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I remember the moment I became a mum 

for the first time – for me it was fourteen 

years ago, when we welcomed our son into 

our family. That day catapulted me into a 

world of new experiences, new levels of 

worry, new (and permanent) bags under my 

eyes, and new feelings of guilt. As the 

saying goes, guilt: the gift that keeps on 

giving! I also seem to have adopted a 

number of other roles as the years roll by. 

Let me mention a few: administrator, 

nutritionist, taxi driver, UN negotiator, 

personal shopper, nurse, counsellor, chef, 

financial controller, teacher, operations 

manager … I could go on. 

 

And the interesting thing about carrying out 

all of these roles? We often get little or no 

acknowledgement for our work! These 

roles have no year by year pay increases, no 

bonuses and no official annual reviews. 

I remember the moments when someone 

asked how my son was doing. I would long 

for them to then ask me how I was doing. 

But often that question would never come. 

At times, I felt like I was an invisible part of 

his life. I had washed him, fed him, dressed 

him, soothed him, changed him, and yet no 

one acknowledged that. I mean, I had made 

it to the toddler group on time, with a clean 

baby, who was wearing not just a baby 

grow, but actual trousers and a top. 

Meanwhile I had not washed my hair for an 

unmentionable number of days, and had 

baby sick down my top. My son was lying 

quietly asleep, while I had just finished 

wiping away the tears I had cried on the 

walk from home. 

I remember the moments pre-motherhood 

when I had my life under control. 

Motherhood saw me lose control of not just 

my pelvic floor, but my ability to keep on 

top of the washing and to keep in touch 

with my friends! My to-do list is never 

done, because being a mum is an ongoing 

process and it is never complete.  

And yet, in amongst the dirty nappies, the 

lost toys, the sleepless nights and the 

scuffed knees, we are irreplaceable as 

mums. We are the giver of hugs, of security, 
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of guidance and comfort. What we do every 

day in bringing up our kids is vital. You are 

vital. 

 

You know that crash when we get to bed 

every night? That’s because being a mum is 

tiring and draining – loving our little 

humans uses up vast amounts of energy. 

And so, we need to be giving ourselves time 

to re-energise. I often wonder if there is an 

innate part of us, as mums, that feels guilty 

about prioritising ourselves. It feels selfish, 

or we think it will be detrimental to our 

kids. But that could not be further from the 

truth. I have begun to realise that 

prioritising some ‘me time’ is actually 

beneficial for my kids. I am less stressed and 

less grumpy and more likely to make space 

to spend quality time with them, where I 

am able to enjoy it rather than begrudge it. 

And so, from one mum to another, I 

challenge you. Tonight, before your head 

hits the pillow, think about these questions:  

 What do I love to do?  

 What makes me feel good?  

 Who do I like to spend time with?  

Write down on a piece of paper one thing 

you are going to do in the next week to 

make time for you. Stick it on your mirror, 

on the fridge, on the dashboard of the car – 

somewhere you will not forget it. Making 

time for you could be the most life-

changing thing you will do all year. 

So, here’s to the mums, the often unsung 

heroes and the influencers of the next 

generation. To the mums who have been 

pushed to limits they did not know they 

had. To the mums who have grown in ways 

they did not know was possible. To the 

mums who will experience moments of joy 

beyond their imagination. You are 

incredible. 

 


