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  For Louis,

  Because the child does make the man

  Dad
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  AWESOME ADVICE FROM SHANNAN PONTON – Trainer from The Biggest Loser


  IN the right frame of mind you’ll be blown away at just how resilient, tough and capable you really are as a Dad. The lessons your children learn will last a lifetime so be


  the role model you want your kids to be when they get older. Kids are wonderful imitators, you really must give them something wonderful to imitate.


  You’re a man, so stand up and be brave. If you need help, be even more of a man and ask for it. Get your mates together with their kids and talk, share stories, learn from each other and most importantly, give Mum a break.


  And don’t forget to look after yourself. Go to bed early. You don’t need to update Facebook or Twitter, or catch up on what’s happening in Revenge. You do need the extra sleep. Eat well and stay fit so that you can keep up with the kids. They have an unfathomable amount of energy.


  This is not a dressed rehearsal. Be the Dad you always wanted to be and most importantly, back yourself.


  FOR THOSE WHO HAD MY BACK,


  THIS ENTIRE SuperDad SpeedBible expedition is a salute to my son Louis. It goes without saying, none of it


  would have happened if it weren’t for Louis and his special brand of humanity. I salute his unflinching bravery in the face of upheaval, his tolerance of uncertainty, his boundless capacity for love, honesty, curiosity and understanding, his freakish smarts and ability to make me belly laugh even in troubled times.


  Now I’m going to salute the mother of my majestic boy, Heather Blinkhorne. Since moving past the emotional fallout from our initial break up, Heather has genuinely done whatever she can to nurture the relationship between Louis and I. If Heather chose, she could have conscripted us all to the battlefield. Instead, she empowered Louis and I with time, understanding and, to this day, the ability to build a loving, irreplaceable relationship. More than anyone, Heather had our backs. She can also count on us always having hers.


  To my monumentally great brother, writer and life mentor, John “Jack” Orr. Jack has opened infinite doors and made me see the light too many times to mention. Jack is a true free thinker with a potent generosity of spirit...so long as he likes you. Also saluting artist Sandy Herberte, who has warmly shared his thoughts and ruminations on all things art and creativity, grounding me with the realities of a risky field that sometimes feels like it wants to hurt you more than help you.


  Many, many thanks to JCP’s Jasmine Standfield for her patience and seamless management of this whole process.


  Thanks to my friend Catriona Mathewson who delivered a great first edit and contributed some desperately-needed insight on women and kids and thanks to Greg Fleming for his great wisdom and insight on being a single parent.


  To Sascha Costigan, thanks Babe. Taking my late night phone calls and having our big chats about life and about our kids, was critical.


  To my immediate family: Thanks go to my father for rarely losing his sense of humour. To Jason, Kristin and their gorgeous kids, Georgia, Bianca, Sienna, and Halle. To Brent and in particular, Mum, for reading the manuscript and encouraging me to see a publisher. To Miles for getting me out of strife more than once. Thank you all.


  Last and not least, to Louis’s grandparents, Sally and Gordon. For never passing judgement, taking great care of Louis, good BBQs and always being up for a chat.
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  CHAPTER 1


  A CALL TO ARMS — SUPERDADS IN WAITING


  OKAY, let’s get this straight up front. This book will not tell you how to parent.


  You can and will raise your child however you see fit. Let them wear a Guns n’ Roses t-shirt, grow a mullet and throw them in the mosh-pit at heavy metal gigs. Stick them in an Armani coat and get them front row seats on international catwalks. Take them to church to learn about Jesus and his mates or start them early on a bit of Darwin for dummies. You have your own view of this mad, mad world we inhabit. You have your own history and your own views on right and wrong. You probably already think you know what your child needs to make their way in this world. Unless you fall into some nasty part of the sociopath spectrum, I think you just have to run with your gut.


  What this book can and will help you with is ALL the other stuff — the many tentacles of parenting that can make the difference between enjoying fatherhood or finding the whole thing a constant source of anxiety and frustration. This will give you the tools to feel in control; to look your child in the eye, return their beaming smile and take a genuine interest in what they are doing, rather than running around putting out fires. It’s about keeping the little punks fed, watered, safe and entertained while also taking a look at the big stuff (milestones, health, managing careers and kids, and fitting in time for adult relationships) and the simple but vital stuff (ie packing a bag for a stressfree day out).


  SuperDad SpeedBible is a rapid-fire memoir and reference book that gets you up to speed with the practical needs of you and your child. If you get these bits right, the rest should be smooth(ish) sailing.


  These are lessons that can be learned the long, hard way. Believe me, I know. But no matter what mistakes you have made in the past, the beauty of making the decision to become a father — a real father — is that none of that matters anymore. You could be a filthy rich banker who’s knocked up a stripper half your age or an outlaw biker who’s done the same. It doesn’t matter if you’re 16 and got carried away without a condom or you’re a thirty-something expert in ovulation cycles and conception windows. All of that is yesterday.


  Today, there is only one question. Do you want to be a father? If you do, that’s just dandy. Read on. This book will give you the tools you need. It’s about laying a solid foundation and getting yourself sorted so you have the time and mental space to be the parent your kid needs you to be. For the most part that just means being a stand-up guy. Be the kind of person you would respect and the kind of fella your kid will look to for advice, support, protection and guidance. Being a father doesn’t mean changing who you are — the world needs interesting people not clones — it just means you may have to change the way you do some of the practical things.


  Meaningful attention is what kids want. If you don’t have your day-to-day ducks in a row, giving them that attention will be nigh on impossible. Kids don’t know what you have going on at work. They don’t want to see furious fights between you and Mum. They just want you. Warts and all. And that’s a level of unconditional love you won’t find in many other relationships. So pay it due respect.


  Personally, I treat my role as parent like this:


  •  Guardian


  •  Protector


  •  Guide


  •  Friend


  I don’t think I’m here to tell my kid what to think. I think I’m here to help him learn how to think for himself; to have the confidence to make brave decisions and to accept responsibility for his actions, good and bad. I’ll be there to support him no matter what mischief he gets up to and I definitely won’t judge him. There’ll be plenty of others waiting in line to do that. With that in mind, the same rules do apply to you.


  Obviously there’s a reason I have written this book. My own story of becoming a 50/50 week on-week off parent is by no means pretty. But, I hope by laying it all out there, it will reinforce my mantra that if you want to be a good Dad you can and will pull it together.


  This book is aimed at every man who wants to be a better father. It is for any man who wants to do more than just “help out” while their mother does the heavy lifting.


  While I separated from my boy’s Mum, Heather, when he had just turned one, our split was amicable to a degree and we mostly work well together to this day. Even so, seeing Louis only every other week while learning to be a parent and holding down a professional job, was like being dragged on a chain behind an interstate truck — a long and painful journey. People told me I shouldn’t complain because lots of Dads only get to see their kids every other weekend. Jam that. Jam them. I wanted to see my kid every single day. Still do.


  At the time it all unravelled I was on a kick ass pay packet working as a senior producer for a tabloid TV show on the Seven Network. I was tasked with finding stories and tracking down some of Australia’s most lecherous con-artists and their prey. It was my job to source stories, do the research, interview the embarrassed and crying victims, then stake out and confront the slippery crooks. All of this had to come together with enough colour and creativity to entertain the 1.5 million people who, sure as eggs, would be watching. All this without getting sued of course.


  There were days when I had to deliver six minutes of television in a shift. That’s a lot of television to produce. The people who worked there, my friends, were regarded with derision by mainstream Australian journalists. But we knew there was more gumption inside the youngest researcher in our office than there was in the entirety of most newsrooms around the country. So we stuck together. It was a pressure-cooker environment and when we blew off steam, we did it with the same intensity we chased a hot story. We pushed the limits professionally and socially. I loved it. I loved them. Until my private life went south.


  To block out the pain and turmoil of the separation, I hit the bars in a big way, downing everything legal and otherwise I could get my hands on. I spent half my life in Sydney’s Kings Cross — a red light district full of pimps, hookers, strippers, drugs and booze. I would stay there for days, in a haze and making fast friends with likeminded women and complete strangers generally. Those first few weeks, while my son was staying with his Mum, I was particularly out of control. I don’t know if I was sober for any of it.


  Verbally we agreed to share custody on alternate weeks, but what that truly meant did not sink in. It was not until one sunny Saturday morning when it suddenly dawned on me that my boy would be arriving the next day. I was about to spend my first week looking after a one-year-old entirely on my own —no family and no friends in a position to help.


  It was about 5am when I walked downstairs. The place was a disgrace. My wonderful, and exceedingly drunk best friend, Jack, was passed out on a deflated blow-up bed next to the empty cot in what was to be my son’s room. There were literally 100 newspapers scattered across the floor, empty red and white wine casks on the cream carpet and across the courtyard. CDs and DVDs out of their cases were strewn everywhere. The kitchen was squalid. Every saucepan, bowl, plate, knife, fork, tablespoon, teaspoon and cooking implement was caked in old food. I had no clean clothes for my boy. I had no clean clothes for myself. The place smelled like a seedy bar, which it just about was. The only food in the fridge was off. The bathroom was filthy and my bedroom was a depressive’s dream. There were stained wine glasses, empty bottles and pill packets next to the bed.


  The Little Man would arrive in eight hours and I had to work the next day. I truly freaked. Barely able to walk I started cleaning. My mouth was filled with paste, my legs weren’t listening to my brain and nor were my hands. Beginning with the kitchen, I didn’t bother trying to wash up, I just soaked the filthiest implements with a plan to scrub later. Next I began washing clothes, one load on and one in the dryer. That would take most of the day, while I continued to work on everything else. I moved into the lounge room, to the casks and the newspapers. Wearing just a dirty pair of torn boxer shorts, I wandered down the pathway past my neighbours dumping load after load of rubbish into my bin and everyone else’s. Then I moved to the bathroom and the toilet. I cleaned and scrubbed until they glistened. Then the bedroom. I took the glasses downstairs and added more clothes and grubby bed sheets to the giant pile. I went back up stairs and the room still smelled of sex, sweat and wine. I opened the windows and took the quilt outside to air. I vacuumed the entire place and mopped the floors. I emptied the fridge, passing the neighbours again with garbage bags full of rotting fruit and vegetables and mouldy leftovers. I returned to the kitchen as the last and worst room. I boiled jugs of water to sterilise what I could. I washed and dried and packed everything away. Lastly I folded all the clothes and packed them neatly into wardrobes and drawers. The place was completely clean.


  Then it was my turn. I washed my hair, soaped my body, scrubbed my feet, had a shave, cleaned and clipped my nails and went for a run. It was cathartic. I had taken at least some control back.


  By now Jack had woken up and taken a seat outside on a deck chair in the sun. He had a glass of wine that, just watching him, made me want to retch. I had an acute hangover, usually best treated by adding more alcohol, but I didn’t want to drink with my boy coming home. So, with beads of toxic sweat pricking my forehead and back, and buzzing with anxiety, I sat down with a coffee to consider my position. What did I need to do now? The place was clean but it was also bare. What does my boy need and how much money do I have? I found $30 in coins and a $20 note. That gave me $35 for food to last five days; fill the fridge and buy nappies. So I wrote a menu and bought the cheapest nappies in the shop.


  At the shops I bought tins of kidney beans, chick peas, white beans, tofu, tempeh and vegies to make cheap, nutritious stews, curries and snacks. I bought oats and blueberries for breakfast, bananas, bread, corn and rice. So the fridge was loaded but then there was a heap of prep to do to get all the meals ready. What about childcare? He was only booked in three days a week and I work five. Five big days. Fuck! I had him booked in on Monday and Tuesday and Friday but the centre had no room for him on the other two days. My mother had offered to fly the 2000km round trip from Brisbane to Sydney to look after him on the other days, so I locked her in.


  Technically I was ready. Mentally I was swimming in a black abyss.


  My son hadn’t seen me for a little while so he was a bit standoffish when he arrived. But it didn’t take long and we were back into it. His smiling, happy face helped me to feel much, much better. The minute he began walking around I remembered just how much work I was in for. He was walking but only just and that is a dangerous, dangerous time. I had stairs with no baby gate, electrical goods, glass, a bathtub and plenty of doors ready to cause major injuries. Toddlers need 100 per cent attention. You can’t take your eyes off them.


  The reality was that when my boy’s Mum had left I was on my own. Louis and I played but my heart wasn’t in it because I was so worried about everything else. He went to bed at 7pm and I stayed up watching TV and ironing work shirts. Then I laid out his breakfast. Rolled oats in a bowl, soy milk locked and loaded in the fridge, a banana ready for cutting. I prepared his pram for the morning walk to childcare. I packed it with too many nappies, wipes, sun cream and a banana for the journey home. I found his hat, laid out three outfits, one to wear and two as back-up for when he would inevitably get dirty. Then I hit the kitchen and made a batch of Mexican beans and vegetables with rice. I froze some and left a couple of meals in the fridge for tomorrow’s dinner. Everything that could be done was done.


  Yet I was still deeply uncomfortable. I went to bed and didn’t sleep at all. I drifted and rolled and turned thinking about my son and thinking about my job. I now had $105 a day in childcare costs, a big rent bill and a mortgage on a unit in Brisbane. And, most importantly, I had to give him a good life. Without my job I was in the Badlands.


  The morning went to plan. Louis was fed and watered. We played for a while but I still couldn’t relax. I walked him to childcare and he screamed with sadness when I left him. That broke my heart. But I had to go to work. I raced to the bus stop compulsively checking my phone, hoping and praying the boss wouldn’t email.


  At work I felt like a foreign species. Not man, not producer. A ghostly thing that moved with the speed of a sloth, the reflexes of a tranquilised elephant and a mind like chocolate fudge. It felt like a dissociative state. Strolling into work, standing next to household names like the Sunrise breakfast show’s star duo Mel and Kochie along with Samantha Armytage and newsreader Chris Bath. Was that Larry Emdur or Sonja Kruger who just walked past my desk? Hang on, I better file my story. Hang on, I haven’t written it. Oh dear.


  I tried to collect myself but there was nothing there. I couldn’t keep my mind on the job, literally. Over the next few weeks my split personality flourished. One week I was “single Dad/career man”; the next I was “single man/career man”; then it was back to being “single Dad/career man”.


  I was being spun, stretched and flung from one situation to another, racing through the day like a madman: sneak a quick shower, greet my smiley son when he woke to the sound of splashing water, change him, feed him breakfast, feed myself breakfast, have a little play, bring him to my room so I can watch him while I change, pack the pram, race to childcare, say goodbye while he bawls, run to the bus, run to work while making a hundred calls on work stories, try to find a childcare centre that will take a child on a week-on/week-off basis, try to please the boss, try to find stories, try to produce good stories, interview people, write, race out the door at 5.30pm (far earlier than is acceptable in a news environment), catch a bus to childcare, grab my happy-to-see-me boy, pram him home, feed him dinner, give him a bath, have a little play, watch him like a hawk, take him to bed, have something to eat, clean up, prepare for breakfast, clean clothes, iron a shirt for work, watch TV, wish I could sleep, get up and start over again. I felt I never really saw him, yet my entire existence was devoted to him.


  The weekends were the only times I could breathe: beaches, parks, trains, trams, buses, monorails and nice food. I had sun and happiness for a couple of days. He loved me and I loved him back. This part was worth all the work. Then came the Sunday afternoon handover. These were painful for a long time. My son and I were just starting to enjoy each other’s company when it came time to hand him back for another week. I know his Mum felt the same.


  My plan at this point was to throw myself into work and make up for lost time in the week I was on my own. But it didn’t quite pan out that way. I found myself so emotionally and physically exhausted it became a party week: Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday and Friday. I would slow down on Saturdays because I knew I had Louis arriving the next day and, anyway, my body couldn’t take much more. Of course my work suffered, as did my bank balance. I pulled a few good stories off over the next few months but nowhere near what was expected of me. My chief-of-staff lost faith in me. So did my Executive Producer. So they should have. My 12-year career was on the ropes.


  Childcare remained an issue. No-one would take a kid on alternate weeks because it meant one week with a vacant placement and no money coming in. I decided to look for a full-time place and just suck up the extra cost for the week he wasn’t there. Even so, there were no full-time places in the area. None at all. I ended up flying my cousin in from Brisbane to help out on my weeks. In the meantime I decided I would have to move to an area where I could find a childcare vacancy.


  The pressure and the pain were still there. Drinking was becoming a major problem. I became virtually useless at work. I went to a doctor who diagnosed me with depression almost on sight. It was all too late anyway I had to walk away. The single Dad/career man was about to become single stay-at-home, unemployed Dad. Fortunately we sold the property in Brisbane and I was able to take a few months off. So a full-time single Dad I became.


  Being spat out by the system turned out to be the best thing that could have happened. It gave me the time to start learning how to be a Dad and look after a young child on my own. And, make no mistake, like anything else, parenting is a learning process. It’s trial and error and education. An education that is ongoing so long as we remain parents. I don’t care what anyone says, being a good parent who is plugged in can be intense. Yet while everyone experiences the high anxiety of parenthood, it doesn’t have to be all hard work. I promise. Get your basics in order and you are off to a cracking head start.


  It should be obvious by now that I am no SuperDad. Light years from it. But I know I would have climbed over all those dirty clothes, empty wine bottles and heartbreak to get my hands on the information I’m about to give you. It could have saved me a lot of the stress I experienced when I realised raising my child was going to be up to me…at least every other week, anyway.


  Knowing and implementing this stuff means you can forget about the hard work of being a parent and focus on the life walking beside you, the life you created. Whether you’re in a relationship and your missus wants to take off for the weekend, or if your missus has taken off altogether, you just need to follow this basic guide and you can do it all on your own.


  So welcome to SuperDad SpeedBible. I call it a “high-performance toolbox for Dads with young kids”. I’d like to think it is just that. This book, and the connected blog community, cuts straight to the chase with hundreds of critical, practical parenting truths and ideas pulled together into a digestible space to make your job as a father easier and nicer and your kid happier. It is about true, hands-on fatherhood.


  All the amazing bits become amplified because all the roll-your-sleeves-up bits are dealt with. SuperDad SpeedBible is an invitation to all Dads of all types, in whichever form you have manifested yourselves — happily married, happily partnered, single and solo, gay, divorced and cranky, divorced and ecstatic or the occasional carer of your love child.


  This is a one-stop information emporium for just about every practical thing you could possibly need to know about looking after your kid from the day they are born. It targets and exposes the practical details of what you need to get by in the day-to-day of being a father; your kid’s health, your health, food and recipes, techniques to manage behaviour (theirs and yours), sleep, work, work and play, work and kid, child safety, childcare, entertainment, education, picking up women, making your partner happy and lots of other stuff.


  Knowing and implementing this stuff means you can focus on the unforgettable stuff like introducing them to the moon and the stars, teaching them the names of the planets. Taking them on their first flight to a foreign land or watching the joy on their faces when they think they just beat you in a race down the street or the joy when they learn to ride a bike or stuff their face with something sweet and creamy. Watching their cute faces screw up in frustration at you because you can’t understand their confused little questions. Then seeing them light up when you finally work out what they are getting at.


  If you follow this basic guide, you can do it all on your own. You won’t be needing much help. You’ll be a self-contained Dad. Brothers, this is a call to arms of sorts. This is about kids and this is about fathers. Children are marvellous, stupendous, tremendous, dazzling, hilarious, shiny-eyed dreamboats, as yet unspoiled by this crazy place and the many freaks who inhabit it. They need you every bit as much as they need their mothers, no matter what people say.


  That’s why, as you will soon see, the very next chapter is all about you and your wellbeing. What is it that you can do to be on top of your game? How can you look after yourself so that you can give the best of yourself to your child? Your mental and physical health is critical. It may well be the most important thing you do in your quest to become a SuperDad, which, it goes without saying, you will be.


  PS: I’m still working on this next “look after yourself” part too.
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  CHAPTER 2


  HAPPY DADDY, HAPPY KIDDY


  PONDER this: you have had a long and arduous week at work. Last night you had some playtime with the little one before shuffling her off to bed. You washed down a cheesy pizza with a bottle of red wine or a six-pack watching the footy, then the late news or some other late night TV trash before hitting the sack at midnight or 1am. You shut your eyes, then tap, tap, shuffle, shuffle. You feel like you only just went to sleep. It’s still dark. And there she is, two inches from your face: “Daddy,” she beams. “I hungry”. “Ha. What? What time is it? 5.45am. You have to be kidding!” No, she’s not kidding. The little one’s day has started and it’s not going to finish until at least 7.30 tonight. You need to get up and pull it together, fella. She doesn’t care how tired you are. She’s four or three or two or even one. She’s a first class narcissist and despises negotiation. So get up and get interested.


  There’s only one way to handle this kind of onslaught. You need energy. How do you get energy? Get well. Look after yourself. The same way you look after your kid. Nurture is a foreign word to many men, but that’s precisely what we need to do — to our kids, yes, but also ourselves. We’re no good to our kids if we aren’t in full flight. So let’s start with us:


  •  Do you exercise frequently?


  •  Do you stress?


  •  Does your work sometimes give you the shits and make you lose sleep?


  •  Are you forever staring at and responding to emails?


  •  Do you worry about things that haven’t happened yet?


  •  What do you eat? Are you fat? Are you skinny?


  •  What do you do to wind down?


  •  How much do you drink?


  •  Do you take drugs?


  •  Do you get depressed and/or anxious?


  •  When was the last time you went for a walk or a jog?


  •  How clean is your house?


  •  When was the last time you did something nice for yourself?


  •  Are your bills paid?


  •  When did you last take a holiday?


  I don’t want to sound like some health hero on a soapbox. No chance. In truth, much of my adult life has been an Elvis impersonation (with the focus on his later years), but no-one is bulletproof. No-one. I know I thought I was and I was so, so wrong. Now I am converted…to an extent. Embracing a series of small changes can really instigate a monumental shift in your outlook. Things that seemed impossible, too hard or even just too boring can all of a sudden look achievable and possibly enjoyable.


  As you probably know, when you’re in the midst of parenting, it’s all too easy to forget yourself. You’re bathing, dressing, feeding, nurturing, entertaining and protecting this thing you love completely. And all the while you’re working. You miss a meal here; grab some fast food there. You go to work, you raise a kid, you go to sleep. You might drink too much. You might smoke or eat crap food. You certainly don’t exercise enough. This is unsustainable. If you don’t look after yourself, your parenting will be that much harder and less enjoyable.


  Do you want to spend your days with you child tired, stressed and impatient? No? Good, because that’s no fun for anyone. We need to look after ourselves to get the most out of parenting.


  ZS’ AND CHOW


  Any decent doctor will tell you the foundations of good health are sleeping and eating. You have to have a good night’s sleep and you have to have a nutritious diet.


  Sleep rejuvenates everything from your muscles to your brain, even your eyes and skin. Sleeping well will balance those brain chemicals in a way that will make you the kind of person bosses like, people want to be around and kids want to play with. Sleeping poorly will make you the kind of person kids don’t like and bosses double check to see if you were the same person they interviewed. Most importantly, sleep recharges your stores of patience and that makes everything run more smoothly.


  How much sleep is enough? For some people it’s eight hours and for others ten. The occasional freak can live on four. Studies seem to indicate, however, that seven is the minimum before it starts impacting your mental agility. There have also been parallels drawn between partial sleep deprivation (that’s getting less than six hours of shut eye a night) and weight gain. Adequate sleep plays an important role in regulating your appetite hormones and energy levels so don’t underestimate its importance. Parents often sacrifice sleep to stay on top of household chores or work, but it can be a false economy with tiredness creating additional problems the next day.


  Of course, it goes without saying that NO-ONE gets adequate sleep in the weeks following birth but by about 12 weeks when they should (hopefully) begin sleeping through, you can begin trying to get back into some sort of routine.


  Now, food is next in line but not far behind sleep. We all know this but it’s easy to forget in the hustle and bustle. Food is how we get our energy. You can’t skip meals and the food you eat has to be nutritious. Avoid fast food. You need plenty of protein, carbs and good fats; three square meals a day at a minimum, some healthy snacks thrown in and plenty of water. Go to the chapter on diet for more detailed information and to the back of the book for recipes.


  But here’s an easy way to do it. Eat what your child eats. If you’re feeding them well, then why not have exactly the same. You’re already cooking for them so you can save a bundle of time by chowing down on the same stuff. Oats and fruit for brekkie, a wholegrain salmon and salad sandwich for lunch and a nice vegetable and bean curry with brown rice for dinner. You can pre-cook your dinners and freeze them just like you do for the little one. Make stews and curries and soups that you can eat as easily as he can. Plus there is the opportunity for you to eat together when you eat the same food. It can be a lonely sight watching your kid sitting there eating a meal by himself. They love it when you share a meal with them. And this doesn’t have to be at home. Get out and about and go to a restaurant. They love the action and they love the experience.


  KICKING BACK


  It may sound difficult, impossible or even absurd, but one way or another you need to make time for yourself. It doesn’t matter if that’s going out with friends, going to the footy or going to the movies. How you do is up to you. Call on family, call on a friend, get a babysitter. Just do it.


  Intelligent adult conversation, hobbies and sports and even intimacy can all help to clear your head, relax your bones and give you an accurate perspective of your own existence. Do not underestimate the power of healthy play. You won’t notice, but while you’re parenting the pressure will creep up and bite you if you don’t take time out. So if the desire for respite hits you and you know it’s time to get out and about or do something for yourself and there’s no-one to help you, then you would be well advised to find a good babysitter. It’s even a good idea to do this before you actually feel the need. Because by then it could be too late.
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