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Opinion

By Danielle Simpson

In life, one makes one’s choices to fit 
in with one’s circumstances. This does 
not necessarily mean that they are 

correct or the best choice for you, but 
you do what you think will be the best for 
everyone around you. 

Can a woman ‘Have it All’? Certainly 
from the late 1980’s we were expected to: 
The successful career, the husband, the 
children, the pristine home. The reality? 
It is incredibly hard work to juggle all 
these things, at the same time, without 
compromise. 

When I had my first child I was the 
youngest of my friends to do so and the 
general assumption amongst them - all of 
us had just embarked upon careers - was 

that I would continue working and find 
childcare. Instincts kicked in, and I chose 
to stay at home with my son. It seemed 
the easiest and most pleasant option, 
and I held on tightly to the old adage that 
no-one ever looks back and wishes they 
had spent more time in the office. 

Old friends were stunned, and not 
afraid to share their disbelief that I would 
choose to become a ‘boring’ stay-
at-home mother. I loved the attitude 
of a new friend, Alison, previously a 
successful music agent, now a full time 

mother, who said to me early on: “It’s 
very sad if a woman needs to define 
herself by her career.”

I had another child before the first 
started school so continued to stay at 
home. To an extent it was fun. Admittedly 

I was not the sort of mum who sat down 
with her kids to make models of the Eiffel 
Tower with matchsticks and I really loathed 
all housework related activities, but it 
wasn’t too awful or difficult to make new 
friends with other like-minded women 
with children, and if coffee mornings, 
walks in the park and playgroups gave 
us the excuse to meet and chat, I wasn’t 
complaining. 

Then the brain cells started to murmur 
discontentedly in the background and 
when my second child was 6 months old I 
reckoned if I worked for myself from home 
I could juggle the childcare with a job 
without compromising on any front. This 
worked for five years until my youngest 
started school when it was clear it was 
no longer working out for me and so I 
returned to college.

Old friends with now-established 
careers started to have children. Some 
juggled work and parenting, some 
employed full-time nannies and never saw 
their children, and others gave up work 
completely and finally understood my 
decision.

With the possibility of starting a new 
career as my children were now in full 
time school, what did I do? I had another 
baby. And like a game of snakes and 
ladders I slid back to the beginning of 
the game. This time, and nearly 10 years 
after the birth of my first child, things were 
quite different. As well as being one of 
the older mums at the nursery gates (the 
humiliation); I felt very much that I’d been 
there and done that. I had no inclination 
to meet new mothers with babies, go to 
mother and toddler groups or ever do a 
coffee morning again. I wanted to find 
something ‘for me.’ Or if the truth be 
known - just find me.

And this desire to find my niche, 
discover my skills, be recognised as 
someone other than a wife and mother 
chipped away in my mind for 3 long 
years. The penny finally dropped. At last I 
understood why some people choose not 
to give up their careers. Because although 
there is absolutely no doubt that caring for 
your own children is hugely beneficial to 
them in the long run, provided you are not 
the discontented mother from hell (some 
of the time); at the end of the day it is a 
compromise for the woman who would 
quite like to have a bit more...

Now that my youngest child is at 
school I feel it is my time at last. I can 
quietly enjoy the thought that I’m not quite 
at pensionable age, and have the time 
to get a career back on track. I had the 
chance to look after my children as babies. 
In Bahrain I have had the opportunity to 
find out what sort of work really interests 
me. I can work part time to fit in with family 
life. Finally, I feel that I am having my cake 
and eating it too ■

As well as being one of the older mums at the 
nursery gates (the humiliation); I felt very much 
that I’d been there and done that. 

Having your Cake  
and Eating it too...


