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By Beate Baldry

A
nd all eyes are now turned 
to me in a mixture of interest, 
pitiful concern, horror and 
utter confusion.

And yet millions of new mums the 
world over are doing it the “UK way” – ie 
sans helper. Of course, there are most 
likely grandparents on standby, old 
friends around the corner and perhaps 
the odd friendly neighbour to help, your 
second cousin to babysit and so forth. 

Not so for a new mum living away 
from home. Instead, it’s about juggling 
nappies and nap times, the pureeing-
freezing-thawing-cooking-and-avoiding-
microwaves saga that is weaning, and 
dealing with the lack of sleep (which 
everyone warns you 
about glumly when 
you’re pregnant 
but the severity of 
which doesn’t sink 
in till you’ve stocked 
up on toothpicks 
for your eyelids, six 
months after giving 
birth).

And then, right 
down at the bottom of the list, there’s 
the lack of “me time”.

 In your early twenties, me time is 
one long self-indulgent affair – you’ve 
got all the time in the world; a long lie 
in to ward off the effects of the previous 
night’s dancing till the early hours, a full 
day ahead to window shop, a glass of 
wine or three while you plan your outfit 
for your night out with the girls…

 In your late twenties, you’ve got time 
and you’ve got some cash to go with 
it – me time is an average lie-in to ward 
off the effects of the previous night’s 
wining and dining, a mani-pedi before 
a late lunch, an all-afternoon shopping 

spree before a glass of bubbly while you 
get ready for a date…

In your thirties, the road divides:
Me time, Option 1: repeating as above 
but stepping it up a notch, throwing in a 
session of hot yoga or power Pilates to 
recover from some jet-set weekend away.
Me time, Option 2: a quick three-
minute-and-35-second (yes, I have 

timed it) shower 
to pry your lids 
open (after a night 
of being woken up 
every three hours 
by your screaming 
little darling) and 
to shave a leg 
(just time for the 
one, I’m afraid) 
while the husband 

entertains bambino before he’s out the 
door for work sporting spit-up on his 
sleeve. If you’re lucky, you may have 
20 minutes during the midday nap to 
actually sit down while you eat left over 
baby puree and the toast you didn’t have 
time to finish at breakfast – all washed 
down with thrice-warmed tea (that’s re-
re-warmed). Late afternoon sees another 
bout of me time while the small person 
sits in his bouncer figuring out how to 
break whatever you’ve handed to him 
to entertain him with while you grab a 
second shower (two minutes flat) to 
wash the days effort at weaning out of 
your hair.

Here’s your chance to get published 
– and make some money at the 
same time. We’re looking for 500-
word written contributions on any 
funny, poignant, practical or even 
controversial topic that touches on 
expat life in Singapore. Simply email 
your stories in a Word document to 
contribute@expatliving.sg and we’ll 
consider them for inclusion in an 
upcoming issue. 
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I don’t have a helper. “Oh,” 
and then silence. “So... you’re 
doing it the (gasp!) ‘UK way’?” 

Of course, the joys of motherhood 
abound, and that small upturned smiling 
face does make it all worthwhile... but 
the benefits of a little me time can’t be 
dismissed. And I’m not talking about 
skipping off to Chiva-Som for a weekend 
of spa heaven (though, come to think 
of it, that would be rather nice). I’m just 
talking about an hour or so to yourself, to 
take a breath, do something for yourself, 
and maybe even shave that other leg.

If  you’re lucky, you 
may have 20 minutes 
during the midday nap 
to actually sit down.


