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How to Use This Ebook


Select one of the chapters from the main contents list and you will be taken straight to that chapter.


Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related sections.




Deciding to have a child – it’s momentous.
It is to decide forever to have your heart go
walking outside your body.


Elizabeth Stone


(Nice quote but you’d die if that happened, Liz.)
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I took my four-and-a-half-year-old daughter to meet some friends of mine the other day. We hadn’t seen each other for a while and they asked how family life was going. I started to tell them that things were great and this was my favourite age so far – they’re like your little mate but really they’re still a baby. I explained how she seems too little to start ‘big school’ in September.


I was distracted mid-sentence as we’d reached a pond. I said to my daughter, ‘Ooh, look at all the green slime on the top of the water!’


She rolled her eyes at me, glanced at my friends and said, ‘It’s algae.’


There was a silence. My friends looked at me and smiled sympathetically. This wasn’t the first time I’d seen an expression like that on the faces of adults. In fact, I could write a book about it.


Oh. I have.
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Dear Reader,


My name is Lucy Beaumont. I’m a comedian, a wife and mother. But not necessarily in that order. Five years ago, me and my husband Jon had our first (and only!) child. And along the way, I kept a diary of all my thoughts, feelings and ideas relating to ‘the wonderful adventure of motherhood’. Now with Elsie off at school, life has calmed down a LOT and I’ve had time to look at what I wrote over that time and work out what actually happened over the last five years. Well, all I can say is – BLOODY HELL!


Becoming and then surviving being a first-time mum has been, for me, a bit like performing amateur pantomime on a rollercoaster. So much happened – if you’re a parent, you’ll know all about this – that it’s hard to remember it all. So much of it is SO off the wall that people will never believe you. Or even worse, they won’t be interested. Who wants to hear about other people’s kids, eh?! Well, in writing this book I hope I’ve solved this problem for you. Just give them this book.


The truth is that parenting is random, unpredictable (apart from the completely predictable bits that everyone tells you will happen and you ignore them) and terrifying. And it is also joyous and very, very funny. And this is what I’ve tried to capture for you.


Now, I must be clear: THIS IS NOT A PARENTING ADVICE BOOK. Don’t take any advice from it, as I have no common sense and have to lean on my husband for anything practical. If anything, this is a guide about how NOT to do it. In fact, reading these words back has been very useful to me as I’ve realized that I’m really quite odd and I probably should have relaxed a bit more. Then again, if I had done that I would not have got myself into some of the situations and predicaments that I present here for your entertainment!


Nothing really goes the way you expect in life, does it? And that’s so true with having kids.


For example, my birthing process wasn’t the experience I’d pictured. I’d envisaged a scene out of Dr. Quinn, Medicine Woman (if you are over 35) or Call the Midwife (if you’re younger). You know, a woman in a white nightgown sat up, a sweaty brow, the vein in her neck pops up, there’s a bowl of water (not sure what that’s for?), she struggles a bit and huffs like she’s trying to get a disposable razor out of its packaging and ppuussshhh… Out comes a baby that is now on solid food looking for its real mother who is somewhere off camera.


Life isn’t like that. As you are about to find out.


My husband, Jon Richardson, who is also a comedian (a better-known one than me), pops up in here every now and again. When I told him I was writing this book, he insisted he provide me with a glowing introduction. But then he couldn’t stop and has written ‘helpful’ footnotes for you, lucky reader. I was in two minds about this! But in the end, I just figured that once this diary is published he’ll read it and mutter away to himself about some minor ‘inaccuracies’ (I was probably just joking about something). And then I thought, maybe you’d like to know his opinions too! He has been a big part of this whole fiasco after all…


They say children teach you a lot about yourself, don’t they? I think that’s spot on, so I hope you enjoy reading this bizarre and eventful rite of passage. You never know, you might end up drinking custard too…


Lucy
X
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Lucy Beaumont is a multicellular mammal of the species Homo sapiens. She has an acutely developed emotional response, which can lead to her crying at such images as a toothless man in fancy dress at a darts tournament, a gingerbread man whose head has broken off or a dog with three legs.


She functions best having slept uninterrupted for between nine and eleven hours each night but often finds this disrupted by loud noises, any caffeine consumed after 11am or a sliver of light escaping from a bathroom three houses away. She commits fully to each task she is required to perform to the exclusion of everything else. This means that while composing a text message she is completely undistracted, even by the approach of a jumbo jet spiralling noisily downwards towards our patio. Good news if you are waiting for a response to a text message, not so good if you are upstairs screaming, ‘Lucy, for god’s sake – RUN!’


In the short time I have known her, she has had no fewer than 11 new debit cards (the previous ten have all turned up later behind the fridge or hidden in the pocket of an old coat, now living a new life with several pistachio shells and a broken mascara). She is immune from any kind of hostage interrogation as she is usually so unaware of her passwords or the location of important documents that this information could not be extracted by any means, any more than you could find diamonds in a box of Shredded Wheat.


All of these things may lead you to believe that the unique hormonal onslaught of pregnancy and the sleep-deprived chaos of the early years of a child’s life would have made our recent history incredibly trying. Luckily for you, that has been exactly the case and that is why you are holding in your hands a book full of hilarious stories that we look back on with smiles on our faces – now that the tears have dried and walls have been replastered. None of it would be at all funny if Lucy was not also a wonderful mum. She is fiercely protective, uniquely hilarious and so upset that our daughter is growing older that she often offers to breastfeed strangers in the supermarket if they look a little tired.


These are probably the last kind words I will write about Lucy in this book as my job from now on is to make sure that the words you are about to read are factually correct. Where you see a footnote, this will serve as my melodic voice whispering in your ear to correct any inaccuracies or simply put my side of the argument where our perspectives differ. I will keep these to a minimum as you are about to enter the company of someone who, unlike me, people warm to immediately and want to be with as much as possible, which is an absolute godsend for a grumpy dad who doesn’t want to have to go to birthday parties at weekends.


Jon





MY LIFE AS A NORMAL, SINGLE HUMAN BEING BEFORE EVERYTHING CHANGED
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Here is everything I think you need to know about me before you start to read my diary. I‘ve tried to keep it brief as, let’s face it, I’m not Elvis Presley. (You knew that, didn’t you?)


I’m from Hull, a city on the north-east coast of England with a rich maritime history, full of warm-hearted, confrontational people. (That’s a joke; they’re unbelievable friendly and kind, honest!) Hull is famous for the band The Housemartins and Roland Gift from the Fine Young Cannibals. The former Labour MP John Prescott is also from Hull. He wasn’t in a band to my knowledge but I once sold him a kettle when I worked in Comet, before someone threw an egg at him. And there are loads of brilliant women too, of course – like my mum, who’s a playwright, Maureen Lipman, one of the best comedic actors of our time, and Amy Johnson who, in 1930, flew solo from London to Australia. Her statue can be seen outside of Hull’s third-best shopping centre, exactly where she’d want it to be.


I lived with my grandparents until I started school and then me and my mum lived in lots of rented flats in a very ‘bohemian’ (rundown) part of Hull before settling in the suburb of Hessle, near the Humber Bridge. If you’ve seen pictures you’ll know the Humber Bridge is like the Golden Gate bridge but it’s grey and not near San Francisco. Hessle was nicer than inner-city life – a bit rough at the weekends outside the pubs but nice, safe really.


On my first day at Hessle High School, the art teacher asked me if I would be rolling around on the floor fighting like my mum did, as she’d gone to this school too. She was a bit of maverick, my mum. She once dressed up as an old lady and wandered into assembly pretending to be lost and another time she got her uncle to drive his hearse around the playground while she ducked down with a white glove on and pretended to be the Queen. As you can see, she had a reputation that was a lot to live up to. In some ways, you could say I’m still trying to live up to it. (And failing.)


I had the best years of my life at Wyke Sixth Form College and I started working in Asda (that’s not a sentence that has been in many books before!). I loved it there; it was like a cult. But instead of praising Jesus and sleeping with people, I hung around with middle-aged women and got 15 per cent off full-priced items. I took the job very seriously. Making pizza and cooking chickens is an art, I think. Well, it’s skilled work. While others wanted to be on the tills or work in George, the clothing section, I took pride in putting on a hairnet and plastic gloves. I suffered for the role, though – I once got chased home by a big dog because I smelled of cooked meat.


And then a bombshell hit my mum. I left home!


I went to Hull University to study drama and I wanted to live near the uni, despite the cost, and it broke my mum’s heart. She couldn’t handle it; it was awful. I had to work late shifts at a nightclub to afford it, though I was only a few miles down the road. I think Mum was insulted and bereft. During my first few weeks at uni, she would ring me every night crying her eyes out. I know the bond between parent and child is strong but the bond between a single parent and only child is intense. (I’ve got a loving father, I’ve just never lived with him.) You really want to please your parent because, well, you’re all they’ve got. At the age of 11, I decided one day that I’d take all the child support benefit that we needed for a week’s shop and go and buy a gazebo for our tiny garden with it. It took me hours to put it up, which I did while my mother was sleeping. I woke her up announcing that I had erected something that would help us have the best summer ever. When she came down to look at it, it had gone! A big gust of wind, we think. You can imagine that things were a little tense in our house for a while after that…


After university, I embarked on several failed attempts to live in London as an actress. Looking back now, what a shame that my mum stayed in Hull to be able to provide for me as I was growing up, and yet I buggered off down south the first chance I got! It was short-lived, though. Guess where the first professional acting job I got was? Back in Hull! I stayed in Hull after my professional stage debut and did some regional plays but the recession blew up and theatre took a massive hit. I had a string of jobs, including cleaner, youth worker, factory worker, call centre worker, nanny and waitress and eventually I settled as an early years teaching assistant and loved it. I cried every assembly as the sound of the children singing made my soul weep with joy, but the itch grew and eventually I moved back down south to pursue a career as a stand-up comedian.


And then one evening a comedian friend invited me to go and see a comedy gig. I went and I met TV’s Jon Richardson.


The rest as they say, is history...





PART ONE


THE EINSTEIN MOMENT
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I met Jon Richardson, the comedian, last night at a pub called The Fighting Cocks.


I’d been at a photo shoot for the poster for my Edinburgh show and afterwards, my comedian friend Tommy said he was going over to Kingston in Surrey to see a comedy gig. I went with him and, as I stood there watching the acts on stage, I felt someone’s presence behind me.


I nearly fainted; honestly, my heart was beating like the clappers because I was sure Jon knew I fancied him. A mutual friend of ours, the incredibly funny Roisin Conaty, had told me one night that she thought me and Jon would make a good pairing: ‘You’re both northern, I think you’re from the same village or something.’ She asked where I was from, I said East Yorkshire and she asked if I knew where Jon was from. I replied that he was from Lancashire.


‘Are they close to each other?’


‘Er, not geographically,’ I replied, ‘but the War of the Roses was a long time ago now.’ I couldn’t help admitting that I had a soft spot for him. At the interval, Jon came over to ask if I wanted a drink. He seemed to know who I was; Rosin must have talked to him. I said, ‘Oh yeah, just a glass of tap water please.’ His eyes sort of widened – I think the Lancastrian in him was overwhelmed with adoration. I should have said a double whisky and coke.


Me and Tommy had to leave early to get the last train back home and Jon shouted over to us that we could both stay at his if we wanted – a bit creepy, but as we left the pub I had this feeling in my tummy that I wanted to turn back around.
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We had our first proper date last night, two weeks after the comedy gig. At the end, something quite weird happened.


Jon dropped me off in his car to the train station and we swapped phone numbers. He gave me his number and I rang his phone so he’d have mine. Lo and behold, via Bluetooth, on his dashboard in big LED letters it flashed up ‘MY WIFE’. I have never got out of a car so fast.


I rang my friend Jackie and she told me very calmly that he must be a psychopath and to leave London immediately and come back and live in Hull with her again. It must have been very strange for her – we used to sit and watch Jon on the telly in our ‘slankets’ (blankets with sleeves) and now I was getting harassed by him.


I decided that I should just ring and ask him what the fuck the wife thing was all about.


‘Thanks so much for last night, Jon, it was really lovely food. I’ll go back to his restaurant.’


‘Whose restaurant is that?’ he asked.


‘Bill’s,’ I said


Jon paused for a minute, trying to work out if I was joking.


‘It’s nice to know where to get authentic Italian food from,’ I continued.


‘It’s er…’


‘Anyway,’ I said, ‘why did it say “MY WIFE” on your dashboard when I called you?’


Jon laughed and explained that Roisin had given my number to him at a party. He was very drunk and in a bad mood (I think that mood had lasted for eight years previous to that point, according to his book, It’s Not Me, It’s You.*) Nevertheless, he took my number and put it into his phone rather presumptuously as ‘MY WIFE’.


Ahhhh it all makes sense now…?
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I stay at Jon’s house in Surbiton nearly every night now and have abandoned my friends and my little box room in a shared house in south London. Jon seems like the kind of person who will happily visit garden centres and model villages. This is what I’m looking for in a life partner. He took me for a trip out to Homebase yesterday as he wants to paint his hallway. I noted there were four differently priced brands of masking tape available and Jon went for the cheapest. I thought that was a bad move as the cheaper they are the more likely they are to tear or let the paint soak through. I couldn’t work out if Jon was just very trusting of the brand he’d picked or if he was tight. I decided he was tight.


It’s good that’s he’s tight: if this relationship is to survive I need someone who is going to be careful with their money and the money I haven’t yet made, otherwise I’ll just spend it all. And when I say ‘spend it all’ I mean I’ll give it all away, in a charitable way but also in a way that means I just freak out when I’ve got money.


The things I’m looking for in a man have changed slightly from when I was younger.


TEENS: Does he have his own cigarettes? Is he striving to have his own car? Can he play football? Does he like hanging around on street corners? Is he funny?


TWENTIES: Is he in a band?


THIRTIES: Does he own a car? Is he funny? Will he look after my passport and national insurance card? Does he love his mother but not too much that she’s smothered and can’t go out with her friends? Does he like watching talent shows? Does he mind if I cry? Is he okay with the fact that I watch daytime TV up to and including Homes Under the Hammer? Has he ever missed an episode of Location, Location, Location?


You may have guessed from this that I can’t drive and don’t have any desire to. I struggle with lefts and rights and having to do more than one thing at a time, which they call multi-tasking. I hear a lot of men are scared of women using that word, but I can’t do it.


Jon is kind, really moralistic and he’s also a vegan. I’ve never eaten a lot of meat and dairy really and never thought of calling myself a vegan. But now I’ve decided I am one too. Jon says I can’t be a vegan if I eat meat and fish and cheese and eggs, even occasionally, but it’s no use, I like saying I’m one now.


Jon might be one of the best vegans I know because he adores meat so it’s a massive sacrifice for him. He also really doesn’t like it when I tell people he falls off the wagon a lot. When we go for a nice meal and they ask us what our dietary requirements are I say, ‘Well, we’re both vegans but Jon eats beef gravy and nice sausages* and I eat fish and blue cheese.’


It’s not hard to be vegan. When you go out for dinner as a vegan and you’ve been looking forward to it for ages and you’ve bought a nice top to wear and booked your taxis and you say to the waiter, ‘Have you got a vegan menu?’ and he says ‘No’ then you just say, ‘Well, I’ll have a steak then.’ The problem is the more I say I’m vegan that more I start craving steak. I never ate steak before I became vegan! This seems to really annoy Jon.


I quite like annoying Jon. I think it’s good for him. I wonder if that will become a problem?


Jon talks about meat a lot. He talks about the industry, the inhumanity and the contradictions of people who love animals but eat them and he also talks a lot about how good meat tastes. So when we go for a meal he’ll order butternut squash and hate his life and everyone in the room. Why do so many places punish non-meat eaters with butternut squash? They don’t seem to want to learn that vegans still want meaty, tasty dishes that fill them up. The times I’ve spent talking to restaurant managers about nut roasts and lentils and what herbs are and the times they must have waved goodbye and said themselves, ‘What a twat she was!’ When I say restaurants I mean Harvesters and the ones attached to Premier Inns.


Anyway, when we go out to one of the restaurants I haven’t already upset, I’ll order a steak and then leave a bit and I say, ‘Ooh, I can’t eat that bit.’ In silence, we’ll then swap the plates across. I’m not allowed to look at Jon or say anything as he eats the last piece of meat and we swap the plates back again. The look on his face after he’s eaten this piece of steak, after months and months of kale, is like…you know those videos that go viral of the little babies’ faces when they get a hearing aid and hear their mothers talk for the very first time? Just like that! 






_________________


* Jon – Still available online or in a charity shop near you, it’s about my quest to find love as a misanthropic clean freak. I guess the fact you are reading this is as physical a spoiler alert as you can get.


* Jon – I do not eat nice sausages since sausages are one of the best vegan substitutions you can make. Even the arsehole of a lentil tastes nice, which cannot be said for cows. I am, however, embarrassed to note that I have, on occasion, licked my finger after sticking it in your gravy when I thought you weren’t looking and I commend you on your peripheral vision.
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We’ve just driven back home to our home in Surbiton from the Lake District. It’s lovely living with Jon in his house, even if Surbiton is not as exciting as some of the places I’ve lived. You know when somewhere’s not exciting by how many outdoor things people can leave out. When you pass a house with wellies stored safely outside the front door, or a little bench, maybe a gnome or two, then you are not living in an exciting place.


I say that ‘we’ have just driven back. I haven’t actually driven a car legally yet. I can do it, of course. I have driven the car with my mind. Admittedly, I have not been officially tested on my ‘mind driving’ to British standards but I have actually been driving ever since I was able to sit in the front seat – with my mind, keeping an eye out for hazards that the licensed driver may not see. I also like to control the music in the car and I like to have a nap and eat a pack-up. I’m a perfect driving partner, really. I will scroll endlessly through social media on my phone and then get very car sick and I may complain for a significant proportion of the drive but I will keep everyone in the car safe, as I have lightning reaction speeds and I make no bones about letting the driver know when he or she has just diced with death and how I have telepathically stopped it from happening. For me, being in a car is like a computer game: I am controlling it with an invisible steering wheel. This is why I can’t drive yet and why people tell me to not bother. I don’t care.


But anyway, momentous news to report. On this drive today, IT HAPPENED. On this very long car journey home, I think it was at a petrol station, I decided that, without any doubt at all, I would like to have a baby/child/affectionate adult with this man very soon. As soon as I thought it, I asked him. I knew it was a bit early to be talking about it so I trod very lightly. It’s also worth pointing out that I’d got a cheese pie from the garage and it was giving me very terrible burps.


‘Do you want to have a baby?’ I asked. (Then I belched.)


‘At some point,’ Jon said. ‘When we’re married.’


‘When are we going to get married?’ (I held in a second burp.)


‘We will eventually, won’t we?’


‘Yeah. When are you going to propose?’ (The held-in burp escaped here. I think it smelled a bit so I wafted it away.)


‘I don’t want it to be a pressure.’


‘Well, it is though, isn’t it, if we want two kids? We’re both 35.’


‘I thought we only wanted one?’


‘We might want two.’


‘I don’t want two kids; we both said we’d just have one.’


‘Do you want a bit of cheese pie? It’s repeating on me.’


‘Can we save it for another time?’


‘What’s your problem with cheese pie?’ 


[image: Illustration]


I can’t stop thinking about having a baby. I think it’s being made worse by the fact that we just got married; Jon’s got a semi-detached house and a clean driving licence and I’ve bought a 12-piece cutlery set. It’s all just fitted into place. We’re like a couple in a building society advert so we just should be having kids. It just all makes sense.


I keep thinking about the box room I was renting when I met Jon. When I say ‘box room’ it implies you could get a single bed in there. No. My dad had to make me a bed to get one to fit but he decided to make it a similar structure to one of those decorating tables. In fact, I’d go so far as to say he made an upside-down shelf for me to sleep on. I’ve been looking at pretty pictures of baby nurseries today and I’ve found a thing called ‘toddler furniture’. Did you know you can get special toddler-sized furniture?! Had I realized that then I could have got a toddler-sized bed, wardrobe and little dressing table for that tiny room. Instead of a weird shelf-bed, I could have saved up my £50-a-day teaching assistant fee and kitted the room out. All my life I’ve never felt the right size for things as I’m only five-foot-one and here I am, newly married and living in Surbiton, and I’ve only just found out I could in fact have put a child’s writing desk in my old room when everyone around me thought I could only fit a single (shelf) bed. Actually, why didn’t I just get a cabin bed? But then again, while toddler furniture might have been better for me, it could have put off any potential normal-sized suitors.*


(It has just crossed my mind that by constructing me this strange rocking ‘shelf-bed’ my dad might have subconsciously invented a new form of contraception. So maybe it was deliberate.)


While looking at toddler furniture and thinking back to those carefree, M&S reduced microwave meals for one days when I used to dream about sitting next to an open fire (or electric fire, as we only have eight years to save the planet) with a boyfriend who could play Spanish guitar, I also remembered a night around that time that might have kickstarted the whole journey I’m on now. It was such a special, spooky night but I almost forgot all about it. I don’t want to forget it, though, I want to remember every detail of it because I think it happened for a reason.


It was three years ago now, a very cold November night, and I was on my way to a comedy gig. I was booked to headline and I’d performed at this venue twice before. I’d always had a good time so I wasn’t as distraught to be heading out to a gig as much as I usually was.


Usually I was so nervous that I had no choice but to incorporate a handbag as a stage prop so I could put one quivering hand in the bag and the other on the mic stand. It took me a long while to work out that people then just noticed my knees knocking instead! I always tried to make it look like it was just part of my act that I didn’t take the mic out of the stand but really it was so no one saw my hand shaking. These days I have a new-found respect and understanding for Liam Gallagher – most people think he’s the most confident frontman they’ve ever seen but I know why you wear an anorak on stage: it’s for comfort.


In fact, I was once so nervous about doing a central London gig at the Comedy Store on a Saturday night that I honestly contemplated getting knocked over by a car outside – just lightly enough to cause a bruise that I could show off to the manager. I thought I might still get paid that way.


Luckily this night was different and the nerves weren’t so bad. I also knew exactly where the gig was. But as I walked and started to go over my set in my head I suddenly stopped. All of a sudden, I realized I didn’t know if I needed to go left or right. I had a real panic, annoyed at myself and completely confused. I went into a newsagent and the guy drew me a map. When I saw it written down, it became obvious that I knew where I was going and I didn’t need to follow it.


I walked down a very long tree-lined main road; the street lights were fairly dim and cars were speeding past. I looked ahead and noticed something walking from the gate of a house towards the road, a good seven or eight metres ahead. The little figure was briefly illuminated by the street light and then it shuffled off into the darkness towards the road. It wasn’t a cat or dog or fox, it was more upright and had something white around it. White shorts?


And then…my heart stopped. I realized the white was a nappy: it was a toddler. I have never run so fast. I prayed that no cars would drive up and ran up the middle of the road into the darkness ahead. I caught sight of him, a barely one-year-old in just a nappy. I scooped him up and rocked him. I said, ‘You’re okay angel, let’s find your mummy.’ His beautiful big brown eyes looked into mine; he was as cool as a cucumber, oblivious to the fact he had just diced with death. A car zoomed past, speeding, just as I got us onto the pavement.


I could see which house he’d come from as the door was open. I walked in and shouted out; his mother froze when she saw the open door and me stood there holding her pride and joy, her heart outside of her body. I passed him over and tried to explain as best as I could.


I scanned the room. There was a baby gate on the stairs, the house seemed safe and the mother was shocked beyond belief. I’ve no idea how she didn’t notice he’d gone but I felt she was a good parent and it had just been a terrible mistake. I left them to it. It was difficult to know what else to say.


But as I carried on walking to the gig, a strange feeling came over me. I felt very alone for the first time. A different alone feeling.


I missed him in my arms.






_________________


* Jon – Well, you hit the jackpot there, then…
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Since that incident, I’ve had a lot of time to reflect on how I felt that day and motherhood in general and I know for sure it’s something I want. My reasoning is as follows:


1 When you go for a picnic with your friends in a park I’ve noticed it can be quite cute if you have a little chubby toddler there too.


2 There used to be an advert for Fairy washing up liquid where the little girl told her mum how soft her hands were. I want to be that mum.


3 I love all the nappy adverts of babies crawling around on floors. I especially love all the white carpets and the white shirts the mums wear; basically, it all looks lush. It’s brilliant that you can have a baby AND you can wear a white shirt and have a white carpet.


4 I want someone to look after me when/if I make it to old age.


5 I would like to have a son who likes to go shopping with me or a non-judgemental daughter who thinks I have good taste.


6 I absolutely love a good nativity at a primary school and I really want to stand at the back crying tears of joy because my child has just given frankincense to a baby in a manger.


7 I like those chubby little thighs on a baby.


8 I really hope my breasts grow during pregnancy and then they stay like that.


9 I don’t want to be left out now that all my friends are having kids. I definitely don’t want to be that woman who holds up her lap dog when we have a group photo on holiday.


10 I like going to bed early.
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I’ve been thinking a lot about that little baby in his nappy and working out how to have my own baby in a nappy. And the best way to make this happen is with my Jon. I mean, I know there’s a ‘best’ way, which is also, sadly, the only way, but what I mean is I’m trying to work out how to make it seem like it’s his idea. I’m essentially trying to speed it all up. He has agreed to have a child with me and has made it clear he only wants one. This is interesting, I thought. I quite like the idea of setting out to only have one. It’s bit against the grain, isn’t it? I like that. It’s like being a fan of jazz or going to Naples on holiday – it’s a bit different, it makes people go ‘oh’.


I was an only child myself and I absolutely hated it* but I’m hoping my future child will enjoy it if it’s got two parents at home. I’m totally fine with having one child – and that’s because I think we’ll end up having three.


I remember when I was 16, my mum saying to me that if I got pregnant not to worry as she would have the baby. She then corrected herself and said, ‘We can share the baby.’ She then corrected herself again, knowing that she didn’t want to share it, to, ‘I’ll look after it for you but, like, all the time.’


I can remember thinking, ‘I bet that’s what happens to women at a certain age, something kicks in and they’re asking their teenage daughter to have a baby.’ My mum sometimes smells my hair, still, now I’m in my thirties. I’ve passed it off as ‘mad mam’ syndrome and I know it’s something that is going to happen to me too. It’s not just my mum; my grandad adores babies and young children – he’d been the best grandad ever. He even keeps all my baby teeth in a jar. I think I’m ga-ga about kids too, I’ve just got this one thing I need to deal with. I keep thinking, what if I don’t like the child I have? I mean, when they’re born, how can you fall in love with something you’ve only just met? It takes time to decide if you like someone. What if they’ve got bad taste in music? What if they’re boring? What if they support Leeds United?






_________________


* Jon – My recollection is that you told me that you also only wanted one child as you were an only child and grew up perfectly happy.
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I have been married to ‘Britain’s third-favourite funnyman’ Mr Jon Richardson for just under a year now. It’s still early enough that my family aren’t themselves around him. The other day, my uncle introduced me to his friend as ‘Jon Richardson’s wife’, which we all found hilarious. My mum will make a naughty comment to me on the phone and instantly say, ‘Don’t tell Jon I said that’, and my grandad wears his best shirt and stands up a lot when we go round. You really see a different side of people when they’re around someone ‘off telly’; the service gets better in cafés and people follow you about taking secret pictures. People seem to feel a real need to come and talk to him, take a bit of him, let him know that they know who he is – ‘You’re that Jon Richardson!’ I want to run up and go, ‘He knows who he is, dickhead!’ But you can’t, you have to be nice. I like that when we go to places I have to act like Meghan Markle. Jon says that I actually don’t have to act like I’m married to royalty, I just have to be polite, but it’s all or nothing for me.


Looking back, it really was a whirlwind romance but we were both certain almost instantly that we had met the person we’d like to journey through life with. I can’t now imagine a time without him. Unless I try really hard and then it all comes flooding back: all the good times I had when I was single and carefree, all the crazy weekends…Ha!


Married life is great; though I suppose it’s apt that we met at a pub called The Fighting Cocks as I’ll be honest, we do argue quite a bit. I tell Jon ‘it’s good for us’. That’s what my granny always used to say – ‘If you don’t argue then it means one of you is keeping their mouth shut and that’s not healthy.’ Also, they’re not huge arguments we have, they’re just the type you have in Homebase or on a car journey or when I tell one of his vegan fans that he eats meat.
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To try to push Jon into having children soon, I am taking him to visit friends that have babies. I’ve noticed he doesn’t mind sitting in the same room as a baby, so this is good. It’s just that when I insist he holds the child, he gets his body into the sort of position you’d assume if you were attempting to tip over a Land Rover. It makes it all very awkward, especially if the baby is a bit of a unit.
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