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This is more of an apology than a dedication, to both of our incredible mums. We’re sorry you’re going to have to read about our sex lives. We love you very much.
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Introduction


Writing a book was not something either of us imagined we would ever do. But then again, neither was starting a podcast, getting to travel the globe as best friends or sharing our dreadful one-night-stand stories with the world. But if this has taught us anything, it’s that life is unexpected and you just have to roll with it all anyway.


Our friendship has always been about sharing our highs and lows, and supporting one another no matter what – finding the balance between tough love when it’s needed, never meeting the other with judgement and always being there to pick up the pieces without an ‘I told you so’ in sight.


Our podcast even came about from one of those moments in life when you suddenly find yourself truly on your knees. One evening in May 2019, while deeply enthralled in an episode of Ozark, Lindsey’s phone lit up. Though Lindsey wouldn’t interrupt her evenings to look at her phone for many people, Lizzy is, of course, one of the exceptions. The text read: ‘I have a question, and you are 100 per cent the best person to ask for this. Have you ever given someone a blow job when you have tonsillitis? If anyone in the world has, it’ll be you.’


Firstly, charming! Secondly, yes, she had come to the right person. The answer was yes, Lindsey had indeed, and a) it causes pain and b) we assume a mix of bacteria that would rival any antibiotic. Lindsey replied and said #thingsyoucantaskyermum.


So this is how tonsillitis and blow jobs led us to create our podcast Things You Can’t Ask Yer Mum, which we have built into a safe space where we talk through our own experiences of love, grief, self-doubt and everything in between, in the hope that listeners will feel connected to themselves and to us. We wanted to show that you are absolutely not alone in your feelings, thoughts or medical scenarios (just wait until you hear about the time Lindsey’s sexual antics resulted in her hands swelling up to three times their usual size).


And so the hashtag that launched a thousand podcast episodes (not quite, but you get the gist) has transformed again – into our first book. A place for us to write down those pearls of wisdom for all of you, so many of which have been inspired by our audience and the questions we have been asked over the years. It’s made us realize how similar everyone’s thoughts and feelings can be, despite the specific differences in everyone’s circumstances. Which certainly helped us to feel less alone too! Our experiences are recorded from two different perspectives, through tears, beers and laughing until no noise would leave our bodies. Next, we wanted to extend our beloved Things You Can’t Ask Yer Mum community to the page, so we could give you something physical to provide comfort, laughs and the advice and learnings we all seek at one stage in our life or another.


‘We built our podcast and this book off the back of true love, the kind of true love you can’t find in a romantic partner, only in a true friend.’


We are different in how we deal with things, which is what makes this book the equivalent of the varied advice you look for when you decide the WhatsApp group is the place to share your woes instead of seeking just one person’s take on a situation. Lizzy likes to write everything down, explore every possibility and angle, and discuss the same topic over and over until we can speak of it no more. Lindsey, on the other hand, likes to burn sage on a full moon and make decisions on impulse (if the moon allows, of course). The differences between us are what have made our friendship so balanced; it’s how we complement one another and learn from each other, and this is what we want to impart to you. The chance to see it all in black and white, to return to this book over and over again when you need it (as per Lizzy’s coping mechanisms) and also to understand that life is taking you on the path that is meant for you, no matter how scary it feels at times (as per Lindsey’s impulses, which have always landed her on her feet, and sometimes even when it wasn’t a full moon!).


After all, opposites attract, as they say. We built our podcast and this book off the back of true love, the kind of true love you can’t find in a romantic partner, only in a true friend. We’ve weathered some huge storms together and we’d like to think that this book will reassure you in times of self-doubt, give you hope when you’re gripped by heartbreak and be a best mate to lean on when the proverbial shit hits the fan. And most importantly, we know you’re likely to follow your heart with all of your decisions, so if we’re the friend you text saying, ‘Thank you for your advice, I went and did the total opposite,’ we will still be here without a shred of judgement (maybe an eye roll, at most).


‘To provide comfort, laughs and the advice and learnings we all seek.’


Each chapter of this book offers two sides to the story. A section written by Lindsey and one by Lizzy. We will discuss certain topics together at certain points, or offer you some practical advice. But the main thing we want you to be able to take away is two different experiences of each part of life.


An important note to end on: HOW you read this book will be the deciding factor in if you are more Camp Lizzy or Camp Lindsey. A book read by Lindsey looks like it has been through the washing machine, pages turned down, dog-eared and spine broken. A book read by Lizzy looks exactly the same as it did when the first page was read – completely pristine. So either make a mental note of the pages you want to return to without defacing them or write every thought and feeling you have in every bit of white space and fold down every page. The point is that this book is for YOU, whoever you are, whatever you identify with and whatever point you’re at in life. Enjoy it, savour it, return to it and maybe don’t lend it to your mum …





CHAPTER 1


Friendship


We have to start the book here, with friendship, as so many great things would never have happened if we hadn’t met and become friends. We have been friends for eight years now, after meeting through work during London Fashion Week (we were actually sat in a pub, so it wasn’t quite as glamorous as that might sound!). Both hailing from the north of England, we instantly got on.


Lizzy was in Manchester then and Lindsey moved to London from Preston after a big break up (which we will of course be discussing later in this book) so, over the next four years, our friendship grew slowly, though it became stronger in the six months before Lizzy’s own break up. Firstly it withstood a trip to Copenhagen in January, where Lindsey complained about the cold endlessly, only to then instantly complain she was too hot as soon as she was back inside. That first trip we ever did together was filled with laughter and a new appreciation for Miss Holland’s diva alter-ego that specifically comes out on planes, at extreme temperatures or when she has to carry a heavy bag.


Later that same year we went to Berlin, where Lizzy first opened up to Lindsey about her own relationship doubts. This was the beginning of the end of her first long-term love. It was the first time Lizzy had ever spoken openly to someone about it; she’d been trying to tell herself that everything was fine. She began by saying, ‘And I know it’s totally normal to feel this way …’ only to see Lindsey’s face tell her everything she needed to know. In the most balanced and gentle way, that slowly lets someone stare reality in the face, Lindsey kindly put it into words: it wasn’t normal; the feelings likely wouldn’t go away and there was more waiting for Lizzy out there. It was the beginning of a whole new connection between us, where we knew we would always be met with honesty and love, no matter what the issue was.


Lizzy’s relationship finally ended about six months later, after which she moved to London and our friendship flourished even more. In the years since then, there have been countless trips filled with amazing memories – booking flights to the wrong airport in the Caribbean, Lizzy crying all night on a drunken New York night out and ruining Lindsey’s silk blouse with her tears and some excellent wing-woman moments from Lindsey. Plus plenty of amazing moments closer to home, too. We have held each other through relationship problems, break ups, grief and the career highs and lows that seem relentless at times. We have learned so much from one another and very regularly say to each other, ‘GOOD GOD! Imagine the state I would be in if I didn’t have you.’ We know how lucky we are to have a friendship like this, so in this chapter we will share with you how we built it and nurtured it, as well as, by way of contrast, the not-so-successful experiences we have had in other friendships over the years.


‘Friendships can be hard work; they can be testing, and the good ones are often hard to find.’







Letters between best friends


Dear Lindsey,


To say that I would be lost without you would be an understatement. I have lost count of how many times I have messaged you asking for advice about one thing or another. We haven’t gone a day without speaking in years now and I really hope we don’t any time soon (please don’t block me no matter how many times I ask you the same questions!).


You have taught me so, so much. The power of unwavering loyalty and the respect that deserves. The importance of going the extra mile for people without expecting anything in return. The different ways you can always offer an ear to someone – a shoulder to cry on, a phone number to send a very long voice note to. You are always there for people in a way I admire so much and anyone who knows you personally will nod along as they read this because at some point they too will have been on the receiving end of your selflessness.


However, you have a very large ego as it is so now I must take you down a peg or two! You are truly a nightmare to travel with at times. How many times have I given up the window seat on the plane? Listened to you complain about being even one degree above or below your desired temperature? Carried the heavier bag because I could sense a strop coming on at a time it would be best to keep your shit together? And yet I can safely say, I wouldn’t change any of it and there is no one else I would rather travel the world with. (But I would like the window seat just ONCE!)


We have built a friendship on so much mutual respect and effort. It’s been made easier by the fact we are both very, very funny and give one another the appreciation our jokes deserve. But I will always be grateful for the number of times you have been at the end of the phone for me. Have hugged me on the sofa as I sobbed over a broken heart. Have offered the same advice over and over again when I need to talk through the same problem one more time. How many times you have helped my six-pack along by making me laugh so much. Have come and just sat in my house to keep me company on the days I needed it. And have planned trips and getaways when you could sense how much I was struggling with something.


We both know exactly what to say to each other and when. How to comfort one another when the response ‘Yeah, I’m OK’ really means we are NOT OK and are in fact sat at home feeling like our life is crashing down around us. Sometimes I will be on the brink of some sort of breakdown and my phone will light up with a ‘Lizzy-loo, how are you doing?’ It’s like we are in sync.


Thank you for everything; I think you’re most likely my soul mate and I am just sorry I don’t fancy you.


Lizzy xx










Dear Lizzy,


There is nobody quite like you, Lizzy – a woman still in her twenties with the wisdom of someone who has lived a lifetime. You show it in your ability to be pragmatic at times when I’m at my most impulsive. And it comes out in your softness and equally the hard edge that surrounds you when you need to protect yourself and those around you – i.e., me. I have never met someone so unassuming in their intelligence, kindness or beauty.


I have loved travelling the world with you. (Though thanks for throwing me and my high-maintenance ways under the bus, mate.) You have taught me how to slow down, how to take things more softly and even how to accept myself and those around me, no matter what the issue. And regardless of the Leo inside me wanting to tear things down.


You can’t cook. But you’re getting better. You’ve not managed to poison me yet but you have made me eat tea from the floor after you cooked it then threw it all over the kitchen by accident. I have a video of this which shall continue to be shared as a bi-annual reminder.


Our friendship is my favourite thing. We never pass judgement on one another but give each other our honest opinions, good or hard, filled with love and support.


Countless times we have sobbed on each other’s shoulders over one heartbreak or another and I wouldn’t want a soggy collar or mascara-stained silk shirt from anybody else. You calm down my fire and I’m pissed off because it’s making me a better person (I already thought I was quite good).


Love,


Linds xx









LIZZY ON Friendships



I truly believe that friendships are the foundation of so much happiness in life and should therefore be given as much priority as a romantic relationship. When I look around at my friends, I realize that they have facilitated more personal growth and understanding than any man I have had in my life and have always done so with the utmost patience and understanding. The way women understand other women is something I will always be in awe of.


But, that being said, friendships can be hard work; they can be testing, and the good ones are often hard to find. As you get older and have a stronger sense of yourself, it can be harder to find yourself among like-minded people. Especially when we feel that everyone has their friendship groups sorted already. What makes those bonds so strong can also make them seen intimidating and impenetrable if you’re stood on the outside.


We learn this feeling as early as primary school, when we become aware of cliques, the concept of popularity and how important it is to feel like you have your own group around you to provide that vital sense of acceptance and belonging. I will never forget the first day of secondary school when I struck my initial bond with my friend Katie, who is still one of my closest friends. We were both hovering on the outskirts of the friendship between the two ‘popular girls’, neither of us being fully accepted into the already very tight-knit pairing. One day on the locker corridor, we found ourselves in fits of laughter together over something and from that moment a friendship was made. It was so exhilarating. I was more excited to go to school after that and to make plans (via our mums, who in turn have remained very good friends) for the weekends. It was literally life-changing as it was the start of a friendship that has been in my life from that day on. The intimidating and self-conscious feeling of being on the outside of the initial popular group compared to the warmth and happiness of being on the inside of my own group (albeit just the two of us!) is a distinction I think we all learn early on in life and one that stays with us throughout adulthood.


Lots of good comes from this process. When making the effort to meet new people as an adult, you begin to learn more about what your ‘type’ is in a friendship. We all know the feeling of meeting someone and just thinking, ‘Thank you, but no’. They can be perfectly polite and kind and it really is nothing they have done, they are just not your person. And chances are you won’t be theirs either. In my experience, that moment when you first recognize the feeling I’ve just described marks an empowering shift between wanting to make any friendship work – such as in the early high school days when you’re all thrown in together – to realizing you get a choice in the matter and can actually bypass the people to whom you don’t want to give your time. When you start to find the good ones, if you put the right amount of energy into those friendships and give them time and love to make them grow, you will be onto a winning combination.


Onto the matter of actually meeting these good ones. As an adult, this can feel tricky. Throughout school and university, we are thrown together with groups of new people with whom we have guaranteed common ground – you are often from similar backgrounds, might have grown up in the same place, are studying the same thing – and you don’t have to find time for each other because your daily life revolves around shared activities. While you still have those outsider moments, it’s easier to find your group because there are a lot of people in the same place to choose from. As you slip into the terrifying realm of adulthood, you see what a privilege that was at about the same time you realize it probably won’t happen that way again and now it will take some effort to meet new people. A ball ache, I know.


I think it’s a generally accepted idea that when you’re single and wanting to date, you’re open to new things, saying yes, and you have an invisible green light on that says: ‘YES, I WOULD LIKE TO MEET YOU’ (maybe not in capitals, that would depend on how long it was since you last had sex). I think it can work the same way with friendships too (not the sex part), when you turn on a green light that says: ‘YES, I WANT TO MEET NEW PEOPLE.’ Now, I think I may need to go and invent these lights so we can have them in a literal sense, but in the meantime the equivalent is to say yes to as much as possible – and be vulnerable.


As I get older, I see the importance of being vulnerable more and more. Say to someone, ‘I would love to come out with you and your friends this weekend if it wouldn’t be intrusive and you think we might get on. I would love to meet some new people.’ You have to be prepared to accept their response and trust their judgement on the matter, but with that mindset you only need a small handful of friends as a gateway to more friendships. Equally, make sure you are making the effort to connect people, too. As with lots of things, you get back what you put in – and connecting people you know will get on will make your and their life much easier when it comes to making new friends.


‘Showing up and truly being yourself can be scary; if you suffer rejection, when you are doing your best, it’s the ultimate kick in the teeth.’


Vulnerability is so important within the friendships you forge, too, just as with any relationship. It can be very scary but for me, being honest and open with my friends has been the stepping stone to me being a bit better at being vulnerable overall. When you are true to yourself and learn that doing that can make you feel safe and accepted, it creates such a healthy space for open conversations and trust. Though it’s also important to remember that not every friendship in your life has to be the same: some involve speaking every day and sharing all aspects of your life, others only really exist once a month over a wine, some even less frequently than that. But no matter what form the friendship takes, the thing is that you do what you can to give the other person what they need in that moment, with the trust that they are going to do the same for you. That’s the give and take of being vulnerable with someone and it’s joyful when you find yourself with a handful of friendships like that in your life.


That said, showing up and truly being yourself can be scary; if you suffer rejection when you are being authentic and doing your best, it’s the ultimate kick in the teeth. Or at the time it is, anyway – in the long run it will be the best thing that can happen. Because if you have that feeling over and over again in a friendship, you need to be able to recognize it and act, because that is a major sign of a toxic friendship. Though removing yourself from it is often just as painful as extracting yourself from the throes of a toxic romance, with the heartbreak and all. Often it takes a while to see the negative effects that someone you count as a friend is having on you. My experiences with friendships that have turned toxic have always involved a slow burn of self-doubt. A friendship that starts strong feels like an exciting new connection, only this time, something turns sour.


Many friendships have their ups and downs, with expectations being met or not, and sometimes it’s a case of getting into the flow of understanding how much time you have for one another at a particular stage of your life. As friends, we have to be understanding of someone else’s circumstances – like when you want to see them every night of the week but the selfish cow has gone and gotten a new job or boyfriend who is taking up all her time! How dare she?! These forks in the road happen in all friendships and yet are easily navigated through honest and kind communication if you’re in a healthy space too. The truly toxic ones, however, are never as straightforward as this. Nor are the issues caused by circumstances and changes in life – they will feel consistently shit no matter what is going on because generally that person might just be a bit shit.


In my experience, the telltale signs of a friendship that is turning bad are often quite subtle. For me, one was feeling I was in a very unhealthy trap of constant comparison. It’s very normal to compare yourself to your peers and while we all have the odd day of feeling like we’re falling behind compared to others, a more constant nagging, negative feeling of comparison could be a sign that someone is making comments to make you feel this way. As I said, this can be very subtle, which makes it very hard to pinpoint what is actually happening, beyond just the feeling of discomfort you’re experiencing.


Here’s an example. I once met up with a friend after I had fake tanned; she commented on it straight away, finishing with, ‘God, I would never fake tan, I just go so brown naturally.’ It was such a small thing, but when these sorts of subtly undermining comments come thick and fast, they build up and make you really doubt yourself – but only in comparison to them and their choices. They are making you feel this way and building on your doubt!


The trickiest thing with this is that the comments are usually such small things that you can easily brush them aside as you being petty or oversensitive. But if this feeling is cropping up week after week, day after day, then you’re not. In this particular friendship, I didn’t really speak about it to anyone for a while. It was my boyfriend at the time who pointed it out when he said to me, ‘Liz, whenever you go and spend time with her, you come home and you worry and talk about things I have never known you to really care about before.’ Lightbulb moment! I didn’t care about this stuff (fake tan all you like, ladies) – what was bothering me was this person making me doubt my own taste/opinions/work … the list went on. And all through very subtle putdowns and comments, which were then accumulating to something much bigger. I still felt like this person was a good friend to me, who I didn’t want to lose, though of course eventually the friendship did end – and I have never looked back.


‘Be vulnerable and notice the effect it has.’


Incidentally, this person had many other friendship fallouts. I was aware of them at the time and thought it was just bad luck or other people’s wrong-doings, as she was a good mate as far as I was concerned! But of course as time went on it became quite clear that she was the common denominator in all of these friendship break ups and would continue to be long after our friendship had run its course.


Ultimately, this girl made me feel small and not good enough, which can of course also happen as a result of far less subtle behaviour: being deliberately excluded, being made to feel you’re being spoken about behind your back, being left wondering what you’ve done wrong with no one offering an explanation. These situations and feelings are always caused by someone who is keeping the upper hand, wanting to maintain a queen bee position – it’s all shit and, quite frankly, a form of bullying. So if you read this and thought of someone in your life who is ticking these boxes – get rid. You’re better off without them and, importantly, the way you are being made to feel is absolutely not a reflection of you. It’s them.
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