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It was still there. The red iron gate clung to the old fence post.  

Emily made a mental note of the birds singing and sun shining and that there was just enough of a breeze to 

make the leaves on the lone oak tree rustle. Nature seemed so joyful on this day, but Emily would remember it 

as disheartening. It had been years, many years, since anyone had stood at this gate.  It had been years since 

anyone had lifted the metal latch and walked through. It had been more years than Emily wanted to admit since 

this old, beautiful, bright red iron gate had greeted a guest at the Cooper’s house. Emily wondered if the latch 

had rusted in place. 

The family home had been a simple and modest one. The two bedrooms, one bathroom sided house was 

small by today’s standards, but it held so much love. As Emily leaned against her car and looked out over the 

vast open fields, she saw the family home in its reality. The house was much smaller than she had remembered 

it being when she was a child. Everything had changed over the years of neglect. The flat dry ground bore no 

visible indications that many years ago Grandmother Abby had tended two large vegetable gardens here. Nor 

were there any signs of the hydrangea bushes - one pink, one blue - which had grown unfettered on either side 

of the little white house. The house had sat alone and ignored for more than fifty years, and it was showing the 

signs of age. The house appeared to cry as the shutters sat at an angle and the windows were covered with 

plywood instead of holding glass. Emily tried to remember when this change had taken place, but she found no 

memory of this transition.  

The split rail fence, which once had separated the yard from the garden area, was no longer straight and 

strong. The beautiful white bougainvillea Grandpa Jake had planted as a surprise for his bride’s enjoyment was 

long gone. For many years, the grands and great grands had used the old fence as a substitute horse. No longer 

could it support the weight of a child. Emily knew in her heart those days were gone. Most of the posts had long 



ago given in to the years of neglect. They now lay on the dry grass, waiting to return to the dust of the ground. 

Emily took a deep breath as she realized that the place and joys of her childhood lived on only in her memories. 

But the gate; oh, the beautiful, bright red iron gate Grandmother Abby had loved so much was still standing 

in its place. It tilted only a tiny bit to one side and the paint had begun to fade. Yes, it showed a few signs of rust, 

but it was still here and continued to cling to the end post as if to say, “No, I still have more guests to welcome.”  

Emily smiled a slow smile as remembered how Grandmother Abby had loved the bright red gate. Over the 

years, she had told her children and grandchildren how her mother insisted it had to come with them on the 

wagon train when they moved west. Abigail was a small child of five years at the time, but the memory of her 

father loading the red gate was one she cherished. She told her children and grandchildren how her father had 

pretended to fuss about how much room the gate would take up on their small wagon, but he knew how special 

and how important it was to his beautiful bride, Abigail’s mother, so he loaded it with care.  

Grandmother Abby’s grandfather, Emily’s great-great grandfather, had lovingly forged the gate for his only 

daughter as a wedding gift, painstakingly ensuring the arched top was smooth and perfect. He then crafted an M 

to represent his daughter’s new last name, Myers, and placed it in the center of the gate.  

Over the years, Grandmother Abby told how her mother cherished the gift and how she would dust it as 

part of her normal household chores. Her mother cherished the red gate, but more so she cherished each guest 

who entered their home through the gate.  

“This gate represents our family; your family. My grandfather made it for my mother, and we still use it 

three and four generations later. It’s here to welcome our guests even before we have an opportunity to greet 

them. I want you to remember that no one has ever been turned away at the gate.”  

It had been fifty years since Grandmother Abby had lived in the little house. It had been fifty years since she 

had told the story of the red gate to the generations who would follow in her footsteps.  



Emily stood on the dirt road and looked at the tiny home and the fallen fence and the determined gate her 

Grandmother Abby once loved. She missed those simpler days. She missed the sound of her grandmother telling 

stories about her childhood and her parents and the people who had opened the red gate and walked into their 

lives. A small tear rolled down her cheek as she opened the hatch of her SUV and found the wrench and 

screwdriver she’d loaded earlier in the day.  

When the last bolt was removed, the red gate loosened its grip on the end post and resigned to Emily’s 

trembling hands. She walked back to her vehicle and carefully placed the red gate, a symbol of her family and 

their hospitality, into the hatch and closed the door. She imagined her great-great grandfather doing the same 

so many years ago as he loaded it into their small covered wagon.  

Looking one last time at the little house, Emily put her car into drive, and gave a slow nod to the man 

patiently waiting behind the controls of the bulldozer. She knew what had to be done. 

Emily turned her attention to the dirt road ahead of her. She knew the exact spot in her own yard where the 

beautiful red gate would stand and welcome guests. And when her grandchildren came for their next visit, she 

would tell them the story of the red gate.  

  

I hope you enjoyed meeting Emily, the owner of the Red Gate Bed & Breakfast. You can meet more people from 
Piper’s Grove right here soon.  
 
Independence Day, the first book of the Piper’s Grove series, is scheduled for release in late October 2017.  
 

Visit my website jodishumway.wordpress.com to meet other writers and keep up with the progress of the 
Piper’s Grove series.  
 

Should you have questions or comments, you can email me at jodishumway.author@gmail.com. 
 


