
Sylvia Abell 
abell@aaec.info 

First Flight 
By Sylvia Abell 

 

“Please?” 

“No.” 

“It really will be okay.  I promise.” 

The voice of my eighteen-year-old daughter infringed upon that conscious block that all 

mothers can summon at will. 

 “I just don’t think so, Jen.  Parasailing really scares me.”   

 “I’m not asking you to go up with me, for goodness sakes.  I just want to go up myself.  

Come on, Mom.  What can happen?” 

 What can happen, she had asked.  If she only knew.  In my mind’s eye I could see it 

clearly – my precious daughter lying motionless in the sand, her fragile body surrounded by a 

widening pool of blood.  Or, what if the boat crashed and she floated out to sea, never to be seen 

again?  Or what…. 

 “Mom!  I’ve got to let them know now.  I’m 18, for goodness sakes.  And, you know we 

DO have life insurance!”  A sneaky smile stretched across her sun-burnt face and her blue eyes 

glittered as she changed her tactics from pleading to humor.  “Besides,” she continued, “if I do go 

down into the water, I can swim like a fish and I’m way too skinny for a shark.  Besides, if he 

closed his mouth on me, I’d spurt out like a watermelon seed because I’m so greased up with 

sunblock.” 

 The ludicrous picture of my daughter exploding out of a shark’s mouth made me smile.  

“Or he might get indigestion,” I laughed in surrender.  “It would serve both of you right.” 

 You know, there does come a time when we have to let go, when our children demand to 

be freed from the nest of our protective love.  Sadly, I realized my time had come, even if I 

wasn’t too thrilled about the first flight of my own little bird. 

 I watched nervously as the owners of the parasail gave her instructions, all of which 

seemed very confusing to me.  In my mind, I was rehearsing with her all the directions:  right 

cord for down, left cord for – what was left for?  I could only hope that she remembered. 

 The apparatus that harnessed Jennie to the boat felt connected to my stomach as I 

watched the craft slowly pull from the shore, my heart throbbing to the pulse of the motor.  Then, 

suddenly, she was up.  My daughter was airborne, floating free in the warmth of the mid-

afternoon sunshine. 

 Standing there, earthbound, I watched her fly in the gentle Gulf breeze, a smile as bright 

as the Florida sun on her face.  And, suddenly, in the beauty of her flight and in the wonder of her 

joy, I lost my fears and soared with her there, mocking the gulls that few so close to my face, 

dipping my feet in the foam that teased them, losing myself in the timeless joy of ultimate 

freedom.  Though I never left the sand’s safety, my heart knew the rush of excitement and the lull 

of peace that comes in the silence of a bubble, floating, drifting in the ocean’s breeze. 

 And, though I wanted her back with me, safe and sound, I regretted for her the impending 

end of the journey, the descent to reality.  For now, this moment, this journey, the first of many to 

come, was sufficient in itself.  Another time I would have to release her again, to let her go free to 

fly in the clouds of her own dreams, free from my doubts and fears.  But, that would be another 

time.  The magic of this first flight would eventually end, but for now, it was enough for her just 

to be able to fly – for both of us.  

 


