The Reunion
    One of my co-workers asked me would I help repair her bicycle.

    My reply was instantly, "yes."

    She told me,"the bike has been stored-away for twenty years.The last time I rode it, I was fifteen year's old. When my Father was alive, I would go riding with him in the country. If you can repair it, I want to start riding it again."

I began to doubt the success of this endeavor. The request was no simple repair. It would be a resurrection.

   She brought me the bicycle hanging out of the trunk of a borrowed car. The bicycle was in remarkable condition. It had deteriorated very little. All the controls  still functioned, and the control cables were still neatly held in place with now rotten tape. I briefly discussed the seat with her. It was the small racing type. This seat would not be a problem for an adolescent, but it would be a source of discomfort for a mature adult. 

   She said, "See if you can fix the bike. I will consider changing the seat later."

   I cleaned up the bike, changed the tires, greased the bearings and adjusted the controls. Without her permission, I removed the old seat and replaced it with the touring seat from my  bicycle. This bicycle had carried me over most of Belize, and it was smuggled aboard a military cargo ship bound for the Panama Canal with a final destination in New Orleans Louisiana. I hoped a seat from a bicycle with so many miles on it would inspire her to ride again. I brought the bicycle to her the next day. When she saw the bike, she had a big schoolgirl smile that said it all.

   Later after work she removed the bicycle from a store room. Immediately, she hopped up on the seat and began to work the controls. She was remembering all their functions. She rode off on the bike. She was wobbling at first. Then she began to ride like a professional. The little girl was finally reunited with her favorite bicycle.

