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The 01d Blue Bicycle

Last week the property office cleaned the basement, and an old blue bicycle,
locked there for eight years, was carried out. Its handlebars were wrapped with an
old T-shirt, and I recognized it at a glance. The men asked who wanted it; nobody
answered. It was loaded onto a tricycle cart and jolted away. I do not know where it

went.

The bike belonged to Uncle Chen, a retired worker who lived on the first floor.
In the spring of sixth grade, I was the only one in class who could not ride. At
break the others raced to see who rode fastest while I watched, my chest tight. Uncle
Chen took pity on me and pushed this blue bike into the yard: practice on it, do not
be afraid, it is low, you cannot fall hard. The bike was old, its paint flaking, but

the chain was wiped bright, clearly a bike regularly oiled.

Afraid my hands would slip, he cut up an old T-shirt and wound it round and round
the handlebars, tight and dense, the ends glued down with tape. He even fixed the
muffled bell until it rang clean. He held me while I practiced and made only one

demand: keep your eyes ahead, not on your feet. I fell three times, all three at the
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same corner, unable to twist the handlebars through. Later Uncle Chen stopped holding
and stood beyond the corner, shouting at me: do not clamp the brake shut, ease it,

just ease 1it.

On the fifth day I learned. That evening, while Uncle Chen smoked downstairs, I
rode for him, one lap around the yard. He forgot his cigarette and said only: slowly,
one more lap. I rode a second lap, and he smiled, letting ash fall on his trousers

without brushing it off.

That summer Uncle Chen moved to the home of his son, and the bike stayed in the
basement, locked. Locked for eight years: the chain rusted solid, the tires flat, the
cloth on the handlebars bleached white by time. Nobody touched it, as if an old

acquaintance sat in the yard that no one mentioned.

The day it was hauled away, I watched from the window for a long time. The yard
was empty. The flower bed was still the flower bed, the corner still the corner, only
nobody crouched beyond the corner anymore, shouting ease it, just ease it. I went
downstairs and stood in place for a while. The wind crossed the yard, and it struck

me that what the cart took away was not a heap of iron, but my whole sixth grade.
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