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For my parents




‘If you want to experience the pain of child birth, take your bottom lip, and pull it over your head’


CAROL BURNETT



‘I know as men, we’ll never get to experience the true majesty that is childbirth but then, we can open all our own jars’


ME





Introduction


Congratulations. You’re having a baby!


As a soon-to-be parent, no doubt you have hundreds of questions running through your mind: Is it a boy or a girl? Will it have ten fingers and toes? Will it be Prime Minister or Pope (always best to aim high)? Pop idol or chartered accountant? Is it mine or that bastard’s from down the road who keeps smirking at me in the post office? Where’s the best church to abandon it if it turns out to be one of the horrible whiny ones you see in supermarkets and motorway service stations, jacked up on Sunny Delight with a foot of toxic green mucus hanging from its nose? How do I childproof my stereo? OK, calm down. One at a time.


So what brought you to this fantastic, life-affirming, bank-account-draining, figure-ruining predicament?


Maybe you lost your sense of rhythm at the critical moment.


Maybe the condom fell off.


Maybe you got fed up with your life of order, wealth and calm and fancied having all your favourite stuff covered in snot and jam for the next few years.


Perhaps you’ve just given up smoking and will go to any length for a puff on a cigar.


Maybe you wanted women to smile at you in the park again.


Maybe you’re on income support, and, feeling obliged to conform to your stereotype, have just squeezed out your thirteenth in ten years.


Maybe you wanted to get on aeroplanes before anyone else.


Maybe you actually planned it.


Who knows?


Whatever the reason, I don’t doubt that fear (yes), uncertainty (definitely) and elation (optional), as well the odd bout of piles (mandatory), are all struggling inside you and giving you grief as we speak.


If you are a man, I’m sure you will be viewing your partner with undisguised awe, armed with the newly gained knowledge that compared to the miracle that your partner is going through, your once proudly held skills of oiling squeaky doors and bleeding radiators are now looking pretty pathetic.


If you are a woman, I’m sure you will be viewing your partner with undisguised contempt, struggling with your newfound knowledge that although he has expressed undying love for you, it is that tricky little bastard who got you into this beaver-splitting mess in the first place.


One thing is certain – your world will never be the same again. There are words and phrases you will use in the next twenty years that you have probably never used in the previous twenty – your child’s name, for example. There are others too: ‘Get down from there’, ‘Put it back!’, ‘Give me some peace’, ‘Please let go of my eyebrows’, ‘How much?’ and, of course, ‘Oooh, smelly’.


Expectant parents may be wondering when to start acting like a mum or dad. For men, the earlier the better. Why not try sneaking in a few ‘dad’ things for practice? You could wear tracksuit bottoms with shoes, for example, or you could start dancing badly at parties or stopping every time you spot a good piece of wood in a rubbish skip (‘Ooh, I could use that wood’).


Mums-to-be might want to get in some early training by spitting on a hankie and smearing it on the face of a passing midget, setting aside a pair of good scissors for no one to touch, or you could just dunk your breasts in a saucer of milk (T-shirt still on of course) for that ‘new mum’ look.


So who will gain from reading this book? Well, if you’re planning on becoming pregnant then reading this book might help you appreciate that you are not alone and that it might not be too late to nip to the chemist, get a gross of condoms, a prescription for Nordette and slip on some garlic-laced knickers with a picture of Ann Widdecombe on the front. If you are pregnant – and assuming you’re pleased with the idea – this book will help illuminate the road you are about to travel, so that you don’t tread in so much caca (of which there is much). If you’ve already been pregnant (and have received a knock on the head thus rendering the whole experience forgotten – it happens) then hopefully this book will be a pleasant reminder of all the fun and pain (oops, there’s the p-word, and we’re only on the second page) coming your way again.


If you have teenagers, you might want to buy this book, leave it on their pillow and hope they might start concentrating in maths rather than on the opposite sex, and save you all a lot of grief. It could also give you an unexpected appreciation for any menopausal flushes you might be experiencing.


Where this new baby/pregnancy book differs from most others is that it is penned from a man’s point of view. What the hell does a man know about having a baby? you may ask. As little as we can get away with without losing cuddling rights, I reply, which is probably why this book should be invaluable – in these days of modern parenting, the more a man knows, the better it is for everyone, especially Mum. It might also mean that leaving the baby with Dad is not the gamble it used to be: ‘You gave him a bacon sandwich, at three weeks?’ After all, you can’t hand this one back when its eyes cross, its face turns puce and a vague smell of rotten bananas fills the room. It’s yours for life!


You are taking the first, albeit scary, steps on what is life’s most amazing journey – parenthood. The only journey no one ever regrets – have you ever met someone who says: ‘I wish I never had him’, apart from maybe Mr and Mrs Bin Laden? I hope this book helps shine a little laughter into your lives at a time of joy, trepidation and complete strangers prodding you on buses. I’d better go now, there’s a rather disturbing noise coming from somewhere that I can’t place – it’s a mixture of panic and ecstasy. Is it the radio? The TV? No, wait. It seems to be coming from my throat.


Good luck, to all three of you.


Jeff Green




A


Abilities (above average) (see also Pushy Parent syndrome, etc.)


Once your baby arrives, it is perfectly natural to want to brag about it, everyone does. However, besides pushy fathers, mothers are also notoriously competitive with other mums when it comes to their children’s abilities:





	
SHE:
	He clapped along to ‘Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star’ today. 




	
FRIEND:
	That’s great. Although my boy did that last month. Now he’s moved on to playing the Rumba note perfect on my boobs each morning.




	
YOU:
	John Constable’s Hay Wain is a wonderful painting.




	
FRIEND:
	It is, although I have to say my child’s collage of a snowman in cotton wool and macaroni is technically much better.




	 
	 




	
FRIEND:
	My daughter’s very good at sculpture.




	
YOU:
	Yes, but she does insist on using her own poo.




	
FRIEND:
	That’s NOT important.






The fact is you don’t need to gild the lily as far as your offspring are concerned. Babies are clever, but not in the ways you might think. OK, they can’t say what they want exactly, and their nose-wiping skills leave a lot to be desired, but when you’ve sat down to eat a meal (several house walls away!) they can tell instantly and will let you know they’ve sussed you by letting out a healthy, demanding CRY!





TIP Of course if you really want to stand out from the parenting crowd, why not resist the temptation to boast altogether and go the other way. There is much more fun to be had – and far less pressure – if you underplay your child’s achievements:








	
FRIEND:
	Look at my boy. He’s very bright (boast, boast). He’s very advanced. Above average, we think (brag, brag).




	
YOU:
	See my boy? He’s as thick as shit. Spectacularly dim, aren’t you, son? As dullards go, he’s above average. Don’t lick the telly, son, it’s only a cookery programme. Oh yes, we can see him being in comfy trousers and slip-on shoes for a very long time.




	
FRIEND:
	My son likes to play badminton and chess.




	
YOU:
	My son likes to eat mud and flowers.




	
FRIEND:
	We’ve just put our child down for Oxford.




	
YOU:
	Really? I’ve put my boy down for the Big Issue.




	
FRIEND:
	Does he always pull his doodle so far? It looks very painful.




	
YOU:
	Yes. He can strum it like a guitar. Not now, son. There’s no music. I knew we should have got a cat.






Accidents


Do happen. That’s maybe why you’re reading this book.





NOTE It is said that 80 per cent of accidents happen in the home. Which is a shame because we don’t get to see them. See Schadenfreude, Quips, etc.





Adoration (see also Gormless staring, Happiness, Photos, etc.)


You may notice that you spend the first few weeks (OK, years) just staring at your baby and smelling her head (it takes all sorts), mesmerised by how cute she is. This is perfectly normal. What is abnormal is carrying her aloft through the town centre on an open-top bus like the FA Cup.


When does adoration stop? See Farting.


AdultLine


OK, so we know about the very worthy ChildLine, where children can phone to get help protecting them from horrible adults, but where, you will come to wonder, is ‘AdultLine’ – where grown-ups can phone someone and get a sympathetic hearing about children and babies who piss them off?


‘Hello, AdultLine? Thank God you’ve answered, it’s like this . . .



•  She won’t sleep. I haven’t had a decent night’s kip for months. She wakes if a chaffinch farts in its sleep in the garden. I’d like her removed from the family home.



•  The little bugger giggled at a stranger on the bus today and I haven’t had so much as a bloody smile all week. And after I bribed him with a Noddy duvet cover too. It’s just not on.



•  I’ve just been woken up at four a.m. on Christmas Day to take delivery of a shoddily made Christmas card. It barely stands up on its own. Rudimentary Christmas scene – a robin sat on a banana. Very little glitter on the product. And after I specifically asked for a cashmere overcoat or an iPod. Can you send social services?



•  I’m in my best suit and he’s just blown a raspberry at me with a mouthful of pumpkin puree – he thinks it’s hilarious, frankly I think it’s abuse.


Advice (see also Grandparents, Strangers in chip shops, etc.)


Expect plenty. Usually conflicting or just plain bonkers – ‘You mustn’t let your baby lie on the floor. If you do, evil woodland spirits will enter his body and possess his soul.’ Don’t be passive in this sea of unsolicited advice/nonsense. Give it freely to others, and spread the confusion:



•  Sheepskin rugs cause galloping back hair in later life.



•  You can catch head lice from second-hand teddy bears.



•  Don’t let her suck her thumb or she’ll develop buck-teeth, which are a major cause of academic underachievement.



•  Never let a red-haired person kiss the baby before the age of three months or he too will develop thick spongy ginger hair.



•  Don’t let the dog lick the baby otherwise he’ll get worms – and there’s nothing worse than a dog with worms.



•  Don’t let a baby look in the mirror before the age of two unless you want it to develop an attraction for the same sex.



•  All babies seen at health centres are secretly graded by the staff and the results passed on to the Government depending on whether they arrive with the popper points on their clothing done up correctly.


Sadly there don’t seem to be any books that give the advice parents need on really important childcare issues such as:



•  How to stop the folds in baby’s neck growing their own ecosystem.



•  Baby flatulence etiquette. Acknowledge or deny?



•  Ugly baby etiquette. Ditto.



•  Night precautions for baby rolling out of the bed – pillows or trampoline?



•  Which clothing patterns best hide bodily secretions – stripes, check or paisley?



•  How to avoid suicidal thoughts when negotiating a packed bus with a pram on a day-to-day basis.


Am I ready for fatherhood?


Becoming a dad is an enormous and nerve-racking leap for most men and shouldn’t be entered into (if you’ll pardon the expression) lightly. If you are in doubt about your paternal capabilities, try this simple test:


1 Your favourite TV programme has begun, maybe Ray Mears’ World of Survival (am I warm?). You’ve just settled down with a sandwich and some snacks (mmm, cosy), as Ray’s about to show you how to make a fully functioning woman out of some bamboo and banana leaves should you be stranded on a desert island, when your baby starts crying. Do you a) rush to attend? (10 pts) b) call your partner to attend? (5 pts) c) turn the TV up and feign deafness? (1pt) or d) go to the pub? (0 pts).


2 You get something out of your pocket. You think it’s a ten-pound note and offer it to pay a bill, but realise it’s a dried-out poo-smeared wet wipe. Do you a) get embarrassed? (0 pts) b) get philosophical? (5 pts) c) act proud? (8 pts) or d) tell them to keep the change? (12 pts).


3 You enjoy dirty looks in restaurants. Yes (5 pts). No (0 pts).


4 You’re two hundred miles from home. You discover Miffy, baby’s special toy, in the glove box of your car and you know baby can’t sleep without it. Do you a) jump back in the car and drive home immediately? (20pts) b) realise there is nothing you can do about the problem, so turn off your phone which is ringing incessantly and lock it in the boot, while comforting yourself that the infant was becoming dependent anyway, you’ve got to be cruel to be kind, tough love and all that, blah, blah? (5 pts) or c) throw Miffy out the window and deny all knowledge of its existence? (-20 pts).


5 You often think of human excrement in terms of different types of mustard. Yes (10 pts). No (0 pts).


6 You have been carrying around a five-kilo bag of organic compost under one arm for the last month (and it’s been seeping toxic substances on to your best shirt) and have found the whole process an unalloyed joy. In fact you’ve given it a name. Yes (20 pts). No (-5 pts).


7 You walk into your holiday apartment (Center Parcs – wow, all the fun of a Nottinghamshire rainforest). What do you check for first: a) sharp corners? (5 pts) b) that corks have been put on all objects an idiot could impale himself on, as per your instructions? (20 pts) or c) a minibar? (-10 pts).


Anchors


Aka babies as – figuratively – they’re something you can drop overboard to slow you down when you think your life is going too fast.


Arguments


For couples addicted to disagreement but who have run out of things to argue about (the phone bill: ‘Look at that, the bill’s the same as our phone number, what’s the chances of that happening?’, suspicious brown marks on the flannel, EastEnders or Lobotomy?, etc. – see The A–Z of Living Together), having a baby creates a whole new world of conflict opportunities. Among my favourites are:
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