Ml BRI R

TR R, PEREOR NI EDRI RS, ke Ak TR, AOR, AL 1R
J\AS, WA TR BATAEAL AL AR Y. PP, b A S, fhar
AN .

R BRI, fhEE, Bdmde AT [Mb RV IREIEGE L, FER ARk . 3K
YiAT. B RMMEAEEI T R TSRO TR, RS B, AR . A0

Ao, ko

FATCKECBONAAE, AGRARZR, JeAb ARG (W HUER T, b LSy, FRimuA
fEo HUE TR, bR, A% . ek 7Lk, - RBes, i b
KikHEr. BEDLER T, iR e/E: Bk, AN T .

Fedfr e FON . BabAbBIE %, ik =1k, T LD FIRSIENE . fh 2R 8E
T MR KRG 2 Sk, b, WO IR A B0k K. M eIzl ERIE, [REGE 2,
i BB AN, TR SRR . Al 760 BORST 2B, it 7 & BER

JERAUKREES TN, e idl, e NN . S Etbel B, JFeARbka s 17—
FER AR AERFRE, (AR KR, AR TG T, Bt Eie AL, [l b
e ABBLX TR AR AL, RAEL — TS5 LI

FEMVREBAIAN IR, > TR o AT EE SRAE Ik BBkt LV DAt At o 3 PR R %
N BEMIR. A3, 3% T A8, W TR Sl i, B AL . K
SRR T o Ak, IREREERES TIRE, RN AR, oA

The Classmate Who Came from the Mountains

In the spring term of fifth grade a transfer student from the mountains joined
our class. We called him Stone. He was tall and strong, eight pull-ups on the bar in
one breath, yet by the second week everyone knew his weakness: he could not ride a
bicycle. The whole class could, only he could not. Some laughed, and he turned red

and said nothing.

After school our ways overlapped; he walked and I rode. Once he suddenly said:
teach me to ride, and I will teach you somersaults in exchange. I agreed. The next
day he really did two proper cartwheels for me on the playground mat; my backside

hurt from my own clumsy try while he landed steady. A fair trade, I admitted.

Teaching Stone was harder than teaching others. Not because he was slow, but
because he was too steady. Used to mountain paths, his upper body would not sway at
all, and the bike could not stand. I shouted to twist back when it leaned, but he
twisted half a beat late, and man and bike toppled together. He fell more than ten

times without a sound, dusted himself off, and got back on. I was the one who got
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flustered first, and he ended up comforting me: it is fine, we mountain people are

used to falling.

The turn came on a Saturday. I told him not to watch the bike but twenty meters
ahead, and to move his mountain steps into his pedaling legs. Suddenly he went
straight, riding from one end of the playground to the other, faster and faster, the
wind ballooning his uniform. He braked at the edge, turned to look at me, his face
still showing little, but his eyes shining fiercely. He said one sentence: so riding

is just walking, only walking on one leg switched.

Later Stone learned to carry a passenger, to ride no hands, and to ease rather
than clamp on downhill. That summer he returned to the mountains and brought me a bag
of wild walnuts when school reopened. He told me cement roads had reached the
village, his cousins all rode now, only his father still could not, and he would
teach him when he went back. He said it with great seriousness, like signing up for a

mission.

We went to different schools after graduation and lost touch. The year before
last I saw him at a subway entrance in the city, picking someone up on a shared bike,
moving deftly. He recognized me, rang once, and repeated the line from those days:
riding is just walking, walking on one leg switched. I stood there smiling. Stone,
you surely taught your father too. Mountain people learn anything fast, because they

are not afraid to fall.
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