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Xiao Ming and the Wobbly Little Bicycle

The birthday gift for Xiao Ming on his sixth birthday was a blue little bicycle,
with a bell hanging on the handlebar, ding—a—-ling, ringing clearly. He wheeled it out
of the doorway and his legs went weak, because the two wheels of the bicycle were

like two little horses that would not obey orders, tilting this way and that.

Papa held the back seat and let him ride around the empty lot downstairs. The
first round, Papa held on. The second round, Papa held on. The third round, Xiao Ming
shouted that Papa should let go, while the hand of Papa was still secretly following
half a meter behind.

Just then the front wheel stepped on a small pebble. There was a thud, and Xiao
Ming and the bicycle rolled together into the flower bed, with a whole clump of grass

www. vv99. net



stuck on his bottom. The crushed bell gave a muffled ding. Xiao Ming sat in the
flower bed with tears gathering in his eyes, holding the bicycle and blowing on it,
saying that the bicycle had bitten him.

Papa came over. He did not laugh and did not lift him up. He only squatted down
and pulled the grass off the bottom of Xiao Ming, saying, the bicycle did not bite
you, it only wanted to make friends with you. You fell on it, and it was frightened
too. Look, its bell is still saying sorry to you. While speaking, he pressed the
bell, and it went ding.

Xiao Ming was so angry that he forgot to cry. He asked Papa whether the bicycle
would still teach him to ride. Papa said, of course it will. The bicycle is waiting

for you. It made a promise with you today, and it will not hide tomorrow.

Xiao Ming patted the seat, climbed back on, and told the bicycle that he forgave
it. From then on, every evening after school he went to the empty lot to meet the
bicycle. Sometimes he fell, sometimes he did not. When he fell, Papa called from far

away that the bicycle was waiting for him, and he got up right away.

There was also a big yellow dog in the empty lot, lying at the foot of the wall
and watching Xiao Ming ride. When Xiao Ming fell, the tail of the dog moved once, as
if laughing at him. Xiao Ming got up with a red face and shouted at the dog, next
round I will not fall, just watch. In the second round, he really rode a half turn

around the big yellow dog.

On the Sunday of the second week, Xiao Ming rode a full circle around the empty
lot without falling once. Papa stood at the street corner and clapped, and the other
children in the empty lot clapped too. Xiao Ming rang the bell, ding—a—-ling, ding—a—

ling, and rode up to Papa, saying, Papa, the bicycle and I became friends today.

Now Xiao Ming can even ride to the shop at the corner to buy soy sauce. Every
time the bell rings, he remembers that day in the flower bed. He says that making
friends is nothing to be afraid of falling for: if you fall, get up, brush off the
dust, and the friend will still be waiting.

www. vv99. net



