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Introduction
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Put your feet up, ladies, because you’re in for a treat. This book is for lovely mums everywhere and that includes you. Yes, you! Who else dishes out her love by the bucketload? Who else provides a constant flow of solace, cuddles and advice? Who else can banish nightmares with the touch of her hand? And let’s face it, when it comes to juggling time, balancing plates and pulling stuff out of a hat at a moment’s notice, no one else even comes close.


It makes you wonder where the world would be without mums. Weirdly empty, for starters, because there would be no human race. No mother love, no mother comfort, no mother tongue, no mother’s ruin! There’s a very strong chance there wouldn’t be any sticky toffee pudding, either. Life simply wouldn’t be worth living!


Since ancient times, the cult of motherhood has been celebrated across the globe. Classical paintings and sculptures in every culture depict saintly mums cradling, sheltering and protecting their young. You don’t see many iconic images of them dashing to do the school run, putting in a full day’s work, tripping over the vacuum cleaner, burning the tea, arguing with teenagers, taking elderly parents shopping, soothing hubby’s ego or keeling over with exhaustion, but there you go. Life was a lot simpler back then, apparently.


This, then, is our testament to mums and motherhood, where we share the highs and lows of being a parent, from the moment of conception to the day the kids fly the nest – and way, way beyond. Here’s where we remember our own mums’ efforts (legends, all of them!), cringe at childhood memories, hold forth on how to keep the kids in line, discuss the lot of the working mum, try to include dads in the whole parenting debate (sigh!) and think back to when we first learnt about the birds and the bees. What, you thought we wouldn’t be talking about sex, for once? Do us a favour! This book covers all things relating to maternal matters, no holds barred!


It’s full of the strong opinions you’ve come to expect from your favourite loose ladies, along with all the wit, wisdom and wackiness that tends to go along with them. Here are Coleen, Denise, Sherrie, Carol, Lynda, Jane, Lisa, Zoë, Andrea and Kate at their sharpest best, at their gooey, softest worst, and everything in between! Some of us may not be mums, but that doesn’t mean we don’t have forceful views on matriarchy! Take it from us; this is the complete motherlode.


It’s not always easy being a mum. But it can be a lot of fun. Either way, we wouldn’t swap it for the world. (Apart from those of us who don’t actually have kids, or want them, thank you very much!) And we love our own mums beyond belief, even when they’re driving us insane with their eccentricities. Actually, especially then! Those of us whose mothers are no longer with us still really, really miss them. After all, no one can replace your mum. There’s simply no one like her. Can you think of anyone else who would have gazed into your squidged-up, wonky face on the day you were born and thought they were seeing an angel?


So this book is dedicated to wonderful mums everywhere, with the utmost respect and admiration. Along with a dash of cheek, a splash of sauce and a whoops, I burnt the sausages!










Pregnancy and Babies
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It all starts so well, doesn’t it? What could be better than a roll in the hay, a playful romp between the sheets? Next comes the wonderful news that you’re expecting a baby! Nothing could be more exciting; everything is going swimmingly. But suddenly you find yourself feeling sick, tired and grumpy, and people keep mistaking you for Willy the Whale. Grrr! Then the contractions come, you’re wondering what hit you, and bang! – you’re weeping with joy and love over your very own weeny Winston Churchill. So do you deserve special treatment through this weird and wonderful time? And is it the be-all and end-all? What’s best, boy or girl – or would you just be better off getting a dog?


* * *


The fun part


I always wanted ten kids, but then I realised what you had to do to get them and I thought, actually, no! Coleen


 


I’ve never looked at a bloke I’ve gone out with and thought: I love you so much, I want to have your babies. But I’ve often looked at a bloke and thought, I want us to do what you do to try and have babies! Carol


 


I didn’t plan Matthew. I simply became ­pregnant early on in my marriage to Tim. After he was born, I wasn’t very well, so we weren’t going to have any more. Then, aged about ninety-seven, Louis was another wonderful suprise! Denise


* * *
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A whale of a time


When I was pregnant, I decided that I was the only pregnant woman in the world. I felt that special. I thought, no one can do this like I can. This was in the early stages. In the latter stages, with Ciara, I was brought back for a scan at five months because they said it must be twins – and it wasn’t. People would come up and say, ‘Not long now!’ and I’d say, ‘Another four months, actually.’ All I was missing was a trunk when I was pregnant! Coleen


 


I was enormous when I was pregnant. Doing the weather at GMTV I blocked most of Ireland and, indeed, parts of Cornwall! Andrea


 


It took me a long time to have Keeley. So when I finally got pregnant, I went out and bought a kaftan at five weeks! ‘What have you got on?’ people asked, especially as I didn’t show until I was about seven months. Then, when I got to seven and a half months, I put on four stone just like that. I could have filled two kaftans!


All I ate was mashed potato and gravy. It was so bad that, after I’d had Keeley, I had nightmares about all this mashed potato running down the street trying to swallow me! So don’t ever get a craving when you’re pregnant, girls, because it will come and get you! Sherrie


* * *


Pregnancy scares


I had Beau at thirty-five and even then I don’t think I was mature enough. I wasn’t even mature enough to check the test you pee on to find out if you’re pregnant. I was so scared that I got Paul to go and check it, so he knew I was pregnant before I did! Lisa


 


While I was pregnant, I did a show at Wembley Arena. On the day of the show, I had a car accident, which really shook me up. Afterwards I thought, I can’t feel the baby kicking, and I got a bit worried. The choreographer said, ‘Right, we’re going to get the doctor in.’ So I had a DIY scan in the dressing­room wearing a pair of sparkly shoes.


 


The runner came up and said, ‘Four minutes until you go on stage!’ They put jelly on my belly and gave me a scan. I heard a heartbeat and burst into tears, because I was so happy. Then I high-fived the runner, legged it onto stage and said, ‘Good evening, Wembley!’ Suddenly all was good in the world. Kate


* * *


Raging hormones


You can’t control your hormones when you’re pregnant, so it can be hard to get a grip on your emotions. You’re feeling things you’ve never felt before; sometimes they’re nice and sometimes they’re not. I was quite stressed, aggressive and angry when I was expecting, partly because I was the size of a house at four months, but also because I just felt tired and grumpy. I remember asking to go for a wee in a shop once. 


 


‘No, sorry,’ the woman said nastily.


 


‘Hello?’ I said, pointing to my pregnant belly. ‘I really need to go.’


 


‘No, it’s staff only,’ she said.


‘Scuse me!’ I shouted, and then we had this big argument that I would never normally have got involved in! Zoë


 


I haven’t had a baby, but I do understand the hormone thing, obviously. As any woman who’s ever had PMT knows, even though you’re kind of aware of what’s going on, you can’t control it, which makes you even angrier. I accept that, but I do sometimes think that pregnant women think that they can behave in an exceptional way, just because they’re pregnant. I know a lot of women who behave as though they’re the first woman in the whole wide world to get pregnant and have a baby. That’s fair enough, because it is a miracle happening and it might be the first time they’ve ever done it, but they seem to want special treatment, which isn’t fair. Carol


 


Would you give your seat up for a ­pregnant woman? Zoë


 


No, because you’re not ill, you’re pregnant! Excuse me, you’re not an OAP, you’re not disabled; you’re just pregnant. Hang on, I pay for my seat too! Carol


 


It’s not a pretty thought, but I would like to sneak into Carol’s bedroom in the middle of the night with a turkey baster and make her pregnant! I really, really would! Denise


 


Yeurch!!!! Carol


* * *


The really difficult bit


For the majority of women, childbirth is painful. If you don’t believe it, get hold of your bottom lip and try stretching it over your head! Coleen


 


I’m sure childbirth is not a nice thing to go through. But what I don’t understand is, once you’ve been through it, why do you have to go on about it all the time? Sherrie’s daughter Keeley was born twenty-five years ago and Sherrie’s still going on about how painful the birth was! Carol


 


I had the most wonderful pregnancy. I was very big – I put on four stone – but it didn’t worry me. I was as happy as the day is long. My problem came when I went to have Keeley, because I got to the hospital and these funny pains came. I thought, what’s that? I had more contractions and I cried out, ‘Oh my God, what’s this? I’m not having this pain! I’m not having this baby!’ The hormones make you insane. So at twelve o’clock, I put my coat on and got my bag and started to leave. Luckily, a nurse came running after me and took me up in the lift to the birthing room, where they lay me down and gave me pethidine. So everything was fine and happy in the end! Sherrie


 


When my mum was in labour, she went on the bus to the hospital, because my dad was at work. In those days, men didn’t come in for the birth. My dad just got a phone call to say, ‘There’s another one! Clear the drawer out.’ I really was stuck in a drawer; how bad was that? Not that bad, I suppose, as long as they didn’t shut it. Maybe that’s what happened to me – lack of oxygen! I said, ‘I hope I was top drawer, not bottom drawer, Mother!’ Coleen


 


I have a feeling that many men don’t want to watch their partner giving birth. ‘You must, if you love me!’ the woman says. But if they don’t really want to and afterwards they have this image in their heads that they can’t dispel, it may make lovemaking that much more difficult for them.


 


Either way, this is the time that things start to go wrong in the bedroom in a lot of marriages. That period when the children are young, and the mother is focused totally on them, is bloody hard. It should be discussed more, so that it can be sorted out. Lynda


 


When I gave birth, I felt like a Supermum. I felt like I was the only woman who had ever given birth. I wanted a podium, the National Anthem and a medal. Coleen


* * *


Baby love


I don’t think anyone can explain the fear that you feel from the moment your baby is born and they hand it to you. It’s terrifying when you go home for the first time and you’re left on your own. Shane Junior was a nightmare to get to sleep and when he finally started sleeping, I’d be so relieved. But then I’d start listening for his breaths and worrying. Is he breathing? I’d take the blankets off to check and he’d start crying again! And I’d think, oh God! Here we go again! Coleen


 


When Keeley was born, they put her face next to mine. I heard the midwife say, ‘Now that’s true love.’ And it’s been true love ever since. Sherrie


 


Those first moments as you’re leaving the hospital with your baby in her carrycot are very strange. You’ve got a baby there and you don’t quite know how it got there! You think someone’s going to come up to you and say, ‘What are you doing with that baby?’ Lisa


 


Babies make a horrible noise. They’re angry, because they don’t want to come out of that cosy, comfy little place. As soon as they get out, they’re like, ‘PUT ME BACK IN!’ Carol


* * *


Cutie pies


I don’t think all babies are cute, especially not when they’ve just come out. It takes time to grow into your face. I’m still waiting! But I am polite when proud parents show me pictures of their baby and say, ‘Isn’t he lovely?’ ‘Yeah!’ I say, because they’re full of happiness and I don’t want to ruin the moment by saying, ‘Actually, he looks like Charlie Drake!’ Lisa


 


You know the saying: ‘Every cockroach looks lovely to its mother!’ Lynda


 


People always think their own babies are cute and I think you’re obliged to go, ‘Aaaw, isn’t it lovely?’ even when you don’t know what ‘it’ is. So I do, I say, ‘Aaaw!’ Then I say, ‘Right, can I stop now?’ and walk off! Carol


 


Don’t forget that some people are beautiful when they’re little and horrible when they grow up! Lynda


 


My niece won’t mind me saying this, but she was very ugly when she was a baby! My sister sent me a photograph of her and I honestly couldn’t stop laughing. (She grew up to be a gorgeous girl – she’s fifteen now.)


 


I was working as a producer on The Big Breakfast at the time. I thought, this is a really good idea! Let’s get people to send in pictures of their ugly babies, or ugly photos of themselves as babies. We could not believe the response. We had thousands. We used to open up sacks of baby pictures in the production office and laugh all day long. People loved it. We put all the pictures up on a big board, the viewers voted for their favourites and the ten winners came in, as grown-ups. Honestly, it went down a storm! Carol


 


Sometimes little babies are quirky looking and that’s what makes them so adorable. I love it when they have little orang-utan bits of hair sticking out on top of their heads! Andrea


* * *
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Assisted conception


Having kids by IVF is quite a good idea. You miss out the middleman and still get the kids! Coleen


 


I think IVF is a massive business that preys on vulnerable, desperate women. Carol


 


As much as I slag off my children, bless ’em, I always wanted kids when I was growing up. If I couldn’t have had them, I would have gone through anything, so I think it’s a miracle that doctors can give couples IVF treatment. Coleen


 


I’ve never had that absolute longing for a baby, but I know many people who have. To take the hope of having a baby away from them would be heartless, so I think IVF should always be available on the NHS. Jane


* * *


Superannuated mums


A dear friend of mine has been trying for a baby for over ten years, by every route possible, and is now, at fifty-one, having her first baby via egg donation. This woman is a powerhouse, a dynamo. She and her husband are loving and committed; I think they’re going to be the most incredible parents. Their baby is due any week now.


 


I was thinking about my friend when I was doing my big shop yesterday. There was a woman in her twenties in front of me who had obviously just had a baby, but you could see that she was a lady of size even before the baby came along. She was so unhealthy that even unloading her shopping onto the conveyor belt was making her breathless. I thought, hang on a minute. Who’s a fitter candidate for motherhood? My friend at fifty-one or this young lady whose trolley showed me exactly why she is the way she is? Kate
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