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蝉声里的链条声

多年以后我才明白，那个夏天最响的不是蝉，是链条。

蝉是从傍晚开始叫的。太阳一落到房后，梧桐树上的蝉就接力似的，一声接一声，把整条巷

子叫得又稠又厚。我们家的院子在巷子中段，蝉声落进来，落在井台的水渍上，落在那辆立着的

自行车上。

车是白天的，练是傍晚的。白天太毒，柏油路晒得发软，脚踩上去黏鞋底。爸爸收工回来，

天边的云还烧着半边，他洗了手，把车扶正，说，走。

他扶着后座，我在前面蹬。巷子两边的墙把傍晚的风拢成一条，从背后推我的背。蝉在头顶

叫，叫得越凶，我蹬得越快，好像快一点就能甩开什么。

甩不开的是摔。有一回压到井台的边，膝盖磕在石条上。蝉声停了一拍——其实没停，是我

耳朵里空了一拍。爸爸蹲下来，卷起我的裤腿看，他的背对着西边的天，把那半边的光都挡住了。

那是我第一次注意到他的背。工装的后背有一块洗不掉的深色，汗湿了又干，干了又湿，盐

渍出一圈白边。他蹲着的时候，背弓起来，像一截压弯了的扁担。

歇了不到一支烟的工夫，他把车提起来，说接着练。蝉又叫密了。我跨上去，他扶着，我们

沿着巷子往深处去，路灯一盏一盏亮起来，把两个人的影子拉长，又叠在一起。

他松手是在哪一盏灯底下，我记不清了。只记得有一盏灯，我的影子单独在地上晃，晃着晃

着就直了。他在后面小跑，脚步声混在蝉声里，由近到远，又由远追近。

学会那晚，我骑到巷口又骑回来。蝉声从四面八方涌过来，梧桐叶子在灯影里翻出银背。爸

爸站在院门口，没鼓掌，也没喊，他点着一根烟，背对着门口的光，看车灯照过来的那一线。

烟头一明一灭。他的背在门框里立着，不知什么时候，那背没有白天蹲下时看着那么宽了。

后来我去了很远的地方上学，夏天听见蝉，别人听见的是热，我听见的是链条声，是蝉声缝

里夹着的脚步声。有一年暑假回去，巷子拆了半边，梧桐还在，蝉还在叫。爸爸从车棚里推出一

辆旧车，链条早锈死了，他说，你如今骑车，我反而不敢看了。

我知道他不敢看的是什么。他见过我摔在井台边的那一晚，也见过一盏灯底下影子单独晃起

来的那一晚。蝉不懂这些，蝉只管叫，把每一个夏天都叫成那个夏天的样子。

车轮碾过的那个夏天没有回来过。可每年蝉一开口，它就整个回来了：傍晚的风、井台的水

渍、工装后背的白盐边，还有门框里那个看车灯照过来的背影。

The Sound of the Chain Inside the Cicada Song

It was only years later that I understood: the loudest thing in that summer was

not the cicadas but the chain.

The cicadas began at dusk. The moment the sun dropped behind the rooftops, the
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cicadas in the plane trees took up the call one after another, until the whole lane

grew thick and heavy with sound. Our courtyard sat in the middle of the lane, and the

cicada song fell into it — onto the water stains at the well, onto the bicycle

standing there.

The bicycle belonged to the daytime, but we practiced at dusk. The middle of the

day was too fierce; the asphalt softened in the sun and stuck to your shoes. When my

father came home from work, half the sky still burning with cloud, he washed his

hands, straightened the bicycle, and said, let us go.

He held the back of the seat while I pedaled ahead. The walls on both sides of

the lane gathered the evening wind into a single stream that pushed my back from

behind. The cicadas screamed overhead, and the fiercer they screamed, the faster I

pedaled, as if going faster could shake off something.

What could not be shaken off was falling. Once I clipped the edge of the well and

my knee struck the stone slab. The cicada song paused for a beat — it had not

actually stopped; it was my ears that went empty for a beat. My father crouched and

rolled up my trouser leg to look, his back turned to the western sky, blocking off

all its light.

That was the first time I noticed his back. There was a dark patch on the back of

his work jacket that no washing removed — sweat wet it and dried it, wet it and

dried it, until a white rim of salt bloomed around it. Crouching, his back arched

like a carrying pole bent under a load.

He rested less than the time it takes to smoke one cigarette, then lifted the

bicycle and said, keep going. The cicadas had thickened again. I swung over the seat,

he held on, and we rode deeper into the lane while the streetlamps came on one by

one, stretching our two shadows long and then folding them together.

I cannot remember under which lamp he let go. I only remember one lamp under

which my shadow wobbled on the ground alone — wobbling, wobbling, and then going

straight. He was jogging behind me, his footsteps mixed into the cicada song, near,

then far, then catching up again.

The evening I finally learned, I rode to the mouth of the lane and back. The

cicada song surged in from all directions, and the plane tree leaves turned over

silver backs in the lamplight. My father stood at the courtyard gate, neither

clapping nor calling out. He lit a cigarette, his back to the light of the doorway,

watching the thin line of my headlamp coming toward him.

The tip of the cigarette brightened and dimmed. His back stood framed in the

doorway, and at some point it no longer looked as broad as it had when he crouched in

the daylight.
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Later I went far away to study. In summer, when others hear cicadas they hear the

heat; I hear the chain, and footsteps stitched into the cicada song. One summer I

went home and found half the lane demolished, though the plane tree remained and the

cicadas still sang. My father wheeled an old bicycle out of the shed, its chain long

rusted solid, and said that now when you ride, I am the one who dares not watch.

I knew what he dared not watch. He had seen me fall at the edge of the well, and

he had seen a shadow wobble straight alone under a lamp. Cicadas understand none of

this. They only sing, calling every summer back into the shape of that summer.

The summer the wheels rolled over never came back. But every year the moment the

cicadas open their mouths, it returns entire: the evening wind, the water stains at

the well, the white salt rim on the back of the work jacket, and the back in the

doorway watching my headlamp approach.


