Let them
eat cake

In the first of a new column, mum-of-five
Gillian Harvey reflects on the highs and lows
of life with bilingual, cross-cultural children
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This time of year, I tend to crave butter-
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In short, we’ll have our cake, and eat some
gâteau, too.
Having kids who are slightly culturally
different to yourself is both a blessing and a
curse. On good days, they’re your bridge
between Blighty and your new French home;
on bad ones they remind you that you’re
dipping your toe into uncharted waters.
And, as for my accent, while Lily might
sometimes comment, “That was really good
mummy, but it wasn’t quite français,” on a
bad day, she will simply roll her eyes with the
kind of incredulous despair more befitting of
a 15-year-old.
It’s enough to drive me straight to the
cake tin.
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