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FEHETE, PKkErsEE.
The School Gate of Three Generations

Grandpa’ s School Gate

Grandpa says that at his school gate when he was little,

there were no colored flags and no balloons,

only a dirt road and candy peddlers calling from both sides.

On June 1st he saved up three days of breakfast money

and bought one fruit candy, letting it melt in his mouth all day,
the candy shrinking, the sweetness growing.

After school he walked home holding his little sister’ s hand,
and she asked, is the candy sweet.

Grandpa said, sweet, that is why I saved half for you.

Grandpa takes a candy out of his pocket now,

and says, there is a supermarket at the school gate these days,
but this candy still gets split in half, one for each.

Dad’ s School Gate

Dad says that at his school gate when he was little,

there were colored flags already, and when the dismissal bell rang,
his grandmother waited for him under the old locust tree.

He ran over, his grandmother took his hand,

and her first words were always, are you hungry.

Dad also carried a candy in his pocket back then,

saved to bring home to his grandmother,

and she always pushed it back, saying, you eat it, grandson.
Dad says, now it is his turn to wait for me at the school gate,

I run over, he takes my hand,
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and his first words are also, are you hungry.

My School Gate

I say, at our school gate today,

there are colored flags, balloons, a little candy cart,

and Grandpa, and Dad, and me.

Today is June 1st, and I break the candy into three pieces,

one for Grandpa, one for Dad, one for me.

Grandpa’ s teeth are weak, so he lets it melt,

Dad’ s teeth are good, so he chews,

my teeth are the best, so I finish mine in one gulp,

then I take Grandpa’s hand and Dad’ s hand,

and three of us walk home together.

The old locust tree at the school gate is still there,

it saw Grandpa hold hands, it saw Dad hold hands,

and this year it sees three hands joined together.

It shakes a whole tree of leaves, like applause.

The Rule of Passing Candy

Our family has a rule of passing candy,

it came from Grandpa’ s carrying pole, and from Dad’ s locust tree,
and reaching me it became three pieces.

Grandpa says, once a candy was a luxury,

Dad says, later a candy was pocket money,

I say, now a candy is a token of love,

not expensive, but it only turns sweet when shared with someone you love.
Hand-holding is the same,

once it was for fear of getting lost, later for fear of being late,

now it is me reaching out my hand on purpose,
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because no matter how wide the road at the school gate,

walking hand in hand, nobody ever gets lost.
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