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Wobbling Into Balance

Early Saturday morning, Dad wheeled the old bicycle out of the storage room. A
patch of paint had flaked off the frame, showing iron gray underneath. The seat was
too high; on tiptoe my toes barely touched the ground. Dad half-squat, one hand on

the rear seat, said we would start with three laps around the courtyard.

On the first lap the chain clattered, and the handlebars swayed left and right
like a drunk man. Dad hand stayed steady behind me; I could hear his breathing right
at my back, in and out. On the second lap, around the corner, the bike suddenly felt
light, and the wobble settled into balance. I shouted, and nobody answered. I looked
back. Dad stood in the middle of the yard, both hands in his pockets, more than ten

paces away.

I panicked, the handlebars jerked, and I fell with the bike into the jujube
bushes by the wall. My knee scraped open, a small patch of red welling up. I sat on
the steps for ten minutes, looking at the dirt mark on my knee, and did not cry. Dad
lifted the bike. A few jujube leaves stuck to the handlebars; he wiped them with his

sleeve, said nothing, and pushed the bike back to me.

When I climbed back on, rested, the pedals turned slowly and the chain bit notch
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by notch. This time Dad did not hold the seat; he walked beside the bike with his
hand hovering, not touching. At the second turn my feet knew on their own which side
to reach, the front wheel passing, my body following, as if something inside me had
grown that could do arithmetic. I fixed my eyes on the utility pole ten meters ahead,
kept my head still, and did not look back. One lap, two, three. Wind passed by my
ears, and the chain turned soft and fast. At the mouth of the alley I squeezed the
brakes, and the wheel made a short scrape on the ground. The whole alley, ridden by
myself. The sheet hanging in the alley billowed in the wind I stirred up, then fell
back.

At home, Mom saw the dirt on my knee, asked nothing, and went into the kitchen.
That evening the bowl of noodles carried a fried egg on top. For the first time I
saved the egg until the very last bite. Dad told him about my fall into the jujube
bushes, and Dad only said: that bike had slept in the storage room for ten years, and

today it finally rode again.
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