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The 01d Bicycle That Would Not Go Through the Gate

When my father pushed the old heavy bicycle out of the storage room, a layer of
dust still sat on the seat. He had ridden it in middle school. The chain had turned
dark with rust, and the pedals groaned when they turned. The seat was higher than my
waist, and even on my tiptoes I could only reach its tip. My father told me to push
it to the open ground at the mouth of the lane first, and not to hurry. I gripped the
handlebars with both hands and pushed. When the wheel hit the door threshold, the
bike jerked sideways, the handlebars twisted left, and my whole body was carried into
the door frame. The bike was heavier than I was. All the way down the lane it pushed
me as much as I pushed it, and the dogs in the lane hid behind half-closed doors as

if laughing at me.

On the open ground my father held the rear seat while I sat on the bike. My hands
clamped the handlebars, wet with sweat. The wheel turned, the bike wobbled, and I put

a foot down. Again. This time the wheel kept turning and wind passed by my ears. Ten
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meters ahead there was a loose brick. I squeezed the brake, the front wheel slid, and
the whole bike swung sideways. I fell with it into a pile of grass by the road,
scraping the skin of my knee. I sat in the grass and refused to get up, saying 1
would never ride again. My father lifted the bike, brushed the grass off my clothes,

and said that handlebars which have fallen are held more firmly.

The next evening he took me back. I got on, pedaled, and the bike wobbled twice
but stayed up. I rode faster, the poplars along the lane falling backward, wind
filling my school uniform. As I turned the corner by the courtyard gate I heard
someone shout far behind me. I turned my head and saw my father standing tens of
meters away with both hands in his pockets. He had let go at some point, and I had
not felt it at all. I straightened my back and looked at the road ahead. The
handlebars no longer fought me. The wheels whispered over the ground like applause

from far away.

I have ridden many roads since then, but what I remember best is that evening, my
father standing far behind while I rode on without knowing. Learning to ride did not
happen in one second. It was built evening by evening, each fall a step placed under

my courage.
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