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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
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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.

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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After the Fillet Rang Twice: Awang s Self-Control
Checklist

After the fillet hurt him twice, Awang did something no one at Flower Fruit
Mountain had ever done: he found a large plantain leaf, carved a list on it with a
twig, and hung it at the cave entrance. The title read — four steps without needing

pain. No one supervised him; he followed it himself.

Step one: before your hand reaches out, count to three. One, two, three. By the
time you finish counting, half of the impulse has already passed. Awang noticed that
most mistakes were not decided — the hand was faster than the head. Counting to three

buys the head three seconds.

Step two: ask the first question — if I do this, who will hurt? Not will I get
caught, but who will feel pain. Uncle Monkey in the orchard will hurt; the little

rabbit robbed of her carrot will hurt. This question grows not fear but care.

Step three: ask the second question — if I do not do this, is there another way?
Want a peach? Ask Uncle Monkey for one, or carry water for him and trade. Awang

slowly found that almost everything he wanted could be had without hurting anyone.

Step four: keep a nightly record. Not the mistakes made, but the temptations
resisted. Each one resisted earns a circle on the leaf. Once Awang counted seventeen

circles on the leaf, and that night he slept better than ever.

When the monk Sanzang saw the list, he added nothing and crossed nothing out.
Asked why he did not guide the boy, he said: my spell placed the rules outside him;
the list he carved himself moves the rules back inside. And what lives inside can

never be chanted away.

The same checklist works for children: count to three, ask who would hurt, find
the painless way, record every time you held back. It does not demand perfection -
only one more circle each day. The finish line of rule education is never a child who
fears pain, but a child who one day carves such a list alone. When that happens, the

golden fillet can come off.
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What If the Fillet Never Worked: Three Myths About Rules

Try a thought experiment: what if the golden fillet were broken and the chant
hurt not at all? Most likely Awang keeps stealing, gets driven from the orchard,
hunted by villagers, and ends up starved or despised. Cruel as the assumption is, it

exposes three common myths about rules.

Myth one: rules suppress nature. Many pity Awang, saying the fillet caged his
liveliness. Look closer: the fillet never forbade climbing, somersaults, or leaping.
It rang only when he took what belonged to others. Rules lock harm, never ability.
Children who confuse the two grow up seeing every rule as persecution; adults who

keep them apart earn real obedience.

Myth two: punish hard enough and you are done. If each chant hurt ten times more,
would Awang behave forever? No. A child who relies on outside punishment learns one
thing only: do not get caught. With no witness, the hand reaches out — because the

rule stayed on his head and never entered his heart. The true aim is the opposite:
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let the chant ring less and less until it falls silent forever. Punishment is not the

goal; its retirement is.

Myth three: once a child understands the reason, rules are unnecessary. Awang
understood stealing was wrong the second time the fillet hurt, yet at the market his
hand still reached out. Between knowing and doing lie countless repetitions. That is
why Sanzang never expected one talk to finish the job; he let the fillet ring twice
and let Awang carve his own list. Reason is the seed; repetition is the water.
Parents who expect one moment of insight to last a lifetime are the ones most

shattered when children repeat their mistakes.

Back to the story itself: the fillet hurts, but it hurts with limits and with
reason — it rings only at harm, never at old grudges. Good rules should be the same:
clear boundary, consistent consequence, and an eventual letting go. The best ending

of the golden fillet is not that Awang fears it, but that it is never needed again.
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