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      Simon Brett, closely acquainted with the charms of parenthood, is the ideal interlocutor for this infant Pepys. Himself a noted diarist
         (compiler of The Faber Book of Diaries and of Radio 4’s Dear Diary), he is also well known as a humorist, writer and frequent broadcaster. Simon Brett lives in Sussex with his wife and family.
      

      
      Tony Ross is one of Britain’s leading illustrators of children’s books, and has won many awards both nationally and internationally.
         He lives in Cheshire with his wife.
      

   
      
      Simon Brett

      
      How To be a Little Sod
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      TO 
VIRGINIA AND BILL 
who are a bit closer to it

   
      
      First Month

      
      DAY 1

      
      Well, here I am. After the nine months I’ve just been through, this had better be good!
      

      
      I’d decided while all the pushing was going on to be very brave about the whole business. But when I actually emerged, all
         I got for my bravery was panic-stricken faces, shouts of ‘The baby’s not crying!’ and the immediate indignity of being up-ended
         and slapped on the bum.
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      So I gave them what they wanted and let out an enormous bellow. That went down much better.

      
      The bum-slapping was hardly over before it was replaced by another indignity: an obsessive interest in my private parts. I
         suppose they had been waiting for nearly nine months to find out what sex I was, but they could have been slightly more restrained.
      

      
      Next thing, I’m bundled up into a blanket and thrust into Her arms. ‘Oh, isn’t oo beautiful then?’ She starts cooing. ‘Isn’t
         oo wonderful then?’
      

      
      It was, through all the schmaltz, an interesting moment – my first chance to see the face of the woman who’d been my mobile
         home for the past nine months.
      

      
      I have to say She wasn’t looking Her best. And was all that crying really necessary?
      

      
      Not that She was the only one. Over Her shoulder I could see the other half of the conspiracy – Him. He was in an even worse
         state – pale, trembly and, again, tears pouring down the cheeks.
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      Clearly they go in for crying in a big way out here. So I joined in, loudly.

      
      But there’s no pleasing them. A minute before, they were all desperate because I wasn’t crying: suddenly now I’m getting all this ‘There’s no need to cry, come on, baby, don’t cry, there’s a lovely baby …’
      

      
      What do they want?
      

      
      The rest of my first day was so undignified: they cut off my lifeline with Her. They washed me, weighed me and clothed me in a horrible, shapeless all-in-one
         outfit. By the end of it, though, I had realised one important truth – viz. my parents are totally dependent on me, and respond instantly
         to my slightest change of mood.
      

      
      In fact, a significant ground rule has already been established: I’M THE ONE IN CHARGE.
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      DAY 2

      
      This morning Her parents came to visit me. Apparently I look exactly like She did as a baby.

      
      They brought me a present – a rattle shaped like a teddy bear’s head on a stick. ‘I’m sure baby’ll soon be playing with that,’
         they said. Huh – the day you catch me playing with decapitated teddy bears …
      

      
      Her parents asked about names for me. I can only hope my parents’ suggestions were demonstrations of a lively sense of humour.

      
      Her parents asked when the christening was going to be. My parents ummed and erred a bit.

      
      Really got stuck into this feeding business. She’s very nervous about it. She’s always known theoretically that that’s what
         Her breasts were designed for, but it’s not something that can be tested out on a dry run.
      

      
      Already She’s worried about not producing enough milk for me. Good point to remember: WITHHOLDING MY AGREEMENT TO EAT WILL
         BE A USEFUL FORM OF EMOTIONAL BLACKMAIL.
      

      
      When He came to visit, He brought the camera. She had washed Her hair, put on a bit of makeup and a clean nightdress to look as good as currently possible (not very) for the
         official photographs.
      

      
      Thought I’d managed to mess things up nicely by puking over Her clean nightdress just as He pressed the button, but He seemed
         actually pleased to have got a shot of that. I have a funny feeling my every action over the next few weeks is going to be
         seen as a photo opportunity.
      

      
      In the afternoon His parents came to give me the once-over. Apparently I look exactly like He did as a baby.

      
      They brought me a present – a rattle shaped like a teddy bear’s head on a stick. ‘You’re sure baby hasn’t got one like that?’
         they asked. ‘Oh no,’ She replied.
      

      
      Why did She lie? I detect potential family conflict here – a bit of tension between the rival grandparents.
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      His parents asked about names. My parents’ suggestions just cannot be serious.

      
      His parents also asked about the christening.

      
      Later on, She had a bit of an argument with the ward sister. She’s convinced of the value of demand feeding, while sister
         thinks it won’t do me any harm to wait four hours between feeds.
      

      
      Sister is of course right, but I’m glad to say She is being allowed to follow Her system. This is good news for me, because
         demand feeding offers much more potential for disruption and general mayhem.
      

      
      Sister still disapproves and mutters darkly that She is ‘making a rod for Her own back’. Too right She is.
      

      
      DAY 3

      
      A big day. I am taken home from hospital.
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      They wrapped me up so well, I could hardly see through my eye slits. Even so, couldn’t help being a little disappointed in
         the house. You don’t have a lot to think about during that nine months’ wallow in the womb, and I’m afraid I did nurse the
         odd fantasy about being born into the monied classes.
      

      
      Even briefly entertained the notion of the Royal Family …

      
      Still, what can you do?

      
      As soon as we got there, I was whisked upstairs to my nursery with lots of ‘Oo’s got a super room then?’ and ‘Isn’t iss a
         uvvy nursey for oo then?’ (I really wish they’d cool it with the ‘thens’.)
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      I would have liked to agree about the nursery, but I’m sorry … My parents may have many admirable qualities, but taste – well,
         forget it.
      

      
      For instance, there, hanging over the cot – directly in the eye-line of anyone tucked into it – is a mobile of fluffy crocodiles.
         Really! Any child who grows up thinking that crocodiles are cuddly is going to get a nasty surprise in later life! The WWF
         has got a lot to answer for.
      

      
      Already I long for the day when I can stand up in my cot, grab hold of the nearest fluffy crocodile and PULL THE WHOLE BLOODY
         THING DOWN!
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      DAYS 4–5

      
      These two days have been taken up by visitors coming to pay homage to me, starting with His godmother. Apparently I look exactly
         like His Uncle Wilfrid while he could still recognise people.
      

      
      She brought me a present – a bib with Ninja Mutant Turtles on it. I ask you. You can tell she got that on the cheap – nothing
         dates as quickly as yesterday’s spin-off merchandising.
      

      
      And yes, the godmother asked when the christening was going to be.

      
      DAY 6
      

      
      Visited by Her friend from work. Apparently I look exactly like Princess Michael of Kent. Ergh.
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      The friend brought me a present – a bib with Mickey and Minnie Mouse on it. At least that wasn’t bought on the cheap, but
         I do resent becoming a party to the Disney Consumerworld so early in my life.
      

      
      DAY 7

      
      Visited by His colleague from the office. Apparently I look exactly like the milkman-her-her-her.

      
      He brought me a present – a packet of condoms. ‘Both sexes carry them nowadays,’ he said. ‘Never too early to be prepared-her-her-her.’
         This had clearly seemed an amazingly good joke after a few drinks with friends at lunchtime. She seemed markedly less amused
         by it than he did.
      

      
      The colleague didn’t mention anything about a christening, but did say that he was going out with Him tonight for a few jars
         to wet the Baby’s head-her-her-her.
      

      
      I noticed the milk was a bit sour at my next feed.

      
      DAY 9
      

      
      Today I met my potential enemy.

      
      The cat. Clearly acquired as a surrogate object for their affections before they went all the way and had me.

      
      It was hatred at first sight. The cat spat at me, so I cried.

      
      Of course I’ll win in the long run. At the moment, though, the cat has the advantage of me. It is extremely mobile, and I
         am extremely immobile. But I’m working on it.
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      DAY 10

      
      I’ve discovered another potential hazard of life. She has a book on childcare.

      
      I know I’m going to see a lot of that book over the next few months. My every tiny development will be monitored and checked
         against the relevant entry.
      

      
      Mind you, it means all I have to do, if I want to get Her really twitchy, is to come up with something that’s not covered
         in the index.
      

      [image: image]

      
      DAY 11

      
      Because She was totally knackered by my continuous demand feeding, He announced magnanimously that He would take charge of me for the evening while She had a ‘well-earned’ rest.
      

      
      But it was pathetic. He’s even more nervous than She is. Consulted that book every two minutes like He was trying to defuse
         a bomb by correspondence course.
      

      
      Only lasted three-quarters of an hour. Then, in a state of total paranoia, He went rushing upstairs to wake Her, convinced
         that I was suffering from every ailment listed in the index.
      

      
      The only thing he managed to do during that three-quarters of an hour was change my nappy. Well, sort of.
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      But was He proud of himself?

      
      ‘It can’t be the nappy,’ He announced, as they both ran down to match my (non-existent) symptoms to the list of ghastly childhood
         illnesses. ‘I changed the nappy.’
      

      
      That line’s going to be heard a good few times in the next months. I can just see Him, in the pub at lunchtime with his mates,
         grinning modestly and saying, ‘I do my bit, you know. Obviously, my wife spends more time with the baby, because I’m at work
         all day, but I help out when I get home. I mean, for example … I change the baby’s nappies.’
      

      
      Real New Man, He is. My Dad.

      
      DAY 12

      
      Great excitement today. I went out in my pram for the first time. Very bumpy over the front step – I hope She puts in a bit
         of practice with an empty pram before our next excursion.
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      Only went for a short trip: up the road, and along a row of shops to the chemist.
      

      
      Then we went back home, mission unaccomplished. You see, the only reason for taking me out had been to show me off to friends
         and acquaintances and She didn’t meet anyone. There was even a girl She’d never seen before serving in the chemist.
      

      
      DAY 13

      
      Another excursion in the pram. She still hasn’t mastered the front step.

      
      This morning was a bit better on the social front, although She had to go up and down the road three times before She met
         anyone She knew.
      

      
      Those She did meet seemed impressed with me – I should think so too.

      
      Three thought I looked exactly like Her, two thought I looked exactly like Him and one thought I looked exactly like Winston
         Churchill. Huh.
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      One asked about names. She said the decision had finally been made. Then She told them.
      

      
      They have got to be joking.
      

      
      DAY 14

      
      Out in the pram again. Fractionally better in getting me over the doorstep, but She still needs practice.

      
      Went to the clinic. Got weighed, etc. Drew admiring glances from other mums – only to be expected, really. She met a neighbour
         also there with a baby (hideous little beast, in my opinion). As the neighbour loomed over me to get a good look, I put on
         my best looking-exactly-like-Her face.
      

      
      ‘Ooh,’ said the neighbour. Doesn’t baby look like Daddy…?’

      
      I don’t know why I bother.
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      DAY 15

      
      Very satisfactory confrontation with the cat today.

      
      It came into my nursery mid-afternoon when I was supposed to be having a sleep. I didn’t immediately start crying. No, I let
         the poor creature do its usual preliminary kneading of the bedspread before settling down on the divan. I even allowed it
         to start purring.
      

      
      Then I tried out a new trick I’ve been practising for a while. It’s a wild arm-flailing routine whose flying fingernails nearly
         always guarantee a scratch on my cheek.
      

      
      The moment I’d achieved a nice little nick I started bawling. Instantly She’s in the nursery. One look at my face and She
         jumped to exactly the conclusion I’d intended.
      

      
      The cat was swept up and slapped mercilessly.

      
      Minute it was released, it shot downstairs and out through the cat-flap. Hasn’t been seen since.

      
      DAY 20

      
      Today I learnt a new word. Actually, She’s only just learnt it too. Up till now She hasn’t known how to describe my habit
         of depositing little dollops of puke on Her shoulder whenever She lifts me up.
      

      
      But She’s been at the book again and now She knows that the word for this phenomenon is a ‘possetting’, and the deposit itself
         is known as a ‘posset’.
      

      
      Now I know the proper term for it, I’m determined to improve the timing and accuracy of my ‘possetting’.
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      DAY 21

      
      A day largely given over to possetting practice.

      
      The trick is not to throw up while actually being lifted and in the mother’s eye-line but to hold it in until you’ve been
         placed neatly over Her shoulder.
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