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Cathrine Mahoney

Trust me, there is life and love (and plenty of laughter) after divorce.

‘Desperately funny, fearless and full of heart.’

Meg Mason, author of Sorrow and Bliss

Currently Between Husbands






PRAISE FOR CURRENTLY BETWEEN HUSBANDS



‘Desperately funny, fearless and full of heart.’

Meg Mason, author of Sorrow and Bliss

‘Strap in. You’re in for a fabulous ride. And you’ll be wishing (like I was before I knew her) that she was your friend. It’s a bloody good book, and I didn’t want it to end.’

Amanda Keller OAM, radio and TV host

‘I adore Cath. To blazon her self-deprecation in such an endearing way encapsulates the courageous and hilarious woman she is.’

Ryan ‘Fitzy’ Fitzgerald, radio and TV host

‘There is one question I have asked Cath 100 times over: “Did that really happen?” Cath’s stories are like a Viennetta ice cream with the three layers being: disbelief, blunt honesty and brilliant story telling. To add to that, it’s bloody funny and you’re left wanting more. No one else I know can share a story like Cath. I’m looking forward to the TV show.’

Michael ‘Wippa’ Wipfli, radio host

‘If there was ever a person I’d be happy to have endlessly talk my ear off, it’s Cathrine Mahoney. In fact, she sometimes does – but not nearly often enough. Cathrine is uproariously funny, delightfully inappropriate, and wouldn’t know a filter if it came up and kissed her on her filthy rosebud mouth. Her friendships accelerate at an alarming rate, and she’s better than Jack Bauer at wheedling confessions out of people she’s only just met – sometimes without even plying them with vodka. In truth, she was born to write and podcast.’

Justine Cullen, Editor-in-Chief of Instyle

‘Like sitting down with your best friend over margaritas. Honest, vulnerable and laugh out loud funny.’

Samantha Wills, author and creative

‘Honest, vulnerable, relatable and best of all, laugh out loud hilarious.’

Amy Huberman, actor and writer

‘Currently Between Husbands is like watching Robbie Williams pash a fan on stage at his concert. Sometimes awkward, kinda hot, very funny but mainly you spend the whole time wishing it was you. Even in her darkest moments, Cathrine lives a life fuller than the rest of us put together. Smart, beautiful and wise. Consider my pelvic floor muscles tested. She’s the best friend you’ll want for life, but you’ll have to fight me for her.’

Sarah McGilvray, radio and podcast host

‘Cathrine has such a unique voice, with self-deprecating humour that has made me laugh from the day I met her 20 years ago. It’s time the rest of the world got to laugh along and her stories.’

Samantha X, author, columnist and escort

‘My all-time favourite movie is Bridget Jones’ Diary – to anoint a real-life version is a big deal – but Cathrine Mahoney is Bridget to a tee. I’d pay to read a Post-it note she wrote, let alone a book. Cathrine’s ability to be funny, clever, relatable, self-deprecating and just so loveable is unlike anyone I’ve ever met.’

Erin Molan, TV presenter, radio host and writer

‘Feels like Cathrine is a few glasses of wine in, unfiltered, and open heartedly telling you her story and owning it all. Inspirational and funny.’

Christian O’Connell, radio host

‘I love my catch ups with Cathrine… My sides hurt by the end of the night. She is one funny lady.’

Matt Moran, TV chef and restaurateur

‘Cathrine is hands down the funniest, cheekiest, most quick-witted woman I know! She is a natural conversationalist; she is the woman who walks into a room full of strangers and walks out with a bunch of new best friends. In her own charming way, she pushes the boundaries, all the while leaving her audience in stitches. She is inspiring, uplifting, light-hearted yet thought-provoking, who always makes me laugh!’

Erica Packer, UNICEF Ambassador

‘Cath writes as she speaks… she’s unfiltered, ridiculously funny but also heart-warmingly honest. It’s what makes her and this book so refreshing and so fabulous, but just a warning… you will laugh – LOOOOUDLY! Don’t say I didn’t warn you!’

Sally Obermeder, TV presenter, radio host and co-founder of SWIISH WELLNESS

‘My dear friend Cath is hilarious, kind, smart and warm-hearted. Her sharp wit, and unfiltered commentary on life makes this book a must read! I can’t wait for the movie.’

Jason Dundas, TV host and producer

‘Currently Between Husbands is a joyous and honest tonic for heartbroken souls. Cath’s unfiltered look at love, marriage and heartbreak ultimately delivers a message hope. It is a page turning wild, spiritual, ridiculously funny, candid, generous, raw and crystal-fuelled adventure, in which Cath has generously shared the funniest and worst bits of her life – in the hope of healing others.’

Jessica Halloran, The Australian

‘You don’t have to be divorced to love this book – it’s simply a story about love and life. We all need a Cath in our girl tribe, she is unfiltered, gets what it’s like to try and find “the one”, and will make you do that snort-laugh thing that you can only do around your girlfriends.’

Jules Robinson, presenter and founder

‘Wildly inappropriate, a massive over-sharer, honest to goodness hilarious – Cathrine makes the ups and downs of life, marriage, divorce and parenthood side-splittingly funny.’

Leila McKinnon, TV presenter and journalist

‘Cathrine Mahoney is the girlfriend we all need. Pour yourself a vodka (that’s enough soda, thanks!) and get ready for a hilarious and honest take on life, love and starting over.’

Kerrie Elstub, Editorial Director of Nine Digital

‘Finally someone (one of my besties) has the guts to spill on all the crap you have to deal with when a marriage ends and the weird, hilarious and intriguing world of what’s thrown at you when “in between husbands”.’

Tash Sefton, style curator

‘One of the funniest people I know writes exactly as she speaks – with laugh-out-loud observations, self-deprecating humour and wry insights into all aspects of a woman’s journey through life.’

Lisa Davies, CEO of AAP and former SMH Editor

‘Cathrine Mahoney ain’t no Shakespeare. To me, she is better and has the rare ability to capture our emotions in an all of the fucked-up-ness and fabulous feels of 2022 after a horrendous couple of years. I was a fan of Adrian Mole growing up as a kid and just like those books did with a pimply teen navigating life in 1980s UK, Cath has captured the human spirit of a 40-something-year-old British expat single mum living life in Australia. Celebrity, fashion and high society mix with your everyday local supermarket vibe – this is a book for everyone, man, woman, they, them. We can all relate to the raw hope, joy and heartbreak.’

Jonathon ‘JMo’ Moran, Newscorp Entertainment Editor

‘I laughed and cried with Cath as she opened up about the breakdown of her marriage (spoiler alert). Anyone who has ever dated will know what it’s like to dust yourself off and try to find yourself again after the end of a relationship. You may or may not have found the one, but you will fall in love with Cath and her quintessentially English sense of humour, self-deprecation, and propensity to overshare.’

Melissa Wilson, journalist and podcast host

‘Cathrine has this uncanny ability to write in a way that makes you feel like you are sitting down with your best friend having a cup of tea. I laughed, cried and had so much fun reading every word. This book is more than a memoir, it is the companion every woman needs beside her as she navigates life, love and everything in between.’

Carlii Lyon, founder of The Brand In You

‘Cathrine is the funniest oversharer I know, beautifully optimistic and my spiritual sister. Her book is sure to spark joy for those who read it.’

Michelle Glew-Ross, founder of My General Store
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Anne and Pete, ‘thank you’ doesn’t seem to cut the mustard. I wouldn’t be who I am or where I am now without having the best parents behind me every step of the way. I love you both so much. And Dad, it might be best if you skip some of the chapters…

Louis, I am so proud of you. You really are a beautiful young man inside and out. Thank you for choosing me as your mum. I love you to the moon and back, twice.






FOREWORD

Think you’re an oversharer? Meet Cathrine Mahoney. She’s the President of the club.

At today’s meeting we’ll be discussing, among myriad other things, bum hair (hers), snogging Robbie Williams, swiping right whilst wearing a shower cap full of nit treatment, and spectacularly falling apart at Los Angeles airport after a broken-hearted binge.

And believe me when I say you’ll be counting the days till the next meeting. She’s THAT engaging.

Cathrine is, let’s say it, bloody funny. And in telling her story she’s hilarious about the ups, but she’s also honest and vulnerable about the downs… and there’s some challenging ‘downs’. She’s sharing what it’s like to ‘re-enter’ life post-40. (A mortifying trip to meet a ‘new friend’ in his share house springs to mind.) But she’s also laying bare her survival kit… the bag of physical, emotional and spiritual tricks she used to pull herself out of the hole.

Cathrine is a lot. In the best possible way. Perhaps I should say she’s ‘the lot’.

She’s one of the wisest women I know, and hands down the funniest. I’m a little jealous that you’re getting to meet her for the first time and experience all the thrills and spills of her crazy open heart and her endless optimism.

Happy reading…

Amanda Keller OAM

It doesn’t matter where I am in the country, I regularly find myself meeting people who will start a conversation by saying, ‘You’re friends with Cath too, aren’t you?’ As a result, we instantly find common ground with our affection for the one and only Cathrine Mahoney.

It’s a testament to her warmth and unbridled ability to seemingly make friends with everyone that fuels those wonderful interactions.

When you are reading this, I sincerely hope that you have already bought or borrowed this book, or, if you are flicking through the start at a bookstore, I suggest you get on board now and strap yourself in.

Of all the things I could say about this outrageously funny and, at times, deeply honest book, is that I’m overjoyed that you can bask in the sunshine of the evanescence of my wildly charismatic mate.

She’s going to be your friend in an instant as you progress through the pages, and I have no doubt that if you do meet her in real life, she’ll be asking for your phone number and calling you her new pal.

So, I welcome you to the club of people who have laughed and loved being in her orbit; she’s one in a million, so get ready for your jaw to drop.

I look forward to you telling me that I’m right.

Tim ‘Rosso’ Ross






These are some of the quotes I have stuck to my computer that bring me joy:

‘What is meant for you won’t pass you by.’ Unknown

‘If your ship doesn’t come in, swim out to it.’ Jonathan Winters

‘I made my dream come true despite all the obstacles – no money, no training, no skis, no snow.’ Eddie the Eagle, English Olympic Ski-jumper (the namesake movie is incredibly uplifting if you haven’t watched it!)

No Mud, No Lotus – the inspirational title of Thich Nhat Hanh’s incredible book.

And finally, as per the band Journey’s 1981 hit song title: Don’t Stop Believin’… take it away guys!








PROLOGUE WHEN YOUR EX HOOKS UP WITH A BOND GIRL


Yep, that was awesome.

Two weeks before my 40th birthday, the wheels unexpectedly fell off my marriage. This is the story of how I got both those wheels and ‘me’ back.

Hiya, I’m Cathrine.

I’m an English, curly-haired Capricorn. A publicist by trade, who never leaves the house without a red lip. I’ve called Sydney home for the past 21 years after moving from the UK in 2000, in part on the advice of a horoscope column. I’m a self-confessed oversharer whose only filter is the one I use on my Instagram photos.

Google me and you’ll discover I was married to former rugby league player and TV commentator Andrew Johns. Actually, don’t google me, as there are a whole host of horrendous photos on offer – and a reminder that I really should have grown my pencil thin eyebrows out ahead of our wedding!

Despite what you may have read about our marriage – and, well, what you will read in this book, too – this isn’t a rant about men or my ex, or marriage in general. I loved being married, I love being in love and despite this particular one not working out, we managed to create a perfect human together and not bugger that up, so hey, things aren’t all that bad.

But this is the book I wish I could have read when my marriage went tits up.

I wanted to read a book about other people in a similar situation to me and I wanted to know it got better. There is life after divorce, I promise, and laughter and tears and disastrous first dates and more vodka than soda and, best of all, happiness. This is not a self help book – I am still in therapy – but I do hope it’s helpful to someone else.

It’s a book about me, how I ended up married to one of Australia’s most famous sportsmen and how I’ve tried to get over a very public marriage split without breaking down (too much) in public. And no, despite what Chris Martin and Gwyneth Paltrow managed to achieve, there certainly wasn’t a scrap of ‘conscious uncoupling’ in our separation.

What I hope you will get from reading my story is a bloody good laugh, maybe a cry, to feel like you aren’t the only one feeling desperate about going through the trauma of a break-up and to know that there is always light at the end of the tunnel – even if you have to bring your own torch!

There are six truths I now know about break-ups:


	It will take time to feel better. It just will. It takes longer than you want it to but less time than you fear it will. Honest.

	Getting back out there can feel daunting but when you are ready it is worth the date nerves. (Being naked with someone who isn’t your ex for the first time is bloody scary and you may need a stiff drink and – in my case – the lights out!)

	You really need to eat something if you’re drinking, but I’m not a health expert…

	Friends will get you through this. Friends, chocolate, cornichons (those mini gherkin things), George Michael on high rotation, anything starring Idris Elba and vodka worked for me.

	Being the bigger person is really hard at times but as Michelle Obama famously said, ‘When they go low, we go high.’

	Solo parents are superheroes. Word.



Now, enough of all that, let’s get into it…






INTRODUCTION ACTUALLY, I DON'T LIKE CRICKET OR BLOW JOBS


(And to be honest, I suck at both.)

Yes, that was what I originally wanted to call this book. But then I realised that some women like cricket. Also reading this in front of your inquisitive seven-year-old could lead to some awkward conversations. So, in stepped Currently Between Husbands to save the day and any blushes.

However, for the record, I did once give a ten out of ten, ‘Best in Show’, Olympic-gold-winning head job.

In a nutshell (as it were), I was starving. It was spring, we were off on a work trip to New York, and I’d enjoyed myself a bit too much over the winter months. I had said yes to all the pasta and cheese and a new local patisserie had popped up that I had frequented way too much. I didn’t fit into my stylish work threads and drastic measures were called for. I’d heard through the grapevine there was an option that would help me drop kilos that didn’t involve surgery; I didn’t have the stomach (no pun intended), time or money to go under the knife. So, option B it was – a 14-day detox involving ten days of Chinese herbs and acupuncture, then slowly introducing small amounts of ‘clean’ food from day 11–14, with the likes of cucumber and white fish on the menu.

The herbs tasted like… oh, how would I describe them? Growing up in South Wales our neighbours Mr & Mrs Thomas had a fishpond. It was difficult to see what fish they had as the water was covered in lily pads and was deep black with an emerald tinge. There was always a whiff about their ‘water feature’ but in the warmer months it was really on the nose. The herbs looked and tasted like they had been gathered from Mr & Mrs Thomas’s pond.

As I was sat waiting for day ten’s acupuncture session, I was dreaming of Christmas dinner with all the trimmings, burgers, pizza, cheese, cakes – anything that wasn’t herbs. I was ravenous. I picked up a women’s magazine in the waiting room to try to take my mind off food. One of the articles I started to read was about the benefits of coconut oil. As well as all the usual reasons to swap out other oils in the kitchen for coconut oil, the writer also divulged that she had enjoyed using the oil in the bedroom with her boyfriend. Hmmm, interesting… and tasty. It made sense I suppose – while I wouldn’t want to be rubbed in olive oil and made to feel like a bird being basted for the oven, smelling of coconut oil sounded quite alluring. I would be the first to admit I’m not wildly creative in the bedroom (although, to any prospective partners reading this: I have my moments) but perhaps this was a ‘new trick’ I could pull out in the boudoir.

Later that evening I was putting some things away in the pantry and a three-quarter empty jar of coconut oil caught my eye and my imagination. Up the stairs the jar and I went to the bedroom and my partner. And, in my famished, food-deprived state it felt like the closest I had come to eating in a week and a half. He was a dessert… a coconut log you might say. It was delicious. I used the rest of the jar to finish off the ‘job’. Both parties more than enjoyed the experience and left raving five-star reviews.

I returned home from work the next afternoon to find an industrial sized jar of coconut oil on the kitchen bench. Sadly, it was day 11 of the detox and I was on cucumbers!

But back to the book title…

Despite what you may think, this isn’t a book about bashing sport and sportsmen (or about blow jobs). I was a sports publicist for a major TV network for years (legendary cricket commentators the likes of Richie Benaud were some of my favourite talent to work with), I was a regular at Old Trafford to watch Man United play and yes, I even married a sportsman. Let me explain how the title came about…

The year before COVID struck, when travel was still a thing, my parents had been visiting me and my brother and our families in Sydney. It had been a cracking month together and I was taking Mum and Dad – Anne and Pete – back to the airport for their flight home to the UK.

The conversation had come around to my book. I had just spoken to a psychic from the UK who had predicted it would be a bestseller. As you read on you will find out how much I believe in mediums. I love a good ‘reading’ and never leave the house without a crystal in my bra. Neither of my parents carry crystals anywhere and are more than a little sceptical about ‘fortune tellers’. My dad was laughing along and said he just hoped he and Mum were still alive by the time my book hit #1.

At this point my folks had a rough idea of what I was going to be writing about. They knew that I wanted to share the highs and lows of life after a marriage breakdown, but I had still been very ‘big picture’ with them and hadn’t gone into too much detail. It was the ‘detail’ I wanted to bring up – a bit of an in-person parental warning sticker if you will.

I explained that there would be all sorts discussed in the book, including the weird and wonderful world of dating. I stated that there would be a lot that they both might want to skip, but especially my dad. There are some things a father should never have to read about his daughter. I went on to say, for example, that they couldn’t read the chapter about ‘Cricket and Blow Jobs’.

The car went silent for a second. Anne and Pete laughed awkwardly. It isn’t often we’d chat about blow jobs as a family. And then my mum, surrounded by suitcases and carry-on luggage in the back, piped up and said, ‘What is cricket?’

‘Cricket?!’ I guffawed. ‘The Ashes. The game men wear white to play on grass-stain-green-pitches and carry bats made from willow trees. Sir Ian Botham, Kevin Pietersen, Freddie Flintoff, David Gower! Cricket!’

Both my parents burst out laughing, saying that they thought ‘cricket’ was a new sex term they hadn’t heard of!! It’s not rimming – it’s cricket. Bloody hell folks. We had a giggle for the rest of the trip to the airport.

I rambled on about how, as I’d gotten older and was now currently between husbands, I’d stopped bullshitting so much in new relationships. I’d decided to stop trying so hard to fit in around a potential partner and just be myself. In the early days of a new relationship, I give a good few blow jobs, and, depending on what the other half is into – cricket, for example – I pretend to love it!

Five months in, though, I’d rather go for a bikini wax and have a tooth removed without gas than watch a five-day Test match, and I skip extended fellatio as it equates to a sore jaw and the need to visit my chiropractor.

The car fell silent.

Mum began to tell me a story about my gran. Mary, my dad’s mum, had been at the hairdressers for her usual colour and set (I always loved the purple rinse that she sported). The chat around the hooded hair dryers (the ones women would sit under for hours) had centred on a letter on the agony aunt page in a magazine. ‘Joan’ (guessing that wasn’t the letter-writer’s real name) was wondering if giving her husband oral pleasure was fattening? Were there calories in sperm? Because she didn’t want to swallow if that was the case.

I always find saying goodbye to my parents hard – even after 20 odd years of living on the other side of the world, parting never gets easier. I had been starting to well up with tears as we turned off the freeway for the airport, but now I really was crying… crying with laughter. Dad agreed he would happily skip that section and most of the book, if I stopped talking about it and just got on with writing it. Roger that, Dad.

And so, back to the title: the PG version. I can assure you there will be plenty of oversharing and inappropriate content that isn’t child- or Peter Mahoney- (or my brother James-) friendly – and the reason I went for Currently Between Husbands is because that’s where I am. This is the story of how I got there, what I know I want in my future and what I don’t want. And just to be clear, I don’t mind a One Day International (that’s also a cricket reference, Anne and Pete, not a new sex term).






CHAPTER 1 DOES MY ROCK BOTTOM LOOK BIG IN THIS?


Heavily intoxicated, sunglasses lopsided, slumped in a wheelchair. Head lolling from one side to the other as the chair is pushed through LAX. Holding on tightly to a bag with one hand, while the other is busy flipping the bird at random strangers. No, sadly this wasn’t a scene from Bridesmaids or Trainwreck; this was me seven years ago. Yes, I was a bloody mess.

They say you know when you’ve hit rock bottom. Looking back, I hit it more than once when my marriage broke down. The airport incident was certainly up there (or rather down there) with some of my lowest points…

In hindsight, washing back a Valium with swigs of vodka in the Uber en route to the airport might not have been the smartest move! It was February, my husband Andrew Johns and I had separated in the previous December. Everything about the break-up was raw and surreal. I kept looking at my left hand in a panic, fearing I had lost my engagement ring, only to remember…

I was in LA for work and had spent the last ten days busying myself with meetings and in complete denial that my marriage was over. I also believed my husband when he said that the woman staying in our family home, who was visiting from the US, was just a friend. But we’ll get to that…

Packing up the hotel room I noticed the half empty bottle of Grey Goose vodka next to the TV. I decided to bring it along rather than leave it at the hotel – ‘Waste not want not!’ as my mother often said. Although in this case I am sure she would have rather I left it. I popped a soft drink from the mini bar in my hand luggage, ready to act as a mixer. The ride out to the airport was 45 minutes and I planned to have a cheeky drink or two. The trip had been full of entertaining and parties and, quite frankly, as I was about to head back home to ‘reality’, I wanted to be numb.

As I hopped into the car with two of my colleagues an email pinged in my inbox. It was from my lawyer. For those of you reading this who haven’t gone through the trauma of a divorce, it’s a bit like going to war. Going to war against the person you once loved the most in the world. It’s brutal. Every time I read correspondence from the ‘other side’ it was like getting winded. I couldn’t breathe. My lawyer had forwarded on the first of many emails from my ex’s team. Those emails never got easier but the first one knocked me for six.

I’m an anxious flyer at the best of times, but my anxiety was through the roof once I had read and re-read the email. My doctor had given me Valium, and I planned on taking one once I was on the plane. Without really thinking about it I necked a swig of vodka straight from the bottle and washed the pill down right there and then. I didn’t want to face the mess my life had become.

The drive out to the airport was bonkers enough without the added buzz of self-medication. Somehow, we had scored a rather unusual Uber. We had ordered a Tarago, but the driver arrived with what was basically a nightclub on wheels. As well as the usual soft drinks and refreshments you came to expect with an Uber there was a full disco light system and mini mirror ball set up. Only in Hollywood, hey.

Sia’s Chandelier was playing through the sound system. The three of us were singing at the top of our lungs, with our hands in the air. Well, I had my hands in the air. I was clinging on to the last few moments of joy and silliness. I figured I had till we landed back in Sydney to ride the high of the trip and avoid all thoughts of what lay ahead. The more my mind crept back to the lawyer’s email, the more I drank to block it out.

It was a military operation weaving all our suitcases through the airport full of other travellers and finally to the Qantas check-in desk. I started to feel a bit wobbly, and I sat down on one of the cases. And that’s the last thing I remember…

There is that split second or two when you come to after a massive one, still half asleep and completely oblivious to the night before. Warm and safe, enveloped in the bedcovers. My body started twitching out of its slumber, my eyelids half opened as the morning light washed over my face. We had been away from home for ten days and, having slept in a few hotels, I didn’t think anything was odd about waking up in another strange room. Then, suddenly, my eyes were wide open and I was drinking in my surroundings. Um, I should have been on a flight.

I tried to lift my head off the pillow but as I did, I realised I had the headache to end all headaches. It was so bad I had to close one eye and focus with the other. I was lying in a king-sized bed. From the crisp white linen sheets and soft pillow, I could see there was a bathroom door to the right of me, and straight ahead an internal door to what I presumed was a lounge room. I moved my head much more slowly this time and looked down at what I was wearing. I was in a pair of grey oversized airline pyjamas that weren’t mine. OK, what the fuck has happened? Fear took over, my heart started pounding so hard and fast that for a second I thought I was about to have my first panic attack.

Now, as this particularly horrific incident was over seven years ago, I can almost laugh about it. Almost. When you have made an absolute A-grade tit of yourself, suffering from an alcohol-induced amnesia is a blessing. You can cringe as your friends detail your actions, but as you can’t remember a thing, you can almost fool yourself into thinking it didn’t happen.

But it happened.

What was relayed to me about that night was as follows: By all accounts, after we arrived at LA airport and checked our luggage in, I appear to have ‘checked out’. According to my friend Maggie (and embarrassingly some iPhone images back up the story) this is what happened next…

It was like I had been hypnotised. ‘As I count back from ten, you’ll go to sleep…’ and I was out. Except no clicking fingers could bring me back from my self-induced coma. I went floppy and became incoherent, just as we were given our boarding passes and passports back at the check-in desk. (That’ll be the Grey Goose with a benzodiazepine chaser I’m tipping!)

In a nutshell it seems that the vodka (I may have had more than one swig on the drive to the airport…) and Valium together crash-tackled my brain and faculties. The combination rendered me a stumbling, stuttering, blancmange of a human. I lost the use of my limbs and ability to speak just as we were about to queue up for the security check. My quick-thinking colleagues commandeered a wheelchair, explaining to airport staff I was pregnant and feeling unwell. Maggie had the foresight to put my sunglasses on me as I sat paralytic in the chair. I then appeared to do my best impersonation of Elizabeth Taylor (wheelchair-bound Liz, not the young National Velvet starlet) meets Bernie from Weekend at Bernie’s. I have no idea how I made it through all the armed security guards and the stand-up X-ray machine without getting carted off and arrested, but I did.

For those of you who’ve been to a US airport you’ll know first-hand that they are quite scary places! Very scary, actually (and rightly so, they take their airport security seriously!). The police and security guards all carry guns and I’m always petrified going through the body scanner section, even though I know the worst crime I might be committing is not wearing matching socks. So how on earth I got through this set up in such a wasted state, without being detained or having a cavity search is beyond me. God only knows what I was saying! And what was with me randomly flipping the bird at poor unsuspecting strangers?! What a knob. Apologies to anyone reading this that I gave the finger to at LAX airport that evening. And it got way worse.

We were lucky enough to have access to the Qantas lounge, an impressive space that had just recently opened at the airport. Into the lounge, sans wheelchair, we all went. The girls found a quiet area and plonked me down in the hope no one would notice the state of me.

Once safely inside the airline lounge things took a turn for the worse, or rather my stomach did. Again, I have no memory of any of this, but at some point I must have lurched into semi-consciousness and indicated I needed the loo. I managed to lock the door of the disabled bathroom and hurl the contents of my stomach all over thousands of tiny white marble tiles, and all down my clothes. I would imagine it was around this point it became clear to my friends and the airline staff I probably wasn’t well enough to fly, and I – like many planes before me at LAX – found myself grounded. This is also the part of the story where the oversized grey pyjamas come in and my outfit comes off. Again, I am incredibly grateful for my vodka-infused amnesia.

I am also grateful to the airline staff who were able to arrange flights to Sydney the following night (Qantas, thank you).

Somehow, I am presuming with the aid of the wheelchair, my friends were able to get me out of the airport and safely to a hotel for the night… To end this highly embarrassing chain of events, once in the hotel my friends undressed me and put me in the shower to wash the vomit out of my hair. I am still mortified even writing that sentence.

I spent that next morning in LA in tears. I was so ashamed of my behaviour. I felt sick to my stomach and the guilt was crippling. I couldn’t believe that I had caused so much drama. I then thought about my young son back in Sydney. I had to lie to my parents who were helping look after him and say I’d had food poisoning and threw up in the lounge and then wasn’t allowed to fly. I felt like the world’s worst mother and daughter.

24 hours later I sat in the same airline lounge, but this time I was cowering into my peppermint tea and hoping none of the staff from the day before were working. The anxiety about returning home to my broken life crashed over me.






CHAPTER 2 ANNE AND PETER: A LOVE STORY


At this point in the book, you know my marriage has failed (the book title was a bit of a ‘spoiler’ I guess), that I am lucky not to have a lifetime ban from LAX or be on a global airport-lounge ‘watch’ list and that I don’t do blow jobs. And that’s about it.

Let me fill you in on a little more about my life pre-divorce. It may give you some idea of why I still believe in romance and still want my happy ending.

My parents, as I said before, are called Anne and Peter Mahoney. I thank the universe regularly (maybe a little less regularly between the years of 13 and 17) that I was born to them. As I write this book they recently celebrated 50 years happily married, a real ‘couple goal’ these days. Neither of them have ever been between husbands (or wives) – such an inspiration.

Although they grew up only a mile and a half from each other in Sunderland (a city in the north east of England) Anne and Peter never crossed paths until fate, and The Righteous Brothers, brought them together in October ’65. Peter was 17, in his last year at Bede Grammar and a mad Sunderland FC fan. If he got the grades at A-Level he was off to Aston University in Birmingham to study to be a Civil Engineer. Anne was 16, a working girl (not that sort of working girl) spending her days as an audit clerk at a chartered accountants. She had been a keen netball player.

It was a chilly Saturday night and Anne and her friend Jackie had just arrived at the Sunderland Polytechnic for the weekly dance (discos didn’t hit till the 70s). Enough money for a cider each, the girls had already discussed that if one of them was offered a drink they would ask for two vodka and limes; sadly no one asked. Cider it was.

Peter, there with mates, had spotted Anne a few weeks prior while he was on the top deck of the bus and she was walking with friends. Seeing her again across the student hall’s dancefloor he knew he had to approach her. It took him a few songs and a pint before he made the bold move of asking her to dance. Dressed as the fifth Beatle, in a suit, white shirt with skinny tie and hair in the classic moptop style, he walked over to where Anne and Jackie were standing. Anne was in a dress she had made herself (she was and still is quite the seamstress) – a mini with short puff sleeves – and she was happy to dance with the handsome and very tall (six foot four) young man when asked.

And as The Righteous Brothers belted out Unchained Melody and sang about hungering for the special ladies’ touch, a hungry Pete went in for the kiss. (I am using some artistic licence at this point – details from those present were a bit sketchy.) And according to one half of the pair dancing, it was love at first sight.

After their second date, Peter (who was wearing a rather cool jumper, apparently) wanted to know if Anne was reading to start courting? He had two or three other young women on the back burner but was keenest on Anne. Was she in? She was.

No messing around with Peter, by the end of week two of the courtship he wanted to know if she would marry him. Not a down-on-one-knee full-blown proposal, more of an ‘Are you in for the long haul?’ type question.

Pete did go down on one knee for the full-blown proposal experience a few years later on Christmas Eve, and Anne said yes!

The couple were married the following year in the church they had both been baptised in as babies. Their wedding night was spent in a B&B in town, in a dodgy bed that sank in the middle. Very romantic. My investigation also uncovered the details that the happy couple hadn’t waited till their wedding night to consummate the union. That boat had long since sailed. I also got clarity that Dad was Mum’s first and that it was ‘more or less the same for your father’. Again, strangely, details seem a bit sketchy here…

So, what is their secret to notching up over 50 years together since they said ‘I do’? Is it Dad’s incredible dancing and taste in knitwear? Is it Mum’s sewing skills or the fact that she’d had no other relationship to compare it to?

It seems that it’s a combination of things. The old cliché of ‘opposites attract’ plays a huge part: Dad has his feet firmly on the ground and Mum is more ‘up and away’. Mum has a glass overflowing whereas my dad doesn’t even have a glass at all at times! It is Dad’s intelligence and quick wit that still has Mum in stitches. For Dad, it’s Mum’s positive outlook and happy nature. If it was left to him, they wouldn’t go anywhere or see anyone – Dad at times would be happy to be a hermit. But once Mum has suggested a day out, restaurant, holiday or even moving from one side of the world to the other, Dad’s got it booked and sorted almost immediately.

In short, they are best mates and haven’t once thought of being with anyone else in the world.

I loved learning more about my parents’ romantic beginnings and continued marriage success. I also wondered if my ability to fall for someone instantly had been genetically passed down to me by my dad – after all, he knew Mum was the ‘one’ after the second date.

Could be. Though it seems that while we are both fast love-fallers, Dad has just been more successful with where he fell.

Quick disclaimer: after reading this chapter my folks were concerned their marriage sounded ‘too perfect’. To be clear, it isn’t, and my mum said she even threw a kitchen chair at my dad once! Blimey Anne.






CHAPTER 3 WHERE DO I COME FROM?


I popped into the world at 2.30am on Christmas Day, in Durham hospital in the north east of England. I am very grateful my folks didn’t let the festive birthday influence my name choice. I could have easily been a Holly or Carol, but Anne and Pete opted for Cathrine. Yes, Cathrine, that isn’t a misprint – there’s no ‘e’ in the middle. My birth date and name have been two well-worn topics of discussion for me over my lifetime. In the case of the missing ‘e’ (that sounds like a Sherlock Holmes story) my mum said she didn’t want the ‘er’ in the middle of my name. I have paid dearly for this choice; incorrect plane tickets, bank cards and myriad missing emails. And disclosing my birthday is generally followed by: ‘Oh, the same day as Jesus!’ To which I respond: ‘We have similar hair but I don’t have the beard… although more facial hair as the years pass.’ Then there’s: ‘Do you hate having your birthday and Christmas on the same day?’ (No, I don’t.) And if I had money for every time someone asked, ‘Do you get two presents or one?’ I’d be debt free.

I realise being born on December 25th could go either way for some people. I happen to love it. And I love everything that goes with Christmas: the music (Band Aid or a bit of Mariah Carey), food, decorations and movies – it’s just not Christmas without the annual Love Actually viewing. Hands down, in my books, it is the best bloody time of the year! Well, except that Christmas just before I turned 40, but that’s still to come…

We didn’t stay in the north east of England for too long; my dad’s job saw us move around a bit, to wherever Dad’s employer’s next big construction site was. Finally, we landed in South Wales as the M4 Motorway was being built. We opted for a town called Porthcawl, on the coast and slap bang between Swansea and Cardiff.

Four Mahoneys moved into Manor Grove, a newly built cul-de-sac on the outskirts of Porthcawl, but before too long my little sister made it five. I was the eldest child, followed by James who was three years my junior. Then, five years later (some may say as a ‘surprise’), Sarah Mahoney rocked up. My parents often said, and still say, I was an only child with a brother and sister. I don’t know exactly what that means but I am fairly certain it isn’t a compliment!

I always felt a bit different at school, I think it was the accent. I hadn’t picked up the lovely singsong north east accent my folks had, but I didn’t have the Welsh accent the other kids in my class chatted with. I was always a very tall girl for my age, which led to me feeling slightly gawky and awkward (I still do). I was always pulling up my cream knitted tights (I was way taller than the size 5-6 was created for) and I often sported the crotch around the top of my knees. I was definitely too tall to be cute. All the other girls looked like perfectly-formed little dolls, whereas I always felt like Big Bird from Sesame Street. I remember when it came time to read, the whole class would sit on the massive dusty school rug while the assistant teacher sat on a chair at the front. She would have all the boys stand next to her as they read, while the girls would cosy up and sit on her knee – every girl except me. When it was my turn to come up she stood me next to her; she clearly thought her knees were in danger of breaking if old Giraffe Mahoney straddled them.

The low-flying tights proved a pain when it came to playing kiss chase in the yards. A pair of cream patterned woollen things around your knees really slowed a girl down, especially when trying to avoid one of the boys you didn’t want to be kissed by.

Yes, here we are. Already at the start of my, what I believe the magazines call, ‘chequered’ love life. Got here fast, I know. But let’s run with it.

At this stage in my life, I only wanted to be caught be one red-faced, slightly sweaty Welsh lad: Steve Phillips. I certainly slowed down and almost stopped when he was close by. He was handsome and charming. (Or as charming as boys can be at seven.) It was a sweet spot in a boy’s life, a year or two before they start to smell from playing sport at lunchtime in non-breathable fabrics.

I had Steve’s heart for a whole day. What a day it was! I remember he had a gap in his front teeth. This is common in your dental area when you are seven – teeth come and go. Missing teeth can really ruin some faces, and I have the photos to prove it.
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