(Pacing)
Judy Fink
EASY RIDER
Being six, I felt I should be able to ride a bike like my two older brothers, but my bike still had training wheels.
	“I want to ride without my training wheels” I told my brother Richard.
“OK”, he answered, “Let’s take them off now”.
	Within a few minutes the wheels were removed.
	“Get on” he said.
	I did and before I could get the feel of the bike, he gave me a big shove.  
	Off I went, down our yard, gaining speed. I kept going through our yard, then sped through the neighbor’s yard. I now had no control over the bike or where it was headed. My feet were no longer on the pedals. Faster and faster, I went past the neighbor’s house and into a vacant lot filled with weeds and brambles. The bike hit a huge shrub and I was thrown off into the high grasses. Crying, I saw scratches and cuts on my arms and legs from the fall. My brothers were nowhere to be found.

	

