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October 18, Sunday: Now It Is My Turn to Hold the Bike

October 18, Sunday, sunny then cloudy.

This afternoon, my aunt carried my little cousin’s pink bicycle out of the car
trunk. He just entered second grade, short, sitting on the seat with his feet
dangling a hand—-span above the ground. His mom said, your sister can ride, let her

teach you.

So it was my turn to hold the bike. I ran along the garden path with one hand on
the back rack. He gripped the handlebars so hard his knuckles went white, and the
bike twisted like an uncooperative snake. I shouted, eyes forward, do not look down.
He insisted on staring at the pedals, and every time he did, the bike leaned toward
the flower bed.

The first fall happened when the front wheel hit the curb. He slid off, looked at
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his knee, did not cry, and lifted the bike up by himself. The second fall was his own
fault, jumping off in a hurry, scraping his palm red. Still no tears. I was the one
who felt bad, crouching down and blowing on his hand for ages. His mom sat on the

bench the whole time, watching, saying nothing.

The sun sank west, and the row of camphor trees threw long shadows across the
path. As he rode through them, the shadows passed between his legs, stripe by stripe.
Suddenly he yelled, sister, did you let go? I turned around. I really had let go and
was standing seven or eight meters back. He never knew when he started riding on his

own.

He made half a lap around the flower bed, the chain clattering, the pink wheels
turning one notch after another. His mom hurried out her phone, crouched at the end
of the bench, and clicked when he rode toward her. She said, I will send it to your

mother. Your sister learned exactly the same way.

In the photo his chin was lifted high, as if he had won a battle. The sunset
shone from behind him, gilding the edges of the camphor leaves. Looking at it, 1
suddenly remembered the evening half a year ago. 1 wore that same look, and my mother

crouched in that same spot to take my picture.

By nightfall my cousin was asleep, the corners of his mouth still turned up. I
saved the photo in my album under the name The Second Bicycle. Turns out teaching
someone to ride is more nerve-wracking than learning yourself. My palms were soaked

with sweat.
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