A Parent’s Humbling Legacy: Holes

By Nick Chiles

There comes a time in every parent’s life when we are faced with an undeniable fact: we have left holes. 

Somewhere in our painstaking efforts to raise a perfect child, one who is well-girded to face the strains and struggles of an unforgiving world, we missed some stuff. These holes pop up at unexpected times, surprising moments when something comes crashing through and thuds to the floor, or when we take in their vacant faces and realize they have no clue.

I had one of those moments recently when I tracked my son’s efforts to survive at college for more than a week with no cash and no ATM card. The card had been lost at some point in the days leading up to his return to school after Christmas break—disappeared into that black hole of lost, misplaced and vanished that seems to swirl around teenage boys. The ATM card and his driver’s license were inside his wallet, which had gone missing. His watch also disappeared at around the same time—relocated just this past week by his little sister in a kitchen drawer (in other words, right under his nose). 
As he asked me on repeated occasions whether his replacement ATM card had arrived at the house, it occurred to me to ask him a simple question:

Do you have any money?

His response: No, because I don’t have an ATM card.

I knew there was a local Bank of America branch not far from his campus. Why had he not gone into the bank and made a withdrawal?

I asked him another question: You are aware that you can go into bank branches where you have an account and withdraw money, right?
His response: Really?
Wow. Big hole. Somewhere in our discussions about the American banking system, I had left something out—that there are banks and tellers and actual people attached to the ATM cards. Places where they keep money that’s not stashed inside of machines.

I was reminded of my days as a Little League coach, when one of my 8-year-old players, after weeks of preseason practices, got a solid base hit in his first at bat during our season opener—and the little boy ran straight to third base instead of first.  As the crowd roared with laughter, I was mortified—for him and for myself. I had left a big ol’ gaping hole, assuming way too much about what an 8-year-old boy would know about the fundamentals of baseball.

I guess I also assumed too much about what a college student had learned about banks in his previous 18 years. Another hole had snuck up on me. In response, I turned to my 11-year-old daughter, held up an ATM card, and said, “Those buildings connected to the ATM machines? They’re called banks. Inside of those banks are people…”

Ah, two more kids. Two more chances not to screw it up. 
