REREAE: ZPTHEERBRE=AER

(zeps B) HAA=/pAY, (HESIRIE, AU, & WEBAE: RFKBK, =4
FA—AME BT, R —~EEmE ORI HAETR D23t o — Ak, 55 2
DA B ECL R VTR, R R BRENB S, BRI ORI RS K,
ISAEAE AT AE Z A A0 ——K TS, ae s . SR = EARE. b Dk
A, A GHEE AR RaHMEE T, kA, ERE R SRR

AP AT N RIEIX =AE5R? DU SR AR, Bt =2 ER Sk, 2 gk
AR . X R, ERSAN TR ARSI ERAS, B SMIRERERR B,
AR AN G L — FE AL A URE R, RO = ER BN L, T ACEREER
HlE T

RE R IR IR . TR BIR B, B WMARKE, RIS TR,
THEGRNE, GRS WA, BF LR KWINA, RUUEAEAERNE . XA R il
WP — NERCL T\ AR TN, 25—, 2.,

FHENEREWPLZ TN NP AXESA A kT WU T A AR B BT
Wi, fer i s, Rl RXERSC? Bk n, AR T IR ek
ZP RGN H QA Sk, RE R A RS T —— IR 2P, KR i R
JEHC. EBCZIME =/ NG =AM Wi, i, 4l 4, SR EmEiX
R AT

How to Read the Poem: Weight, Speed, and Three Images

On the Pilgrimage has only three stanzas, but reading it well takes care. Read
stanza one heavy: grow, grow, grow, pushing each word a little higher, like the staff
rising inch by inch; stands sky-high at the cave mouth must land solid. Read stanza
two light: one flip and he flies a hundred thousand 1i, a little faster, as if truly
riding the cloud; slow down at shadow smaller and smaller, and rest half a beat
before still moving forward — the feeling of this stanza lives in that half-beat.
Read stanza three slowly: step by step climbing the mountain, leaving room at every
comma; when the last trial is walked, he looks back — read it as if actually turning
the head.

Why these three images? Because the staff is skill, the cloud is the wish to
escape, and the eighty-one trials are the road you cannot dodge. These three are
exactly a child’ s day: wanting a impressive skill, wanting to fly off and play, while
homework and practice rise like a hill that cannot be avoided. The poem preaches
nothing; it simply lays three images on the road, and the child understands while

walking.

The finest touch is the eye in stanza two. Wukong flips into the sky and sees not
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scenery but his master’s small shadow, still walking. Children often think adults are
slow, just as Wukong thought the master slow; the poem never laughs at the master, it
only says still moving forward. That line is the poem’ s respect for ordinary
persistence: one flip of a hundred thousand 1i is wonderful, but one step at a time

is also a pilgrimage.

Children often ask about the ending: why do trials become stones? Let them think
of their own hardest recent victory - learning to ride a bike, or memorizing a
difficult text. Once it passes, does it not become a stone under the foot? When a
child can trade the eighty-one trials for their own stone, the poem is truly finished

— the last step of reading a poem is always turning the poem into yourself.
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