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For Erin and Ethan.
Love you mostest.




Hello!


In 2013 I decided to start a blog. As a tired mum to a baby and a toddler, I began shouting into the black void of the internet hoping someone somewhere would shout back at me. I wanted to feel that the way I looked, the way I parented and the way I felt about my relationship was normal. As it was so very different to the online world that portrayed motherhood as perfect.


This book of poems will hopefully make you go, ‘it’s not just me!’ and is best read hiding in the bathroom with a pack of biscuits and a huge mug of tea. I hope they make you giggle and realise that sometimes being ordinary can be extraordinary.


Emma


@brummymummyof2




Wait
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I look at your face


And you look at me


I sniff your soft head


As you bounce on my knee


I hold your chubby fingers


And count your tiny toes


I kiss your rosebud lips


And tap your turned-up nose


You do a little burp


I pretend it was a smile


I really should put you down


But let’s sit here for a while.




A Baby Poo Haiku


A poo is brewing


Your little face strains in pain


BOOM! An explosion.




Who is Most Tired?


‘I’m most tired,’ you sadly say.


‘No, you’re not. Not a chance. No way!


‘It’s really me who needs to sleep,’


he starts to rock and gently weep.


‘I don’t believe you. I was up all night.’


‘You’re so f*cking wrong. It is I who is right.’


You look at each other. So knackered and broken,


arguing over who first was woken.


You have a think. And become inspired


to just yell louder . . . ‘I AM MOST TIRED!’




Mum Crush
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There’s one thing I always think about when I watch kids’ TV:


‘Do you think that presenter would fancy me?’


I like to think he would, and that he’d sweep me off my feet –


In The Night Garden, where we’d first meet.


He would look at my tired face and in a sexy voice say,


‘You knackered-looking mums really make my day.


‘When I’m talking about Peppa, I’m thinking about you,


‘you’re in my heart, when I’m singing about poo.’


Daddy Pig shouts ‘OINK’ and I snap back to reality.


I stare at the telly. He stares back at me.


He’s dancing around now, but I’m sure he just gave me a smile?


That’s the most action this mum has seen in a while . . .




Parenting-life in Limericks
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There was a young woman called Mum,


who always awoke before the sun,
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