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The Three Steps at the Alley Mouth

That afternoon when the wind poured into my sleeves, the first thing I remember
is sound: the chain light and fast, the tires grinding over loose dirt, a soft rustle

like light rain.

Rewind two weeks. Dad crouched in the yard removing the training wheels, the
wrench on the nut, turn by turn. I watched. The small wheels dropped to the ground,
and one of them kept spinning. Fear hit me suddenly. I said, put them back. He said
no. Once off, they do not go back on. The nuts sat on the windowsill, shiny, like two
fallen teeth.

For the first days the handlebars would not obey. Swerve left around a hen and
the bike went right; swerve right and it went left. Dad followed behind with a hand
on the seat, his shadow running after the bike on the ground. He was a man of few
words, and all he said along the way came in three kinds: eyes forward; keep
pedaling; I am here. I fell twice. The second time my knee hit the curb. I sat there

and watched him come over, lift the bike, push it to me, and offer no hand. I stood
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up by myself, and did not cry. At home Mom dabbed purple medicine on the scrape and

asked, will you go again tomorrow. I said yes.

From the fifth day he let me ride from the yard to the alley mouth alone while he
sat on the steps watching. I rode crooked, like a drunk snake, but without falling.
He shifted on the steps, as if about to rise, then sat back down. I understood that

shift. It was more tiring than holding on.

On the tenth evening I rode to the mouth of the alley and turned back. He still
sat on the three steps at the gate, in the same spot. [ shouted, I can ride. He
stood, dusted his trousers, and said, I know. At dinner that day he drank one extra

small cup of wine, his face red, his words even fewer.

Now I can ride fast, standing on the pedals uphill, half-squeezing the brakes
downhill, letting wind pass by my ears. Classmates asked me to the river embankment,
and I went: long slope, big wind, the bike flying, and suddenly I thought of those
two nuts on the windowsill. Every time I go through the alley mouth, I glance at
those three steps. He is still sitting there, and the basket holds the tangerines he
bought for me.
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