
The Empty Nest 
 
There in a high branch of a proud old tree,  
Lay a nest of babies which no one could see. 
Beside the nest, stood Mother, with loving heart, 
And Father looking on, guarding as from the start. 
 
The babies were young and filled with delight,  
The ways of the world were beyond their sight.  
They were wanting to try their wings of gold,  
And enter the new world, ever so bold. 
 
Their parents were hesitant, all so knowing,  
Their babies had not finished growing.  
But knowing they needed that freedom,  
Were willing to let the babies leave them. 
 
The first little bird, so eager his wings,  
Thoughts of the new world, losing his strings,  
He jumped on the side of the nest so fast,  
And flew into the air, was free at last. 
 
The next little bird, so timid, so shy,  
He wanted to go but not a goodbye,  
He timidly went to the side of the nest,  
And flew to the next branch, then passed his test. 
 
The last little bird, the last of the three,  
Looked round at her parents, then forward to see,  
The new world was opened for her to reach,  
By trying her wings, trying what they did teach. 
 
The wind got under the wings of the last,  
And she flew through the air, into the world so vast,  
Leaving the only home that she had known,  
To go into world, the breaking of dawn. 
 
The parents looked on as all of the three,  
Found love and happiness and family.  
They were proud of the choices that were made,  
But their love for their babies never did fade. 
 
The empty nest will always be there, 
But visited with love and care, 
The empty nest will be a guiding light,  
A home for hope and stars so bright.  
 
~Donna O'Briant~ 
 
 
 

             
 
 
 
 
 
 
Roots & Wings 

It has been said that the two most important things we can offer our 
children are roots to grow and wings to fly. 

Roots & Wings If I could give you many things, 
I'd give you gold and silver rings  

Of knowledge that I've gained with years 
The gift of smiling through the tears  
Confidence, courage, determination,  

Laughter and spirit and love of creation,  
Wrapped up in a box with a bow, I'd give  

To you these gifts to keep for as long as you live.  

"If I could give you just two things,  
One would be Roots, the other, Wings."  

Roots, not to tie you to the ground, 
But to guide you to where your fulfillment is found 

The nourishing start, the firm foundation, 
The source of your inner determination. 

Wings to soar over obstacles, wings to fly free, 
Wings to glide to the heights of the best you can be. 

And when obstacles loom, from your Roots grows a hand  
Providing a strong, sturdy, safe place to land.  

I'd choose these two things for the gifts that are best, 
For with Roots and with Wings, you'll find all the rest!  

http://www.vanier.com/roots.wings.shtm 

 
 


