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Dedication from Lloyd
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To Kathryn White, the best mate I could
have wished for. Thank you for always being
there for me, and let’s hope there are many
more years of laughs and giggles.


Dedication from Rob
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To everybody at Care for the Family
– what a brilliant team!
And Dianne and Kate
– thank you.
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“By the time I realised my
father was right, my children
were telling me I was wrong.”


– HENRY WINKLER, THE FONZ








Lloyd and Rob Parsons first met
in a maternity ward almost
eighteen years ago.


They live in an extended family with Dianne, who is Rob’s wife (and Lloyd’s mother!), Kate – aged twenty-one and away in university somewhere, and Ron, aged fifty-three, who had no home of his own, came to stay one night for Christmas twenty-four years ago and never left.


Lloyd is in the middle of A levels which are hard work and a social life which isn’t. He’s a good laugh, a good mate, and staggered he’s written a book.


Rob is the author of several books on family life, and runs seminars on relationships. He left his legal practice ten years ago to start a charity called Care for the Family. It organises holidays for single parents, produces parenting courses and loads of stuff on family life, and generally keeps him out of Lloyd’s hair.





 



A short word
from Lloyd



“When my father told me he was going to publish another book on parenting I thought there must be something wrong with us kids. All these books on how the parents are supposed to bring us up as angelic children who do everything right and who are always hard at work for our exams. I don’t think they realise that this is never going to happen; so I came up with the idea that a book should be written saying that our parents aren’t as perfect as they think. This book is designed to help them realise the pain they put us through with their long lectures and boring speeches.


At first, the book was designed solely for kids to STRIKE BACK at their parents but my father told me that they needed some defence. So occasionally the old man will butt in with his piece to defend all parents. When this happens, all you have to do is skip those pages and go on to the decent stuff.


At last I think we’ve got them worried.”





 



A long word
from the old man



“Lloyd, I remember the day that you were born so very clearly. There were lots of things that were on my mind at that time like decorating your room, buying enough baby milk to sort out half the infant population on the planet, and getting an announcement in the local paper to tell everybody who already knew and cared, that you had been born.


But if I’d had any sense, it wouldn’t have been those things that concerned me. I should have been worried about how I was going to be a father to you. As you know I was a lawyer; this involved me in acting in murder trials, company takeovers, and lecturing all across the world. Son, I can tell you, with not a hint of exaggeration, that NOTHING has come close to the challenge of parenting you. Don’t get me wrong. You haven’t been a difficult child, you didn’t have to be, you just had to be a child.


As you know, I’ve written books on parenting, done countless interviews on the joys of fatherhood, and generally sought to encourage other mothers and fathers not to give up completely. I confess that sometimes I’ve felt like Arnold Schwarzenegger speaking about ballet. You may find this hard to believe, but there were moments when I felt I had really blown it as your father. At those times I have not wanted to give seminars on parenting, I have craved to attend them.


But, you know, Lloyd, all that has been good for me because in reality there is no such thing as the perfect parent. All of us – the ‘experts’ and the ‘authors’, the ‘agony aunts’ and ‘ordinary parents’ – are trying desperately to work out how on earth we are going to bring up this person for whom we are responsible and who reminds us every day that when it comes to parenting we are in the beginners’ class. And you know the really frustrating thing about being your father? Just about the time I learned how to handle you as a toddler, you stopped being one. And just when I had the 12-year-old sussed out, you decided to be a teenager. And now – just now, when I am a world authority on the hormones of puberty – you are almost eighteen and you’re grown up.


Do you remember how the idea for this book started? You said to me one day, ‘You know, Dad, it’s just struck me that parents spend the first ten years of a kid’s life trying to get him into bed and the next ten trying to get him out.’ We laughed and then one of us had the idea to share the great wisdom that you and I have learned over these past eighteen years. When we had covered the back of a postage stamp with that, we decided to ask some other kids and parents to help out. Thank goodness they did.”





 




The thing
teenagers
say most about
their parents


“They never
listen to me!”







The thing
Parents
say most about
their teenagers


“They never
listen to me!”








 


Dad, I know I can come to you on the meaning of the universe and whether we should join the single currency, but can I ask an easy one?


Why is it such a big deal that my room is tidy?


Son, that one is really easy to answer.




1 I know it’s your room, but it is in the same house as us and plague spreads.


2 I think something is moving under your bed.


3 We’ve had complaints from the cockroaches.


4 Some of that food under your CD player seems to have turned to penicillin and it’s important we get it to the people who need it.


5 I still think the Labrador we lost is in there somewhere.


6 I think something has STOPPED moving under your bed.


7 Some of the underwear in the corner may have come back into fashion.








 




Stupid things that
parents
say


“Do you want a smack?


Don’t come running to me
if you break your leg.


Where did you lose it?


Eating fish will give you brains.


Don’t be childish.”








 


Son, can you help me with something that’s been troubling me for years… I’m sure it’s no big deal but it’s eating away at me and it’s best we sort it out. It’s just that on the very day you hit eleven, another person emerged in our relationship. I call him ‘Everybody else’s father’.


I first came across him when you wanted to sleep over at Billy’s house. I had never heard of Billy and frankly there was precious little information coming from you. For all I knew, a sleepover at Billy’s could have been in the same category as a night on the town in Beirut. I said, ‘No.’ And it was then that the character who was, in future, to make regular appearances in our lives, stepped out of the shadows. You burst into tears and said, ‘“Everybody else’s father” is letting them go.’

OEBPS/images/ART_Pvb.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/ART_Piii.jpg
|

What Every
Nid Wishex ”
Their Parents

Rob Parsons (49:.)
and Loyd Parsons (17:.)





OEBPS/images/ART_Pva.jpg





OEBPS/images/ART_P68.jpg
HODDER &
STOUGHTON





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
m Qar 1S (’@9‘%)‘
and Lloyd Parsons (17.)





