
The New Fence 
John Boland 

 
“There was nothing wrong with the old one.” 
“Are you kidding?  It was falling down, and it looked awful.” 
“Not my side.  I kept the wood painted.  This thing is a white plastic 

monstrosity.  I paid two thousand dollars for something I didn’t need.” 
“Your share of the cost.” 
“I wish I hadn’t agreed to that.”  

  “You know what, Nelson?  You’re a cheapskate.” 
Stung by this remark, Nelson stormed out of Winklebottom’s garage.  He 

found Henrietta in the den watching The Young and the Restless. “I’m declaring 
war on Winklebottom,” he told her.   

“You need to cool off,” Henrietta said. “Why don’t you go over to Old Ranch 
and have a beer?”  “  

“Not now. I’ve got things to do.”  Nelson backed his car out of the garage 
and drove off.   

The next morning a truckload of trees arrived.   
“Where did those trees come from?” Henrietta asked.  “They’re so big. 

What are they?” 
“They’re liquid something or other.  They drop those hard little prickly 

spores you see on the sidewalks around here.  I’m planting them right up against 
the new fence.  Winklebottom will go ballistic.” 

“Why can’t you just let it go?” 
“To begin with, I’m pretty sure he was the one who trashed our Obama 

sign.” 
“You don’t know that.”  
The trees went in the next day.  Winklebottom (Nelson never called him by 

his first name, which was Jack) left a message on Nelson’s phone.  He sounded 
stricken.  “Those trees are going to drop a ton of leaves in my pool, Nelson.  That 
was a mean thing to do.” 

Nelson played the message over and over like a favorite song.   He felt 
vindicated, and began to get over his obsession with the plastic fence.   

A short while later Nelson and Henrietta were having dinner in 
Spaghettini’s.  The Winklebottoms snubbed them on their way to another table.   

“Did you see that?  They didn’t even look this way.” 
“I don’t blame them, Nelson.  You’ve been acting like a child.”  



A few days later, Henrietta looked out the kitchen window.  “Nelson, come 
here,” she said.  “What are those workers doing on the Winklebottom’s roof?” 

Nelson pulled back the curtains.  “They’re installing solar panels.  I knew it! 
They’re putting them on our side instead of the back slope.” 

“Maybe they have to do that to get enough sun.” 
“Don’t you believe it.  This was intentional.” 
Nelson left the house that evening.  When he came back, he was wearing 

an evil grin. 
“Where’ve you been?” Henrietta asked. 
“I just told Lipstick Bail Bonds they could park their vehicles in front of our 

place.” 
“Nelson, I don’t want a bunch of pink cars out front.  Why did you do that?” 
“Because it’ll drive Winklebottom nuts.” 
“You’ve got to drop this vendetta.  It’s only a fence.” 
“The glare from that fence is unbelievable.  It’s like a floodlight shining into 

our house.”  
Time went on.  Henrietta was beginning to think that Nelson had finally 

adjusted to the new fence and that he was going to stop worrying about it.  But 
then something happened that put an end to any chance of peace.  A peculiar 
sound began emanating from the Winklebottom’s yard.  As far as Nelson could 
tell, it was a voice saying something like “seascape” or “pipsqueak.”  Eventually he 
recognized what was being said.  Someone was pronouncing the word 
“cheapskate” over and over.  Enraged, Nelson leaned a ladder against the white 
plastic fence he so hated and looked down into the Winklebottom’s yard.  He was 
unprepared for what he saw next – a brightly colored parrot staring him in the 
face.   

“Cheapskate,” the parrot squawked, unafraid of Nelson’s menacing glare. 
“You won’t get away with this,” Nelson snarled at the bird. 
Henrietta was running out of patience.  “What do you plan to do next, 

Nelson?” she asked.  “Lob a grenade over the fence?  Poison their plants?  This 
thing has escalated out of control. “ 

“The only person who’s out of control  . . . “ 
“Listen to me,” Henrietta interrupted, “Penelope Winklebottom has always 

been a good friend.  I’m not going to let your silly quarrel ruin that.  We’re going 
to negotiate a cease-fire, and no arguments.” 

“I will not be any party to that.” 



“If Anwar Sadat could sit down with Menachem Begin, you can sit down 
with Jack Winklebottom.  I’m setting up a meeting.” 

That Friday, the two couples met for dinner at the Fish Company.  Nelson 
and Jack shook hands, but barely spoke to one another. Henrietta and Penelope 
chattered amiably away.   

The couples were midway through their entrees when Nelson suddenly 
turned purple in the face.  He rose halfway from his seat, knocking his chair over.  
He was speechless and pointing frantically at his throat.   

“Oh, my God, Jack, he’s choking,” Penelope cried.  “Do something!” 
Jack got to his feet and went around the table to Nelson’s side.   
“Jack, hurry up!” Penelope shouted.   
Jack bent over and wrapped his arms around Nelson.  He gave a powerful 

jerk.  A chunk of grilled mahi-mahi went flying out over the patio and landed on 
the hood of someone’s Lexus.  Nelson gasped for air. 

Henrietta chided her husband on the way home. “Jack saved your life.  You 
need to show a little appreciation.” 

“Didn’t I say thanks?  Anything more would be insincere. ” 
“You mean you’re still not ready to be friends?” 
“I just don’t think that’s going to be much of a possibility after Tuesday 

evening.” 
“Why?  What’s happening on Tuesday?” 
“That’s when the ‘Children of Satan’ arrive.” 
“The what? 

   “The ‘Children of Satan.’ They’re a punk rock band.  They needed a place to 
practice.  I told them they could put their amplifiers out on our deck.” 

 
 


