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The Bell in the Film, and the 0l1d Bell on My Handlebar

Of the coming—of-age film shown in our class movie session, most scenes have
faded, but I remember the ending clearly. The hero is a high school boy who rides an
old bike across the whole little town — to school, delivering letters, meeting
friends. At the end his family moves to the city, and his father pushes the old bike
to the market and sells it. The boy stands at the edge of the market saying nothing.
The moment it is sold, the wind strikes the bell on the handlebar once. The buyer’ s
child rides off, the bell fading down the road. The whole film has no score — only
that one bell.

These days of writing my response essay, our storage room also held an old bike
— no, yesterday there is no bike left, only its bell still on the handlebar. That
bike broke my fifth—grade year: I grabbed the brake too hard downhill, the front
wheel locked, and I pitched over the handlebar onto the road shoulder. Dad pushed it
to a repair shop. The mechanic bent the frame back with big pliers, welded two spots,

and said it rides fine. The bell on the handlebar was changed that day — the old one
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dented, the new one picked from a bin of spare parts, its voice hoarse, not

unpleasant.

Then I grew taller and the bike kept shrinking. Last month Dad gave it to the
little boy downstairs. That afternoon I went down to look: he held the handlebar
learning to pedal, and the hoarse bell jingled away. I stood a few minutes, went back
upstairs, and found in my room that I was sad. Not sad that the bike was gone, but
suddenly aware that it kept a record of every place I fell: the flower bed, the road
shoulder, the steps where the chain dropped. When it broke I fixed it; when it rang 1

knew it was me coming home.

The boy in the film made that sadness legible. The way he stood at the market’s
edge is the same way [ stood at my building’ s door. A bike is not transport; it is
several years of road. The film did not make him cry, and did not silence the bell.
The director let the bell ride out of frame with the buyer’s child, as if those roads

had not ended — only changed riders.

I took the old bell off the handlebar, wiped it clean, and hung it on a nail
beside my desk. When homework grows tiresome and wind comes through the window, it
gives a soft ring. Learning to ride was growing up; giving the bike away is growing
up too. The bell in the film rang at the market; mine rings beside my desk. Both keep
the record for me: I rode a stretch of road, fell, got it fixed, and handed it to the

next rider.
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