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They Climbed Over the Fence

Beyond the fence was the Parliament

where a trade agreement was declared

passed with the committee merely

30 seconds into session, neglecting

the proper procedure, mimicking the

Parliamentary routine they’d vowed

to revere to follow.  A trade agreement

that would endanger the future of the

whole nation that would leave the gate

wide open unprotected upon encountering

an obviously proclaimed agenda of 

unification from the power across the

Straits.  The climb over the fence to

reach to occupy the Parliament to block

the totalitarian force in a democratic

country then became the crossing

over the Rubicon with no detour

with no return.

Don’t Hit My Head

You see, Sir

I do not have time

to design the banner on computer

or to print it out on printer

I know fully well, Sir

the baton and the riot shield

have been washed and 

now look clean

but they still have the urge

to beat and to whack

Can we make a deal, Sir

I will continue the sit-in

with my friends

outside the Parliament

while inside 

my classmates 

are guarding the principles

of democracy

And this is what I will write

on this cardboard

with marker

If you really need to beat me

Don’t hit my head

Morning Has Not Broken

morning has not broken

in the darkness

I see the bloods on the ground

I hear the echoes 

of baton beating riot shield whacking

along the streets

I am still here

on these streets

we held our sit-in

I am still here

watching the sunflowers

reflecting in the bloods

on these streets

we witnessed the brutality of the police

I am still here

I am still here

guarding the bloods

morning has not broken

You and I Stand Here

I don’t know 

how long this blockade is

nor how long it is going 

to stay here

the sharp teeth of the barbed wire

glistening and threatening

we cannot go further

we have to stop here

I hold your hand

you hold mine

your big brothers

your big sisters 

are now fighting 

for their future

for your future

for the Island’s future

of which I am much

ashamed to say

I have not fought hard enough

to right the wrongs

to just the unjust

let’s not stand here too long

let’s find our way 

to meet them

to fight with them

your small hands 

firmly in mine

The Old and the Young

He could no longer sit straight

in his wheel chair, his left arm

pressing hard on the arm support;

his hair silver, flying in the air

his eyes cloudy, his words softer

than before

and yet, his vision still clear

his mind still set

an independent nation

for this beautiful motherland

he is passing the baton

to the young, he is thrilled

to see the wisdom, the strength

in the young one’s eyes

He half knelt, half squatted

in front of the old

holding the knotted much

veined hands as if accepting

holding the passing baton,

declaring affirming his will

his mind to honor to glorify

the mission

while the sunflowers

bloomed bright around them

while the sunflowers

trumpeted loud around them

The Wake-up Call

We’ve long held the images of them

gluing to the computer screen

surfing the webs

sliding the smart phone

never a care at all

about anything

then, we are amazed

then, we are stupefied

to see them

joining the movement

holding the sunflowers

inside or outside

the Parliament

studying the articles

of a trade agreement

between the Island

and the country 

beyond the Straits

that will affect their future

then, we can be less worried

then, we can be rather relieved

as we seen them

strengthening themselves

with bonded comradeship

with tenacious perseverance

they are still gluing to the computer screen

they are still surfing the webs

they are still sliding the smart phone

this time

they are sending out their proclaims

they are networking within and without

with a speed

so unknown to us

The Sunflower Afternoon

In the bright sunlight, I could hardly

open my eyes, as I walked

the demonstration route on this 

late March campus, the harsh winter

merely over, our hands holding

the sunflowers, still gloved 

against the chill.  The students

back at home on that beautiful island

called Formosa, were still fighting

the cause to safeguard our beloved

motherland, economic, politic 

and sovereignty against a 

bully neighbor.  There was 

no police ready to jump on us

to beat us with batons, to

whack us with the riot shields.

The passersby born and nurtured in 

democracy greeted us with

understanding, with encouragement

the concert goers stopped to 

listen to what we proclaimed, to

what we sang with our hearts our

tears.  The sunflowers in the 

afternoon sun looked more glorified

than ever.

It Is Foggy Here

It is foggy here, this morning

is it raining there, so many time zones away

I hear the riot police are moving in

I hear the water cannon trucks are closing in

I find my way to work in the fog

how are you finding yours in the rains

rains of decades long quasi democracy

rains of centuries long colonialism

the higher power have turned their face

the higher power have again hidden in self-interest

I am waiting for the fogs to unfold

how can you wait for the rain to un-rain

One Hour after the Rally

One hour after the rally

that had crowded the streets

for six hours

half a million of people

all wearing black

all holding sunflowers

banners, posters

defending democracy

like a huge tide

rushing

chorusing a song

deafening the higher-ups

this is not a festival

they are not here for fun

they are attentive

their eyes wide open

their hearts full

their minds forever set

one hour 

after the crowds had left

the streets were clean

all trash sorted

all trash collected

as nothing 

had ever happened here

Don’t Worry, Mom and Dad, We’re Safe

Don’t worry, Mom

don’t worry, Dad

we are safe here 

on the streets

the streets of democracy

the streets of inspiration

in bright sunshine

in pouring rains

you’ve already seen

the pictures of us

living learning discussing

ideologies we’ve never heard 

or paid attentions to before

for the tents are now

our classrooms

for the dialogues are now

the quizzes we need to

challenge ourselves

we will all go home

when our proclaims

are answered

when our goals 

are truly reached

on this sacred ground, Mom

on the sacred ground, Dad

Studying on the Street

It’s getting dark

but I have to stay here

I have not received

any words to leave

from this make-shift

classroom of democracy

it’s getting dark

so I’ll study

with a flash light

for the coming

mid-term exam

if ever we can be relieved

of the duty of the will

protecting supporting

our friends who are

occupying 

the chamber of 

the Parliament beyond 

the wall

The White Robe and the Black Robe

Hundreds of them

immediately volunteered

quickly donned 

the true colors of their professions

white to take care of 

the medical needs

black the legal supports and analyses 

for the young protesters

inside the Parliament 

and out

the stethoscopes 

listened to the heartbeats

of defending democracy

the fingers checked the pulses

of the movement

the black robes 
defended law and justice 

covered the young unarmed sit-ins 

from the riot police’s whack and beat
blood stained all over them

The Mass Media in the Sunflower Movement

They’ve long forgotten the objectivity

the neutrality, and the most important

of all, the professionalism of their

profession, so biased in their reporting

that they look like the mouth piece

of the totalitarian disguised in the sheep 

skin of democracy.  They’ve been quick 

to condemn, to judge any justifiable

movement against the government, they’ve 

wasted no time to spread unfound truths 

for the necessary quota of viewers, they’ve 

never hesitated to poison the minds of the 

great mass with repeated lies.  They’ve been 

so used to the face they see in the mirror 

every morn’, that they forget their true face,

that they forget the shame.

This shouldn’t be the Focal Point

Their blouse and the buttons

shouldn’t be the focal point of

the Movement either on the 

newspapers, on the internet

or on the nationally broadcasted

television.  It definitely is a sexual

harassment, a violation of privacy

when the talk show host the guest

commentator reached their fingers 

to the buttons, an act of unbuttoning

undressing the young female student

on the big screen.  How could they 

portray a Movement so hard fought

so selfless so sublime with lascivious

comments on the female student’s

clothing?  How could they divert

the audiences’ attentions from the 

causes of the Movement, the 

persistence of the students, the 

endangering acts of the Government

toward the future of the nation?

The Wiped out Images

blood streaming

down their faces

the wounds unseen

received from

the police batons

from the riot shields

the beaten shielding 

their head with their

defenseless arms

blood stained the streets

the cries muffled 

in the chaos

the eyes frightened

in the inhumanity

the hopes crushed

in the shootings

of the water cannons

all of these images

seem to be deliberately

wiped out from the

social media so as

to reaffirm the lies

told and repeated

that there was no 

bloodshed at all

The Material Supports

Shouldn’t be surprised

that it was hard to

tally the numbers of

the sleeping bags

the sleeping mats

the blankets

the quilts

that have kept

the sit-in students

warm and dry

in the cold

in the rain

Shouldn’t be surprised 

that it was impossible

to count the boxes of

ramen, cookies

the cases of bottle water

that have eased 

the hunger

that have quenched

the thirst

during the 24-day

Movement

The ledger of the

donations will then 

clearly show

how supportive

how caring

the general public

have been since

the Parliament

and the streets

were occupied by

the thousands of

the young students

The Gavel

We’ve found the gavel

we thought lost 

Mr. Speaker

we are placing it back

onto the podium

you will soon preside

we hope you will

keep your promise

a promise to set up

an oversight committee

to review to scrutinize

any treaty any agreement

that will greatly affect

the life of our people

the future of our nation

every time before you

gaveled the decision

of the Parliament

we hope you remember

what we’ve stood for

24 days of occupying

this chamber, this house

of the people 

Her Drawer

The legislator

stopped by to 

check her desk

during the Occupy

she was amazed 

to find the drawer

neat as when she

last left it three 

weeks ago, nothing

was taken or 

disturbed at all.

She was equally

surprised to see

a bowl of ramen

and a flash light

left in it by the sit-

in students inside

the Parliament, as 

if to remind her

the needs of her

constituents to

whom she had

pledged to be

their voice.

The Barricades

More and more barricades

are being set up

around the Government buildings

to block the protesters

from breaking into or occupying

the barbed wires now hang

the yellow ribbons

for the hunger striker

posters after posters

of abolishing nuclear power plant

and other concerns

that have not been resolved

but the Government has decided

as it has always

under the leadership

of an 8% approval rate President

not to heed the needs

not to please the pleads of the people

the Government now

looks more like a besieged city

where decrees after decrees

damaging the hard fought 

value of democracy

are being issued

8% Versus 70%

8% approval rate of the President 

70% approval rate of the Movement

shouldn’t the number

serve as a wakeup call

to the President

who has been going 

the opposite way

who has been distancing

himself from the people

who has been blindly rushing

to his personal goal

who has been faithful

to fulfill a wish of 

his deceased father

a unification

with the bully

across the Straits

who has always stood 

on the wrong side

of each historical moment

of each democratic movement

of the Island

alone in his tower

barricaded under

his own order

he still feels great

he still believes

he will set a record

in the nation’s history

The Candles

Let’s draw on this

sacred ground

of democracy

an outline 

of our Island

a clear definition

of a nation

of hard working

people

of a nation 

of peace loving

people

let’s place candles

inside and out

let the lights

brighten our

future

let the lights

guide the path

to our long

overdue

sovereignty

The Paper Windmill

Let’s draw 

the sunflower

on a piece of paper

color of 

its brightness

color of 

its earnestness

then let’s make

a paper windmill

out of it

thousands of them

millions of them

as we march

gravely march

the seeds of 

the hope of a

true democratic

nation will fly

will fly high

and wide

all over 

the Island

This Togetherness We Cherish

We simply cannot afford to look away

when the students have come out

their comfort zone

to join the movement

to hold firm their demands

let them form discussion groups

to bring out the better future

let them do their school works

to sharpen their analytical skills

then, let’s set up free stalls

then, let’s set up free shops

offer them a  hair cut

offer them a bowl of stir-fried rice noodle

offer them a sausage

offer them the battery charger

offer them a bouquet fresh from our garden

this is the least we could offer

to show our supports

to show our gratitude

to show our pride

for they are our hope

As We Wait Outside

As we wait outside on the street

we no longer fear as we’ve feared

during the last 24 days, each passing

day dawned with another degree of

agony, not knowing if the Government

will force in, handcuff every one of you

then throw a huge book of condemnation

upon you.  We’ve learned to remain calm

even anxiety has dwelled hard on our

hearts, acknowledging and agreeing 

with the ideologies you’ve fought so hard

to safeguard, a true democracy on this

badly ridden Island in the storms from

within and without.  We know when our

eyes meet yours, there will be tears

there will be glistening in the tears, of 

new found understanding, of grateful

appreciation on our part, for you’ve 

succeeded where the grownups have

long failed in the years of complacency

in the years of self-denial.  We can see

now, you step out from the Parliament

soon lost in the swarms of the welcoming

crowds.  It will be a while longer before

you can reach us, before you can finally

place your tired head on our shoulders

and we won’t mind it at all, we won’t 

mind it at all.  We bid you a heartfelt

Welcome Back!

They Were Stunned

They immediately trooped in

when the last student stepped out

of the 24-day occupied chamber

of the Parliament, they were 

stunned to see the whole chamber

cleaned, nothing from the movement

posters, banners, foods, drinks, wires

sleeping bags were left behind, as 

if nothing ever happened here.  This 

was the chamber the students fortified

their defense with chairs and cables

applying the principles learned from

their physics class.  For over three

weeks, this was the chamber they had

held the standstill they had broadcasted

their pleas, they had reached out to the

outside world with laptops with cell phones.

They did leave behind their fingerprints

which the police was not hesitating to

collect.  They did leave behind their legacy

their bravery, their vision, which the police

would never be able to apprehend.

A Farewell

Finally, we are concluding a chapter

of the movement, celebrating an occupy

that was not expected to last even an 

hour, a day, or a week but exceeded to

24 days in the end.  We know fully well

this is not an end but a beginning, a

beginning to sow the seeds of the 

sunflower all over the Island, a beginning

to rid of the policies that could endanger 

the future of the nation, a beginning to 

review and amend an out-of-date

constitution, a beginning to challenge 

the people’s choice of their representatives

who have continuously broken their promises

to safeguard the interests of their people.

Here we sit together on the streets of 

the Sunflower Movement, waving flash

lights cell phones to the rhythms of 

the song that has become the song of

the Island overnight.  In this great sea of

lights, we know we have tears in our 

eyes, tears of gratefulness, tears of 

new found courage, tears of hope for 

a better future, tears of new established

comradeship.  Fare-thee-well, we will

continue to march, we will continue to

sing this song, we will continue to 

carry the sunflower, the torch …

The Air I Breathe

24 days later, as I step out

the Parliament, I eagerly draw

in breaths, deep deep breaths 

of fresh air, not the air pumped

into the chamber through make-

shift conduit installed by the

volunteers from the caring

public, when the air conditioning

was deliberately cut off by the

police, but the air outside, outside

the Parliament of self-delusion of

its members.  I can say that I am

very glad that the air on this

Island is still free.  I can say that

I am much rejoiced that I have

not fought in vain in protecting

the true value of democracy.

Then Came the Subpoena

Then came the subpoena as 

fast as it could deliver when 

the last student had merely 

stepped off the Parliament.

The leaders had anticipated, as

the general public had no doubt

about it, but willfully wished that

the Government for once would

come to its senses after being

challenged questioned of its

highhanded maneuver of policies

regarding the future of the nation.

The scholars of law had been

arguing the legitimacy the right-

fullness of this wide spread post 

event purge and had been rushing 

to advice to defend the students.

Then came the subpoena, then 

came the time people would be-

come more agitated more angered

more anguished upon learning more 

of what the Government had been

doing all these years misleading

malfunctioning endangering their 

life their security. 

Then Came the Bill

They’ve estimated the cost of 

the repairs to be around NT$100,000,000

as if the students had caused a massive

damages to the chamber in the 24-day

Occupy of the Parliament.  Then, after a

careful inspection and calculation, it came

down to a total of 2.85 million the same 

currency.  The overestimate might be

attributed to government exaggeration

or, as the general public believed, a habitual

way of wasting away the nation’s treasure,

over-budget, then, finished the project with

an appendix budget, so each rank in the

project could have a share big or small

depending on their position their tier.

The students out of their strong sense of

responsibility, had stepped forward to

express their will to foot the bill from

the public donation.

The Necessity of Hero and Hero Worshipping

In desperate time

in great chaos

in face of decline even death

in establishing order

in safeguarding an ideology

in protecting a nation

there is an unspoken and urgent need

of hero and hero worshipping.

The majority of the old

and the middle aged

have long succumbed

to the authoritarian rule

have long buried themselves

in complacency

have long been looking around

for a leader

who’s sincere in his words

who’s daring in his stance

who’s convincing in his analysis

in his proclamation.

From him

to draw strength

to find path

to rekindle the weakening fire

if not to regain the passing youth.

