
Experiencing for the first time the naked force
of dictatorship, a young writer carries away
the lesson of forgiveness, not vengeance.

Gentlemen of the police, on the eve of the Hong Kong publica-
tion of my book A Son of Tiananmen, I address this open letter to
you, my loyal readers.When you interrogated me on Decem-
ber 13, 2004, you forced me to “voluntarily” allow you to
copy essays and other materials from my laptop computer,
including the manuscript for this book of essays.You have thus
had the pleasure of being the first to read this book.

I appreciate how keen you are to read my manuscript.As
soon as I stepped off the plane from a trip to the United States
in July 2004, I was followed by a group of plainclothes police-
men who were talking into their walkie-talkies.Thank you for
the special welcome you accorded me.As I stood in line to go
through customs, the plainclothesmen went into the customs
office.A few minutes later, a group of uniformed customs offi-
cers blocked my path and told me that they had to inspect my
baggage.They then proceeded to overturn the contents of my
suitcases and search it for more than an hour.

When a custom officer found some books about Christian-
ity, he acted as if he’d stumbled on a rare treasure. He asked
me, “Are these Falun Gong propaganda materials?” I didn’t
know whether to laugh or cry over his professional standards.

Eventually, the officer noticed my notebook computer and
camera. He asked, “Have you just bought this notebook com-
puter?”

I answered, “I’ve been using this computer for more than a
year. Look at the wear and tear on it.”

The officer said, “You must show us the receipt. If you can’t
produce a receipt, we’ll just have to keep it here until you
bring the receipt tomorrow. If you don’t show us a receipt, we
will just have to assume it’s new and you’ll have to pay customs
duty on it.”

While all this was happening, several flights landed and
hundreds of travelers walked past us carrying laptop computer
cases.The customs officers ignored all of these passengers. I was
the only one who was accorded special treatment. I knew that
you wanted to keep my computer and steal the files and essays
it contained, so I told you, “In that case, I’ll pay the customs

duty.”You were sure to minutely scrutinize every word I had
written to discover “treasonous” and “reactionary” essays that
could be used as evidence in a future trial against me. I decided
not part with my computer and agreed to pay some 3,000 yuan
in customs duty, although there was no legitimate legal reason
for me to do so.And so your ploy was unsuccessful.

On December 13, 2004 at 6 p.m., five uniformed police
officers knocked on my front door. One of them handed me an
interrogation warrant.As I was about to step back into my
apartment to read it more carefully, one of the officers grabbed
the warrant and took several steps back, evidently afraid that I
was going to tear it up.All I had had the time to see was the
charge, “suspected of threatening national security,” and the
header, “Beijing City Public Security Bureau State Security
Guards Regiment.”

Two big policemen grabbed me by the arms, took me
downstairs and forced me into the back of a police car,
squeezed between two officers.We were escorted by several
police cars ahead and behind. I couldn’t understand why such
a big contingent had been dispatched to arrest me.After all, I
wasn’t James Bond, but just an unarmed intellectual.

When we arrived at the local police station, an interroga-
tion session began that would go on for 14 hours. I was not
subjected to physical violence. My interrogators even treated
me to a McDonald’s hamburger.Throughout the night, a series
of policemen took turns asking me question after question.
Oddly enough, policemen kept coming into the room with
pieces of paper, which they would place on the desk of the
head interrogator, as if there had been a big break in the case.
This was clearly a form of psychological warfare.

A middle-aged policeman was given the role of Good Cop.
He said he had worked in a college, and in fact did look rather
professorial. Speaking with an air of gravity and earnestness,
he told me, “You have a promising future. Don’t continue any
further on the wrong path.Your trouble is that you’ve fallen in
with the wrong crowd and have been associating with the
scum of society, people like Liu Xiaobo.You’ve already reached
the brink, and you had better step back before it’s too late.”

Next, Mr. Good Cop outlined a series of splendid life paths
for me: “You could become an academic. Getting a job at a
university is not that difficult, and someone as intelligent as
you should have no trouble obtaining a professorship pretty
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quickly. Or else you could write novels or scripts for movies
and television and become rich and famous.We would not
interfere with your creative freedom. Everyone is trying to
make money these days.You should also think about yourself.”
If this kind mentor had taken off his police uniform he could
have become a youth educator like Qu Xiao and Li Yanjie.1

Mr. Good Cop admonished me, “I know you may end up
turning me into a character in one of your essays. But no matter
what you think of me, I’m telling you this for your own good.
Even if you can’t accept what I’m saying right now, once you’ve
had time to calm down and think about it you will realize that I
meant well.” He said this with an air of sincerity and concern.

“You’re a cultural hooligan.We’re 
political hooligans.Why would we be
scared of you?”

Having failed to persuade me, Mr. Good Cop was replaced
by Mr. Bad Cop.As this young plainclothesman sized me up on
entering the room, it was immediately clear to me that he
meant business. He looked at me closely, stuck his finger in
front of my face and started berating me, “If you don’t cooper-
ate with me, I won’t make it easy on you! You’re a cultural
hooligan.We’re political hooligans.Why would we be scared
of you?” He clearly wanted me to grasp that now that he was
in charge, there would be no more Mr. Nice Guy.

Mr. Bad Cop cut to the chase: “Don’t you start quoting the
law to us.We in the Communist Party have never abided by the
law.To be frank with you, we Communists were hooligans
from the outset.The blood of innumerable people was shed to
establish our regime.Why would we hand it on a silver platter
to people like you? We’ve never been afraid of the grumblings
of intellectuals.As Chairman Mao once said,‘Let millions upon
millions of intellectuals fall to the ground!’”

Mr. Bad Cop may not have had a lot of schooling, but what
he said about the history of the Communist Party was more
accurate than what experts in Party history tend to write.With
a glint in his eyes, he added, “What’s our job as policemen?
Defending the state power of the Communist Party! We still
have a lot of methods up our sleeves to deal with people like
you. Believe it or not, I could send you to a criminal prison
right now and have them beat the living daylights out of you.
We can make you disappear and say that you died in a car acci-
dent.We’re more ruthless than the KGB and have unlimited
resources to deal with the likes of you.And if that doesn’t scare
you, remember that you have a family and close relatives.We
can also destroy your family!”When he finished talking, Mr.
Bad Cop gnashed his teeth like a wolf.

My “police readers” had downloaded and printed dozens
of articles of mine from foreign Web sites.They had me put my
signature to page after page of them and took my fingerprints.
In my opinion, you needn’t have gone to all that trouble. I
published all of my essays under my own name, and took
responsibility for every word I wrote; how could I possibly
deny that I was the author of these articles?

Mr. Good Cop said, “Whenever one of your essays directly

mentions Hu Jintao or Wen Jiabao by name, it insults the top
leadership, which already constitutes a threat to national
security.”

I couldn’t help but feel how ludicrous this was: “Do you
mean to say that a dictatorship with millions of soldiers and
police officers is so fragile that it’s threatened by a few articles
written by an intellectual? You people don’t seem to have much
self-confidence.”

Mr. Good Cop replied, “Your articles are full of hatred for
the Party, and your actions wouldn’t be accepted even in West-
ern countries. Even in the democratic America you so admire,
they wouldn’t tolerate your insulting the government this way;
Bush Jr. would have sicced the FBI on you long ago.” In effect,
according to Mr. Good Cop, our Party had shown real benevo-
lence toward me.

Mr. Bad Cop, on the other hand, threatened me: “The con-
tents of your computer are a time bomb. If you’re not careful,
they could explode in your face and destroy you.The safest
thing for you to do is to let us deal with them.”When the
police computer specialists finished copying all the data on my
computer, Mr. Bad Cop became very amiable.The transforma-
tion was as remarkable as that of Hyde to Jekyll. Speaking as if
we were bosom pals, he told me, “From now on we’re bud-
dies. If you run into any problems and come to me for help,
you can be sure I’ll be able to sort it out.”

My wife’s interrogation
My interrogation was a travesty of the law. I was denied the
right to legal counsel and the right to remain silent. My arrest
was illegal from start to finish. Neither the uniformed nor the
plainclothes policemen showed me any form of identification.
When they finally released me, they did not give me a copy of
my interrogation warrant.

Although they had no search warrant, the police forced me
to sign a document stating that I had voluntarily surrendered
my computer and the files it contained.They also kept me in
custody for 14 hours, although the law stipulates that 12 hours
is the maximum.

When I arrived home at 8 a.m. the following day, I found
out that the police had interrogated my wife for more than an
hour for no other reason than that she had telephoned a few
friends to let them know that I had been arrested. Banging her
fist on a table, a ferocious policewoman told my wife, “Kicking
up such a fuss will seriously hurt your husband’s case!”The
policewoman’s ignorance of the law was lamentable.

As my wife recounted her treatment by the police, I recalled
an interview with Danuta Walesa, Lech Walesa’s wife. In Octo-
ber 1982, when Poland was still a dictatorship under General
Jaruzelski, Danuta was ill-treated by the secret police while
attempting with their two daughters to visit her husband, who
had been taken into custody.A policewoman shoved her into a
room and knocked down one of her daughters.A captain
shouted at her, “Shut your mouth, you slut!” Danuta was not
intimidated: “You shut your own mouth! Who do you think
you’re talking to! Don’t I have any rights?”The captain
answered, “You don’t have any rights.And we have orders to
arrest you.”
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Danuta wrote, “The captain looked like a wild animal. I
realized that he could beat me up. He had previously lost his
temper and jumped up and down as if demented.The captain
said that he had to write a formal report that would state how I
had insulted him. I replied that I would lodge a formal com-
plaint about the savage conduct of the police.As I was leaving I
told him that despite his imposing uniform, he was nothing
but a dirty pig.” Danuta also gave the secret policewoman a
piece of her mind: “How long do you think you’ll be able to
continue in power? You’re still ruling us now, but how long to
you think you’ll be able to hold out?”

Gentlemen of the police, what Danuta said is also what my
wife wanted to tell you.To be sure, we wouldn’t call you pigs.
As Christians, we don’t hate you.

When you interrogated me, I prayed silently to God to give
me wisdom and courage, and to forgive you for your crimes,
as you didn’t know what you were doing.

A plainclothes policeman who spoke Mandarin with a Can-
tonese accent told me in an apparent appeal to logic, “Since
you’ve written a book entitled Rejecting Lies, and pride yourself
on being someone who speaks the truth, you really must tell
us the truth.”A guardian of the empire of lies admonishing an
ordinary citizen to tell the truth! It was a scenario more pre-
posterous than Kafka’s Metamorphosis or Beckett’s Waiting for Godot.

The plainclothes policeman also asked me about my rela-

tionship with Professor Ding Zilin.2 I asked him, “Do China’s
constitution and other laws forbid me from associating with
Professor Ding Zilin? You murder a young man and don’t let
his parents weep and mourn.You also have children and par-
ents.What would you do if your child had been murdered?”

The man did not dare give me a straight answer. He just
mumbled, “It’s not the same.”

Gentlemen of the police, I believe that the dictatorship is
doomed to failure.Although you still have the power to manu-
facture lies, there is no one left who believes your empty
promises.You are currently promoting a propaganda move-
ment under the slogan of “Maintaining the Advanced Nature
of Communist Party Members.” But everyone knows that once
the apple is rotten to the core, there is no way to keep it fresh.
Although you still have the tools to imprison and kill, you have
almost no other means to stay in power.Violence is the only
means you have left to legitimize your rule, and sooner or later
violence inevitably ceases to be effective.

Pity instead of hatred
Gentlemen of the police, you have tried to scare me into sub-
mission, but I can’t help feeling that you are the ones who are
truly afraid. I look upon you with pity, not hatred.The Polish
dissident Adam Michnik3 put it well: “You don’t regard police-
men with hostility.You only feel pity for them.You know that a

Yu Jie with “Tiananmen Mother” Ding Jilin, Ding's husband, Jiang Peikun, and dissident writer Liu Xiaobo. Photo courtesy of Yu Jie
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great many of them suffer from psychological disorders. Every
one of them is ashamed to face his children. But you also real-
ize that the state may grant them an amnesty (who remembers
the executioners and informers of the old days?).”

Yes, gentlemen of the police, I look on you as readers, not
enemies. I have no enemies.When I write, my goal is not to
oppose anything, or to make enemies or foment hate. It is to
protect the freedom and dignity of myself and my compatri-
ots. Naturally, this includes the freedom and dignity of police
officers. I want to begin with myself.As Michnik said, “Start
by becoming the person you want to see in the ideal society.
You believe in freedom of speech? Then work to establish it.
You believe in a society rich in dignity and humanity? Then
work to build it. In your struggle for truth lead a life of dig-
nity.”You can imprison my body but you cannot imprison my
soul.You can impugn my character, but you cannot take away
my dignity.

My writings are like warm tears falling on
a cold stone.

Gentlemen of the police, although you are my “first read-
ers,” my writings have had no effect whatsoever on you; they
are like warm tears falling on a cold stone.This demonstrates
the limits of written language, and my own limits as well.
There is no magical “Open Sesame!” formula to further the
cause of enlightenment.Your indifference makes me realize the
wide chasm that separates one human soul from another. I aim
to bridge that chasm. I will not treat you as you have treated
me, however much I may be tempted to do so. I know that if
we oppose the Community Party with the methods of the
Communist Party, this world of ours will become a pigsty
whose stench reaches to high heaven.

Adam Michnik offered this advice: “I don’t want Commu-
nists to be able to say,‘There is no difference between Michnik
and us.When we were in power, we trampled them underfoot.
Now Michnik’s friends are trampling us underfoot.’You’re a
pig, I’m a pig, he’s a pig, and in the views of some, the whole
world is a pigsty; I can’t see any point to this, and I don’t
believe it’s true.To exist we must uphold certain principles
regardless of the circumstances.That’s why I find myself going
against the current. Some years ago, the Pope said that before
demanding justice we must show kindness ourselves, and I
have taken his words to heart.We have to begin changing this
situation of living in a pigsty, and that means not treating your-
self like a pig and not treating others like pigs.

I believe that the day will come in China when you will be
held legally accountable for everything you have done. But I

will have long forgiven you, even if you refuse to repent. If I
forgive you it is not to encourage you to repent, but because
doing so fulfills a personal spiritual need that has nothing to
do with you.

Son of Tiananmen is a collection of essays and articles I have
written over the past couple of years. I have gone deeper and
farther in these essays than in Rejecting Lies, which was published
two years ago.As someone who became “a son of Tiananmen”
somewhat belatedly,4 my thinking and writing will from now
on keep pace with the events in my life, and no carrot or stick
will deter me from this path. I write this open letter to you, my
police readers, not to denounce you but to call on you to listen
to your conscience and recover your spirit before it is too late. I
have made this open letter my preface to Son of Tiananmen as a
means of self-healing as I attempt to replace the anger and
hatred in my soul with love and forgiveness.Archbishop
Desmond Tutu of South Africa says that without forgiveness
there is no future, and that forgiveness brings happiness.Adam
Michnik, jailed five times and severely beaten twice by the
police, once wrote, “I hope that my close friends, particularly
those who have been arrested and are still engaged in struggle,
will be granted the strength to traverse that dark and wind-
swept stretch between despair and hope. I hope they will be
granted the patience to learn that most profound of all arts:
forgiveness.”

Only God can give us the strength and patience to forgive
and to love those who are not lovable (and that includes you,
my police readers). I yearn for a thankful heart that will make
me appreciate all I that have experienced, all that I am currently
experiencing, and all that I will experience in the future.

Beijing,April 20, 2005

Translated by Paul Frank

Yu Jie wrote this article as the preface to his book,Son of Tiananmen, pub-
lished by Open Magazine Publishing (Hong Kong) in August 2005.

NOTES
1. Li Yanjie and Qu Xiao have been widely praised by the CCP for their

propaganda work on socialist ethics for young people.

2. Ding Zilin, a retired professor at Chinese People’s University, lost a son

at Tiananmen Square on June 3, 1989, and has campaigned for an offi-

cial accounting of the violent official crackdown.

3. Adam Michnik was a leading force in the trade union movement Soli-

darity, and the founder and editor of Poland’s largest daily newspaper,

Gazeta Wyborcza.

4. Yu Jie, born in 1973, was only 16 years old during the events of June

1989.
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