
Once upon a time, there was a young girl, reflecting on a home and a husband and a 
family. I planned on having a home with a garden, a handsome husband and 5 wild sons. 
I placed my order. I got it all, except for the 5 wild boys. I met Hartman,(one of four wild 
boys!) and we were given two adorable little girls. We couldn't be happier. This was a 
little over many years ago. Some time between then and now, they have blossomed into 
two beautiful, independent and strong willed young women.

Today, with some misty eyes that I suspect may have been tears, I waved goodbye to our 
Liandri-child, the youngest. This was my second experience in letting go and it was just 
as hard as saying these goodbyes to our eldest Marinell, four years ago. Although Liandri 
had done her own thing for more than a year now, she was still very much part of the 
breathing of our home; in-and-out with friends, parking tickets all over the house, shoes 
in every room, Godzilla-footfalls reassuring me of safe arrivals late nights, an angry door
slamming somewhere, loud music resonating from her room, a freshly baked delicacy 
from her hands every now and then...

She has taken off today, passport and backpack. All on her own. Traveling, working, 
discovering. And she leaves behind a mother and father who are sad and happy, scared 
and confident, but most of all grateful and proud. I know she'll come back and it will be 
different, better. But tonight the house is very quiet and empty and I have for company 
only the memories of twenty wonderful years. Tonight I am once again changing, 
adapting to the cycle of life, accepting facts with tender emotions. I know she'll always 
find her true north. Her legs are strong. I know. We helped build them.
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