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It was the first day of school for my youngest son. His face was flushed with excitement as 

he hoisted his big new bag onto his shoulders and tried not to let on how heavy it felt. 

There was only a moment’s hesitation as he stood at the doorway of his new classroom 

surveying all the other little excited faces around him. The classroom was full that morning, 

with anxious parents looking at their young charges. 

As the bell went, it was time for the parents to file out—some of them with leaden feet and 

some with barely disguised relief. My son waved at me cheerfully and I was off home—

alone, really, for the first time in five years. Walking back to the car, I had time to reflect on 

the moment with a curious mixture of joy and sadness. My son was taking his first baby step 

into the world—his first steps of independence outside the safety of our nest. I also felt an 

undeniable sense of freedom and a surge of relief that things had gone so smoothly for me. 

The next morning was pretty much the same for me. A few kids had long faces, but soon 

settled in. Some parents still looked worried that their children weren’t as settled as they 

ought to be. I felt quite smug that my own little boy had made it there with no fuss at all – 

until I arrived at pick-up time to find his cheeks stained with tears. "What happened?” I 

asked in surprise. “Why did you cry?” He looked at me startled. “How did you know I cried?” 

he asked, the amazement showing in his voice. I chuckled to myself, but said seriously, 

“Mums know everything”. He looked at me suspiciously. Then he shrugged and said, “I got 

lost”. “Lost?” I repeated, not sure I understood. He nodded. “In the playground,” he said. 

“Where did everybody else go?” I asked, wondering if he had somehow missed seeing the 

others go back to the classroom. The playground was not big enough to get ‘lost’ in the true 

sense of the word. “I don’t know,” he replied slowly. “Everybody was there, but I couldn’t 

find them…I couldn’t find my friends.” For a moment I was puzzled, but then it struck me. I 

could suddenly see myself in his shoes – a little boy lost in a swirl or uniforms that made 

everyone look alike. 

Each child making a new beginning must struggle with so many different issues to find their 

comfort zone. Sometimes the issue is the fear of being away from their parents for so long; 

at other times, it is the fear of not being accepted by their peers. And often, it’s something 

not quite so simple, as I slowly found out. 

The next morning my son walked to school with leaden feet. I watched the children as they 

filed out of class, in pairs, to assembly. My son looked lost, alone and almost sorrowful. I 

racked my brain for answers. Why had my normally buoyant son lost his confidence? “I miss 

you, Mum” was the only reason he could give me. His teacher was a lovely lady who, 



although new to the school herself, had a nice enough way with the kids. It was she who 

had found his friends for him when he was ‘lost’ in the playground. 

I was still perplexed as I left my son with his teacher the following morning, conscious of his 

anxiety as a tear rolled down his cheek. 

When I picked him up that afternoon, he had a look of relief as he said breathlessly, “I didn’t 

cry the whole day – just a little in the morning!” I looked at him in mock astonishment. 

“What!” I cried. “You didn’t cry after that at all? Not even a bit?” He chuckled. I could see a 

glimmer of his old self, as the incongruousness of my suggestion hit him. He hopped on one 

foot in delight. “Really!” I continued, as a sudden impishness took hold of me. “I must have a 

word with your teacher.” I walked across the room purposefully to have a chat with her, my 

son following excitedly at my heels. “We have a problem,” I said seriously to his teacher, 

although my eyes might have given the game away. “What is it?” she asked, looking from 

me to my son rather anxiously. “He didn’t cry the whole day!” I complained.  For a moment 

she just looked at me aghast that I should actually want him to cry. And then she must have 

seen the merriment in our eyes. I could see her face relax into the hint of a smile. Out of the 

corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of my little boy nearly choking with suppressed elation. 

I wasn’t entirely certain that the teacher quite understood my behavior, so I changed tack 

and said something I truly felt: “Thank you for your patience and understanding this 

morning…and for helping him to get over his anxiety.” 

The next morning my son said goodbye with no tears. And when I picked him up that 

afternoon, he ran up to me and said, “I didn’t cry a bit today!” I beamed and replied, 

“Wow!” I could see his teacher smiling at his excitement and at mine too, but then we heard 

his little voice continue, “I said I didn’t cry a bit…I cried a lot!” His teacher could only gape. 

“What!” I exclaimed, my jaw dropping with feigned disappointment, “So you did cry?” there 

was a burst of raucous laughter and I had to smile. I know my child by now. He loves a little 

joke now and then, and he loves to keep me on the hop. He loves to laugh at life and at the 

pitfalls that are a part of life. I do too. By now, the teacher had recovered and was looking 

quite amused. I saw my son glance her way with an unmistakable look of delight. With a 

mother’s instinct, I sensed that something else had happened – he had found his comfort 

zone. 

  


