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August 1, Friday, Sunny: The Day I Put On Knee Pads

August 1, Friday, Sunny.

This morning Mom came back from the market carrying a plastic bag, and inside was
a pair of pink knee pads with a ring of lace around them. I said I would not wear
these, who wears lace knee pads to learn a bicycle, the boys in the community would
laugh. Mom said, let them laugh, or let them watch you scrape your knee open, you
choose. I took them, stuffed them in my pocket on the way down, and only put them on

when I reached the community garden.

The garden was nearly empty in the afternoon, only the shade of the scholar tree

swaying on the ground. I rode along the path, and the first fall was at the corner. I
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turned too fast, the rear wheel slid, and I sat straight down. The knee pad took the
hit for me, and my knee only felt a little sore. I was surprised. My heart jumped

when I went down, but it did not hurt.

The second fall was while avoiding an old lady walking her dog. She came toward
me with a little white dog, I did not know how to squeeze the brake, panicked and
jerked the handle aside, and fell into the grass. The little dog ran over, sniffed my
knee pad twice, and ran off. The old lady asked whether I was all right, and I said I
was, louder than usual, because the fall was not bad and the knee pad was still

sitting neat on my knee.

The third fall was my own carelessness. I thought I could ride, and let go of one
hand to shout at a child flying a kite in the distance. The bicycle twisted and
tipped at once. This time I landed on a cement edge, the knee pad slid half aside,
and my knee pressed against the edge of the pad. It hurt, but nothing broke open.
Sitting on the ground I thought, without the knee pads my knee would have been
scraped bloody this time. I got up by myself, patted the dust off the pads, put them
straight, and pulled the straps tight.

During the break, two old grandpas in the garden pavilion were playing chess. One
of them looked up and asked whether the fall hurt. I said it did not, the pads are
soft. The old grandpa said, good then, riding a bicycle is like chess, if you lose
you start another round. I repeated this sentence in my heart, if you lose you start

another round, then I will start three more rounds.

After that I never let go of the handle again. I rode around the scholar tree,
one circle, two circles, all the way to ten, the tree shade swinging across me. At
home I told Mom the knee pads took three falls for me today. She asked whether they

still seemed embarrassing. I said no, tomorrow I will wear them to the garden again.

Before bed I wrote in my diary: the lace on the knee pads is a little
embarrassing, but after three falls embarrassment is no longer embarrassment. [ will
keep this pair of pink knee pads forever, and not even give them to my cousin when

she grows up.
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