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Counting from the First Try to the Twenty—-Sixth

May 1st, Friday. Rain in the morning, sunny in the afternoon.

Today I was not going to be able to learn. When I opened my eyes the rain outside
the window was roaring like water being poured down. I lay on the windowsill and
watched the bike shed downstairs filling pit after pit with water. I put my helmet
back into the cupboard, feeling stuffy. Father said, wait. We waited until the rain
softened at noon, and at three in the afternoon the sun crawled out from behind the
clouds, the ground dark in patches and light in patches. Father said, let us go,

right now.

We pushed the bike to the concrete pad behind the compound. The ground was still
wet, bright water stored in the seams of the concrete. I sat on the bike with father

holding the rear seat. The first tries were hopeless: the front wheel wobbled, my
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bottom wobbled on the seat, my shoes slipped, and once a pedal slid off the sole of
my shoe and nearly hit my shin. I got annoyed and said the ground is wet, let us
learn tomorrow. Father said, but do you want to be able today? I thought for one

second and said I do.

After that I rode try after try. I was counting, from the first to the twenty—
sixth. In between, one try ran the front wheel through a puddle and mud water
splashed all down one leg of my trousers, and I nearly said I would stop again.
Somewhere around the teens, I had no idea when father took his hand away. I only knew
when I reached the far end of the pad and heard him clapping over there. He clapped
and said, you rode it yourself, all by yourself! I stood beside the bike, my chest
pounding, and I could not help jumping with both arms up, shouting, I can do it!
After shouting I felt shy, so I looked around. Luckily only grandmother Wang hanging
laundry was laughing at me. She said this child shouted louder than she shouts at her

own granddaughter to bring in the laundry.

At night I wrote in my diary: the greatest moment today was the moment father let
go and I did not even know. My mother checked the diary, saw this sentence, and drew
a big thumb beside it with a red pen. I put the diary on the edge of my pillow at
bedtime. In my dream I was still riding, and in the dream the handlebars obeyed

perfectly, never wobbling however I rode.
May 2nd, Saturday, sunny.

Yesterday was so tiring that today my legs ache whenever I bend them, and I have
to hold the railing going down the stairs. But I am not afraid anymore. In the
afternoon I went back to the pad and rode for twenty minutes. Now I can brake, and I
can turn corners too. On the way home I rang the bell, ding ling, ding ling, and the

whole road heard that I can ride a bicycle.
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