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Jamie first saw the Schwinn bicycle leaned up against the wall of a dilapidated building on the Jackson property up on Highway 65, a couple of miles north of Turnerville.

At the time, he had no idea the bicycle already knew who he was.

The building was actually a barn that had once housed more than a hundred dairy cows. But over the years, falling milk prices and Mr. Jackson’s aging slowly ended the operation. Eventually he sold the remaining cows when the dairy business could no longer support him. Now the barn was simply a picturesque, crumbling building best suited as the subject of an oil or watercolor painting.

A lot of people in Turnerville said that the barn was haunted by the ghost of Mrs. Jackson. Apparently, Mr. Jackson’s wife Ellen died in the barn under suspicious circumstances. Her body was found in a hay loft and rumors spread like wildfire that she was caught being intimate with a younger man who worked at the farm named Aaron. But after weeks of investigation, no one was arrested as the police eventually concluded that the death had simply been an unfortunate accident.

The Schwinn bicycle had not yet completely succumbed to the natural elements. Sure, it was rusty, but the seat, tires, and cables for the brakes were still intact.

For a moment Jamie had the odd feeling that the bicycle had been waiting there.

As he contemplated the last six months of his life, Jamie wondered if he should simply take it and make it his own.

Who’s going to miss this old thing? I bet no one knows that it’s even here, he thought.

The months had proved to be overwhelming for him. He lost his job at the Allgood mobile home manufacturing plant when demand for trailers simply dried up. Unfortunately, in Turnerville, other jobs were hard to find. Leaving was definitely required to find any kind of meaningful work.

Although Jamie was not raised near the barn, he envisioned a time maybe years ago when it had been full of cows and various machinery to collect, purify, and process the milk. The idea reminded him of his own recent job of putting mobile homes together in an assembly line.

But it was getting late in the day and Jamie was now homeless thanks to losing his job, his truck, and his wife, Joanne. She said she loved him, as she walked out the front door into a taxi, but she could no longer live with a man who could not keep a job.

The only thing he was grateful for that day was that they had brought no children into the world. 

But that wasn’t true.

Children were the thing Jamie wanted most when he got married to Joanne six years earlier. However, six years of working in the sweltering Allgood plant brought them no closer to being parents. Jamie wasn't sure what the problem was. And they sure didn’t have the money to go get the expensive test that might have revealed a biological solution. Maybe it was psychological. He didn’t know. With no knowledge of the actual reason for the lack of fertility, they simply drifted apart.

And now on a chilly Saturday afternoon in October, Jamie found himself on the outskirts of the tiny village staring at a bicycle that probably did not work, wondering if he should take it. He knew that having some form of reliable transportation would help him even in a small way. At least he could tell a potential employer that he had transportation to work besides walking.

Jamie stared at the bicycle about seventy yards off the narrow farm-to-market road. He looked around for a farmhouse or any other form of habitation. Finally, he spotted one about a hundred yards from the old barn, but it was in the same dilapidated condition as was the barn. Kudzu vines had claimed most of it.

All indications were that this bicycle was abandoned. In the big scheme of things where everything is said to have a purpose, although Jamie thought this idea was just silly, perhaps the bicycle was meant for him.

I mean, I don’t believe that I was destined to be here and take this bicycle. But, what the heck? Why not?

Confident in the fact that there was no one within a five-mile radius of this barn, he started walking through an overgrown field consisting of several black blackberry patches towards the bicycle. Although he’d never really been a big fan of blackberries, he found himself stopping, picking them, and eating them as he went. The fact that his stomach was empty was likely a contributing factor to their sudden attraction.

Jamie kept looking back over his shoulders halfway expecting someone to shout at him to get off their property or say, ‘what are you doing here, bum,’ or ‘get out of here’ or something encouraging like that.

No one said anything.

After braving the jungle of blackberry vines, Jamie finally reached the deserted bicycle. He had no idea how long it had been out there, but a quick glance told him that it must have been there for years. More kudzu vines had grown and wrapped their strong tentacles around each wheel, as well as the frame, claiming it as one of its own.

Jamie imagined the vines speaking to the old bicycle as they slowly covered it with foliage, “You are now one of mine, my precious.”

Jamie leaned up against the old wall and took some needed deep breaths. He could hear the sound of the barn moving with the slight breeze from the northwest. And then he actually did hear a voice saying, he thought, “Aaron.”

What the heck? Jamie thought.

Was that “Aaron?” he said.

“Who is Aaron?”

OK. Maybe it wasn’t a voice. Probably the sound of the wind racing in and out of the crevices of this old barn. Yes. That’s it.

Attributing the voice to the wind, Jamie quickly separated the vines and overgrown grass from the bicycle to calm himself from thinking about the voice. With the vocal motivation, it took him all of two minutes to completely unwind the surprisingly tenacious vines that had grown so accustomed to the bicycle.

Once he was convinced that no one was going to come running after him, Jamie said, “Now you're mine.”

At least I'll have some form of transportation. Unfortunately, I'm going to have to find some way to fix these flat tires and get some oil for this chain. At least the seat is intact, he thought.

Jamie pulled the bicycle away from the barn and thought to himself that the process was kind of like pulling a puppy away from a mother who had just given birth to a large litter.

“Well, this old barn ain't going to help you any, Mr. Bicycle,” Jamie said. Considering the events that had happened to him the past six months, losing his job, losing his wife, as well as his dignity, finding an old bicycle was surprisingly encouraging.

Maybe now I can get away from this place. Maybe now if I can find a job, I can have transportation. Maybe now things will start to get better. Maybe I’ll run into Joanne again and she’ll see that I’m successful.

Although he didn’t completely see how owning a bicycle would put him in the successful
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