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When parenting is fine, it’s peace, it’s grace;  
infused with love, all fits into place 
Life seems a loose garment, carefree, relaxed;  
I guide my son well, even stay off his back.  
 
This feeling breaks up, though, drifts away, becomes severed  
(Nothing of course stays perfect forever) 
When this young man changes the way he is going  
I feel less direction, and fear my not knowing. 

I gotta take steps. I gotta keep growing 
Learn more ‘bout life stages,  
Figure out which one’s showing. For instance,  

When he was little he couldn't tell cause and effect 
If I stepped in it was OK; it’s wasn’t disrespect. 
 
But sometimes my intruding didn’t say what I mean  
Espec’lly when he was between 12 and 18 
I corrected my teen on mistakes he had made  
And he'd reel as if cut by my unfeeling blade.  
 
I was baffled.  
Was there something wrong with my kid? 
I didn't  get these stages. 
The way seemed so hid  
 
I tried to learn from books,  
Went to conferences, took classes, found a mentor 
who handed me new glasses. 
All I needed for that journey  
was to keep my mind clear 
Let go of failed ideas 
The ones I held dear.  

But it wasn't enough to be in learning mode  
when my instincts ran rampant and I let them explode  
When my aim was control 
Tolerance I'd shun 
If I’d swirl in the chaos  
of “My will be done.” 
 
Letting go was strength - like swinging open a door  
But my self-will slammed it shut 
And  I could learn no more 
 
This M.O. nearly surfaced for my son’s and his wife’s wedding. 
A Catholic - Jewish affair 
I feared where it was heading. 
 
Would they protect our traditions? 
To whose call would they heed? 
So I prayed that I’d focus on them and their needs 
That I’d hold back my urges to talk and protest. 
Suddenly, I felt balance and sensed all was blessed. 
 
Trusting their judgment was empowering, yet strange  
I haltingly did it; I ceased trying to arrange. 
 
The wedding the kids made was a wonderful blend of faith and love,  
from blessings at the beginning to “Mazel Tov!” at the end. 
It profoundly gave my life joy 
It redirected my inner drives 
When I stop  
trying to run  
the whole show, 
my family thrives. 
 

 


