
Imagine you’re sitting at a lunch table with your friends. Somebody blurts out a riddle. 
Everyone stops, their brains working overtime to try and figure it out. The bell rings, you head to 
your next class, and the next day, nobody seems to care anymore. You ask for the answer, but 
are ignored. Pretty annoying, right? You have a riddle stuck in your head, you’re stumped, and 
you want to know the answer but probably never will. 

That’s how I feel, but instead of a simple riddle, my questions are about the “Tank Man” 
photograph, documented in the midst of the 1989 Tiananmen Square Massacre in China.   

I was first introduced to the photograph when I was in 7th grade. For the first few days, 
the image stuck in my head. The bravery of this man to stand alone in front of four massive 
tanks gave me (and still gives me) chills. I’m now in 11th grade. Whenever I am reminded of 
Tank Man, my brain can’t help but wonder: Who was he? Did he escape? Disguise himself? Is 
he still alive today? Was he executed? Imprisoned? The questions flood my brain, but will sadly 
probably never be answered. 

I’m fortunate enough to live in a country where my freedoms and rights are protected. 
Under the First Amendment, I am allowed to speak freely, assemble peacefully, and petition my 
government. It saddens me that Tank Man didn’t have those liberties. Part of the reason he is so 
remarkable is because he stood up for what he believed in a country that didn’t allow for that 
liberty. It seems so simple to be able to speak my mind and let the government know my 
opinion, yet I forget how many people did not and still do not possess these rights. 

Lastly, I’m appreciative and grateful that I live in a country with freedom of the press. In 
present day China, many citizens don’t even know who Tank Man is. The press is censored, so 
many have not even seen the image or know what it represents. Although I will never know 
what happened to Tank Man due to this censorship, I am forever grateful to live in a country that 
values reporting the truth. Every day, I hear and read articles, reports, and opinions. Some 
sadden me. Some make me angry. Some make me smile and laugh. But no matter what 
feelings are evoked, I know that I’m reading authentic stories. I don’t have to worry about being 
blinded by my own government – my freedoms are protected. The First Amendment isn’t just 
fancy words written on an old piece of paper. It’s a promise that we can petition without 
punishment, speak without being silenced, assemble and not be struck down, praise without 
persecution, and seek the answers to our riddles without censorship. 


