
114 YOUR BABY 

W
hen I was little I used 
to spend hours playing 
outside in the playground. 
My favourite spot was the 
swings. Summers were 

spent suspended in mid-air, truly thinking 
that if I could just swing that bit higher I 
could touch the clouds. I tried every day. 
Failure was not part of my reality.   

Today I find myself in a different 
playground, sitting on the bench watching 
my 3-year-old climbing the stepladder up 
the slide. As she reaches the top she stops 
in mid-fright and, realising for the first 
time how high she is, insists on turning 

reflections on motherhood

back. After much encouraging, cheering 
and cajoling, I manage to get her to slide 
down. Her little face, first creased with 
worry, relaxes as she discovers the sheer 
thrill of sliding down all by herself.

“Let’s do that again!” she cries before 
running up the stairs. In that moment my 
daughter provided the answer to a question 
I’d been pondering for years. Why it is that 
every meaningful moment in my life has 
come DHL’d in polar opposite emotions. 
Why, when I got engaged, was I thrilled 
and sad at the same time? Why, when we 
discovered I was pregnant, was I up with 
joy then down with a feeling of loss?

Whenever we gain something, we let go 
of something else. 

I once read that when a baby comes 
along the family dynamic is completely 
rearranged – seesaw effect is created. And 
depending on who sits where, as husband 
and wife rearrange themselves to fit around 
their baby’s needs, some days feel like an 
overweight dinosaur is sitting opposite 
me on the seesaw, others a feather. (I guess 
that’s why it’s important to choose a life 
partner who weighs the same as you – 
emotionally speaking of course).  
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The ups and downs of life  
teach us some very important  

lessons, realises Maria

MARIA BERRIOS-CARTER Over 
10 years spent at advertising 
agencies working with crazy 
creatives and crazier deadlines did 
not prepare her for the demands an 
infant would have on her life. Three 
years later Maria is still trying to 
figure out the amazing, beautiful, 
strange thing that is parenting.      

I get onto a swing to watch my daughter 
from a different vantage point and 
notice a new mother. I know she’s new 
to motherhood because of the telltale 
“nervous peeking inside the pram”, those 
not-so-sexy little black numbers under 
her eyes and the dazed expression. As 
I contemplate this new mom and baby 
I remembered back to the day I said to 
myself, “You either get out of bed and go 
out, or you’ll lie here collecting cobwebs.” 
Stuck in my apartment with unwrapped 
emotions and a wrapped up infant there 
was no space to move. 

Today I find myself at my favourite 
spot, once again doing one of the things I 
love most – trying to catch clouds with my 
toes. From the swings I watch the children 
on the monkey bars. Mastering the skill 
of their own presence and weight in this 
world. These wise young Buddha’s. 

I see one racing towards me. She’s 
shouting something which I can’t quite 
make out. As she comes closer, her little 
nose crinkled in disgust she says: “Mommy,  
mommy! I stepped on doggie poo!”

“Well, that happens.”
And that, is life. In my playground. 

        I once read 
that when a baby 
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