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Do we have control over our destiny? 

“Its not fair!  Everyone else is going! I hate you! I really hate you! You are 

so…….controlling!” 

The tirade ends and I wait for the loud slam of the door that will, as always, shake the 

house, before I hear the thunder of footsteps up the stairs. 

I rise from the table and head to my friend, Gordon, in the kitchen.  I take out a glass, 

slosh in a large measure, toss in a lump of  ice and add a splash of tonic, just to appear 

civilised. 

“Cheers, Gordon.  Don’t know what I would do without  you,” I say quietly, as the fiery 

spirit slides gently down my throat and hits the spot. 

I love my daughter very much. She is wild and wilful and clever and beautiful and - 

during those rare moments in these teenage years when I don’t want to press a large 

piece of carpet tape over her mouth -she can be good fun. 

I love her enthusiasm for life.  Her passion.  Her self- confidence. Her soft spot for the 

underdog. The absolute belief that she will get everything in life that she wants and in 

the beautiful future she has no doubt is ahead of her.  I smile when she lists off her 

requirements, and when I ask her how she is going to achieve them she dismisses the 

query with a grin and a wave as if that is the very least of her worries. When she grows 

up, she is going to be a force of nature, but right now she is still immature, still learning. 

And currently she is throwing a major tantrum because she is not getting her own way! 

The argument is over her attending a late night party on a school night. At the age of 

thirteen?  Really? What possessed her friend’s mum to allow this? And why on earth 

did my daughter think I would say yes to it?  

I pour myself another generous measure and sit down at the kitchen table, preparing 

for round two. 

I can almost hear the bell ring as she charges out of her corner, thundering down the 

stairs, ready to slug it out to the end.  I gird my loins and prepare for the onslaught. 

“Dad says he’s said he is fine with me going!” 
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I already knew she had been talking to her Dad when the word ‘controlling’ had been 

dropped into the conversation earlier. It was one of his favourite words to describe me. 

He has never forgiven me for fighting to keep our marriage.  (He wanted to leave and 

I wanted to work it out.)  As a result it got messy and he now takes every opportunity 

he can to take a pop at me.  

“Fine.  Go and stay with Dad that night then.  He can do your homework with you prior 

to you going and take you to school the next day!” 

“He’s flying out to Berlin the night before so he can’t do it,” she replied.  

Well, there’s a surprise, I thought silently, but managed not to say anything negative. 

“Then go stay with Barbie,” I suggested, already anticipating the response.  She 

winced.  My ex was actually called Ken and his new wife was so plastic I couldn’t resist 

it. (I am not sure if she would burst or melt first in front of naked flame, but I digress.) 

“I can’t stand her.  You know that!”  That was hissed out, with venom. 

“Well, the decision is yours.  Either stay at your father’s house  or stay here and abide 

by my rules!  You should  know how it works by now!” 

She was losing, so launched a counter-attack. 

“You and your rules! No wonder he left you!” 

Well, that was a new one. Right under the ribs. 

I had first met Ken at college.  I was studying marketing and he was a computer geek.  

He had always been a flirt and it used to make me laugh when he would almost go 

into a trance in the presence of a ‘rare pair’ but  when Barbie, with her gravity-defying 

34EEEs arrived to temp at his office 5 years ago both his heads turned and he never 

looked back.  Freedom was his goal, but he refused  to admit he was leaving me for 

Miss Fun-bags.  He had to justify.   I was constantly villainised. The main reason he 

was leaving me was apparently because I had been very controlling.  Naturally, the 

car sports car I prevented him from getting was regularly mentioned. 
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Admittedly I looked after the finances and, at the time,  I couldn’t see how we could 

afford the new sports car he wanted as I had just lost a big contract. When he looked, 

he couldn’t make the numbers work either although he didn’t want to accept it.   

He argued that our next-door neighbours, the Smiths (whose house was identical to 

ours) had managed to afford one.  Honestly!  Did he forget I was friendly with Mary 

Smith?  Her husband was a surgeon, she was a GP and their new car had been bought 

with an inheritance! I suggested a cheaper, different car but Ken wouldn’t compromise 

and, by the time we could afford it, it was too late for us… 

So, divorce. Dissolution. Sever. 

Ruled by passion and not thinking straight, Ken got what he wanted, but at what cost? 

He went from a relatively happy family with a healthy joint income and a  happy, well-

adjusted daughter, to being a sole provider for a new and expensive wife who had no 

intention of working.  This – plus, of course, the purchasing of the sports car  - resulted 

in there being nothing left for maintenance payments (and I recently heard through a 

friend that his mega-job with his Insurance company is on the line as they are thinking 

of relocating).  

Yup, look where rules got me!  But I did wonder how much longer he could afford to 

maintain that greener grass…? 

I am brought back to the moment with a bang.   

“What’s more, he says you should give me a bigger allowance!”  

“I have already told you, if your dad wants to give you a bigger allowance, he can set 

it up for you from his account to your account.  I give you what I can afford. If you want 

more, go and get a part-time job! ” 

There is a puff of disgust. 

“You earn loads!” 

I smile.   

“Really? I think you need a lesson in what real life costs, lass!  I may bring in money, 

but I spend all of it every month.  What luxuries are you suggesting I give up to give 

you a bigger allowance?” 
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For a moment I think I have her. We live in a small flat that is not expensively furnished 

and I have a car in my driveway that is ten years old.  We haven’t been on a holiday 

since the divorce and my clothes come from cheap chain stores.   

But I had forgotten.  My daughter is determined, wants her own way and doesn’t mind 

who she treads on to get it.  Today, it will be me. 

“I think I will talk to dad about moving in with him.  He’s rich and he never seems to 

have a problem with giving me freedom.” 

This is the first time this has been broached and it takes my breath away.  I feel a stab 

in my heart, deep to the core,  the way only your child can hurt you.  We have had our 

issues, but surely this cannot happen.  She is not ready for the big, bad world. She is 

not ready for her father, for Barbie, for their false world built on lies and fantasy. 

I shoot up a silent prayer.  Please! Just a few more years.  Just a bit more maturity.  

She is a teenager – please don’t let her learn harsh lessons too young that will destroy 

all the promise she has ahead of her? 

She leaves. This time there is no slamming of doors, but I can hear her voice again on 

the phone to her friend.  I know she will wait to speak to her father about this face-to-

face when he will have difficulty saying no.  

I have to think. My good friend is sitting at my side and I take advantage of his 

comforting skills.  The bitterness runs over my tongue. How did we get here? 

I wanted the marriage to work. I wanted to compromise, to negotiate, to get mediation.  

I wanted time.  Time to take the relationship in a new direction, to work as a team, to 

build finances, to have a better standard of living, to make informed decisions. I felt he 

was rushing, telling lies to mislead and get what he wanted, was being selfish, and, in 

his drive to free himself he hurt not just me, but our daughter, as he was betraying her 

too.  

Ken wanted independence, choice, glamour, fun, to feel young, peer admiration, 

power. He wanted his sports car and to play with a spectacular pair of 34EEEs.   

In the end I too got freedom, from a man who did not appreciate what I had to offer.  

Yes, I work longer hours, money is tight and my standard of living has dropped.  But I 

now make my own decisions on my life every day without being made to feel guilty or 
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inadequate about them. My free time is my own to choose to spend as I wish and my 

little marketing company is going from strength to strength. I smile more , laugh a lot 

and have plans once we get ‘back on our feet’. 

But there is a third party in this divorce. 

I knew from the moment I first looked at her - small, wrinkled and red - that she was 

my ‘great love’. That I would do whatever it took to protect her from danger, and to 

provide as risk-free an environment as possible, so that this  blossoming creature 

could get the very best start in adult life. I knew sometimes she would not like me.  

Sometimes she would  hate me. Eventually, I hoped she would thank me. This is the 

job I accepted as a parent.  To always be there. To always support.   

Then came the parting I could not control.  Obviously she did not want us to split up.  

In fact, she broke her heart.  I will never forget that day as she screamed and hung on 

to his suitcases as he tried to get out of the door.  He took her innocence and trust 

with him, but he also left her tougher and stronger.  And our disjointed family – even 

Barbie- has taught her a lot about herself and others. She used to be a quiet, spoiled 

little girl.  Now she is a collector of the less fortunate (she can spot pain at a hundred 

paces, my girl).  She shares.  She gives.  She stands up for them and for herself.  She 

works hard at school and she is loyal to her friends.  If she had been asked at age five 

what she was going to be she probably would have answered, ‘A Princess.’  Now I 

wouldn’t be surprised if she is a human rights lawyer.   

Maybe it was our destiny to split up so she would discover a ‘different self’ and take 

another path.  I like to think so.  

That being said, I am not putting my girl’s future solely in the hands of fate. My negative 

feelings for her father must be put aside.  This fighting must end and we must work 

together. She must be our focus and even though we are divorced we still have a duty 

to work together to offer her all the support she needs so she can create that wonderful 

future of her dreams.    

If I believe in fate, then I must also recognise the fork in the road.  It is time to give 

destiny a hand. I swallow my pride and pick up the phone.  

 


