RWEENZ BT E

ML AATE—HEARKZR PRI, BERRG, —FRMBMBRE e 2, Widr 2
FWEW RS . R LIRS EN, BERE T, HHIK TS, 8w T, AR
b o) b e — 75

ARG, BERLFSAS A T, R BRI, R AR R .. BoRkEa k.
EEBCRHE, TR 2, BAEGE T By 7R PCR RS, A 1, UG
ABAE A JRE U 2 B, A 2 M B IBR S M T

GRoIER TR A /N asth, SFREAGE, M EEEBAER A Rl Sk
PEMAE AT, RS THE, IREETH, MEM. BEAHG BBt k. WL
KIAl, BeA AN (KIS PO o ), IR It T 2 L T b .

B BB RIIR T o B TIRAMEHE, RETE RIS 78 Bk, AR AW
WEH. PEMM T, WTrmRaLH TR, RBEDEREEE. sEulifE =00, KT, i,
ARTEM ERERG S, Ok FE DGR, SLEkE, PR T, RIREER.

HIEFRRA M. SEARIRER R, s Wk, XIEE 1 mafmemeiE
JafEl. SmEE T H &ML, EEuirlslh, WH TN T R, AT Bk R, kA
AWERAI T EEUALE T, A T 12X,

Rk E TR, MG, IR B SRR LK, FibfE, BR BT IR
Wy AR o BRI IR X 17— Pl A% R B A e R R S JREER A% T OIS
B, Bk H ] el — . RO =GR, T DX, BB AC AT .

The 01d Bicycle Leaning Against the Wall

That old bicycle still leans against the wall of our old house. Its crossbar is
low; third-grade me could duck under it and come exactly to the height of the seat
Grandpa bought it when Dad was in middle school. The black paint has flaked off to
show rust underneath, and the bell is mute — press it and it gives one muffled

grunt.

In the second term of third grade, the whole class could ride, bicycling home in
a pack, bells ringing their ears off. I begged Dad to teach me too. He did not buy a
new bike. He wheeled the old one out, squatting in the yard half an hour taking off
the pedals, then the chain, saying I would learn to glide first. He lowered the seat

to its limit so my whole soles could flat on the ground.

We practiced at the bottom of the lane, a small empty patch nobody crossed,
dotted with fallen white locust blossoms. Dad had me push along on both feet: glide
upright, eyes on the lane mouth, not on your feet. At first I dared not; the bike
tilted and I jumped off. After a dozen round trips I finally dared lift both feet an
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inch while gliding. Just an inch — and on landing the bike still ran two steps

ahead.

The day he refitted the pedals, I fell. There was a brick pile at the lane’ s end;
my wheel grazed a brick corner and man and bike toppled into the sand beside it. My
palms scraped, grit set into the red marks. I sat in the sand and looked at Dad. He
stood three steps off, hand not reaching out, and said: sitting down only gathers
dust on you — get up. I got up, lifted the bike first, patted off the sand, and went
back to pedaling.

I truly learned one evening. Dad ran behind holding the back seat; I flew, wind
blowing the locust blossoms along both walls backward. At the lane mouth I turned
around — Dad stood in place, wiping his hands on his trousers, no longer holding. I
squeezed the brake, jumped off, and shouted: when did you let go? He said he couldn’ t

remember; you rode twenty—some meters by yourself.

Later I outgrew that bike, then got a new one, and the old one kept leaning on
the wall. When I went back last year it was still there, the crossbar polished bright
where my hand gripped. The locust tree by the wall had grown another ring taller, and
its white blossoms still carpet the ground each spring. I crouched and pressed the
mute bell: still one muffled grunt. But that evening in third grade, the wind at the

lane mouth — I remember it to this day.
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