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The Little Hole in the Fence

In the book The Garden of Grandpa, the grandfather builds a fence all around the
vegetable plot, to keep out chickens and geese. But the fence has one hole, not big,
just enough for a small grandson to turn sideways and slip through. Grandpa in the
book says: a big hole fails to stop chickens, a small hole keeps the person. The
grandson crawls in to help watch the water and pass rope, and comes out with a blade
of grass caught on his coat. The author writes that every few days Grandpa picks at
the hole with his fingernail, afraid the grass will close it up. I laughed reading

this, and after laughing my heart turned sour.

In fourth grade I helped Grandpa chase a hen that stole peas from the garden. He
followed with a long pole but did not strike, only led the hen toward the riverbank,
saying the hen lays eggs for our family and eating a few peas is not stealing. Last
winter a section of our fence fell in the wind. Grandpa squatted in the gale,
straightening pieces of wire one by one and tying them back to the stakes, his
fingers red with cold, stroke after stroke, still steady. I passed him the pliers and
watched him finish, then squat there looking at the little hole for a long time. I
have grown; in fourth grade the hole was no longer enough, so Grandpa raised it by a

fist, then sanded the burrs at its edges so my clothes would not snag. The
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grandfather in the book who picks at his hole every few days, I see him every day.

The fence can stop chickens; it cannot stop the road Grandpa left for me. When I
closed the book I had decided: in spring when Grandpa replaces the fence wire, the
rusty pieces go to me and the new ones pass from my hands, the burrs are mine to sand
smooth, and the little hole stays open, growing as I grow. I also want to swap the
grandson in the book for myself as I am now: study well, so that when Grandpa
straightens his back in the garden, his heart is at rest. One bed of vegetables, one
share of love. Grandpa tied his love into the fence and left a hole for me; I will

read my love into my books and save it, to hold up the whole family for him one day.
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