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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

www. vv99. net



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,
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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