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        What if your whole world were inside the four walls of an attic room? When eleven-year-old Toby Fenton finds a hole in his attic wall his entire world changes.

        Short story writer Sarah Child weaves yearning, beauty, loss, and hope in a timeless short story that feels as full of emotion as a three-hundred page novel.
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      That evening, eleven-year-old Toby Fenton found a hole in the attic wall. It was the size of his fist, with roughly gnawed edges and pine shavings littering the floor. Cautiously, he pressed his cheek against the pine planks, closed one eye, and peered into the black mouth.

      Darkness stared back.

      Toby froze. This was the moment all his fears would be realized.

      If he was a crier, he’d tear up, sob, or be sorry he was about to be devoured by The Creature in the Attic. But crying didn’t make fear flee, it made it hungrier.

      Since May, when he and his parents had moved into the old Hudson Valley Victorian, he’d been lying awake nights, listening to The Creature. In the dark, the attic moaned and popped, a behemoth groaning at The Creature nibbling its joints.

      “Hello?”

      There was no response. The hole in the wall was silent.

      Across the attic bedroom, a weak, gray light filtered over the floor. It fell just short of him. The attic was a dreary, closed-up place. The centuries-old pine was washed-out gray. The window was dirty gray. The little bed was metal gray.

      When people met Toby, they were surprised at his small, pinched, gray face. They’d always exclaim, “Why he’s like a frightened old man!”

      “I can’t fathom it!” his dad shouted (he was a shouter, but well-meaning). “Go out and play! Go kick a ball! Go make friends! When I was a boy, I rode my bike all day and didn’t come home till sunset! You’re not my son, that’s for sure!”

      When Toby’s parents spoke to each other, his dad would say, “Your son is at it again! This morning he shrieked when I poured his Cheerios! Cheerios! It’s your fault! Your great aunt Mildred was a worrier too!”

      But then his mom would say, “I had to bring your son home early from school. He fainted when the teacher dissected an earthworm. It’s your fault. You never did like gardening.”

      Toby had been, as long as he could remember, “your son” and never “my son.”

      His parents could never agree whose fault it was, but it was agreed Toby came out of the womb frightened and nothing they did made it better.

      At playgrounds he was terrified of the fast, uncontrolled tumble down slides and the horrific flight of swings. In Little League it was the leather gloves that menaced him. At school, it was the white chalk aligned ominously beneath the chalkboard. But it wasn’t just the small things. It was the world.
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