MEETARIEE
O F A M BRI, TR, BEAT BN, RECRWM. I L
B, REEROTE, W%, AAKERE.

EEERME BT RRK, BT k. thikFE AR, . BT AK, WIFG R,
Wl t2b. AbibFORIPIEE, P62 b .

AFHEE T, ENRERAEHGU L, TR h, mERshik. RYm—45%%E
BHEIF WA, KT/, WHRRIZHEE.

RIS, FACEHEEZDN, EfE. —E)LR, S TR, &, %452 JET
Feo M TR, A RA .
TEBRNK, WA bR N RDE AR, SAEAKTTR, SR B, E
TAEMILALAE , B, AiscIHE .

FARE L, RN S8 ERIEERN], Wik T WEN OF TR E <L,
TSGRk, 15 Exk.

BNIR. BOGAERE 7 Hogk, R, Pk, BacE. JFoRE T, R TN, RMET. &
T e, MWIFGEDITI.

Dy — R R 7w, By sk, FREGERRGE L T Bk, IOUERR, P
%, BBEIAmD, Pt B,

iR EE PRYEDR, A OEM. il &, R T MeifERE TR, 1,
PR FULBR. Mbinisk, BUE, MG

WZ R AR IRI N A, A ER GBS, 42 SCAE 1T I Btk iE S e I 2o W I DR A AL A T
wE, EERAN, FAEMIRKE N A, thAdad %,

JEORBGE AN — T £ T LS, BB MR, B I R B A k. PRk T
B, TRARIHAENT AL, Ap 2 0d A TS Fl A1 2%

T PRSP T AL T, WK G, AR IR B A, RS
SEAETTH RIS R——e i i, FeiiA A #E H .

S
&
S
&

The 01d Bicycle Standing at the Door

The second—hand bicycle was one my father dug out of a scrap yard, for two
hundred yuan. The chain was new, but the bell was mute. The handlebar was wrapped
with an old cloth strip, wound tight by the hands of my father himself, its ends

tucked in neatly.

Every evening after work my father took me into the lane to practice. He held the

www. vv99. net



back of the seat while I pedaled. The lane was short, fifty steps from the well to

the corner, and he had me ride back and forth until he called stop.

Once I turned too sharply and fell with the bicycle at the edge of the well, my
palm scraped wide open, beads of blood seeping out. A boy from my class crouched by

the well watching, and laughed, saying: riding like that after a fall like that.

That evening I pushed the bicycle into the storage room and did not touch it
again. For days, whenever my father came home from work and asked, come on, practice?
I said my hand hurt. He said if the hand hurts, train the legs. I said I had homework
today.

My father neither lost his temper nor mentioned the bicycle. He simply wheeled it
out of the storage room and propped it up at our front door. Every morning and every

afternoon, on my way to and from school, it stood there, bell mute, cloth strip old.

On a weekend morning the house was empty. My father was still on the night shift,
and my mother had gone to buy groceries. I stood at the door looking at that bicycle

for a while, then propped it upright and swung my leg over.

No one was holding it. First I circled the courtyard, one lap, two laps, my foot
tapping the ground. Then my foot left the ground, the bicycle wobbled twice, and

steadied. I rode out the gate into the lane, from the well to the corner.

At the turn I squeezed the brake early, leaned my body in, and the wheel skimmed
past the base of the wall. No fall. I pedaled back, then out again. The bell made no

sound, but something inside me was ringing.

That evening my father came home from the night shift, and I was waiting for him
at the mouth of the lane. I said, Dad, I can ride. He stood still and looked at me
for two seconds, then asked, did you fall? I said no. He nodded and said, all right,

let us go home and eat.

At dinner he told my mother that once the bicycle was propped at the door, he
knew it was only a matter of time. My mother asked whether he was not afraid I really
would not learn. He said forcing it is useless; with the bicycle standing right under

his eyes, he will walk over to it himself.

I rode that second—hand bicycle to school for years afterward. The bell stayed
mute, and when I passed someone I just called out to let them know. Later I got a new
bicycle, and the old one stood in the storage room, still wrapped with the same strip
of cloth.

The scraped patch on my palm disappeared long ago, but every time I pass the
well, I remember the boy who laughed at me — and even more, those days the bicycle

stood at the door. It never said a word, and it worked better than any words.
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