend it all

To speak with you.

As the wind blew,

The night with its own blood

Wrote down its secrets

Whispering to me to remember,

Every word is my last word.

Your body like ice

Melted into fiery myth

While the executioner’s gaze

Hardened to stone.
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Two rails unexpectedly overlap.

A moth follows your shadow,

As it flutters toward the light.

2000.1.8

(Above translated by Lindsey Purdy)
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Daybreak

for Xia

over the tall ashen wall, between

the sound of vegetables being chopped

daybreak’s bound, severed,

dissipated by a paralysis of spirit

what is the difference

between the light and the darkness

that seems to surface through my eyes’

apertures, from my seat of rust

I can’t tell if it’s the glint of chains

in the cell, or the god of nature

behind the wall

daily dissidence

makes the arrogant

sun stunned to no end

daybreak a vast emptiness

you in a far place

with nights of love stored away

6. 30. 1997

(Translated byJeffrey Yang )
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LIU Xia’s Poetry

One Bird after Another

We saw it

A littlereflectionleft on the glass

It hadbeen printed there for a long time without leaving... 

Every year on July 15 of thelunar calendar 

The river would be covered with waterlanterns

But they could not call back your soul... 

The train heading for the concentration camp 

Sobbingly ran over my body

But I couldnot hold your hand... 

(Translated by Yu ZHANG)
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++++++

Dr. LIU Xiaobo, literary critic, politic commentator and human rights activist,Honorary President of Independent Chinese PEN Center and formerPresident in 2003-2007, as well as an Honorary Member of Sydney PEN, was detained by Beijing Public Security Bureau since 8 December 2008 and sentenced to 11 years imprisonment on “inciting subversion of the state power” for his participation in drafting Charter 08 and publishing 6 articles on December 25, 2009. He was also 

LIU Xia, the wife of Liu Xiaobo, is an artist and poet.
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Random Thoughts on Poetry

By ZHANG Jianhong

1．Great Poets

The old saying"Poetic art is beyond poetry" still makes sense today. A poet can fly at will in his inner world. However, so as to fly much freer, he has to face the reality very often.

In my opinion, those poets who can go through “the inner world and reality” in a brave and graceful way are great poets, such as Czesław Miłosz.

2. Quality of Poetry

As we are at “Poetic Time Waves” magazine, we have to discuss poetry itself, about the spiritual and artistic qualities of poetry itself.

Poetry Forum is not a grocery store, not Hyde Park in London, and certainly not aliterary draining channel for people to discharge.Since the abolition of imperial examination system, poetry is no longer a step for climbing up the social ladder; it does not bring fame to your life anymore; it cannot make the emperors or leaders listen to you; it will not assist you to the mastery of swords to keep the world in peace. Poetry is just poetry itself, which has come back to its own self long before. However, poetry can sometime just be a waste of time to you and me, merely a pleasure to entertain ourselves before the computer. 

If you are lofty in spirits and outstanding in strategies, you can write anything you like, such as essays, diaries, thesis, proposals, speeches, defending speeches, prayer speeches and even criticizing posters. However, if you claim you are writing poems, someone may try to put them against poetic standards to find faults out of them. It is not strange at all.

For months after coming up to this Forum, I have a deep feeling that there is an absence of poetry criticism in us (I mean the real criticism, not a phenomenon unique to this Forum) and the abnormality of the criticizing atmosphere as well.

It is easier to spoil a poet but hard to nourish one! Blind praises sometime can only direct a poet to a wrong track even further; and at the same time, wake-up comments, on the contrary, seem out-of-date and even bring hatred.

When improvisational works attract an expanse of praise, first of all, the poet himself must have basic vigilance and self-knowledge; and at the meantime, we, as true friends, must be cautious (as the stuff put on the Forum is huge, we may not have enough time to have a careful reading. As a consequence, it would be an easy way to follow with praises).

It is the same case to some of my writings. As they were written twenty years ago, I always look forward to solid and in-depth criticisms, even a total negation. I am always expecting such sincere criticisms.

Sometimes blind praises are more doubtable and even dreadful than condemnations. Condemning or praising, who can escape by sheer luck? 

The absence of criticism may often make us lose direction, and so does it do to the poetry of an era, a poetry forum and even a poet. As a staff of the online forum, I fully understand and cherish your good intentions. However, when a phenomenon or a certain atmosphere is pervasive but no conscious comments are heard, that would be a discouragement to some real poets.

3. Adoration to poetry

At present, there is not so much which is adorable to us Chinese people. We only adore Buddha, Jesus Christ, music, motherland, mother, love and our undiscardable poor poetry.

Talking about adoration reminds me of a scene in my childhood (several years after the start of the Great Cultural Revolution). The mother of one of my classmates, once a daughter of the owner of the biggest silk factory in Hangzhou City and a graduate of parochial girls’school, felt pity that her son had nothing to read and brought out two old books with trepidation from her old suitcase. One book was Eugene Onegin, and the other was Selected Poems by Heine. That classmate and I spent several weeks copying these two books. In those days, piety and adoration, brought about by ignorance and fear and never wiped out for the whole life, were engraved in depth of the hearts of two adolescents. 

For adoration, there should be at first an existence of a sacred pure land in the inner world. Jia Baoyu talked to his servant: “the word ‘girl’ is extremely noble and extremely pure. You are not allowed to utter this word with your stinky mouths and tongues. However, if you have to mention it, you must rinse your mouths first with clean water or fragrant tea.” What we adore can be different, but we have to admit that this kind of psychological characteristic of adoration is absent in Chinese people.

Adoration is not obedience to reality, but conviction to Gods; it is not a bow to merits and benefits, but an upward quest with no purpose to seek. Jia Baoyu considered girls as water, saying “Girls are bones and flesh made of water while men are bones and flesh made of mud. I feel clean and clear at sight of girls, but stinky at sight of men.” We should not sneer at such remarks. I know this is the best interpretation to adoration. Fear makes people stinky from the core, while adoration makes people clear and clean. It is not strange that masters of modern poetry are correct for this insight. Only with adoration, do mysterious and divine reflections come; and only with adoration, do people get closer to the essence of beauty.

Whenever I face a sheet of paper or a computer to write, this kind of experience of learning poetry always sends me a feeling of walking on a thin ice, and a sense of fear to the gods. I am simply fearful of polluting the pure skirts of poetry due to my carelessness and flightiness. This is why I did not publish any poems in the past ten years, especially after 1980s. I do not mean that I stopped writing. I mean that, with a sense of loss and guilt after great changes, I dare not approach her to beg for her forgiveness.

It’s a shame to be a poet after Auschwitz. What about after 1989 Tiananmen Square? I could not think further about it. Not until last year when I sorted out Pathetique Four Chapters, I felt like digging a small hole from far under where I was buried deep. I was relieved a little bit and gathered guts to put it up on several forums.

It sounds I am defending myself for my own cowardice, self-contempt, incapability and laziness. Maybe it is the truth.

In a world where Nietzsche declared "God is dead", Foucault talked about "the death of man", Bart discovered “the author is dead” and eventually Lyotard revealed the truth of “inhuman”“capital punishment”, we, of the modern generation, have to run down a hopeless track of nihility and frenzy even further.

No matter it is adoration or affection, it is ultimately just a sigh uttered when a person is in the far depth of uncertainty and inability. You can totally ignore it.

(Translated by Biao CHEN)

++++++

ZHANG Jianhong, poet, playwright, freelance writer and a member of Independent Chinese PEN, has been serving 6 years imprisonment since 6 September 2006 on “inciting subversion of the state power”.
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A Testimony to the Final Beauty

—An Eyewitness’s Diary on TAM Square in 1989

By TAN Zuoren

"The heart is only for giving away with a tear and a song, my love."

from Gardener by Rabindranath Tagore

As the tanks were approaching, the college students were sitting in a circle on the center of the Square where the Square University of Democracy had started its opening ceremony.

At 11 pm, the night sky in the Capital was still bright, and the gunfire in the distance was making noises from time to time. The people, sitting on the ground, were calm and quiet. Mr. Yan Jiaqi, the first President of the Square University of Democracy, was giving his lecture on the history of democracy, its current situation, democracy and the rule of law, democracy in China ... Breeze was blowing while Mr. Yan was tirelessly talking: Democracy is the majority role, with a respect for minority rights; Democracy is for the people to restrict the government, instead of the government to dominate the people; Democracy must rely on the rule of law and oppose the rule of man; Democracy is a good thing that the Chinese people have struggled hard for 70 years and still relentlessly pursued. 

The humming noises suddenly came upon us, seemingly from the sky. Some of the people were standing up and raising their heads to look around. If you were sitting, you felt the earth begin to shudder. Soon, you heard the sounds that you would never forget – the roaring of a tank and the chugging of its high-speed running tracks.

"Roadblocks!" shouted someone. Roadblock, roadblock, roadblock! People jumped up into the air, calling out and rushing toward the tank running fast at the west plaza of the Square, as they were the roadblocks.

That was at 11:10 pm on June 3, 1989, in front of the People’s Great Hall.

The Highest Principle of Peace is Sacrifice

That Democracy had a chance to encounter the tanks had gone beyond many people's expectations. All of the students had been familiar with the history of the Square. From the May Fourth Movement in 1919 to the April Fifth Movement in 1976, the Square had been the venue of public demonstrations. For 70 years, people had been pursuing the footsteps of Mr. De(mocracy) and Mr. Sci(ence) and campaigning here time and again. They had seen the sticks, swords and guns, high-pressure water hoses, and the lethal weapons as well, but never happened to see a minimum of military common sense: the tanks could deal with the crowd, even driving to your home. Perhaps this spirit of insufficient preparation inspired the fears and fierce reactions.

Roadblock! Roadblock! Roadblock! The students shouted and rushed to the Square West Road and Chang'an Avenue, chasing the tank – actually a light armored vehicle – and throwing soda-water bottles, bricks, and even the pens and books. The vehicle seemed confused for a moment, and then made a sudden U-turn, running away along its previous route towards West Qianmen Street.

With neither mobilization nor command by anyone, the Square that had not been fortified instinctively reacted in fear. The traffic-dividing blocks, iron railings, trashcans, and even garbage and debris were moved to the roads to look like obstacles. You, moving the dividing blocks together with other people, thought that at seven o'clock when swearing the oath on the Square, the outcome that you could have imaged was to be beaten black and blue followed by  Qincheng Prison. You were willing. Holding fast on the Square for 15 days, you were willing to wait for that outcome. It was because the revolutionary education over 30 years had characterized you, eroded you, and made you believe that you were the Gadfly, Rudin, Che Guevara, Alekos, or Pavel Korchagin, a piece of the flesh doomed to the destruction, disruption, and devotion to the sacrificial altar. Maybe at that time, you did not really know yourself. 

Not knowing oneself did not mean not knowing the society, or not knowing the history, or not knowing the nation and people. Forty years ago, somebody loudly declared here that the Chinese people had stood up at that time. However, the Chinese people who had stood up did not know where they were "standing" but became even shorter after "standing up".  In 1989, Chinese intellectuals and people gathered together at an unprecedented scale, and finally shouted out their own wishes and determinations to take the world by surprise! 

The tank approaching suggested the arrival of the last moment. The students were sitting around the Monument and quietly waiting. They opposed the violence, ready to sacrifice. One and a half hours ago, a quiet soft voice at the broadcast station of the Hunger Strike Group had presented the common will of all: Student Colleagues, Colleagues, the last moment of our peaceful demonstration has come. We must remain rational, remain calm, and maintain the idea of peaceful petition, not to use violence to deal with violence. For two months, what we have insisted is the non-violent peaceful struggle, and the highest principle of peace is sacrifice.

The people on the Square were familiar with this voice, from Chai Ling, who at that time, in one sense, was another Goddess of Democracy on the Square.

Good-bye, Comrades!

The Square calmed down again while the gunfire around started making noise again. First in the distance, the sounds burst like the firecrackers on New Year's Eve, more and more intensively. Then, from the Museum and the People’s Great Hall, the rifle tracer came in fixed or repeated bursts of fire, like the fireworks drawing the sky. 

You were at the northwest corner of the Square. In front of a broadcasting bus of the Independent Labor Union, you were counting the shots from the dark windows of the Museum and the Great Hall – after a flash, a shot must be heard. In the mind flashed the idea of observing the firing points. It seemed that you were Huang Jiguang or Dong Cunrui, ready to go for destroying a firing point at any time. In no time, there were too many to count – too many intensive shots, and too many "firing points".

The broadcasting bus was broadcasting the "Militia Training Textbook" to teach people how to fight a tank: blinding its eyes, digging its ears, cutting its belly open, chopping its legs ... ... It really came so quickly. Just thinking of them, a tank came. 

At 0:30 am, from the east to the Jinshui Bridge, came the roaring of a tank, bursting more and more intensively. The people on the Square were running there. At the same time, from the crowds running frantically, you heard the news that the tank crushed to death a girl student, one from the Beijing Normal University, some said. 

The loud speakers produced a harsh noise. Suddenly, "Militia Training Textbook" was changed to a high-pitched singing of "The Internationale". Then, the broadcasting bus that had been modified temporarily from a public bus did a u-turn. Watching the bus turning and turning around and dragging the speakers on the ground, you understood what it meant – to block the tank, die together! You were chasing it and finally grasping its door. But the door was shut in a sound of thundering, and a cry of farewell came from its cab: "Good-bye, comrades!" 

Later, you would see this very bus on TV screen several times. The tank only tens of meters away in front of it would disappear. The bus would be no longer on the Chang'an Avenue, but was changed to have its mission to attack a building instead of intercepting a tank as an evidence of crime.

Strange? No. Greatness and absurdness are relatives, just as the beauty, to other’s eyes, is always ugly. 

The most important reason for choosing to remain on the Square and wait for the final outcome was that the Square had been the place where the students dominated the organization, but also where they had been expressing their collective will. The collective will had been to uphold peaceful demonstration: non-violence, disobedience, bloodless, and not to surrender. You agreed with this idea, even though you knew it "inappropriate" at that time. At the same time, however, compared to the street barricade battle with high confrontation and high destructivity, this road of failure might lead to another kind of victory, instead of leading from the disorder to the greater disorder.

Violence came from fear, and excessive violence from excessive fear. At that time, however, not many people understood this point of view. Even understanding it, it was impossible to control the situation, nor to change it, and so it was of no use. 

No Beating!

The broadcasting bus rushed to Chang'an Avenue, and stopped tens of meters away from the armored vehicle, because it had been immobilized by the piled trashcans, roaring in vain and then died. Instantly, the armored vehicle 003 became an item for the people to siege and give vent to. Bricks and sticks were pounding this iron turtle, and lit clothing and quilts were immediately piled upon the "Turtle." The people were angry, excited and crowded, as if surrounding a giant baked potato and waiting to divide and eat it. 

Holding a bamboo stick, you touched the hot backdoor of the iron turtle. Before the stick hit down, "bang", the door sprang open. In the billowing smoke, two soldiers rushed out. They had been driven out by the heat and smoke in the vehicle; too drowsy to defend themselves, and so immediately stumbled onto the ground by the crowd. In the crowd there were heard only the deep sounds like ramming the earth, without a cry for mercy or help.

You desperately squeezed in, and wanted to beat, or to kill. Perhaps, you did not or need not think anything, but followed the crowd to do what they were doing. It was unexpected – what you did was the opposite. For eighteen years, whenever you have recalled that moment, you have always been confused . Then you have become increasingly convinced that, at that moment, there was a miracle that saved you. 

You squeezed into a circle to the left of the armored vehicle, saw the soldier lying on the ground, no longer moving. Someone kicked him on the head, and someone jumped up and stepped on his body, as playing the Kung-fu roles in a movie. The soldier showed no response. You heard yourself shouting: no beating, no beating, the man won’t pull through! Then you pulled up his left hand on your shoulder, bent to carry him on your back with all your strength, and moved toward a first-aid station. 

The assault did not stop. Some people began to hit you, and you staggered a step, nearly falling to the ground. Before you knelt down, a pair of hands from your right stretched out to hold you, and then both hands put up the soldier’s right arm to let you straighten the body. "No beating!" shouted someone. No beating! No beating! No beating! People began shouting, more and more loudly, more and more regularly. In such rhythmic cries, and as rich characteristics of the Square at that time, protected by a circle of more than 10 pairs of arms, you were running to deliver the soldier to the first-aid station outside the Museum a few hundreds meters away. 

It was heard later that no soldier died on the Square that day, including that big man of more than 180 cm who was bloodied but not sacrificed. It was good luck for all of us. 

ToRemain Or To Withdraw?

"Tomorrow" arrived in a very strange way: turning off the lights. 

At 4:00 am, when the Emergency Notice was rebroadcast, all of the lights on the Square went out. Fear fell as the darkness came. In the east of the Monument, someone lit the garbage. As the soldiers would always have smashed their weapons before they might die, some people collected the sticks and bars together and threw them into the fire and burned them. 3,000-4,000 students were sitting around the base of the Monument, horribly quiet. All were waiting, and waiting for the last moment to come. "The Internationale" was voicing, "This is the final struggle..." 

In front of the People’s Great Hall, the spotlight turned on brightly, shining on the infantry phalanxes outside its gates. Near the phalanxes, a detachment hunched, held their rifles and rushed to the Monument. In an instant, a skirmish line surrounded the Monument. Someone called out: all of the city residents get out, out of here! At the same time, gunfire was heard. The soldiers started to act, picking out and shoving away those who did not look like students.. In a short while, someone held your collar, and pulled you out of the encirclement. Those citizens pulled out did not go away but stood outside the encirclement, chanting: Students are innocent! Students are innocent! 

Someone was shooting the Monument, which made a shower of sparks. Soon, the big loudspeakers were silenced. After a moment of commotion, however, the students sitting on the steps of its base were still in silence. You admired those children for they had overcome their fear. Then, someone on the base of the Monument loudly suggested deciding to stay or leave based on a vote: which voice would be louder. 

In fact, such voting on the Square had been previewed as early as on the first day of the "Martial Law". On May 22, the rumor of "the Square will be assaulted by an air bomb" spread like wildfire, shaking the students’ determination to remain on the square. At that time, the broadcast station of the Hunger Strike Group was broadcasting a public debate. As it was hard to determine which side of “Remaining” and “Withdrawing” was to win, in the southwest corner of the Square there appeared a quiet procession with the banners, rolling up the sleeves and standing in silence in the cold wind at midnight. As one came closer to have a look, my goodness, there were all the national teams of news media: the Central People's Broadcasting Station, China Central Television, Xinhua News Agency, People's Daily, Beijing Daily ... ... Applause! The students burst into tears! The motorcycle team of the Beijing residents stuck in flags, lined up in ranks and patrolled around the Square to encourage the students. Since then you had started to believe that China's bright future would rely on the intellectuals.

At that time, the intellectuals could indeed impress the heaven and earth, but not the Government. 

No Enemy, No Hatred 

The students’ commitment to a selection of “staying” to uphold stimulated the soldiers of “cleansing”. In the darkness, they began rifle-shooting intensively at the Monument to increase the pressure. You seemed to see the relief sculpture of the May Fourth’s Youths on the Monument staring with their confused eyes. Thus you crossed the skirmish warning line and returned to the Monument again – to die, together with everyone. 

The decision to return to the encirclement and to take the risk actively might not be considered somewhat as heroic but significant. At that time, a large number of Chinese intellectual elite did not hesitate to jump into the fire, purifying their souls and restoring their humanity. On June 2, when staying on the Square had already been very difficult, and when the authorities’ intention of crackdown had already been very obvious, Liu Xiaobo, a doctorate in literature who had returned from the United States, together with Hou Dejian, Zhou Duo and Gao Xin, launched a new round of hunger strike protests. These "Four Gentlemen of the Square" issued a "Declaration on Hunger Strike", saying "China’s history of several thousand years had been fully filled by replacing violence with violence and mutual hatred. To this end, we make a hunger strike to call on the Chinese people for the gradual renunciation and elimination of the enemy consciousness and the hatred sentiment from now on, and for a complete abandonment of the political culture such as the class struggle, because the hatred can only produce violence and tyranny! We must have the spirit of tolerance and consciousness of cooperation in a democratic way to start building democracy in China. Democracy is a politics without an enemy and without hatred. " The 1989 generation of the intellectuals were not only ready to stand for justice, with the courage to feed tigers with their lives, but also profound and far-sighted, fully capable of undertaking the mission of promoting the progress of China's history. In fact, what any of the historians cannot avoid is that the June Fourth Movement in China, by turning over stones caused an avalanche effect, closing the door of Cold War and opening a new era of globalization. Its historical significance is no less than the collapse of the Berlin Wall. 

The bullets ricocheting from shooting at the Monument were making new casualties from time to time. Within a short while, four men carried a student with a hemorrhaging neck and ran down from the top of the Monument base. With a doctor's instinct, you went to clear the way ahead and guided them to the first-aid station outside the Museum. Arriving there, you were dumbfounded: several ambulances that had parked there for a long time had gone! Ambulance! Ambulance! Ambulance! You were desperately shouting and looking. 

During that night, the busiest place on the Square had been the temporary first-aid station in front of the Museum. For the whole night, as the alarms had been ringing and the wheels were rolling, they had been constantly transferring the wounded on the Square as well as those from the neighboring junctions. And now, they had quietly disappeared. You looked at the north of the Square, but could not see an ambulance, only tanks and armored vehicles. In the reflection of approaching daylight, about 40 armored vehicles were lined up, moving like a flock of crouched monsters. 

Suddenly, the monsters roared and their engines shot out smoke, instantly obscuring the gray dawn sky that was just appearing. 

Kill Li Peng!

An orderly withdrawal from the Square began. When you were directly faced with the tanks' canons at your nose, heavily encircled, and left with a sole passage at the southeast corner, your only way to survive was to leave. Hence at the last minute, it was really peaceful and orderly. 

The soldiers adopted push tactics. The students withdrew from one level, and the soldiers took it over. Within a short time, the Monument was full of soldiers. In order to clarify the situation, you even climbed an armored vehicle and saw the leading rank of the withdrawing students had arrived at Qianmen Avenue but its tail just exiting the encirclement. The number was estimated as over 1,000 persons. The time was 5:10 am, in the early morning of June 4. 

You jumped down from the armored vehicle to chase the ranks. The residents who got up early were pouring toward the Square. They had heavy faces, but applauding in lines to give you a good farewell – no, a sad one. You caught up with the ranks and asked, “are there any behind?” Some students answered that there were some on the Monument who firmly refused to leave! At this time, a plump girl wearing glasses rushed out of the ranks, squatting on the ground crying. Two or three girls went to pull her, but she hugged the tree and would not get up! Two boys came to persuade her but in vain. Several of them squatted on the ground, crying!

Then you heard yourself shouting a roar that did not belong to you: Kill Li Peng! Kill Li Peng! Kill Li Peng! The students followed and cried three times. The ranks continued to march toward the Qianmen. 

Then you believed that, at that moment, if there was something to represent Li Peng standing in front of you, whether it was a soldier or a tank, you would not hesitate to tear it. If there was a machine gun in your hands, you would not hesitate to pull its trigger. At that moment, you had completed the transformation from an intellectual to a spiritual mob, and then across half a step, you would be a street thug, the mob produced by the tyranny. Of course, this result would only prove that you had lost, while those holding the power and weapons would have won. 

Epilogue

On June 10, on the train home, you took out a notebook. It was noted that, on May 21, the first day of your arrival in Beijing, you copied a poem "Dialogue" on the Monument. The pro-democracy movement in 1989, which went from the original purpose of the dialogue to the outcome of confrontation, has of course got far too many problems to reflect. However, the spirit of "Dialogue" is forever so beautiful! 

Therefore, on the train running to the west, you read for all this small piece of the poem to express the deep gratitude to the final beauty of an era. 

Dialogue 

Child: Mom, these little aunts and little uncles, why not to eat?

Mother: They want to get a gift. 

What gift 

Freedom.

Who will give them this beautiful gift.

Themselves. 

Mom, why so many, so many people on the Square.

This is a festival.

What festival?

Lighting festival.

Where is the light?

In everyone's heart. 

Mama, Mama, who is in the ambulance?

Hero. 

Why does a hero want to lie down?

To let children on the back row see. 

What to see?

A flower of seven colors. 

May 22, 2007 in Chengdu 

++++++

Extracts from the Criminal Verdict issued by the Chengdu Municipal Intermediate People's Court on February 9, 2010

The facts are clear, on which the Chengdu Municipal People's Procuratorate, Sichuan Province, have accused the defendant Tan Zuoren, that he cooked up “The Square Diary”and published it at the overseas media, and that he publicized the so-called the "spirit of June 4th" in a way of blood donation; and their evidences are definitely sufficient and so have been confirmed in accordance with the law. Other accusations shall not be affirmed. The evidences submitted by the defense hold no relevance to the confirmed facts, thus inadmissible. 

This court found that the defendant Tan Zuoren, in a way of disinformation and defamation, incited subversion of the PRC State power and overthrowing of the socialist system, and that his conducts constituted a crime of inciting subversion of the State power. ...... According to the provisions of Item 2 of Article 105, the Item 1 of Article 56, Item 1 of Article 55, Articles 47 and 58 of the PRC Criminal Law
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