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I Tried to Be Brave Like Sun Wukong — and Got Into
Trouble

My favorite character is Sun Wukong, because he dares to fight anything. Last

weekend I decided to learn from him—starting with the most exciting part: daring.

By our compound’ s garden stands a half-person-high wall, lawn on the other side.
Little kids walk around it; older kids climb over to save time. I stood in front of
it, remembered that Sun Wukong never feared even standing at the gate of Vulture s
Peak, took a deep breath, pushed off my hands, and climbed. I got up, but the wall s
top was coated with moss. My hand slipped, and I slapped face-first onto the ground
on the other side. My knee hit the concrete edge, my pants tore, the skin broke, and

beads of blood came out.

At home, while Mom dabbed iodine on the scrape, she asked: “Would Sun Wukong
climb a wall like that?” I said he somersaults 108, 000 1i—he doesn’t need walls. She
asked again: “Then what does he do before fighting a demon?” I thought and said: he
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turns into a bug and flies in to look first; he asks where the demon came from. Mom

nodded: “He dares to fight, but he never fights with his eyes shut.”

That night I reread the thrice—striking episode and noticed what I had missed
before: Sun Wukong’s first strike actually went wrong—he saw a village girl, killed
the demon’ s fake body, and got the fillet spell for it. Even he misreads things. But
his second and third strikes grew steadier; he learned to set the ring of gods before
swinging. So his courage was never a big natural nerve. It was fighting on after

punishment—and thinking clearer with every round.

I ended my composition like this: “I thought learning from Sun Wukong meant
daring to do anything, and my knee paid for it first. Now I understand there are two
kinds of brave: jumping with your eyes shut, and looking carefully before you jump.
Sun Wukong is the second kind. Next time I climb a wall—no wait, I won’t climb walls
anymore. But next time I can first look for the road that needs no climbing.” The
scar on my knee is still there. It reminds me: when you learn from a character, don’ t

copy only his coolest move—copy the parts where he got beaten too.

My teacher drew a wavy line under that paragraph and wrote four characters: “real
experience.” I think that’s the most valuable thing in a composition—a knee you

actually fell on is sturdier than a hundred “extremely bravos.”
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