=TS ¥FRE

WEAR BRI, =+% . ZXAFRWEET T8, ZENKAN.

WERER FMBNTA A, ERIDE—AN . JTRFM) AR, A PRI BATE, Tk
T e AMAEAEHERIS, TG RS RS, RSBV, B EREE AR T Ak

PR R AE R 1 E . BE LML, AR Pl . M Sk,
TaeER, NGBS, EMELFEAR. B TR TR, KN NEB, WA, 4
AT . BRI, Ui PRE RO .

WL 7R AR, BRGNS SR-ER, MBS R TR B G nRI
WEaIE T, Bl - BoE, BAME, WAGEE KR OOE ~ &, Jin i 4 iz, fliz 1
OB, W ERER S RS Bl B TR,

MIRBLLE B & da i il EVE. SRR BT, fEdRE M A 45%, B—mFaiddAIxm
B TR RRABN AR 4, B BV K IR —VERR, Mt ANE, SR TR

£ EIES AL (Y = O (L TIPS N Sy AR (NN S Y Y S P+ PO (TSN 1 1 R P
FR IR R Y o AR T ARG BRI, FRIAER LR ARREANS T, RIS . IR
Ny WA A

FEE T LF T IR RS T, R RRAART B, RICRIEE L, 1
Ao ERHR IR A NG T8, R E AT AN, NG BAEF AT TARA .
P R B, BERE Bk, 1% T LA

Learning to Ride at Thirty

When my father learned to ride a bicycle, he was thirty. My mother laughed about

it for twenty years, and he never minded.

That year the factory moved to the far side of the river, an hour on foot each
way. It merged with another factory and a batch of old bicycles came down to share;
my father took one. He pushed it home, and my mother asked: can you ride. He said

nothing, and that evening wheeled it out beyond the lane.

Mother and I watched from the window. He mounted the old way, swinging his leg
under the crossbar. He pedaled along the wall, the bike leaning on the wall, he
leaning on the bike, and fell only after half a street. Up he sprang, first scanning
around, and seeing nobody, let out a breath. Mother pulled me back inside and said:

your father behaves like a thief.

He practiced for a full week, every evening. On the seventh day he rode from the
lane mouth all the way to the bridge over the river. Riding back, his shirt soaked

through, a smile fighting its way onto his face, pressed down and rising again.
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Mother brought out noodles and told him to eat; he ate two bowls, then squatted in
the yard oiling the chain half the night.

From then on he rode across the river to work. Every morning as he left, he
pressed the bell once under my window; that single ring was our household alarm
clock. On rainy days he pedaled in a rain cape, mud water spattering his trouser

legs, and he did not care, wiping it off only after passing the factory gate.

Once I sat on the rear rack while he bought fish at the market across the river.
His back was broad and steady, the pedaling never rocking. I asked: Dad, did you fall
when you were learning. He thought a moment and said: I fell. I asked how many times,
and he said he could not count them, but he still remembered the pain. I was small

then:; I did not understand that sentence.

My father has been gone five years. The old bike was sold for scrap long ago;
only its bell remains in my hands. I keep it in a drawer and seldom touch it. Last
time, tidying up, I pressed it by accident, and the sound came out a little hoarse,
not bright. I sat at my desk for a long while. That single ring was our household

alarm clock, pressed once every morning, for more than ten years.
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