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Bee bu Bee bu... 

When I was a primary four, five pupil, I rode a bicycle in the garden. Other children 

hit my bicycle. I fell. My lips and knee was hurt and bleeding. When I walked my 

bicycle back home, other children were teasing me and made the noise like the siren 

of an ambulance "Bee bu Bee bu ...". My mother accompanied me to the clinic to take 

care of tl?-e wound. Wh~ I got on a bus to the clinic, I used a handkerchief to cover 

my wounded mouth. I sat next to a man. He touched my thigh. I thought he was just 

careless and not intended to do that. But then he touched my thigh again and again, 

and he used a briefcase to cover his hand. was very frightened and left the seat. I 

looked' at him. He was a man with curly hair and wearing a suit. When I was thinking 

what I should do next, I need to get off the bus. Then I left. After this, I only sit on the 

single seat. If there is a double seat, I always choose to sit on the aisle side .... 

I was very angry and left the seat. I pointed at him and shouted, "You touched my 

thigh again and again!" When I was aware that I was hurt and being treated like this, I 

cried. My mum's eyes full of anger and shouted, "You pervert touched my daughter!" 

other women scolded him like a machine gun. One even took off one ofher sandals 

and knocked the man's head. The man wanted to get off the bus but the driver did not 

let the door open until the police came. 



11 ~t¥J~f~Y,~Y,~W¥rt¥liA:tlm*5l1iJtf5tm:, ~f~I¥J~F~~11H~ 'Y/fmWr¥lim7E:' mm 
iit ' ~~~A~rtB"JFttJl~ , rt"Jt-tf ' ~1iI[frITfailtifrrt1&iID ' ~BBl¥Jm~rt ' iJ-rt 
'f&f'F§ , /f~otzDfEITBU! 0 

rttJof:g:tfumfif! ' fif!~7E: 0 rt:r[j~fif!*oft3t : r ~Fn; , {§]~rtFtEfl~ ! J ~~At1I3~rttlrtfr' , 
rt*Q~ : r:rJEfif! ' fif!~rtJtbfl~ ! J fif!Dft3t : rrt&l~f ! rt¥j~ I J' 1IUJ(E*A:tl)~I¥J*J!1.FX 

~~:rJ1\~ 0 

Apply For Children Identity Card 

When I was eleven years old, my mum brought me to the Immigration Department to 

apply for the children identity card. I had to wait for a long time. I was bored and 

walked around. Suddenly someone touched my butt. I looked behind. That was an old 

man. He looked at me fiercely. I dared not give out a sound. 

I stared at him double fiercely. He wanted to go. I shouted. "He touched my butt." 

Everyone looked at us. I shouted, "Catch him. He touched my butt." He cried, "I 

didn't. I didn't." He was quickly arrested by the staff in the Immigration Department. 

- I 
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Can't avoid ... 

When I was young, I lived in a public housing estate. The elevator did not stop at my 

flat's level. I had to use the staircase. Once I walked back home, it seemed that 

someone followed m . I let him go first. I thought he might not intend to follow me. I 

was only too cautious. However, when I reached my home and tried to unlock the 

door. That man indecently assaulted me at the back. I was very frightened and shouted 

"Damn you!" That man ran away. There was no one around and I did not chase him. I 

went back home and locked the door. I was shaking for a period of time. After that, I 

always carried a knife in my purse. I sometimes brought boiling congee and durian on 

my way home. Just in case something might happen, I would throw these things to 

him. I rehearsed many times in mind on how to protect myself. _---- ­

I let him go first, staring at him which tell him I can remember his face. He felt guilty 

and ran away quickly .... 

I shouted "Damn you ! ""Catch him ! Catch him ! "I shouted and chased him. I 

picked up things on the floor and threw them to him. Incense containers, bottles, 

stools ... The housing estate always has things around. That man finally caught by a 

patrolman and was given a six-month sentence. 

-

.". 
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What a Lovely Boy! 

An actor talked about his experience of traveling on a bus in a Taiwanese talk show: 

When I was a primary one and two pupil, I saw a girl exposed halfofher butt on a 

bus. A man's hand was inside her skirt. The underwear was pulled down. That girl 

was shivering and weeping. I cannot see the man's face. I told my mum, "The short is 

falling down." My mum hit me and told me not to say dirty things. She did not know I 

saw a pervert. She thought I said bad things like "death", "bastard". I said it again, 

"The short is falling down." That girl was seriously weeping without sound. The man 

was touching her half naked butt. I did not know what to do. I just felt very frightened. 

I did not know what was going on. I looked at my mum and people around. A woman 

said to me, "What a lovely boy!" I looked at the girl again. The woman followed my 

eyes. Her smiling face suddenly changed. She did not say anything. She avoided the 

crowd and walked straight to the girl. Then I heard the man screamed. The woman 

took the girl off the bus. The last finger of this forty years old man was broken. The 

woman did that. The whole car screamed and at that time other people in the bus 

finally knew what had already happened. 

When traveling on the subway, I saw a man pushing a woman at the back to the walL 

The woman tried to avoid him. That was weird. The subway was not very crowded. 

The woman did not seem to know the man. I walked toward the woman and asked her, 

"Do you know this man?" She almost cried and said no. I shouted to the man, "She 

did not know you. Why did you use the lower part ofyour body to push her?" The 

man also shouted, "Bitch! What are you talking about?" "You indecently assaulted 

her. Don't go away." I firmly concluded. Other passengers came to stop him to go and 

informed the driver. 

~----------
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Fetish ofBig Foot 

I have a twenty years old male friend. In February 2008, my friend was looking at the 

titles of the magazines at a magazine stand. A stranger came to him and asked him, 

"How long is your foot?" He kneeled down an took off the shoe and sock ofmy 

friend. He touched and touched his oot. y friend shouted, "Mister, what are you 

doing?" That man ran away. After this, my friend ran back home and washed his foot 

many times. He still thought it was very dirty. He even wanted to cut offhis foot. 

tried to untie my friend's sport shoe. My friend thought it was strange. He stopped the 

man to do that and left. 


