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The Third Loop after the Thunderstorm

June 8th, Saturday. Thunderstorm, then clear.

I need to write this diary fast, because my hands are not dry yet, and I ran home

through the rain. But today is far too worth writing down.

Today was the coolest day of the summer holiday. In the morning the cicadas still
cried without stopping, then in the afternoon the wind rose suddenly, half the sky
went dark, thunder rolled inside the clouds, and the rain came down so hard that all
the chickens in the yard hid under the woodpile. I stood under the eaves counting
raindrops. Father did not go to the field today. He was inside fixing a hoe, and when
he finished he came out to stand under the eaves with me and said, when the rain
stops, I will teach you to ride. I nearly jumped. Father works in Guangdong and had
been away most of half a year, coming home only last week. I thought he had come back

just for errands.
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When the rain stopped, water in the yard flowed toward the gate, and the edge of
the sky shone as if washed. Father pushed the old bike into the middle of the yard.
Its paint had cracked in a few places in the sun, but the chain had been oiled, oiled
by father beforehand. He held the rear seat while I sat on. The ground in the yard
was slippery, the front wheel wobbled badly, and I clutched the handlebars. Father
spoke from behind me: look at the jujube tree ahead. So I looked at the jujube tree,
its raindrops still hanging on it, one by one, shining. One drop of water fell onto
my neck and made me duck my head from the cold, and the bike tilted with it, while

father said behind me, do not mind it, just keep riding.

On the third loop I suddenly felt light behind me, and when I turned my head I
saw father standing by the henhouse with his hands behind his back, bending down to
look at the old hen. He had let go! When did he let go! I kept riding that loop all
the way to the yard gate, braked, jumped off, and shouted toward the yard, Pa, I can
do it! Father straightened up and nodded and said, good. He said only one word, good,
yet he himself was smiling, his teeth very white in the sun. Grandpa Liu next door
clapped over the wall and said, the child can ride now, and like a man spreading

news, soon the whole village will know.

At night father talked with grandmother inside, and I rode ten more loops in the
yard. The wind blew the sun out of the cloud seams and covered it again, then blew it
out again. I wrote in my diary: father came back, and he taught me to ride; this
summer holiday is the best one ever. When I finished I put the book under my pillow,

afraid that by tomorrow morning I would forget how glad today was.
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