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Fall Down, Get Back On

On a weekend afternoon, I finished reading the short piece Learning to Ride. The
boy in it learned on a gravel road, fell four times, and the last fall drew blood
from his knee. He sat there catching his breath, then lifted the bike, swung a leg
over, and kept pedaling. When I read that, I closed the book and looked down at the

old scar on my own knee, long faded.

That scar came from the summer of fourth grade, from learning to ride, just like
the boy’s. Our neighborhood had a lawn with a concrete path running through it. Dad
held the back rack while I pedaled. For the first few days the handlebars lurched
left and right, and I fell three times. The third time my knee hit the curb and bled
a little. I sat on the grass thinking, maybe I just will not learn. Walking is fine

too.

The boy in the book had the same thought. He sat on the ground wondering if the

road was too hard, if everyone else rode smoothly while he was simply born unable.
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Then he saw his father’s hands on the bike, veins standing out, still not letting go.
Suddenly he felt like trying once more, just once. That single once carried him

farther and farther afterward.

I never saw my father’ s hands back then. Mom told me later that when I fell, his
hands were shaking with worry, yet he still lifted the bike for me. I remember him
crouching beside me and saying only one thing: get back on or not, you decide. 1
stood up, brushed off the grass, and said, I will get on. The moment I swung over, my

knee touched the seat and stung so much I gritted my teeth, but I pedaled off anyway.

Near the end of the piece, the boy rides without help, loops around the village
once, wind stuffing his shirt. I remembered my own evening of learning, the same kind
of wind. The book says perseverance is not being unafraid; it is still willing to get
back on after falling. I did not quite understand that sentence before. Now I do.
When I sat on the grass thinking I would quit, I was only one mounting away from

learning.

I closed the book and folded a corner. Next time I bike to school past that lawn,
I plan to ride slowly and let the wheels take one more look at the path. It lies flat

now, not fierce at all.
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