MR BT

WEL R ZE, WS MNERE . 2 P T2 Il, XX A BT, kel
FH. SNEURFDRIH AR T B9 5, ARSI A AR A,

IR RO ANEE ), MO e o SEsF, WIS A o SNESRAS MR ARAESR 1
B, HERK, MRk, FERE %8, Mol —rms DK AR, M, A4
& MK

KA H SR, MBI M PG R B 7R RN A S, W T . K
HEEH O, FHAGREN T . % TREAR, ShEfE, RAGER.

B RINEM T AR AE NG . I RN, Bk =)=, e )E e L, 4
TR REN . WU RS . RLERAT Y, SN TR Y. bk ik,
JEF R G RN, RARLE NI A R Sk L

FHR, FEE S O, AMETEAER DR, BARIEMEAREINE L. b
HOTETL, &, B 17, & SRBIER. 50 RBUAKEUMGE, SLEBHh,
Htha—Elabt. REEEBR 1M, XAk, WP Al S5 F2k%
AT =N

B HT— K, W FERIIMER Bl MR BT, R ERIE T AR ERE, KT k. [
L B, BANIERRIOWYE, RIS L, BB BT LA A AR

HTFSEE 1 KYe, SMERZ R YR 7. JIPRAESE Luli 72 )L, e, Kok
MERRE IR, ARAT NARFESE R/MREE B, R PE 7K.

The River Embankment at My Grandmothers Home

In the summer vacation of fourth grade, I stayed at my grandmothers place in the
countryside. The village roads were all dirt, and every child in every family had a
bicycle except me, standing aside to watch. Grandma pushed the old bike of my cousin

into my hands: learn, at your grandmothers house you cannot fail to learn riding.

Grandma chose the practice place: the river embankment outside the village. The
road on the dike was flat, grass and poplars on both sides. She carried a small stool
and sat at the dike mouth watching me. The sun was strong, she carried a water
kettle, and every time I rode past she shouted: have a drink of water. I did not want

to, but she kept shouting, so I stopped and gulped a big mouthful.

My cousin was the coach, and he had only one trick: running while holding the
rear rack. After half a day he squatted in the poplar shade and refused to move,
saying he was tired. I had to practice alone, the bike twisting like a drunk. When I

fell 1T did not cry; Grandma was there, and I could not cry.
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On the third day Grandma did something embarrassing. She went home and carried
out an old cotton quilt, folded it three layers deep, and tied it tight with rope
over the rear seat. She said falling backward would not hurt now. I blushed and
refused to ride. Grandma patted the quilt: ride. I got on and tried; the seat stood a

whole notch higher, soft, like sitting on a huge steamed bun just out of the pot.

On the fifth day I rode from the dike all the way back to the village entrance,
and Grandma was waiting there; I never learned how she heard. She took my hand and
studied my palm twice, then said: good, go, show your grandpa. Grandpa was indoors
planing wood for a stool and did not even 1ift his head, only said: ride one lap
around the threshing yard. I circled the yard once, and only then did he raise his

head and say two words: not bad. Grandpa manages fewer than three praises a year.

The day before I left, I rode to the house of Grandma to fetch her. She saw me
off at the gate and stuffed a cloth bag of mung bean cakes into the bike basket,
pressing it down again and again. On the way home the bike jolted; afraid of crushing
the cakes, I held my back perfectly straight, and on that stretch I rode steadier

than ever.

The year before last the dike was paved with cement, and the old house of Grandma
was torn down. When I went back I stood on the dike for a while. The poplars were
still there, and when the wind blew the leaves rustled, as if someone sat on the

little stool at the dike mouth, calling to me: have a drink of water.
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