B PAL YR AR Ll b

ZAELJR A RIE, A AT, WIEAE AT T ar LA b X B L ik R
FEFH G LB, BRBENHEEIRIT AR, IEFHRT o EKIE R,

AR RIS NHA—SRIE R, RARER TR — DKM, RELH
G T Tk, AR, AU TRk, B L hini . Wi T, A O
ITHEAZY, ¥ KA 2.

B oA, AT, AR ARt 90T, R4 2 RIEIT, SRR
WINEIFEET, FEAE, 2B ES. BOn, RICZERIISORE Pt RENA
ML BB, [Pk g o 54T !

P AEAET THE B8, MRIEZSZS, B, HAMEE T, RAEMAREISE T, X
BRI, BRE RHAE S UMRRS, Bde T, T, FEE U

FRBATEE TR AN AR b F, R ERAE R e, AR AR, RN S B AR . PR
T—W, FESAEAEE, REMREN, ANECEHE 7o WER Sl IRIE AT, WA .

Bl RN T . R4S ORI S, RIF RIS AES
T ELBATEL. BRSO USRI, WAL, BRIk, Wi | L
T4, BATFASA MR A

T8 RN, WREHEE 7. Dol REAE O TR A, R E, X
RSN, BB, RRESMEAR Ko SERIRGIOERAT, HBb N4, U, AL
RIS R, SR AT BEmERNE, KT

fH& b, S e ARSI AR RKE B R AT T AT s ud: ks, 2ottt
AT, Bk b2, wtldm B2 AR AN TR o BRI 5T PRSI it i 1 — B o g i
BREA 1, DRIEBEE, DRI B i .

HOEMEE, TR T . FRETLE T, B8, WRIEITR. JsURI S
TP RBAS JLZE Y, WA Rk Z 1T, MeaER 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:
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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 lid 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—1ling, bright

and clear.

Downstairs we went that morning. In the open space of the garden, Mom held the
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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