
114 YOUR BABY 

 I 
was walking through Canal Walk 
with a friend when I noticed 
something different about her. 

“You look different 
somehow,” I said, looking her 

up and down. “I know what it is! You’re 
wearing a grown-up handbag!”

It’s a big day. The day you hang up 
the baby bag. As we celebrated the event 
over drinks, her Spider Bag no doubt was 
holding a vigil in the cupboard with a 
bottle of formula milk.

Growing up I saw my mom’s handbag 
as a magical space, from which weird and 
wonderful things would appear. Whatever 
you needed you could find inside. You 
still can. From mints, wet wipes, medicine, 
plasters, lipstick, missing puzzle pieces, 
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books, perfume and socks, to nails and 
screws (don’t ask) and small scissors. It 
was also a forbidden place, because there 
were grown-up things lurking inside.

Since becoming a mom I’ve given these 
emotional carriers more thought. Why is 
it that during the day women are happy 
to slog aroun a handbag around with the 
entire contents of Clicks’ aisle two inside, 
but in the evening get by with a tiny clutch? 
Why do single men wear “man bags” and 
married men don’t? A quick Google search 
unpacked some interesting facts. It seems 
our fascination with handbags goes back 
to ancient Egyptian times when they were 
seen as symbols of power and status. Like 
social barometers, handbags  have reflected 
women’s status throughout world history. In 
the ‘50s handbags were small, representing 
ladylike submission and cradled nervously 
by housewives trying to emulate glossy 
page grazers like Grace Kelly and Jackie O. 

With the ‘60s and ‘70s came a new type 
of bag, suggesting women were as well 
equipped as men in the new age of feminism. 

From the ‘80s onwards, a designer 
handbag became as much a part of a 
woman’s wardrobe as her shoes – speaking 
volumes about its owner’s emotional 
baggage and life stage. 

My cupboard reflects this evolution 
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Maria ponders the evolution of 
woman’s best friend

MARIA BERRIOS-CARTER Over 
ten 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.      

perfectly. Collecting dust and memories, 
you will find the giant “Independence 
Day” bag, the “Who am I” clutch, the 
“Power Suit” designer model, the “Gym 
bunny” bag, the “Environmentally-
friendly-yet-uglyorganic” bag, the “I’m 
cool and hip” bag – I have worn them all. 

Today I carry a hot pink backpack with 
little yellow flowers. Sporting nappies, 
bum cream, wet wipes, a change of clothes, 
juice, snacks, toys, books, Panado, plasters 
and puzzle pieces. There’s a little space, 
my tiny space, for my Blackberry, lipstick, 
wallet and keys. Until my daughter is big 
enough to carry her own, this is my bag  
of choice. 

Watching the shoppers walk past us, 
my friend and I notice a 20-something 
trendoid. Chatting loudly on her cell, 
sporting killer heels, tight jeans and a giant 
designer leather bag, she ungraciously 
pushes my baby’s pram aside to squeeze 
past, at the same time waking her up. 

“You know,” my friend says, “there’s 
another theory – the smaller the baby, 
the bigger the bag”

“Too true!” I say laughing, while rocking 
my baby back to sleep.

PS: The real reason why married men 
don’t wear man bags? They have wives, 
with bags. 

        Like social 
barometers, 
handbags have 
reflected women’s 
status throughout 
world history.


