FEKREHEERTF

EAVEMN WS T AA, W ChNEFATE) o BRNBEEIRE DR EE,
SEEMHE R RDE. ERVNER T EEEAARN AR, RREENNR T T DR A, B
JaaEAE), b, SRR EHE, DU

BRI T, KR ERR . RIS AR R, BN RE B

EERLG AR, FdARE T B3R, RibER 71, RERA. &
EEUEEYE . A7 b2 7R, RESREMGN S, B, R T el A E IRl
ERIEWERE, YR els A OKHERN. S BT R, BREER, At ARk

oA, UNREERHERIMELLS, REMMEARE, R T - fih: IRESERT, EE. DRE
MEHER TR, Sk BT M5, FH L4, X PIEARELT, IREEITE R R R bE, —
e, Pk, e E O PR T BRIBEE U MRS W, HSE I A B ARG T .

IR EBIAEIR EAL, ANBASEA, ERICEELMENILE FREE T . A W EERE
PO HSREIRIG KA TR 26 Rk, BFA/ DRI T, IR SESERT A AR A AT, O
HEEE . BRIz R ILE, BRI RE RN, KGR T, ISR SFIEN LR AE
f, AREEECAEASGHEIET .

Prper 7o MRIPIZKMEE L, R W THRAR HORRR I N ek B 5, Pk A O A
IR o Q9095%, S, JsORP NNV, ISR fF3: HIZELE, IR
AU, —HE.

The Bear in the Book Was Afraid to Let Go Too

Last week, Mom read me a picture book called Little Bear Learns to Ride. In it,
Papa Bear holds the seat behind Little Bear, walking lap after lap around a tree
stump. When Little Bear forgets Papa is still holding, Papa quietly lets go. Little
Bear glances back, sees nobody behind him, panics, and the bike dives headfirst into

the grass by the road, wheels in the air.

I laughed at that page, and then my face felt hot, because when I learned to

ride, I was exactly like that bear.

During the week Dad held me while I practiced, the thing I feared most was him
letting go. Every ten or fifteen meters I would shout, are you still holding. He
always said, holding. Once he answered half a beat late. My ears buzzed, my legs went
soft, and the bike veered into the flower bed. Sitting on the edge, I still talked
tough and said the flower bed had grown out of its own accord. Dad did not expose me.

He pulled me up, patted off the dirt, and said, again.

In the picture book, after Little Bear tumbles into the grass, Mama Bear does not
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help him up. She says one sentence: eyes forward, keep pedaling. Little Bear crawls
out with a blade of grass on his head and gets back on. This time he does not look
back. His eyes stay locked on the big stump ahead. One lap, two laps, and he rides it
all by himself. On the next page he is flying, the fur behind his ears blown up by
the wind.

That night in bed I thought: the little bear was not unafraid. He simply saved
the energy of looking back and spent it on pedaling. I kept asking Dad whether he was
holding, which was like growing my eyes on the back of my head. The next day I copied
the bear, staring hard at the streetlight ahead, counting laps in my head. At the
spot where I would normally shout the question, I kept my mouth shut tight. The wind
picked up and I kept pedaling. Only when I braked at the corner did I notice Dad had
fallen far behind.

I had learned it. On the walk home I told Mom about the blade of grass on the
bear’ s head, and about my own evening of counting laps with my mouth shut. She
laughed, and I laughed. It turns out the little bear in the book and children learn

the same one thing: stop looking back, eyes forward, keep pedaling.
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