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The Blue Bicycle in the Box

On the morning of June 1st, I opened my eyes and found a big cardboard box in the

living room. A red ribbon was tied around it, with two bows fluttering on top.

I ran over barefoot, squatted down, and shook it. The box was heavy, and
something rattled inside. Mom poked her head out of the kitchen, her apron still on,

and smiled at me: Open it yourself.
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I untied the ribbon first. It slid down and wrapped around my wrist. I peeled off
the tape, lifted the cardboard 1id, and under a layer of newspaper I saw a shiny
handlebar. I pushed the newspaper aside, and a blue bicycle stood right there in the
box, with a little bell hanging on the handlebar. One touch and it went ding—ling,
bright and clear.

I reached in, gripped the handlebar, and pushed the bike out. The wheel knocked
against the door frame, thump thump. Mom walked over, squatted down, her eyes

shining: Happy Children’s Day. I picked it out over several evenings, she said.

I pushed the bike toward the stairs and nearly ran downstairs with my shoes on
the wrong feet. Mom laughed, swapped them for me, then rolled up my trouser cuffs,

saying the chain would bite the fabric.

In the open space of the neighborhood garden, Mom held the bike upright and let
me sit on it, both hands on the handlebar. I pedaled one round, the bike tilted, and
I quickly put my foot down. My heart went a little shaky. Mom was holding the back

seat behind me: Do not be afraid. I have you.

I pedaled round after round. The wheel turned smoother, and wind brushed past my
ears. At the corner I shouted: Mom, you are still holding it, right? Her voice came

from behind: I let go a long time ago.

I got a start, my hands trembled, and the bike leaned toward the flower bed. My
foot hit the ground and steadied it. I looked back, and Mom was standing more than

ten steps away, both hands raised in front of her chest, giving me a thumbs—up.

I rode out again. This time it did not wobble. The bell rang ding—ling all the
way, and the sparrows in the garden fluttered up. I rode one lap around the flower

bed, then another, my shadow spinning on the ground.

When I got back to Mom, I jumped off the bike and threw my arms around her. Her
apron smelled like the kitchen. I buried my face there and hugged her neck tight. Mom
patted my back: You ride really well.

The little bell still hangs on my handlebar. After school every day, I ring it
all the way home. June 1st was the happiest day I have ever had.
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The Hug at Dusk

When the streetlights came on one by one, Xiaoyi suddenly jumped off the bicycle
and threw her arms around her mother’ s waist. Her mother was stepping back, both
hands still half open in the air, and the bump made her stagger half a step before
she steadied herself.

The bicycle had only reached Xiaoyi’ s hands that morning. The moment she came out
of her room, she saw a big cardboard box standing by the living room door, tied with
a red ribbon. She squatted in front of it and picked at it for a long time, the tape
holding the cardboard down, and she dug at it with her fingernails bit by bit. When
the newspaper lifted and a handlebar appeared, she jumped and let out a scream that

startled even the neighbor taking out the trash.

A blue bicycle, with a little bell on the handlebar. Her mother leaned against
the door frame watching her unpack, apron still on, and said she had spent several
evenings choosing at the bike shop, comparing colors, and finally picking the same

blue Xiaoyi loved most in her drawings.
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In the afternoon, her mother pushed the bike to the open space in the garden and
held the back seat while Xiaoyi sat on it. Xiaoyi gripped the handlebar until her
knuckles went white, pedaling crookedly, the bike swaying left and right. Her mother

jogged behind, saying keep your eyes on the road, not on your feet.

On the third lap, her mother quietly let go. Xiaoyi rode seven or eight meters on
her own, looked back, panicked, and the bike veered into the curb. She fell, scraping
her knee, beads of blood welling up. She grunted twice on the ground but did not cry.
Her mother squatted down, took a tissue from her pocket, and dabbed the sand off her

knee bit by bit, saying: if you can get on the bike, you can ride again.

Xiaoyi righted the bike and sat back on. This time the wheel ran smooth, wind
went past her ears, the bell rang ding-ling, and the sparrows in the garden fluttered
up. She looped the flower bed again and again, while her mother stood watching, hands

in her pockets, then out, then back in.

That is why, when the streetlights came on, that hug happened. Xiaoyi held her
mother’ s waist, pressed her face to her mother’s clothes, and said thank you, Mom.
Her mother froze for half a second, then let her hand down onto her back, patting,

once and again.

On the way home, Xiaoyi pushed the bike and her mother walked beside her. The
elevator stopped at the eighth floor, the doors opened, and Xiaoyi pushed the bike in
first, then turned back to pull her mother’s hand inside. The bell rang ding-ling all

the way, from the garden to the corridor.

B Pkl R A Ll b

ZAELUREARE, A AT, WIEAE AT T Ar LA b X W W kR Y
FERH G EVLK, ORENEEFIRIT LT, IEEEHR T Ui EREE R,

AR R K ANH - SRIE R, BAFHER T T HSE AR, RAELLHA
HHEER T T, TSR, SEETARRDR, MR . WEiEgdasT, 3 oaiEE
[IHEASD, Ui RE .

HB PR RET, IXANTE, BHZF i AWM 0T, R4t 2RI, R A
WINEIAEE T, B4 E, 28BN ES . WO, WRIKRERIRSIRE it BN
Mt EEgER, ke 2 4TS

P EEAET THE B5E, RIS, Bk, JAhd £ Tk, REMIIEESE Tk, X
LR EEEE MR, Bag T, I, A R

www. vv99. net



FARBATHCN TR ANXAER b b, WP R e, BAA BT, TN BB . B
W, ESAEAE, REMEN, ANECREE 7. WE RSl RIS A AT, WA .

BB, R SRR T . RS E I 2, B0 S
T LR BRI, RN IR, WA, RISk, WL
AR, 7R AR A

ﬁEJZ—Aj:;I,’ i?éﬁ%iia Hfﬂfgi@%ﬁI_To /B‘Dngugﬁjkn &E%EB%Tﬂﬁé\ﬁo ﬁx%ﬂjfa iZ
—[alFEARI, BB —#RmY, BREEFMER Ko SRIMMERET, FRBE T4, A, KRR
PRSI B, S AT mERPE, — T 1.

BHG F, BRI 00 PRI R R AT T A7 Wi $h2enF, 2ot
FIINANE, bkt 2, gl i B FH RIS AN W R o R0 5T ARSI Bt 7 — B o 4 it .
BREEA T, DHRBCR,  [RRIAE Bl i .

FIGAERGE R, WTBAET . FRTITL T, BB %, WRIAENT R, JsORIRL S
TR RARAS LY, W EAEARAR Rk 20T, meafiEm & T .

The Evenings Mom Spent Choosing the Gift

Years later I learned that Mom had spent several evenings choosing that blue
bicycle at the bike shop. I heard it from her own mouth, talking to my aunt on the
balcony, while I stood in the corridor holding a wrench, having just pumped up the

tire.

But that was later. On the morning of June 1st, all I knew was a big cardboard
box standing by the living room door, tied with a red ribbon. I circled it twice,
reached out to open it, pulled my hand back, and ran to fetch Mom. I dragged her into
the living room, but she leaned against the door frame and would not move, saying:

Open it yourself.

I squatted down and picked at the tape; when my fingers could not pry it loose, 1
bit it with my teeth. The cardboard 1lid came up, and I peeled the newspaper aside
layer by layer. First a shiny handlebar appeared, then the basket, then the whole
frame. Blue — the same blue as the sky-blue pen in my watercolor set. I sprang up
from the floor and shouted back at Mom: A bicycle!

Mom leaned on the door frame and smiled, her eyes curving: Do you like it? I
threw my arms around her for a second, shook her arm twice, then ran back to touch
the bike. A little bell hung on the handlebar. I pressed it once — ding—ling, bright

and clear.

Downstairs we went that morning. In the open space of the garden, Mom held the
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back seat while I sat on the bike, my feet barely reaching the pedals. I pedaled one
round, the frame tilted left, and I stamped my foot down and dared not pedal again.

Mom said behind me: Eyes on the road ahead. I am holding you.

I pedaled lap after lap, and the wheel went from crooked to smooth. When the wind
brushed past my ears, I heard Mom panting behind me - she had been running the whole
time. At the corner I shouted: Mom, you are still holding it, right? Nobody answered.
I turned around, and she stood more than ten steps away, both hands raised, thumbs up

at me.

My hands trembled, the bike leaned toward the flower bed, and my foot hit the
ground. My chest was pounding. [ had actually ridden that far alone. I rode out
again, steady this time, the bell ringing all the way, sparrows fluttering up. When I
reached Mom, I jumped off and hugged her hard, burying my face in the crook of her

arm, holding on. Mom patted my back, one pat after another.

On the balcony, my aunt asked: What were you doing at the bike shop every evening
back then? Mom said: Choosing a bike. Red, I feared she would find it tacky; white,
too easily dirty. Comparing and comparing, the blue she always used in her drawings
was the one that looked right. My aunt laughed: And you took a fall, did you not? Mom
said: Scraped her knee, and she stubbornly did not cry. She came back and hugged me

and said thank you.

I stood in the corridor, wrench still in my hand. The tire was firm, and one
press of the bell still made that ding—ling. It turns out that on the happiest

Children’s Day I ever had, Mom had already been with me long before the box arrived.
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