PHE=XK

LILEZEHNE R, b2 7 BT, AT BAAH IR . ARE b AR
s, P L R, e, B TEERA TR Bk T AR, P B
o KRBELILECHER, BOr, AHR. EWRUCSKEARIN, KT, FLERB RS A
£, A RA PO T 2 PAR T 1R W aF ZE A%

FHMAETN VNI b BRRBRIREZ TN RIN, FHBEEY T, FRESIRIK, &
JUAE 125, JIORMIGY ridE . boGHee, Wi 7 —f), B, Fuisfd, Eutis.

FERT A G RI. KTFEAD N EEANERT . T EAPMESNZRET &
L, Bt URIRFEER, S TARAER . b T RIS, EIM& 7R, BEIGE, AEWLE, 1E
gy AT AT . Bt TVE T, LU AN, BRBGERRRIR, ROEE

L)LRHEL R HOR B . Sk—A N, K. AT, Tk JRESHE) ISk, 5ok
=K, WS =R A RO, BBRAE AN A . /D I NAR RS

i) e, REA—HART. JUl, FAEUR T, ARAREER AR . AR AR, B, S
PR — ]

AN, SRR s Tk XAEHE WO K. I BREREY, HUL e T
ST WL, WENT . RMTRIERHE, BEBIEE —E WK,

PR ARMOEK T, B IS RREBAT . R TN, AU ERAE) e BRI . &
JLEME E e, B o%d bes, sk &esEal el v B, SUahiTacm b, B ot
HIFTH

RNBUEZZ T, Babiih. TARSU, WA NFHBI, PILHE i Aok =K,
AUARCA . AT SRS, WS IR ER s, HAaE oK,

The Wrist Guard and Three Meters

The day before the seventh birthday of my daughter, I took her first to a bicycle
shop and then to a sporting—goods store. The shopkeeper recommended a full set of
protectors — wrists, elbows, knees, all of them — saying children fall hard. 1
chose the wrist guards and the knee pads and skipped the elbow ones. The helmet my
daughter hugged to herself and refused to put back: pink. The shopkeeper said a
helmet must not be bought large, because a loose one wobbles and protects nothing in

a real fall, and he turned the dial for us until two fingers just failed to fit in.

We learned on the plaza of our residential compound. The bicycle was one handed
down from a child of my cousin, training wheels removed, seat pushed to its lowest,

so that my daughter sat with her toes just touching the ground. She did not cry at

www. vv99. net



first; she only asked one question: will it fall? I said: it will fall, and falling

is the learning.

I bent over holding the rear rack the whole time, and by late afternoon my back
could not straighten. An old man walking his caged bird watched for a while and said:
holding like that means you are the one riding. He taught me to keep my hands off the
bicycle and instead lightly grip the collar at the back of her neck — if she leaned
one way, just guide her gently the other way. I switched methods, and my daughter

said: this is better, I can feel you, but you are not controlling me.

Her progress was measured in meters. The first afternoon: two meters. The next
afternoon: five. I stood at the far end of the plaza and shouted, three more meters,
and she pedaled out three meters and stopped, and I shouted good from across the

whole plaza. People out for a walk turned to look at me.

She asked me why I never let go. I said: I have let go many times, you just do

not know which times. She thought about it and said: then let go one more time.

On the afternoon she finally rode, she made one lap of the plaza, the wind
lifting the hem of her skirt. She stopped in front of me and kept saying: I can do
it, I can do it. I said: I saw. My hand was still stretched forward, faintly gripping

the shape of a collar.

The wrist guards were put away afterward, without a single scuff on them. One
knee pad had worn through a small patch — that was the fall on the paving bricks of
the plaza. My daughter is now in fifth grade and cycles to school by herself; the
pink helmet still hangs on the hook behind the door, and every time she goes out she

puts it on herself and twists the dial twice.

Adults always say one should praise children, should know what to say. I am not
good at talking. The words I used that afternoon amounted to little more than good
and three more meters. But my daughter remembers them all. Once, writing a
composition about her first bicycle, what she wrote about was entirely those three

meters.
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Four Fingers Resting on the Seat

The autumn my son turned eight, the school announced a bicycle test; those who
could not ride would make it up during PE class. There is no man in our family who
can ride a bicycle — my mother—in—-law said this, and she said it calmly, as if it
were a proud fact about the household. So that weekend, the job of teaching our son
fell to me.

The gear was ready a week ahead. I ordered online and bought every protector 1
could find: helmet, wrist guards, elbow pads, knee pads, and fingerless gloves. When
the parcels arrived they covered a whole bed. Our son tried them on head to toe and
started calling himself a robot. I chose the helmet most carefully: a proper
certification mark, the size matched to the head circumference we measured, and the

strap passing only when two fingers could not slip underneath.
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We learned in the park beside our home, on a quiet stretch of gentle slope. The
method I picked up from the bicycle seller: do not hold the handlebar, do not hold
the rear rack; put your hand under the seat, four fingers resting loosely on its
edge, keeping him from falling but never riding for him. I did exactly that, my palm

sweating, and I pressed two dents into the cloth under the seat.

The first time he got on, he got right off, saying it was too high. I pushed the
seat to its lowest, his toes found the ground, and only then would he climb on again.
Over those few meters downhill he gripped the handlebar so hard his arms stood
straight out, as if lifting something enormous. I said: loosen up, the handlebar is
not your enemy. He loosened a little, the bicycle wobbled once, and he clamped down

again at once.

The encouraging words 1 had not worked out. An old man playing chess on the park
bench shouted at us: count! Ride out and count one, two, three! I tried it, and it
worked. He pedaled, and I counted: one, two, three. Hearing three, he laughed;
laughing, his body loosened; loosened, the bicycle steadied. After that our distances

were all counted in numbers: he could reach ten, then twenty.

On the evening we reached thirty, I found only the shape of a seat left in my
hand. He never knew when my hand had left, and from the far end of the slope he
shouted: Mom, did you see? I said: I saw. In fact I had just turned my face away,

pretending to look at the park lake.

There were two falls, both on flat ground, fully protected, knees perfectly fine,
only a palm scuffed red. He got up by himself, checked the bicycle first, then looked
at me, and said: the robot equipment works. That bed of protectors later passed to

the son of a cousin: the helmet dial is worn smooth.

Our son is twelve now and rides better than I do, going downhill without
squeezing the brakes, leaning his body through it. He no longer remembers the
counting. But I do. I remember that autumn I bent over with four fingers resting
loosely on the edge of the seat, palm sweating, counting one, two, three, more

earnestly than the chess—playing old man.

Only after becoming a mother did I learn that the hardest part of accompanying a
child into a new skill is not the method but the holding back: holding back from
gripping too hard, from shouting be careful, from shooting out a hand the moment he
wobbles. The park slope is not long, yet what I learned on it is more than what our

son learned about riding.
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The 01d Belt as a Holding Method

Our granddaughter started clamoring for bicycle lessons at five and a half; all
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her classmates could already ride. Her grandfather was sixty—eight that year and had
bad knees, but he said: I will take her. And so it was settled. My mother worried and

trailed behind with a backpack stuffed entirely with protectors she had bought.

The protectors were chosen by my mother: a supermarket set with helmet, knee
pads, and elbow pads. Once the helmet went on, our granddaughter refused to take it
off; she wore it to meals, and my mother finally let her take her afternoon nap
wearing it, saying a habit formed early lasts. The knee pads were bought one size
large — my mother said children grow fast and they would fit for two years. Only
later did we learn that the supermarket set was flimsy: it could stop scrapes in a

fall, but not impacts.

The bicycle was rebuilt by Grandfather. He dug out the small-wheeled bicycle I
had ridden as a child from the storage room, fitted new tires, lowered the seat
another three fingers, and swapped the pedals for ones with anti—slip studs. That day
he worked squatting at the storage—room door, a wrench resting on a cloth pad over

his knee, squatting a while, standing to rest a while.

We learned on the open ground under the river embankment, the kind of place where
the older generation all learned. The holding method of Grandfather was the old
method: an old belt passed under the armpits of the child across her back, one end
gripped in each of his hands. He said his own master had passed it to him: if the
child pitches forward, guide forward; if she leans back, pull back; steadier than

grabbing an arm, and it does not hurt the shoulder.

For the first two days our granddaughter only cried. The handlebar tipped and she
cried, and after crying she kept pedaling. My mother ached to see it and started
forward several times; Grandfather glared her back. He never shouted be careful and
never shouted do not be afraid. He only said, over and over: back straight, eyes
ahead, you are better than yesterday. A child of five and a half can hear the

difference between yesterday and today.

On the evening of the third day, Grandfather, gripping the belt, could run no
farther and stood gasping. He called me: your turn to hold. I took the belt and
pulled along for a dozen steps; when I looked back, Grandfather was sitting on a
stone block in the open ground, waving at me. Only then did I feel my hand had gone
light — the belt had long slipped off her, and she was riding by herself.

On the day she learned, Grandfather delivered the promised reward: he rode her
home, she in the front basket, he pedaling, and the whole way people praised this
grandfather. With his sixty—eight-year—-old knees, he rested twenty minutes after
climbing the stairs home. My mother scolded him while rubbing his legs, and he

chuckled: when I learned to ride, my master did not even have a belt.

www. vv99. net



The small-wheeled bicycle was ridden by our granddaughter until she was eight;
its tires were changed once more. Grandfather died at seventy—three; the wrench and

the old belt are still in the storage room, and my mother never threw them out.

Our granddaughter is now in middle school, riding a geared bicycle, wearing her
protectors more completely than anyone — helmet, knee pads, elbow pads, not one
missing, a rule set by her grandmother. She does not know about the old belt, nor how
the flimsy supermarket set was once chosen. She only knows that on the day her

grandfather taught her to ride, what he said was: you are better than yesterday.

Later I accompanied my own child learning to ride, using the modern holding
method, buying certified protectors, everything proper. But the steadiest moment in
my heart is still the weight of that old belt in the hand. If the child pitches
forward, guide forward; if she leans back, pull back. Spoken of raising children, it

seems to fit everything.
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