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For Noa, you made me fall in love all over again.


And for Boj, I wouldn’t be the mum I am


without you. x
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Introduction



Whether you’ve always wanted to be a parent or the idea of having a baby makes you break out into a cold sweat, whether you’re a loving step-parent or you’ve given birth to your precious only child, whether you’re surrounded by a whole bunch of kids or enjoying this in blissful solitude – or any other one of the hundred ways we live with and love other people – I hope you’ll find something in this book.


I’ve always been completely honest about my baby-making decisions, giving birth, and everything that came after, and while it wasn’t always brilliennnnnnt, I hope that by putting it all out here I might help someone out there.


I wish I’d known sooner that it could feel like this, both the good bits and the bad bits, and just remember: it’s OK to need help sometimes.


It can get better,


Kate x





1



Maybe Not


If you ask anyone, they’ll tell you that I’ve never been maternal. I know that’s not the obvious choice for the start of a book about motherhood, but it’s true. Of course I love my friends, but I’ve gotta be honest: I’ve never taken much of an interest in their kids. It goes without saying I’ve always been delighted for them (I’m not that much of a dick), but whenever I went to meet one of their babies for the first time, it went like this: ‘D’you want to hold them?’ they’d ask, to which I’d reply, ‘Nah, you’re all right, thanks.’


Every. Single. Time.


Of course, newborn babies are cute, but I just didn’t have the desire to cuddle one. Puppies, yes. Babies, no. I had an irrational fear that I’d accidentally drop or hurt them, and presumed any baby would cry as soon as I picked them up. One time I held a newborn at arm’s length for five seconds then said, ‘OK, he’s lovely, you can have him back now.’ I was terrified. Friends would ask, ‘D’you fancy changing a nappy?’ and I’d politely decline thinking, Why would I want to do that? No thank you. Not for me. And when it came to babysitting, I’d always make my excuses. I’ve babysat once as an adult and spent the entire two hours staring at the monitor thinking, Please don’t wake up while I’m still here.


Growing up I wasn’t a girl who wanted to play with dolls, nor did I ever dream of the daughters and sons I’d have. I never, ever felt broody, I never saw babies and wanted one, I never even spoke about having kids, not even about possibly wanting them in the future.


Seeing friends with their children made me really happy for them, but in the back of my mind I was always thinking, This life just isn’t for me. Even when my hedonistic raving days were behind me, I still wanted the freedom of being able to go to the pub or a gig after work if I felt like it, I enjoyed having the time and energy to go to the gym whenever and wherever, I was focused on my career, making money, doing what I wanted with my disposable income. I loved having weekends, mini-breaks and holidays to myself and despite being surrounded by more friends with children than ever before, I never once thought, I wish that was me, even in late 2018 when many of our friends were either parents already or trying for a baby. It felt like a mini baby boom within my friendship group, pregnancy announcements, births, most of which were wonderfully uncompli-cated, another of which was so beautiful it made me cry when the video was sent to our ‘Girl Talk’ WhatsApp group. I sobbed as I watched one of my best friends in a birthing pool calmly push this teeny tiny human out of her vagina with just gas and air like an absolute warrior. All I could think was, This is mind-blowing but I’m never, ever doing it, no chance, and if I do I certainly won’t be quiet about it. I’d be out for dinner with a friend and over a glass of wine she’d reveal that she was now trying for a baby as well, but not once did I get a twinge of broodiness. Instead, I was living happily child-free and announcing how thrilled we were to have welcomed another dog into our family. All I wanted was to be a dog mum. Some people are broody and maternal their entire life, and they totally love kids – even those that aren’t their own – while for some of us, procreating is just not on our radar. Both are fine, I reckon.


When I first met Boj, I’d just come out of a really long-term relationship, and jumping straight into another one was of no interest to me. I’ll always remember saying to him on our very first date, ‘By the way, this isn’t going anywhere. I’m not interested in marriage, I’m not interested in kids, I’m not interested in settling down. This is just a bit of fun.’ His first thought apparently was, Calm down, love, we’ve only just met. But look at him now. He’s somehow got all three!


So time passed and I could feel myself falling for him, and we settled down with my dog, Baxter, and a rescue dog we adopted together, Shirley, making a home for the four of us in a little London flat. I remember saying to my friends that if I was ever gonna have kids, this is the man I would have kids with. I’d never said that about anyone. Subconsciously, I must have been thinking that if I was ever going to change my mind, I was finally in the right relationship for it.


And Boj kept asking. Every year I’d say, ‘Maybe next year we can try for a baby, ask me again next year,’ and every January he’d ask if I was ready, and I’d say, ‘No, I’m still not ready.’ It was hard for both of us, because it was something he wanted so much that was really important to him, but it was also something I’d been completely honest about from the start. He was asking for a bit of hope, but I had to remind him I’d never wanted what he was hoping for, and had told him that from our very first date. I don’t think it makes me a bad person that I felt that way, and I don’t believe you should ever apologise for your life choices. I loved my life, I loved my career, I loved what Boj and I had together, and I didn’t feel ready to put all that aside for something that didn’t even appeal to me in the first place. Sometimes I’d reflect on an argument we’d had over the subject and the internal battle would begin. Boj would make a great dad … But I love our life as it is now … But it’d be lovely to make a baby with the man I love … But why would I want to bring a baby into a world that’s over-populated, the leader of the free world is Donald Trump, and climate change is a threat to humanity …? But look how much better things are here in the UK compared to a hundred years ago; we have electricity, our toilets are inside and our life expectancy is double, so perhaps things aren’t so bad …? But also what if Boj falls out of love and leaves me with the baby? It was a far easier option to decide not to try for a baby, than to make probably the most important decision of my life to try and have one, so I left it at that.


My sisters had their kids quite young, in their twenties. I never babysat for them once – I mean, I feel quite bad about that now, obviously. Really bad. Sorry, you two! If you think that’s bad, I couldn’t even remember my nephews’ birthdays until a few years ago, and I have-n’t always been the most involved auntie. I’ve always treated them at Christmas and birthdays, but when I was living in the north and the Midlands I’d never think, Yay, I’m coming home to London to visit my nephews! I’d be thinking, Yay, I’m coming home to see my mum and dad, and my sisters and my brother. But if any of them said to me now, ‘Meh, I’m not that fussed about seeing Noa,’ I’d be devastated! Although it would definitely be a little taste of karma for Auntie Kate. Ha!


I might sound really cold, I know. Quite a few people have said to me, ‘Don’t worry about it. All other kids are annoying apart from your own,’ or ‘I don’t like other people’s children, I just like my own.’


I was really surprised the first time I heard that – I thought it was just me. It’s not just me, is it? It can be funny if your own child doinks herself on the head, but if you laugh at someone else’s kid, and I’m sorry to say I have done, you’re a monster. Even after Noa was born, I thought I was doing playdates all wrong, but I still don’t see someone else’s baby and think, Ooooh let me have a cuddle! I also still look at toddlers with snot and food all over their face, perhaps having a meltdown because they’re not allowed another ice cream and think, How do I get out of here?! Then I realise that it’s only a matter of time before I’m dealing with my own snotty-nosed, ice-cream-obsessed toddler. Brillliennnnnt. But show me a dog and I’m like a kid on Christmas Eve. I’m dog mad. I BLOODY LOVE ’EM! Can I stroke your dog? Can I give your dog a treat? Can I hug your dog? Let me walk your dog. What a good boy. Like I say, always room for more dogs.


Before Noa, I was more than happy with just dogs being my entire universe. I have two: Baxter is an eleven-year-old Border terrier, and Shirley was adver-tised as a Border terrier cross, but we did her DNA and she’s apparently 25 per cent Chihuahua, 25 per cent Yorkshire terrier, 25 per cent Staffie, and 25 per cent sighthound, AKA a megamix! All I know is that if those two had to fend for themselves in the wild, Shirley would live until she was ancient with barely any teeth, crossing the rainbow bridge in her sleep, and Baxter would be dead within five minutes. Baxter is the most gentle, laid-back boy, who these days is quite happy to go for a walk, but equally happy to stay at home sleeping on our bed. Baxter in the summer is my favourite – he’ll find a patch of sun inside our home and lie on the carpet panting like mad with his eyes closed, looking like a grandad dozing off in his armchair. Shirley, on the other hand, is much like her Eastenders namesake: rough, tough and ready for a fight with any cat, rat, fox or squirrel that dares to come within five feet of the back garden. She was somewhat jealous if we ever showed Baxter affection in front of her and very aggressive while out on walks during the first few months of her joining our family, so we knew it was Shirlz in particular who would need a great deal of training and extra special attention if any baby was to follow her into our pack.


One of the reasons I didn’t want a baby for so long was these two: how could I possibly explain to them what was happening? You can get picture books for older siblings to understand the process of a baby arriving, and how their parents will still love them and all that, but all I could think of was Baxter and Shirley being pushed out by this new thing that didn’t have four legs and a tail, and having no way to make them understand what was going on. Their whole lives would be transformed literally overnight, from me walking them as normal one day, to me being stuck on the sofa or in bed with this screaming new pack member they didn’t ask for. I massively feared that I’d never be able to give them the attention they were used to, and they deserved.


When we were shooting Celebrity Bumps for MTV during my pregnancy, they asked if we’d still make a fuss of them, if they’d still get birthday celebrations once Noa was in the picture. I didn’t even hesitate: ‘Absolutely!’ I said, with confidence and conviction. But now I understand why they asked that question, because it was Baxter’s eleventh birthday on 2 November and, for the first time ever, he didn’t get his annual birthday steak for tea. I had every intention, but by the time we cooked it for him it was – wait for it – 9 November! I realise Baxter had absolutely no idea he’d missed out on a steak for his birthday, and of course we still made a fuss of him on the day, but since having a baby I never manage to do anything when I say I’m going to do it.


That said, I promised myself the dogs would never be pushed aside once Noa arrived, and it’s a promise I’m pleased to say I’ve kept. We include Baxter and Shirley in everything we possibly can with Noa and as a result I can already tell she’s going to be a dog person, especially when I see her with Baxter – they’re such a cute pair already. He follows us everywhere because he wants to be where Noa is. He trots up the stairs behind us every evening to observe bath time and when Boj or I run the bath, he’ll sit by her side in the nursery as if he’s guarding her. He drops his toys in front of her all the time, and while she isn’t quite able to throw one for him to fetch, she laughs out loud watching Baxter and I play tug-of-war with a squeaky hedgehog or rubber chicken. He used to rest his head on my tummy when Noa was in there and I like to think it’s because he knew his Mummy was growing something tremendously precious that he wanted to protect. I can’t wait until Noa is old enough to walk him on the lead, I just hope he sticks around long enough for that to happen. I can’t bear the thought of one day having to have a conversation with Noa about why the dogs she’s grown up with aren’t around any more. Baxter’s her best friend right now.


For the first six months after Noa was born, though, that was another part of my guilt. People who aren’t dog people really struggle to understand this, but Baxter and Shirley were my kids, they still are my kids. They’ve never been pets, I’ve never been their owner, they’re two members of our family, Noa’s big brother and sister, and now I wasn’t able to walk them, play with them, even come down in the mornings and feed them. I couldn’t pick them up for a long time because of my lower abdomen healing from birth, and dogs give you the saddest look even at the best of times, but this would make me sob. What had I done? I’d already been kept away from them for five long days while Noa and I were in hospital, and now everything had been turned completely upside down. It didn’t help when Daily Mail commenters decided to annihilate me when I posted a picture of me and the dogs on Mother’s Day. But that’s who the dogs are to me – I’m their mother, I’ve never been their owner, and at that time, they were the only kids I felt like I knew, I understood, who I wasn’t crying over every day, and the guilt I had for feeling like I’d abandoned Baxter and Shirley prompted me to share that photo of us on social media, I guess.


Plenty of people have said to me, ‘You must have known you were going to have a baby when you did the first series of your podcast?’ And I really didn’t. I was still completely on the fence, and by then I’d been ambivalent for a while.


Podcasting with Boj looked like a lot of fun, but we didn’t want to just do a podcast for the sake of it. Then I realised what a unique position we were in: with almost every other heterosexual couple we knew that didn’t have kids, it was the women who really wanted to start trying and the men who were keen to wait a little longer and pushing back. We ended up doing the podcast because we genuinely wanted to know as much as we could about the whole thing, hearing every side of the argument, getting all the facts before we even thought about making a decision. I was also approaching my forties, which meant it might not have even been possible for me, so we needed to find out if both Boj and I were able to have children.


The conversations on series one of Maybe Baby really helped, listening to all of our guests telling their truth about having kids – or not having them. Jenny Eclair was absolutely brilliant, talking about the joys of hav-ing her daughter at twenty-eight, and how she raised Phoebe with her husband and with the nanny who’s still very close to the family, and how having that ‘second mother’ made her daughter so stable and happy; Jenny’s also promised to babysit, so, Jenny, if you’re reading this, CALL ME.


Jenny spoke so eloquently too, not only about having to milk herself into a loo after her daughter’s birth, but also about the overwhelming fear she’s always felt as a mother, and how that was part of why they only ever had one child. She says even these days, if her daughter calls, she’s convinced it’s because she’s in danger or something terrible has happened. I can totally relate to that now and as much as I try, I know that fear is only going to amplify as Noa gets older.


Angela Barnes was hilarious and honest about her choice to be childfree, summing up perfectly my feelings about how people seem to think both your feelings for the planet and your relationship with your partner must somehow be less if you don’t have a kid – ‘Only parents can really understand worrying about the future. If you don’t want a baby together, it’s obvious that you don’t love each other enough.’ This is complete rubbish. Angela and I also shared worries about the stress babies bring to a relationship: if you really love each other and are happy, why add something into the mix to mess with it? We talked with her about how there’s no point having kids just because of FOMO, or because they’ll be company when you’re old, and how there’s plenty of elderly parents who never hear from their kids. At least with dogs they respect your hangovers.


I really enjoyed that episode with Angela, and I look back at the series and wish we’d recorded more episodes with people who were child-free. Maybe the whole series was a bit one-sided because that part of me was already edging over into a decision, even if I didn’t realise it or wasn’t ready to admit it yet. Every other guest would say, more or less, ‘Babies are great and having them is the best thing we’ve ever done, you should do it, it will improve your life in every way!’ Or maybe I thought that, since my anti-baby opinion was so strong, me having all those pro-baby people was balancing out my own feelings. Speaking to Angela, there was a mo-ment where she talked about finally meeting someone she wanted to spend the rest of her life with, and he didn’t want children either; it made me wonder whether, if her partner had wanted kids as much as Boj did, she would ever have changed her mind? It took seven years with Boj for me to finally be ready – even though some online commenters were convinced at the time that Boj forced me into it! – and it made me wonder: if women’s eggs were infinite and we remained fertile for much, much longer, would more women eventually choose to have children? Maybe we would have our years of going out and having careers, and women like me might have waited just a little bit longer, but still would have had a baby at the end of it.


Spencer Matthews and Vogue Williams, only on their first then but now expecting their third child, talked about how their son was suctioned out with a ventouse and had such an extremely misshapen head for a while that no family members even responded to the extremely ugly baby photos they sent out. Spencer also promised us that babies sleep twenty hours a day, and said, ‘If you want some rest, your best bet is to have a baby.’ Spencer, you and I need a word, mate.


The Scummy Mummies were fantastic, sharing their totally different baby feelings and pregnancy experiences, from being broody as a child and spending the pregnancy talking to the bump, to the distress of having a two-month-premature baby. I look back on that latter conversation so differently now, having my own experience of a tiny baby in the NICU. They also promised pregnancy would deliver huge boobs, great hair, and great skin, and taught us about doulas, the back-up maternity support you can hire privately to help you through birth and the following days or weeks. Helen sang the praises of home births in water pools so much that I almost considered it, and she pointed out the madness of women getting massive support during labour, just before being chucked out on day one of their baby’s life and being told to get on with it alone. Totally mad.


My lovely friend Alison Hammond from my Big Brother days talked to us about her five-day induction – I think Boj is still in shock at googling a ‘sweep’ – and her C-section. I don’t think I had ever thought of it as surgery before, and what a major operation it actually is, and Alison also made us think about best- and worse-case scenarios for how a relationship can change when a baby joins it.


Russell Kane gave us tips on sleep routines and staying connected as a couple, and how he didn’t feel a bond with his daughter until she became a ‘psychopathic bastard’ two-and-a-half-year-old toddler; Bryony Gordon talked to us about parenting through her mental illness, and recommended as her tip for every potential parent to ‘sort your shit out’ with good therapy in order to not pass issues down to any children; Boj’s mum, Sue, shared how different birth was even forty years ago, and how much child-rearing philosophies have changed around feeding and sleeping on demand. She told us how she didn’t sleep for five years during the early stages of Boj and his sister, which makes me think she’s even more of a wonder woman. She also said Boj’s head was so big that if he was her first child she’d never have had another one. She had to keep taking Boj for regular check-ups, and it was only after a year that the hospital confirmed he probably just had a big old brain. And that turned out to be true, right, Boj?


They all gave us such useful insights into parenting, not parenting, and what those choices could mean for our future, and Boj made plenty of helpful observations, too. Not least that maybe I was just scared of committing to something I would live with for the rest of my life, no quitting like a job, no divorcing like a spouse, no moving away like a bad property; maybe I just needed to have my mind made up for me by circumstances, so I’d stop having to worry about the pressure of a decision. (Spoiler: thanks, COVID-19.) But the conversation that really swung the needle was the one we had with Dr Marie Wren, deputy director at The Lister, one of London’s leading fertility clinics. She checked us both out, and revealed that while Boj’s sperm looked pretty good, my eggs were in definite decline and I shouldn’t put having a baby ‘on the back burner for two years’. I knew I wasn’t getting any younger, but somehow hearing her talk about it so starkly was a shock, and I actually start-ed crying. I didn’t necessarily have the choices I thought I did. She was very reassuring, reminding me that I wasn’t infertile and that there was nothing to indicate there would be a problem with getting pregnant, but if we were thinking about it, sooner was better than later.


I must have, on some level, been getting myself ready for having our own baby, and the final switch flipped when Boj asked me to marry him. The podcast episode at the fertility clinic had taken me by surprise and left me feeling worried for two reasons. Firstly, up until then I had a choice of whether to try for a baby or not. I was in control and wanting to live child-free, even when I discussed the idea and entertained it for a while but remained undecided, and perhaps this was very naive of me; I felt safe in the knowledge that I had more than enough time to have a child if I changed my mind. Suddenly it began to dawn on me that very soon, I wouldn’t have the luxury of waiting or debating, or even trying, because biologically it wouldn’t be possible any more. Secondly, finding out I didn’t have many eggs remaining made me think, What if I wait until I’m forty and they’re all gone? What if Boj and I try for a year and nothing? Will he still want to be with someone who can’t give him a child? One of my friends in a serious relationship recently found out she’s gone through the menopause. She really, really wanted a baby, found a loving partner who wanted kids too, went to the doctors where they suspected the issue was depression, but found out instead that that was it: no more eggs. I saw how heartbroken she was and it broke me too, as she’d finally met the person she wanted to spend forever with, the man she wanted to make babies with. It was such a shock because she was only in her late thirties. Now she’s waiting for a donor, because that’s her best option.


I still get regular messages on Instagram from the parentally undecided, asking me what I think they should do, and I’m not going to lie. During the first nine months of Noa’s life, I said to a few people who were completely 50/50 on having a child, ‘If you are genuinely happy with your life right now and don’t feel like you’re missing out on anything every day, you’re content and so is your partner, but you just feel like you should have a baby because society still expects you to, then don’t do it.’ In hindsight, during the first nine months of motherhood, I shouldn’t have been giving anyone advice on whether or not to procreate, as my head was a complete mess. Ask me now and I’d probably have a very different answer. Once Noa reached nine months, a cloud slowly began to lift and I started to feel what everyone promised me I would feel (eventually). It was as if the old me was returning – albeit a new version – and despite missing the old Kate, carefree Kate, silly, funny, not-taking-life-too-seriously Kate, and certainly not depressed, anxious, angry Kate, I’m actually learning to love and accept the new me. I’m Kate Version 2.0, I love my daughter to the ends of the earth and would do absolutely anything for her. I also didn’t think it was possible but I’ve even more love and admiration for Boj now that he’s the father of our daughter – watching him with Noa and how they are together, I could melt. As Kate Version 2.0, my future has done a complete 180 and there are so many more exciting things to think about, like Noa’s first Christmas, her first birthday, first day at nursery, first day at school, holidays we’ll have together, adventures we’ll go on together, her first boyfriend or girlfriend, her first job! Not only am I learning about her every day, I’ve learnt that my priorities in life have completely changed and it’s OK to sometimes miss who I was before I had Noa. It’s OK to have days where you feel trapped, anxious, overwhelmed, annoyed or resentful, because every day is different and your feelings change as quickly as your children do. Perhaps when she’s older, I’ll be convinced that everyone should have a child and it’s the best thing ever, but for now I’m a grateful mother and a child-free advocate. Ultimately, it’s not my decision for anyone else, but it’s also important for women to fully understand that, unfair as it is, we don’t have the chance to wait and live our lives doing all the things we want to do, because with age, it does often become much harder. And if I hadn’t fallen pregnant first, second or fifteenth time and we’d needed to try IVF, maybe I’d be recommending women try much earlier – it’s hard to give advice when there are so many different aspects to consider for every potential mum.


But I do know that I’ve always had so much love to give. I’ve been a great mum to the doggies because of how much time I’ve invested in making their lives enjoyable, and because I love them so much (too much, maybe), I cuddle and kiss them and have always treated them like miniature humans – hence their nickname, ‘The Miniatures’. Because of this, I know I would have loved any child I had earlier on in life. I definitely would have had more energy being a younger mum, with less aches, pains and far fewer osteo appointments than I have now, but I don’t think I would have been able to put my all into it because I simply wasn’t ready and I didn’t have the life experience I have now. I’ve learned so much from watching my friends have children, and seeing how it affected their lives and relationships, and whatever extra energy I might have had in my twenties, I wouldn’t have been able mentally to go all-in on being a mum like I can now and really enjoy it, because I would have been too aware of all the stuff I was missing out on that for me was really important. For me, my twenties were a crazy, raucous, irresponsible wild ride and I loved every minute of it. I look back on that decade and wonder how I’m still alive, but I’ve some hilarious stories to tell Noa when she’s old enough and I don’t regret anything I did, because I got it all out of my system in time to finally feel ready to settle down. I wouldn’t have wanted to parent on a hangover, or be worrying about babysitters while I flew abroad to DJ. At twenty-eight, I was out every single weekend, and it was about going out, getting drunk, having a good time and not caring about anyone else but me. Kind of selfish, but a lot of fun.


Too many people – including me – have had to deal with nosy questions about when they’re going to have kids, or a raised eyebrow when they’ve said they don’t want them yet. How do other adults not realise how rude that is? How do they know what that person’s circumstance is? For many, it’s a delicate and upsetting question to be asked. And really, the only acceptable answer to those asking is, ‘I’m pregnant already,’ because if you explain you and your partner are trying and it’s not happened yet, it can be incredibly awkward, especially if you feel uncomfortable talking about the fertility journey you’re on. And if you say, ‘Oh no, we don’t want them,’ then people are gobsmacked and won’t actually believe that you could feel that way. How can it be possible that a woman doesn’t want children? Sometimes you just can’t win. And that needs to change.


In fact, the only correct answer to that question is simple: ‘Mind your own business.’


I look at Noa now and find it absolutely fascinating that I can see both me and Boj in her, that we made this person together. Boj says it’s made us even closer, which makes me laugh because since Noa’s arrival, our relationship has been pushed to its limits and at times it felt like we were drifting apart. He’s seen me sob, moan and cry more in the past year than in the seven years prior combined, but I also get what he says: we’ll be tied together forever by this wonderful little human being who will be there through our whole life, a bond that makes both of us want to be better people. On the other hand, I’ve got so many friends who are blissfully happy without children, and having been there I believe them and am so happy for them. I see that it’s often women who struggle to understand that a happy child-free life can happen: that you can choose to be without a child and still have a great, fulfilling, joyful life. That you can understand love and empathy, even if you haven’t given birth.


I disagree so strongly with that idea that only having a child shows you what ‘real love’ is. When I was child-free I knew exactly what real love was, and it varied, from the love I had for my family and friends, to the dogs, and Boj of course. The love I have for Noa is un-believable and getting stronger by the day, but I can hand on heart say I knew what real love was before I had her. When someone asks me if I love the dogs or Noa more, I can swear to them that I love them all equally. Noa is more fascinating, changing and growing and doing new things all the time, and I’m incredibly protective of her and worried about what she might come across in the world, and the dogs can’t have conversations with me, nor can I make them laugh … but Noa will leave home one day, and have her own life, whereas Shirley and Baxter will always be with me, they’ll never learn to open the fridge and make a sandwich or get a job. They’re going to depend on me always and I know that I’ll be their best friend until they eventually cross the rainbow bridge. I know people might think that’s weird, but I don’t think we should have to make excuses for inviting more love into our lives. We are a really happy family of five, and that can’t be a bad thing, can it? You find happiness where you can. Should you be made to grieve what you haven’t chosen? No, of course not. Society needs to let us make our choices and be OK with them.


What matters is being able to talk about what you want and what you don’t want when it comes to kids. There’s no right answer, obviously, and it’s about what works for you. As long as you’re not hurting anyone, and you’re being honest with your partner, any choice you make is OK, but there’s no point you and your partner being on completely different pages – Boj has said that we’d still be together even if I hadn’t changed my mind, but I don’t always know if that’s true. I think he wants to believe it, but I suspect it would have got to the stage in our relationship where it was too much for him. After all, our opposing views on kids were already causing tension after a few years together. I know that if I wasn’t with Boj, I wouldn’t have had a baby, because with anyone else I’ve ever been with kids weren’t on my agenda and that was that. Had Boj not wanted children either, we’d most probably have three dogs by now. Without Boj, I’d probably have ended up with ten Border terriers. At least.
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