BB —IR

JAZSH b Wi e N X T OB R4 B G R, TREE e s . 1y
o BTG, AT RO APY, Rois, R BdE PRI A T, Wk,
AUt IREg

TRRME L, B EW S 2R Bt B B . e AR WISIXEE e . Ab
LERM™, WA T HKIGEARAASE, 50 B IE BAT R R, S bl eh, 2—f)k:
RIS+ T fItmE e WHEAT, WtmehiaT?

BAEIR, WEMEE M ER IH BTG dbNIlEE B2, ElE, AT, =R
At HETHINERE, WKL, IR LTI E . A, AR AT .
DU A, B .

EEIRAE IR, WRSW: Ak, mlie, WA X=rn3WrE B2, ERAGRT H
M —FAZ. WP TE, BEK, FHSRHLE, G KAUREREE . GEIPA/N, 28K
WH T, M kg 2k, oRDk. WIBHSKAWGEL T, Mt A,

Welsidh, W T4, IRBSLA T, ST RiE: KRR T, RETERW . SEE
FAETE, FREDKR . [BJaPTgs s, WInERT, BARE, REGUXYHER R~
NHEETEE .

AW IR R E Lok iy, FENRE BN E, AMea &%, mAHRFIRR
g, (EURMIH b e, B bl R4, —iRAm. A e I, A L AT
KU, WHAAEH. 7 A, Ml LA W BRI T A, R AR
T =R AR B

Mum’ s First Time on a Bicycle

On Saturday morning, Mum stood at the gate of our neighborhood watching me learn
to ride. The coach held the rear rack while I circled the flower bed, lap after lap.
There was no worry on her face; instead there was something I could not name, like
envy, like regret. I stopped and asked what was wrong. She only shook her head and

said: ride one more lap.

That evening at dinner, Mum suddenly announced that she would learn to ride too.
The chopsticks of Dad froze in mid-air. Mum had never ridden a bicycle in her life.
Grandma was strict and said a girl riding a bike was improper, so Mum had not even
touched one at school. Dad came back to himself and said first: you are forty

already. Mum put down her bowl: so what if I am forty, is one too old to learn?

The next weekend, Mum borrowed an old bicycle from downstairs. The moment she
swung over it, the bike tilted, her feet could not hold, and she failed to sit steady

three times running. People downstairs gathered to watch, and her face turned deep
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red. She asked me to drive them away. I said no, the more you chase them, the more

they watch. Mum set her teeth and said: let them watch.

Dad followed behind holding the bike, muttering: look ahead, do not stop, I am
here. The three phrases sounded familiar, word for word the same as the coach shouted
at me. Mum wobbled upright and upright wobbled, the handlebars twisting like a
disobedient snake. After two hours she suddenly rode straight, from one side of the

flower bed to the other and back. The wind messed her hair, and she did not care.

Riding back to the start, Mum got off with red eyes and said one sentence: I can
ride, I can finally ride. Dad pretended to go park the bike and did not come back for
a long while. The neighbor aunt clapped, and Mum waved her hand, very slowly, as if

waving away forty years of regret one wave at a time.

Now Mum rides to the market every day, her basket full of scallions and eggs,
sometimes a bunch of cilantro. She never mentions the day she learned again, but she
keeps that old bike polished bright, its chain oiled, and once its bell is pressed it
rings all the way. Once after school I saw her riding ahead, her back perfectly
straight. I called out Mum, and she turned and smiled. Only when I grew up did I

understand what was on her face: it was a Saturday morning thirty years late.
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