ANG, ERRTEX

20264FE10 H24H AHA/S I

AR, EEE TR BT B 7. B4 LTl BRI k. &
Eh, WHNEL T, BERRET .

AR, BACTEAERIRE RN . RiGsEHE, RN C SR BV, 8 3 101 1 I alohe 3
o IR KER oK, ARAE KRy EUUE S Hdko

PO 5 B, ARRORE, RIS, ZRAEAHIPHL, BRAN B Al . Sk—[mlHE
JASCE RS, A NP EA R, e b, PR T AN . FRARTEM EARITIR B
S Wik B, U, R, SeIUIBOR, R

FEFICEAK, MpidEr Bt EEHAIEENT, WEM. RN I, ataaE
Ho Bk BOGAT =k, PRI AL 24k, 3 =R R RAKIATNE T oK, Bk
Bl 17—, TR METSR .

RE S A, — RPIREERE. MERS R, R FRERALE T MITmEkE
b, TP T s ek, K, IRIGTE S ? EEuEIE by, T
JEHL, BERAET .

P T BRI, A PR AR s RO TR, JEBRAARRAR AL . BT AR5
TAEML ERAFRAG, AR TR EEREE . REET 5 TRl IR g O ERESE .

IR THLU Ok, PSR, &R k. BRI AT I S 2, PRI
o M BEMMSEY, BEFE, SR HA .

W, FACATKIE A E TaF L. M AR AE AR, & Bt aelam. 4K
FA TR, A2 KRR _E 1)/

Wheels Rolling Into the Sunset

October 24, 2026, Saturday, sunny.

This afternoon, Dad finally repaired the old bicycle from the storeroom. The
chain had fresh oil, and the bell went ding—dong when pressed. He said I was in sixth

grade now and should learn to ride it.

After school, I wheeled the bike to the small plaza downstairs. The sun had
slanted west and dyed the ground orange-yellow. Mom came along with a water bottle

and sat on the bench, saying she would watch me practice.

I started by pushing the bike. The seat was too high, my toes barely touched the
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ground, and the handlebars twisted as if they did not belong to me. The first time my
feet went on the pedals, the bike tipped right, and my knee hit the ground, tearing a
small hole in my jeans. I sat down wanting to quit. Mom did not come to lift me up.

She only said, stand up, put one foot down, then push.

I got up again and brushed the dust off my pants. Dad told me to look ahead, not
at my feet. Once my eyes dropped to the ground, the bike followed them down. I tried
three more times. Twice my feet scrambled for the ground; the third time the bike
wobbled forward five or six meters, and I accidentally rang the bell. It sounded

clear and bright.

This time Dad crouched behind and held the back rack with one hand, running
along. The bike slowly straightened. Wind began to brush my face, and the lamps
around the plaza 1it up one by one. I shouted, are you still holding it? Dad was far

behind, hands in his pockets, waving at me.

I was riding. The chain hummed softly. The setting sun hung low over the
buildings, turning my clothes orange-red. The shadow of the bicycle stretched long on
the ground, its two wheels like two tilted golden rings. I made one lap around the

plaza, my heart pounding when I got back.

Mom took out her phone and asked me to ride one more lap while she took a photo.
I rode slowly past her, and the shutter clicked. In the photo I leaned slightly

forward over the handlebars, with a whole sky of sunset behind me.

Before bed I looked at that photo many times. The wheels were rolling forward,
and the sunset was right behind them. Today I finally know what wind in the face
feels like.
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The Photo in the Sunset

November 3, Tuesday, sunny.

Before bed, Mom handed me her phone. On the screen was yesterday evening s photo:
a boy riding an old bicycle, body a little crooked, his schoolbag puffing out on the
handlebars. Behind him ran the whole embankment road, the river shining under the

sunset.

The photo was taken after school yesterday. School let out early. Dad pushed the
bike, and we walked to the embankment road beside our neighborhood. Few people were
out, the plane trees on both sides had yellowed, and the wind made leaves skim along

the ground. The sun hung over the buildings across the river, red without glaring.

The first time I got on, I fell. My right foot missed the pedal, the bike tipped
toward the river, and I jumped off. My palm scraped, and my knee sank into the
roadside grass. Dad checked my hand and asked if it hurt. I said no. It did hurt, but
I did not want to admit it.

While I was shuffling along, an old lady on a bicycle came from the opposite
direction. Her basket held two bunches of greens; she did not even ring her bell as
she passed me. I watched her back for a long time. Her shoulders were slightly bent,
yet she rode straight, as if she were the only person on the road. I straightened my
own back the way she did, loosened my grip, and the handlebars suddenly stopped being

stubborn.

After that I stopped rushing to pedal. I held the handlebars and pushed forward,
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one foot sliding on the ground. Half an hour passed, and the soles of my feet were
hot. Suddenly Dad said, get on, I am right behind you. He held the back rack and
started running, counting, one, two, three. When he reached the twenties, I noticed
the light on the river stretching out ahead and the wind lifting my bangs. I never

knew when he let go.

I did not brake until I reached Mom, my palms sweaty. She crouched, phone aimed
at me, saying, look ahead, not at me. One click, and that is the photo I have now. In
it the sunset sits exactly behind the direction I came from, throwing my long shadow

onto the embankment road.

Looking at this crooked photo now, I can still feel the sting of my scraped palm
touching water, and the moment the back of the bike suddenly went light around the
count of twenty-something. Yesterday’ s lap was not perfect, but the wheels were

moving on their own.

Time to sleep. Tomorrow after school, I am going back to the embankment road.
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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
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, I
suddenly remembered the evening half a year ago. I 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
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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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