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Writing Your Own 'My Road’ : Swap in Three Things of Your
Own

After reading On the Pilgrimage, the most fun step is writing your own version.
The method is simple: swap the three images of the pilgrimage for three things from

your own road. Call it My Road or The Way to School.

One child wrote it like this. Stanza one: My schoolbag, heavy as a stone, on my
back, never set down; when a hard problem blocks the way and tears begin to rise, 1
open the zipper and pull out a pencil — it is my golden staff. Stanza two: My
bicycle, fast as a gust, pedal, pedal, pedal, past the white poplars; my mother’ s
calls grow smaller behind me, I do not turn back, but I remember them all. Stanza
three: My mistakes are like eighty—one trials, one after another, stepped over; after
the last one, I look back - and every mistake has become experience. The three
stanzas answer the staff, the cloud, and the trials, yet everything in them belongs
to this child.

Imitation writing has three common traps. Trap one: piling up adjectives -

magnificent, brave, endless — ten lines without one visible thing. The prescription:
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every stanza must contain something you can touch: a pencil, poplars, a zipper. Trap
two: forced rhyme. Children write broken sentences just to rhyme. A children’s poem
does not require rhyme; rhythm comes from line length and repetition — pedal, pedal,
pedal rhymes with nothing yet keeps the beat. Trap three: rushing to the moral,
ending with I learned that persistence wins. The original poem’ s every trial become a
stone is already the moral, hidden inside an image; once the moral is stated plainly,

the poem disappears.

A three—column table gets a child started: column one, my golden staff — the tool
I pull out when things get hard; column two, my somersault cloud — the wish to fly
off and play; column three, my eighty-one trials — the hill I am climbing now. Fill
the three columns and the poem is half done; the other half is reading aloud and
fixing whatever stumbles. If your family can understand it and repeat it after one

hearing, the poem has made it.
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