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A Grade 3 Diary: Learning to Ride a Bike Today

May 23, Saturday, sunny.

Today I finally learned to ride a bike. I have been waiting for this since first

grade.

In the morning, Dad held the seat from behind while I pedaled in front. I could
hear him panting behind me. I asked: are you holding it? He said yes. But when I
looked back, he was standing far away with hands on his hips. He had let go long ago!
I got scared, wobbled, and fell with the bike at the roadside.

My knee scraped off a patch of skin, beads of blood coming out, burning. I wanted

to cry, but four or five classmates were watching, so I held it in. Dad squatted
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down, blew on the knee, and said: a scraped knee never stopped anyone from learning.
When I was your age I fell seven or eight times. I got up, righted the bike, and sat

back on 1it.

The second try was worse. The front wheel hit a small stone, I jumped off first,
and the bike fell on my foot. This time I really wanted to cry. Dad did not comfort

me, he only said: again. I rubbed my leg and got back on.

On the third try, Dad secretly let go again. This time I noticed early, because I
could not hear his panting. I pretended not to know and kept riding. Wind passed by
my ears. | counted: one, two, three. When I reached ten I realized I had ridden more
than ten meters alone! I did not know how to stop, so I squeezed the brake and jumped
off. I shouted: Dad, I can do it! Dad clapped at the corner of the street, his hair

all wet with sweat.

At night, when I put medicine on my knee it still hurt, but my heart felt sweet.
I told Mom about the ten meters, and she said next time she could ride to the park
with me. I also wiped my cherry-red bike clean before parking it. So falling down
does not mean you cannot learn; it only means you have not learned yet. Tomorrow I

will ride to the shop at the gate of our neighborhood and buy an ice pop.
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