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The Road I Bike to School Taught Me to Plan

My home is four kilometers from school, and since seventh grade I have biked
there. After a year on that road, I found it wears a different face each season, and

it secretly taught me one thing: whatever matters should be prepared ahead.

In summer, the sky turns gray-bright by five forty. There is wind on the road,
cool and pleasant to ride in. But summer also makes people linger at night. Homework
drags to eleven, mornings become a scramble, you leave at the last second, run red
lights all the way, and arrive with a pounding heart, unable to get into morning
reading. Winter is the opposite. At seven it is still dark, the road has a thin sheet
of ice, the bike cannot go fast, and you must leave twenty minutes early. But winter
makes you sleepy early; by nine thirty you want bed. In spring the poplar fluff flies

on both sides and you ride slowly with a face mask on. Autumn is the best riding,
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neither cold nor hot, and my mind is clearest then.

At the start of eighth grade, I simply turned my commute into an alarm clock and
set my routine by season. Summer: since the sky brightens at five forty, I set my
wake—up line at six, and the extra morning time is not for homework but only for
recitation. The red-light panic on the road disappeared, because the time had been
moved forward. Winter: leave twenty minutes early, and in the dark stretch I no
longer feel uneasy; instead I replay the example problems from the day before in my
head, so I can start writing the moment I sit down at school. Autumn is when my mind
is clear, so I schedule the two hardest science test sets of the month on October
weekends. In spring I get drowsy, so after dinner I jump rope for ten minutes before

homework, which beats sitting down stiffly.

The hardest part to carry out was winter. The previous winter I tried sleeping
in, leaving twenty minutes late, and ended up straddling my bike at the school gate
waiting for the ice to melt. I was late twice, and my name on the corner of the
blackboard was ugly to see. After that I kept two things by my bed: the backpack
packed the night before, and a note reading road is slippery, leave early. 1 was
never late again that winter. I later applied this small gesture elsewhere: each
night I write the plan for tomorrow on a sticky note on my desk corner, so one glance
in the morning tells me what today holds. By the end of the year my sticky notes had
piled into a thick stack.

At the end of term I thought for a long time about what that road had really
taught me. It taught me to see changes ahead of time. The seasons never notify
anyone. They simply change the hour of dawn, the ice on the road, the temperature of
the wind. Smart people do not argue with them. They reshape their days in advance to
fit them. Studying is the same. I know which season I am clear—headed and which
season I drag, so I place the hard battles in the clear season and the review in the
drowsy one. In the days when the season turns, I shift my routine three days ahead,
like adding a layer of clothing before the cold. This habit kept me from fighting my

own state all year. Every ounce of strength I saved went into the problems.
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