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MY WEEK STARTED NORMALLY 
enough. Sundays here in the Middle 
East are the equivalent of most people’s 
Mondays. As the week began, I looked 
at my diary to check I knew what 
was coming up. My Pilates class, our 
Christian youth group and parenting 
course to prep, a hair appointment and a 
play date. All very predictable.

The week continued to behave into 
Monday, as my husband came home for 
dinner with news about his next job. After 
months of not knowing what the rest 
of the year would look like, he told us 
we will be staying in the Middle East for 
another year. For a forces family always 
poised for change, the confirmation that 
life will carry on as before was music to 
my ears. The children can remain at their 
current school. Our lives will stay the 
same. Lovely. I don’t like change. 

That was until Tuesday, when one of 
the children revealed that they want 
something different. Not just different but 
the very opposite of what I have always 
wanted for them. Something totally 
off script. They want to go to boarding 
school.

When Jack and I married, one of the 
agreements we had was that our children 
would never board, regardless of the 
military provision for this option. I could 
embrace most of military life, just not 
that bit. But that was before we had even 
had children, in an era when I thought 
parenting followed the route mapped out 
by the parents. Maybe I should have had 
an inkling that this isn’t how things work 
after my carefully crafted birth plans 
were completely ignored by our actual 
babies...  

As our child opened up to us, the 
determination and excitement in their 
eyes told us this was not an idea we 
could bat away. They were describing 
their need for stability and certainty. 
At the point when we thought we were 
offering them just that, they explained it 
wasn’t enough.

This wasn’t a plea for another ten 
minutes of their favourite game - Fortnite. 
And it wasn’t a marital discussion 
where husband and wife negotiate their 
parenting styles on an equal playing 
field. This was a child’s raw emotions 
staring up at us across the dinner table. 
An uneven playing field on which we 
discovered we didn’t know the rules 
because, it turns out, there aren’t any. 
There is no plan or Venn diagram that 
will provide the answers to these sorts of 
questions.

I was filled with a wave of grief, not 
totally dismantling my heart in the way 
grief can, but a dull ache. I had imagined 
I would feel something like this when 
the children left us later in their teens, 
not as they were entering them. That 
night, I brought our child into bed with 
us, cuddling them like I did when they 
were a new-born. We slept badly, unused 
to sharing. I was trying to explore new 
territory by returning to old ground.

Wednesday was horrid. I have spent a 
slice of my years as a mother questioning 
whether my identity as homemaker 
is enough. I have sometimes envied 
others juggling careers, promotions and 
salaries with motherhood. But now, it 
seems, I was actually very happy being a 
homemaker! I just didn’t know it fully until 
someone suggested they didn’t need me 
to do it full time.

By 
Thursday, 
the grief 
nudged over a fraction, making a tiny 
space for hope. I started researching 
two Christian boarding schools I know of 
through the AFCU community. They look 
like warm, nurturing, empowering places 
where faith and love are the main lessons 
of the day. I can see our child in those 
schools. I can picture them growing 
in new ways that perhaps the desert 
doesn’t offer this little person at this 
moment in time. By midday, I discovered 
we know parents and children at both 
schools and there is a space for our child 
if we decide to go down this route. 
 
The beauty I see in a week that refused 
to align with my diary is that it seems 
God had already mapped out the way 
ahead. Having hardened my heart to the 
prospect of boarding school years ago, 
He made sure I still heard of these two 
schools with ears I thought I had closed.

By Friday, sitting in church, I was 
reminded that our Heavenly Father sits 
on the throne with a loving plan for each 
of us. I was reminded that nothing in this 
life is ours - everything is a gift from Him, 
even our children. And I was reminded 
that I must always be willing to hand 
them back to Him. I know His plans are 
infinitely better than mine. If this is His 
plan for our child, then I just need to trust 
Him.
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