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The end of an era 

A couple of weeks ago we departed home one early 

Sunday morning on a journey I had spent the last few 

weeks preparing for practically but emotionally trying not 

to think about. My youngest child was leaving home to go 

to University. I knew the day would come when the 

youngest one would fly the nest. You spend years 

nurturing your children and all the highs and lows that 

that entails but no-on tells you about the day when they 

finally leave home. Nothing prepares you for the utter turmoil of emotions you feel, which is 

not incomparable to a bereavement………..the end of an era of your life. 

My daughter coped by choosing not to look at it. She was excited at starting the next stage of 

her life and I knew she was more than ready for it. The realisation didn’t rea lly hit home that 

this was it, she had fled the nest, until we left her there in her room in the Uni Halls. ‘Just text 

me this week mum’, she said quietly, ‘I’ll let you know when I feel up to facetime.’ I gave her 

a big hug and kiss, struggling hard to fight back the tears. ‘Don’t cry’, I told myself sternly. 

‘You’ll be fine’, I told my daughter, was I really saying this to myself?  

On our way out of the city we pulled up at some traffic lights and a little fiat 500, the spitting 

image of my daughter’s car, pulled up beside us. The tears flowed like a river while my 

bewildered husband tried his best to console me. 

The feeling of loss comes in waves, it’s the little things that get you most. Walking past an 

empty bedroom, seeing her car parked on the drive, not laying a place for her at the table, no 

debating with me over the 77 reasons why she hasn’t had time to tidy her bedroom, her 

laughter, her smile, her sense of humour……..I really miss her. 

That first week there wasn’t a moment when she wasn’t in my thoughts. Was she ok? Was 

she getting on with her flat mates? Was she making friends? Was she eating properly? Was 

she partying too hard? Was she getting enough sleep? Has she gone down with ‘Freshers Flu’? 

Was she home sick? Was she just generally coping? I texted her every day. She texted back 

and sent me pictures of her newly laundered washing she had proudly managed herself. 

Funny that, she never seemed to understand how to operate the washing machine at home! 

She sent me pictures of food she had cooked herself and explained that her new flat mates 

were teaching her how to cook; I hope they have more success than I did. The following 

weekend she texted to say she felt up to facetiming me.  

I know she will be fine and so will I. I have to trust her into God’s hands. I’ve done my part. 

It’s time to let her go. I have to trust myself into God’s hands too. What does He have for me 

now that my hands-on parenting days have come to an end? It’s a period of adjustment for 

us all. It takes time but gradually we learn to adapt. And then she’ll be home for Christmas 

and we’ll all have to learn to adapt again…. 

“Train up a child in the way he should go, 

And when he is old he will not depart from it.”  (Proverbs 22:6) 


