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      Faster than a speeding toddler…
 More powerful than a corporate CEO…
 Able to leap over mountains of laundry in a single bound…

            Supermom?

      No—She's a WORK-AT-HOME MOM!

      ARE YOU A WAHM?

      When you drive to work, do you think:

      
     	Phew, I'm glad to get away from my family.

     	I'm sure the socialization at child care is good for my children.

     	I can't do this anymore.

   

      The laundry and dirty dishes are piled up, you have a job deadline looming. You:

      
     	Drop everything and clean, clean, clean.

     	Try to finish the job, but you just can't concentrate until the dishes are done.

     	Finish the job; the dishes will still be there when you're done.

   

     When you see a successful businesswoman, do you think:

     
     	I am so jealous of her.

     	Why is she wearing those shoes with that dress?

     	I could do that!

   

     Note: If you answered “c” to all the above questions, you might just have what it takes to be a Work-At-Home Mom. And if you
         already are a WAHM, this book has the support and encouragement you need to stay in business—and stay sane!
      

   
      ACCLAIM FOR IT'S A JUNGLE OUT THERE AND A ZOO IN HERE

      “With humor and candor, Cheryl Demas's book presents home business basics and a true picture of what it is like to operate
         a home business—while your family is there, too!”
      

      —Priscilla Y. Huff, author of 101 Best Home-Based Businesses for Women

      “With her experience, wisdom, and insightful humor, Cheryl has successfully touched the hearts of entrepreneurial moms with
         her latest book. Full of practical tips for choosing, launching, and running a business at home, this is a must-have for anyone
         who dreams of living the good life. Well done, Cheryl!”
      

      —Debbie Williams, author of Home Management 101 and Put Your House in Order

      “I'm a black/white, pro/con, just-tell-me-how-to-do-it reader. Pepper solid advice with humor and wit and that's even better.
         IT'S A JUNGLE boasts this elusive blend and is guaranteed a spot on my bookshelf.”
      

      —Cheryl Gochnauer, author of Stay-at-Home Handbook

      “A very rare find! This book is packed full of excellent work-at-home advice and is funny too! I laughed all the way through
         it! If your dream is to work from home with your children at your side—read this book! It can change your life.”
      

      —Elizabeth Kanna, author of Homeschooling for Success

      “Once again, Cheryl Demas has her finger smack dab on the pulse of work-at-home parents everywhere! She offers advice and
         tips that are a must for new and veteran at-home entrepreneurs alike.”
      

      —Amanda Formaro, editor, FamilyCorner.com Magazine, Inc.

      “Cheryl's sense of humor and blunt openness about her own experiences will make you laugh, cry, and, most important, relate.…
         If you have an ounce of entrepreneurship in your blood, you will benefit greatly from this book!”
      

      —Alanna Webb, founder of LoveStories.com
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      	What would I do without you?
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      Introduction

      
      We all know what Tarzan said to his wife every night when he came home from work.
      

      “Jane, it's a jungle out there.”

      And Tarzan wasn't even dealing with pumps, panty hose, and pacifiers.

      Yes, it's a jungle—especially for working moms. I know; I was there.

      No matter how family friendly a workplace claims to be, it is always expected, or at least hoped, that the company will be
         first in your life. Your children and your family life have to be worked into your work schedule. That's the reality of life
         in the third millennium.
      

      In the fifties moms were expected to be perfect homemakers. In the seventies we were expected to have thriving careers and
         leave the homemaking to someone else. Now moms are expected to both manage a career and be perfect homemakers. Is that progress?
         I don't think so.
      

      I didn't always feel this way. If you had told the twenty-two-year-old me, “Cheryl, in twenty years you will have quit your
         job to stay home with your kids and be a mom,” twenty-two-year-old Cheryl would have laughed in your face. I cheered when
         Billy Jean King beat Bobby Riggs. I sang along with “I Am Woman, Hear Me Roar.” I wasn't going to be a housewife, for heaven's
         sake.
      

      When Warner Books decided it was time to publish a comprehensive advice book for the work-at-home mom, they set out in search
         of a woman who could lead by example. They were looking for a woman who lives in an immaculate house, runs a successful home
         business, and has a vibrant marriage and happy, well-adjusted children. A woman who has it all together. Unable to find such
         a woman, they asked me to write this book.
      

      Of course I agreed, not because I think I have all the answers, but because I know so many of you have questions. I hear from
         hundreds of you every day, through the e-mails and messages I get from my Web site, WAHM.com—The Online Magazine for Work-at-Home
         Moms. I believe I have found at least some of the answers (and most of the questions).
      

      I hope you find a few laughs here, maybe a few things that make you think. Working at home may not be for everyone, and it
         isn't always easy, but it certainly has been worth it for me. If you're in the traditional workplace, and if you're happy
         with that, good for you. I'm not here to change your mind. But if you're wondering if there's a better way, if you wish you
         could stay home, I want you to know that you're not alone.
      

      This book is for those of you who are tired of the juggling act and the traditional workplace. If you're ready to make a change,
         it's time to get started. Thinking about it, waiting, and wishing aren't going to make anything happen. It's time to take
         action, and this is the place to start. I will give you a step-by-step plan to help you prepare your budget, decide if working
         at home is right for you, choose a business, get your business started, and make it a success. I hope you will read this book
         as you start your business and return to it from time to time as your business grows. Pick it up when you need support or
         when you need to reaffirm your decision to work at home. It can be done; thousands of women are doing it already, and you
         can be the next success story.
      

      Now that I've been working at home for about seven years, I know that I've made the right decision. I love being home with
         my girls and I can't imagine a “traditional” job that would give me the satisfaction I get from raising them. The good news
         is that motherhood isn't a one-way street. I'm getting back so much more from my role as mom than I'm giving. I know people
         always say that being a parent is the most difficult job there is, and there are challenges, but I can't imagine anything else I'd rather be doing. I really believe I have the best of both worlds.
      

      My younger daughter summed it up for me as she was getting ready for bed one night. She asked me, “Mom, what would you do
         without me?” I thought about our bedtime stories, hugs, “I love Mommy” notes, and the laughs we have together. That night,
         as I watched her sleep, I thought the same thing myself: What would I do without them?
      

      I never saw myself as a stay-at-home mom, but that is what I've become. A stay-at-home mom with a twist—I'm now a work-at-home
         mom. Like millions of women, I've combined a home business with my “housewife” role and now have what I believe to be the
         best of both worlds. I'm home with my kids and I'm still working. What could be better than that? Staying at home with my
         kids isn't a sacrifice for me; it is a joy. Sure, I still have other interests and things I like to do that don't include
         the kids—my home business, for example. But nothing is more important to me than being here for my children. I wouldn't trade
         these days for anything; money, status, titles—none of it means as much to me as my main title, Mom. And judging by the number
         of visitors to WAHM.com and the mail I receive, there are a lot of other moms who agree.
      

   
      1

      The Jungle

      My Life as a Working Mother

      In between cheering for Billy Jean King and singing “I Am Woman,” I went to college and graduated with a double major in math
         and computer science. In keeping with my feminist life course, I had chosen two of the more nontraditional female courses
         of study that I could find. However, I do have to admit that I had also calculated that I would find the most favorable boy/girl
         ratio in my math classes. How's that for sisterhood?
      

      After graduation, I went to work in the avionics department of a large computer company. My main job while there was modeling—no,
         not like Cindy Crawford—I did mathematical modeling of pressure transducers. The avionics group produced computers that are
         used on airplanes—you know, those black boxes you always hear about. Each transducer had slightly different characteristics
         over pressure and temperature ranges, so the flight computers were programmed to adjust for these differences. My job was
         to write software that would “fit” each transducer with an equation that matched its output. To collect data on each unit,
         we would run them through temperatures from minus forty degrees Fahrenheit to about two hundred degrees in huge industrial
         ovens. It was probably my most productive kitchen work to date.
      

      I met my future husband my first week of work. I had had orthodontic surgery a few weeks before I started my new job, so my
         jaw was wired shut and I could only nod and smile.
      

      I was his dream girl.

      By the time the wires came out and I could talk again, it was too late. We were in love. We were married the following year.
         We knew we wanted children right away, maybe two or three. I got pregnant and expected to continue working through my pregnancy
         and then search for day care. I honestly didn't think that I would even consider staying at home. I remember my mom saying
         to me, “Well of course you'll want to stay home with your babies.” And I remember looking at her as if she had sprouted horns.
      

      But life had different plans for us.

      My mother died of breast cancer that summer. When things were looking particularly bad for Mom, her doctor gave her some alternatives.
         She could cease treatment altogether, or they could do more surgery and extend her life for a short while longer, but the
         cancer had gone beyond any hope for a cure.
      

      “Could you keep me alive long enough to see the baby, until October?” she asked the doctor.

      The answer was no, and so with that prognosis, my mom decided that her fight was over. She died June 30. I was six months
         pregnant and at her side when she died. “You are going to be the best mom in the world” were among her last words to me.
      

      A couple months later I went into labor. It was a little early, but my obstetrician didn't seem to be too concerned, even
         when she observed that the baby was breech. Everything switched into high gear. The staff became quiet and efficient, prepped
         me for surgery, and wheeled me in for an emergency C-section. Just before they put me under, the nurse asked, “What would
         you like us to tell your baby when he gets here?”
      

      “Just tell him to be healthy,” I answered.

      Mike arrived at the hospital just after the birth. He was armed with his video camera, ready to tape those first precious
         moments. The nurses met him in the hall with bad news. Our baby boy had just been born and he was going to die. There was
         nothing they could do to save him. His condition was what the medical community calls “incompatible with life.”
      

      There are times in life that you can't possibly be prepared for. The death of a baby is one of those times. They put Mike
         in scrubs and brought him into the delivery room. I was still under anesthesia, so he was alone. The nurses asked if he wanted
         to baptize the baby. He did, but we had decided to wait until we saw our baby before we made a final decision on his name.
         Since I was still asleep, Mike didn't want to make that decision without me. The nurses brought him a bowl of water and Mike
         baptized our baby, saying that we didn't have a name picked out for him yet but that God would know him when he got there.
      

      I was awake by then and the doctor told me the news. I closed my eyes and tried to go back to sleep. It had to be a dream.

      “I don't think she heard you,” the nurse said, “tell her again.”

      So it wasn't a dream.

      “No, I heard.”

      Mike was holding our son, and I got a chance to hold him too before he died. Looking at his precious face and not being able
         to do anything for him was the hardest thing I've ever done. I was his mom. Aren't moms supposed to fix everything for their
         kids? Here I was, a brand-new mom, and I was already screwing up.
      

      The nurses took Polaroids, our minister arrived, we held our baby a little longer, and then they took our son away. I guess
         my mom got to take care of her grandson after all.
      

      Now, even on the craziest days, when the house is a wreck and I have way too much to do, I think back to that day. Having
         held my son as he drew his last breaths, it's pretty hard to get upset about crumbs in the car or fingerprint smudges on the
         windows.
      

      I got pregnant again after several months, and at the end of a stressful, anxious pregnancy, our daughter Nicole was born.
         She was perfect and healthy. I knew then, after all we had been through to have her, that I didn't want to leave her to go
         back to work. But I didn't want to quit working either, so I started searching for alternatives. At first my husband and I
         worked split shifts, and then I did contract engineering work from home for my old employer. I hadn't quite reconciled myself
         to the idea that I might just quit work. I felt that I had invested so much in my education and career; I didn't want to just
         walk away from it all. But even with all our creative scheduling and solutions, I always felt torn. I liked working, and we
         enjoyed the things we could do with the extra income. But when we worked split shifts, my husband and I hardly ever saw each
         other, meeting just for a short baby handoff. I felt that neither one of us could completely devote ourselves to our careers,
         and we were always having to make compromises. When the baby was sick, one of us would take time off. Working overtime was
         out of the question. We were viewed at work as not being completely devoted to the company, and we couldn't completely devote
         ourselves to our home lives either. Mike's boss (who had a stay-at-home wife) even commented that he knew he couldn't count
         on Mike to do after-hours projects because Mike “always had to run off to day care.”
      

      When Nicki was about three, I returned to work full-time. Even after everything we had been through, I couldn't become “just”
         a mom. Whenever I thought about staying home, I could hear Helen Reddy and Billie Jean King in the back of my mind saying
         “After all we've done for you, this is the thanks we get?” I read all the books, the articles, the magazines; I watched the
         TV interviews. If other working mothers were successfully “having it all,” then I wanted to have it all too. So we hired a
         nanny—she was a friend of the family and Nicki loved her. We then licensed our home for child care, and our nanny took care
         of a couple neighborhood children too. Nicki got to stay home every day, and she had her friends over every day to play too.
         But I still wasn't happy with someone other than me taking care of my daughter for the majority of her waking hours. We continued
         to try to have another child, but after more losses, a total of six pregnancies and only one living child, we just couldn't
         do it anymore. We decided that Nicki would be an only child.
      

      In 1992 my husband got a job offer that moved us from Minnesota to California. Nicki started kindergarten that year, and then
         I found a job with a software company. With Nicki in school, I assumed that fitting a full-time work schedule into our daily
         routines would be easier. It wasn't. There were still sick days, school holidays—tons of school holidays—business trips. I
         learned the language of school calendars, minimum days, superminimum days, supersecret minimum days. It took a personal computer
         just to keep track of when I was supposed to do drop-offs and pickups. The stress of it all was hard on the three of us, and
         still neither Mike nor I could fully devote ourselves to either our careers or the family. We searched for balance, but it
         was elusive. Nicki was growing up so quickly, and I was sad that I was still missing so much of her life.
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      Living in California gave us a new appreciation for the natural lifestyle, and we decided to forgo chemical birth control
         in favor of a more natural calendar-watching method, using condoms during the “danger days.” I decided I'd just pick some
         up where I always shop—the warehouse shopping club. Of course, one can't buy just one or two of anything at the warehouse
         store, so my only choice was a case of condoms. Twelve boxes, 12 condoms in each… sounded about right to me! The young cashier
         couldn't believe I was buying 144 condoms and set them aside until everything else had been rung up.
      

      She held them up high for the entire line behind me to see and said, “These aren't—like—yours, are they?”
      

      Yes, you little vixen, they were indeed mine.

      But I might as well have—like—given them to her, because a month later I was pregnant again. And after an anxious nine months, we prepared to deliver another
         beautiful, healthy little girl. I investigated the maternity policy at my new job and we checked out local child-care alternatives.
         We were so far away from our old friends and family, and I couldn't imagine leaving my new baby with a stranger. Maybe this
         time I would stay home for good.
      

      But even though Mike had a good job, we had set up our household budget based on two incomes, and given the cost of living
         in California, it was difficult to see how we could possibly get by on just one. We put the decision on hold and agreed that
         we would decide for sure one way or another after the baby was born.
      

      Then the roller coaster began again. I had a C-section scheduled for a Friday morning, and Mike had to go out of town for
         work, but he was due to return Thursday. My mother-in-law was arriving from Florida on Wednesday.
      

      Now, I love my mother-in-law as much as the next woman, but we are about as different as we can be. She is an old-world Greek
         mom—she takes great pride in caring for her family, and she's great at it. When she's visiting us, all Mike has to do is clear
         his throat and she leaps to her feet to get him a glass of water. His tummy rumbles and she's preparing a five-course meal.
         The two words I hear most often when she stays with us are “Poor Mike.”
      

      As usual, I had planned on transforming myself into a whirlwind cleaning machine the day before she arrived. So when I would
         normally have cleaned the bathroom on Saturday, I figured I'd leave it and clean everything on Tuesday. Then the whole house
         would be really fresh and clean on Wednesday when she arrived. Right? Wrong.
      

      Nicki had a Softball game that Monday night and she just wasn't herself. It was an incredibly hot day, so her extreme thirst
         didn't seem that unusual. But she had to go to the bathroom so often—before her Softball game, during the third and fifth
         innings, and again after the game. Now, that was unusual.
      

      My hypochondriac hobby was about to pay off. The late nights I'd spent reading over symptoms and diseases would finally be
         put to use. Extreme thirst and frequent urination sounded like diabetes to me. I stopped at the drugstore on our way home
         from the game and picked up some test strips that would check for sugar in her urine.
      

      Positive.

      I called the doctor and was advised to bring her in to the office the next morning to confirm the test. Again, positive. “Go
         home and pack a bag, then go straight to the hospital,” I was told. “She will have to be admitted, and she'll be there about
         a week.”
      

      “But—I'm going to have a baby on Friday—I have to clean today!” I wanted to say. The doctor didn't care, and of course I knew
         that we had no choice. Nicki had to be hospitalized, and our lives would never be the same. Just how much they would change,
         I had no idea.
      

      What a week that was. I spent the last three nights of my pregnancy sleeping in a chair at Nicki's bedside. The whole family
         had to learn how to draw up insulin, give shots, and prick her little fingers for blood tests. We had to learn the complicated
         system of keeping her blood sugar in normal ranges: how to balance her diet, activity, and insulin, and walk the tightrope
         between high and low blood sugar—the routine that would be part of our lives from then on. Nicki did so well that her doctor
         agreed to release her from the hospital on Friday.
      

      Of course our baby wasn't being delivered at the same hospital—that would have been too convenient. So before dawn on Friday
         morning, Mike and his mom came to the hospital, his mom stayed with Nicki, we drove back across town, had a baby, Mike drove
         back to get Nicki and his mom, and they all came back across town to meet our newest family member, Danielle. Nicki wasn't
         used to anyone but me giving her shots or doing her blood tests, so I was motivated to get home as soon as possible. Even
         after the C-section I was up and around the first night, and we were all home again by Sunday morning. I knew then that there
         was no way I would be able to go back to work. The decision had been made for us—I would stay home with the girls. I was determined
         to make “mom” my number one job. I was needed at home, and home is where I wanted to be. Nicki was going to be all right.
         We would all be all right, I would see to it.
      

      I had just one nagging question in the back of my mind. How would we pay the bills?
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