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The Mark Left on My Knee

The scab on my knee fell off in early autumn, leaving a pale mark I can feel when

I bend my leg to walk. Every time I touch it, I am back in that summer afternoon.

That afternoon was hot without a breath of wind. The horizontal bars beside the
playground were too hot for anyone to touch, and the rubber track felt like stepping
on a layer of soft candy. I borrowed the bicycle of my deskmate that year and pushed
it to the shade of a tree by the playground to practice. The bike was too tall. I sat
on the rear rack learning to pedal while he held it, my whole body leaning on the
rear frame like a bundle hung on the bike. At the thirtieth try his hand let go, 1
rode out a stretch, my heart leapt with joy, the front wheel drifted, and I fell with
the bike into the sand pit beside the track. My knee hit the ground first, sand
grains set into the broken skin. My deskmate picked them out one by one for more than

ten minutes while I crumpled the shadow under the tree with pain, yet made no sound.

When the last grain was out, he said we should go apply medicine and practice

tomorrow. I rolled up his sleeve to wipe the blood off my hands, pushed the bike
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toward the school gate, walked a few steps, and stopped. The row of bicycles at the
gate stood in the sun, their seats flashing. I thought: if this summer ends like
this, when school starts my deskmate will ride with me on the rear rack and I will
still have to run behind. I also remembered one sentence my father once said: in this
life there are several kinds of hardship, and the first is falling in front of
people, the second is still being willing to get back up after falling. I pushed the

bike back from the gate to the shade, climbed on, and told him, once more.

For the first two rounds after getting back on, the gauze on my knee rubbed
against the rear rack and every bump hurt. I swallowed the pain and nailed my eyes to
the flagpole across the playground. On the third round through the curve the bike
swayed, and this time I did not jump off; I pressed the handlebars back with both
hands and pushed the pedals in circles. On the straight my deskmate ran behind and
shouted that I was steady. The sun of that summer afternoon did not soften until half
past six. I rode more than forty rounds on the playground, and the gauze on my knee

wore two holes in it.

After school started I rode to school with my deskmate on the rear rack reciting
vocabulary. No one knows how the mark on my knee came about, and I do not tell. Some
growth needs a scar as its marker, and mine keeps that afternoon for me: the pain was

real, and so was getting back on.
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