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Awang’ s Golden Fillet: How Rules Help a Child Grow Up

At the foot of Flower Fruit Mountain lived a young monkey named Awang. Quick-—
witted and quick—handed, he could never stop his hands: peaches from the orchard,
carrots from the little rabbit — he took whatever he wanted, and everyone avoided
him. When the monk Sanzang passed by, he did not chase Awang away. He only placed a
thin golden fillet on his head, saying: every time you do something that hurts

another, it will remind you once.

The first time was in the orchard. Awang picked three peaches while Uncle Monkey
dozed, and the fillet tightened until he rolled on the ground. Uncle Monkey said
nothing; he simply took the peaches back one by one. Awang could not understand: was

it not just a peach?

The second time was by the river. He pushed over the little rabbit who was
drinking water and snatched half a carrot. The fillet tightened again, harder than
before. The rabbit held her knee without crying, but Awang cried first — for the

first time he realized that being robbed hurts the other side just as much.
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The third time was at the market. As the vendor turned to find change, Awang’ s
hand reached for a stick of candied fruit. A voice inside said: grab it and run, no
one sees. Then he pulled his hand back himself. The fillet stayed quiet; it did not
tighten at all. Awang froze: the pain never came, yet it seemed to have moved inside

his heart.

That night Sanzang asked: are you disappointed the fillet stayed silent today?
Awang shook his head: its silence makes me happier than any pain ever did. The monk
smiled. That is the secret of the fillet. It rings not to punish you but to make you
remember the pain; once you remember, it can stop. The true golden fillet was never

on the head — it lives inside, and its name is self-discipline.

We often think rules are shackles put on children. In fact they are more like a
temporary fillet: adults keep the painful reminder for the child, and the child moves
it one inch closer to the heart each time. One day the hand reaches out and pulls
back by itself, and the fillet retires. Growing up does not mean no one watches you

anymore; it means the voice that watched you has become your own.
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