
                                                                 It’s Time for You to Go, My Son 
                           “A wise son brings joy to his father, but a foolish son grief to his mother.” Prov.10:1 

 

To My Son:  

I gave you a deadline of June 24th for you to move out….I told you on May 24th, a month in 

advance. Then, I gave you an extension until June 30th.  You and your girlfriend went on a 

vacation. Camping and to the Casinos. You just came in the door after 6 days away. It is June 

28th.  

And for 6 days, I felt a sense of some peace. I didn’t have to confront you about the issues 

involving your disrespect towards me. You know how I feel. I have been your loving mother for 

22 years. 

I have always lovingly called you by your first name but when you were abusing pills and 

stealing, I begged God to help “my son”   - I guess because you were not acting like the Ryan I 

always knew and loved. And now that your words are abusing me, I address this letter to “my 

son.” 

You are big, loud, surly, and intimidating. You have a temper and an attitude that says, “Just try 

it, Mom. Just try and make me leave. Yeah, call the police. Put me in jail. I dare you.” 

And the son that says all of that also has a very kind and loving side but when you do not get 

what you want, the other side comes out. 

You know that I do not have any strong male backup from anyone and that Mom Mom (age 86) 

and me together are no match for you. We don’t want screaming here; and I know that you 

would scream back so I haven’t taken that approach with you.  

Mom Mom went out the other day for eight hours because she didn’t want to be in the house 

with the tension. It is her house. How sad that she spent the day at the library, bookstore and a 

fast-food restaurant because she did not want to be in her own house. 

Something is very wrong with this picture. 

So, last Thursday, I said to you, what my father said to a boyfriend of mine, when I was 18. 

Grand-Dad said, “Eddie Quinn, you’ve worn out your welcome.” The young man hurriedly went 

out the back door and was never welcome in my life again. That’s the way fathers and mothers 

handled things in my generation. And so I said to you, Ryan, you have worn out your welcome. 

You are my son and I love you. But, your disrespect has crossed the line. So have your stuff 

moved out by June 30th or I will have it on the steps outside. 



A friend who has a son who is still going down the wrong path and the son is now 50-years old, 

told me, “None of this Love stuff. He needs to know you mean business. Get to a Tough Love 

meeting.” 

I did teach you to respect authority and you did until your mid-teens. Until Dad and I were not 

united and you and Dad united against me. I left and you went with Dad.  

I was having heart palpitations and got cancer at that time. I have gone to the ER twice in the 

past five years, thinking I was having a heart attack. 

When the problems with pills came up, I was there to help in every way. I went to literal hell 

and back with you.  And for the past number of years, my heart has worried to the point of 

grinding my teeth, needing extra-strength Tylenol to sleep and constantly talking to others 

about you. Most people tell me the same thing: 

It is time for him to leave. 

This is for his own good. You are helping him by standing your ground. 

You need to stand up for yourself. 

You teach people how to treat you. 

This is not a democracy. You are the mother. You deserve respect. 

Just like a teacher, you have to “win.” The child cannot manipulate the teacher and your son has 

to know your limits. He is manipulating you. 

Don’t allow anyone to do something that is beyond your parameters without a consequence.  

Nip it in the bud. Do not have peace at any price. 

And the date for you to leave is June 30th – the night of the gala reception for your sister’s 

engagement party. I don’t want anything to ruin the celebration of that night for her and all of 

our guests. 

So, I let go now, Ryan, of you and the situation. On July 1, I will put your things out on the 

porch…again, like I did last August. I cannot afford to change the locks again ($375).  And I do 

not want to fear that you would come back uninvited…into Mom Mom’s house. 

I don’t want to project that your life will go downhill. You just got hired for a respectable job 

but you do not have my car or a room in our home to depart from. God only knows what is best 

for you and I have been praying for your well-being and maturity. 



I cannot do it anymore. I can’t sleep holding the Teddy Bear that you held as a toddler, and hold 

on to rosaries, angel pins and a religious statue..  

I am not willing to have a stroke from this worry and end up in a nursing home paralyzed on 

one side.  

So, I pray for resolve, and for you to move forward into a new life that I hope that you 

responsibly embrace. 

You are not the son that I know now. You passed the drug test to get the job so it is not a 

substance that has permitted you to tell me Get out of my face. Shut up and don’t even try that 

with me. 

For your own good and as an example to your three sisters (all in their twenties}  and to your 

girlfriend, I am sending the message to all that It is never okay to let someone talk to you the 

way that you have spoken to me.  

I will be praying for you and that you become desperate for God all on your own for I am getting 

out of the way. 

Mom 

 

 


