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Sinead Corcoran Dye has been a journalist for over a decade, swapping red carpets and the glitz and glamour of her high-flying media career for juggling three kids and documenting the realities of being a young-ish stepmum, a new mum and a working mum. Day-to-day she writes lifestyle and parenting features for Stuff, Canvas, NZ Herald, Fashion Quarterly and Condé Nast Traveler, and guest stars on local and international podcasts – all while bouncing a baby on her lap. In addition, Sinead is a social media content creator who has amassed a following by being honest about life and love, parenting and mental health. She is the ambassador for Nappkin charity and is the founder of MumSOS, a nationwide community group for mums.
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Hey pal,

Been thinking about you and how (fab a lot of the time of course!! But also) very fuckaroo this gig has turned out to be.

And I know usually people drop lasagnes etc. off when someone has a new baby or they’re going through a (so so good of course!! But also) really hard time – but I do not know how to cook lasagne, nor any of the etcs.

So, we made you this instead. Hope some days it helps.

All our love,

Sinead, Michele & Vivie Michele

x
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Introduction

I’D LIKE TO TELL YOU ABOUT A VERY GOOD DAY.

And no, it wasn’t the day I gave birth and met my first child. That day was foul.

And the nine months of days leading up to that day were possibly the foulest days that have ever existed – definitely in my lifetime, but maybe actually the whole lifetime of the whole of humankind.

Oh, but the first two weeks of days after I had her, the dreamy, can’t-believe-she’s-here-and-she’s-mine, soaking-up-every-snuggle, newborn-baby-bubble bliss?

Yeah, no – sorry. My newborn and I were shipped off in a paddy wagon (not really) to the clink (Starship Hospital’s Mother & Baby Unit for cuckoo new mums).

Auckland’s Penitentiary for Cuckoos is a specialised care unit with only three beds for three lucky mums who have the three most severe cases of postnatal psychiatric disorders in the country. And what you will soon learn is if there is a three in one zillion chance of something happening to someone, it will happen to me. Every time, guaranteed, I am the winner of the foulest lotto. But I like to think that this is actually me doing a good deed for humanity, like the 1News Good Sorts awards. Because if I take the hit then surely it means someone out there ducks under the punch coming their way – ’cause it’s slammed me down instead. And on this occasion, it slammed me right into the slammer with this random stranger baby in tow.

But I shan’t be telling you all the fascinating and grim details about life in lock-up right here in the introduction. Because if you’ve picked this book up maybe you’re an absolute snake like me, AKA the kind of person who stands by the shelf reading the first couple of pages and then six hours later you’re still standing there trying to finish the book to save yourself coughing up $39.99.

Anyway, back to when I (finally?) had A Very Good Day. It’s coming. Not yet, but soon.

So, after I was finally released from clinky linky on good behaviour and returned home, I did what I aways do to get the sad and the pain and the trauma out of my head. Like, I drink a bit obvs, but I also do something productive. Something that might help someone else who’s got sad and pain and trauma in them too.

I write.

And that day I wrote an essay on what it’s like to stay in the clinky linky.

I wrote about what the past nine months had done to me and done to any chance I’d had at bonding with my brand-new daughter, my first child.

How those nine months nearly killed me. How, sometimes, I wished they had.

Because for a lot of that first year I knew without a shadow of a doubt that I must not be cut out to be a mum, especially to this baby who did not seem to belong to me. There must have been some mix-up at the fertility clinic – maybe all the Tupperware that houses the embryos fell on the floor and got jumbled like a lolly scramble? Because I certainly did not love her – I felt nothing towards her.

So, I wrote every dark thought, every intrusive thought I’d been having that I’d felt too ashamed to tell anyone. I wrote, I wrote, I wrote. I purged the poison onto pages.

And then I did what I always do – I gave it to a newspaper to run as a feature for a couple hundred bucks.

But when my editor came back, utterly traumatised from reading it, she said the piece was way too long to publish as is so she’d need to chop big chunks out and could only run part of it (just some scraps! The little shreds of chicken left on a gnawed-upon Wicked Wing!).

Some weird, Tony-Robbins-motivational-speaker voice inside me piped up at this and said ‘Hey, this essay you’ve done. It’s actually good. Like, really good. And it shouldn’t be Wicked Wing shreds, it’s bigger and better than that.’

So, I did what I’ve never done before – I said, actually, thanks but no thanks.

And then I did what I do occasionally (often) – I drank a bottle of red wine, got a bit ziggy, got a bit zaggy. Decided I am perhaps not just the most important voice of my generation but also the Queen Mother of all the mothers in the land? And I sent that story off to a big fancy book publisher instead.

And then the next day the publisher phoned to ask for a meeting.

They’d never had an entire office full of people crying after reading a pitch. They wanted to help make this book, which might help so many people, so many mums.

A week later my contract landed – a fancy stack of papers with a fancy publishing house logo on it, and my name. And I signed it.

And that was The Very Good Day.

A quite proud of myself day.

I called my best friends. They were quite proud of me too. But after getting off the phone with each of them I didn’t feel right. I kept feeling like I had another call to make. I scrolled through my phone looking for the right person to tell. I had ‘one celebratory drink’ while I waited for my husband, Stu, to come home. I chewed all my nails off.

By the time he got in, I had drunk a bottle of wine. Because about three nails and three drinks in I realised that I was looking for my mum’s number. Just like I did after my first date with him, and the day we got engaged, the day I found out I was pregnant, and as soon as I woke up after my C-section and became a mum too.

It’s been nearly ten years since she died, so someone else has her number now. I know that because I accidentally called it, forgetting, when I got my first journalism job two weeks after she died. And I think that’s why I write. I tell everyone everything because I want to tell my mum, but I can’t.

Somewhere along the way this oversharing of my life, especially the hard stuff, seems to have helped people – women in particular. Mums in particular. And at thirty-two with a fresh newborn, I got a book deal because another mum, a big boss at a big publishing house, believed in me and my work and thought it could help even more women and mums.

This book is the biggest thing of my career, and my mum isn’t here to see it.

So, instead, this book is for, and about, her.

It is for mums and stepmums and mums with mental illnesses and mums without mums.

This book is for me.

It represents hundreds of hours of writing, away from my baby – but that’s okay because I still want to be Someone as well as being Mum, and I’m lucky that my work means helping others.

This book is for, and about, my daughter, Vivie.

It will remind me how cool it might feel for her one day to say her mum is an author.

One day I hope she reads it. One day I hope she even likes it.

I hope you will too.




Sunrise

@sineadcorcoran.dye

Stepmum, trophy wife, writer.

330 posts

5,588 followers

1,169 following

1 AUGUST 2023

Meet Genevieve Michele Dye – but Vivie to her pals (that’s all of you!) <3

The last day of my nightmare, the first day of my forever girl



16 AUGUST 2021, 10:42 A.M.

Sinead: Fuck my life, man, we just went to the fertility clinic, and I said to the doctor:

‘Hey before I ask you something on the sly, you just work here right, like on a salary? You don’t own this place? And you don’t get paid per customer, right? Just cause wouldn’t want you to miss out on the money you’d get from our appointments. But do you reckon me and Stu could just do the turkey baster thing in our kitchen or whatever instead of proper IVF, because that would be free?’

And he said no because Stu’s sperm is so shit they would just trickle back out, I guess.

Omg – like after sex when you’re waiting for the guy to bring you a towel and you just lie there, frozen, like you’ve been shot? Like Squid Games?

And then you have to make like a rugby plastic crotch cup thing but it’s your hand, and penguin waddle – but also somehow make it a sprint? – to the bathroom, all the while these tiny children are dripping out and you’re like ‘aww is this a bit sad maybe? I am their mum?’

It’s those scenes but like, festive, because it’s a turkey?

So anyway, I have to do the actual injections. And Stu won’t do them for me since he can’t even have a blood test because of his ‘phobia of moving fluids’…???

Annabel: But he literally has to get a blood test as part of the IVF process! Also, another quite critical part of IVF relies on him moving some fluids into a cup?

Sinead: Yeah, he’ll just die, I guess. That shall be the day he dies. And look, that’s fine, I was raised by a single mum and I’m all good. Anyway, he was going to die one of these days and it had to be from something, ya know.




Cluck cluck motherfucker

LIKE HAVING A PARENT DIE YOUNG and becoming a stepmum at 27, IVF was another thing I was one of the first of my friends to go through.

I’d left my job shortly after Stu and I got engaged – not to be a lady of leisure, but because my dissociative disorder had become so severe I was unable to work in an office environment. Leaving work one day after a particularly bad episode, I crashed my car, and that’s when we knew something had to give.

As I was unemployed for the foreseeable, we decided to take advantage of the time free of work commitments to undergo the first phase of IVF. We planned to freeze the embryos until after our wedding. We had tried for a year or two to get pregnant naturally, but we knew it wasn’t likely as Stu had to do IVF for his sons, due to his low sperm motility.

There were some emotional complexities around this decision, as there always are when it comes to fertility challenges. I did feel guilty for pushing Stu to have a baby when he already had two kids, but having children together was something we’d discussed very early on. I also felt guilty that I was making him have a baby in his late forties, when all his other dad friends were coming out the other side of nappies and sleepless nights and finally getting their lives back.

But not guilty enough to not do it.

Besides, he’d made the choice to shack up with a woman in her twenties who was clear about wanting multiple children – and it was time to pay the piper.

I know by this point in the book – because you’re a normal person who needs somewhat of a visual to care one iota about the people you are reading about – you have Googled.

And when you Googled me there was simply too much of a good thing, wasn’t there? Approximately one million incredible pieces of my breathtaking hot takes but still not enough to satiate you for long – so you closed the tabs, vowing to only read one of my historic columns per year to savour them for as long as possible until your dying day where the final one would be read as your eulogy.

And you also had to close all the breathtaking Googy image tabs, because there simply weren’t enough, were there? After the 2020 lockdown, my mental-health demise, then my IVF #journey, there were to be no more breaths taken. The woman who somewhat resembled quite-sexy Billie Piper was gone ‒ and from then on was a mousey-haired Zorb, and you’d seen everything you needed to see, thanks.

So, then we moved on to Stu, didn’t we? The elusive Stulusive.

And there is fuck all to stalk, I know. Trust me, I know. While Stu will have you believe it’s because he’s a prim and proper English gentleman who likes to keep his private life private and – unlike some very very sad people/Zorbs ‒ does not require validation and praise from strangers on the internet in order to have the will to carry on, this is true … but this is not the whole truth.

The second half of that truth is that he does not exist on the worldwide web because I scrubbed him off it. Because even the tiny scraps of content he had posted online were never funny and his clothes were not good, and his hair was very bad, and it was, quite frankly, brand damaging.

So, on the eighth day of our courtship, I took his phone to the bathroom and delete, delete, delete. And so long Stu – We Hardly Knew Ye!

I did, however, generously allow him to retain a whole three images on the web, but this was solely for LinkedIn purposes as I must eat etc. So, I know that you know.

And it’s okay, you can ask. I do not mind. I know you want to know why I married a little old papa.

I know you also know it is of course because of the issues. Of the papa variety. And far be it for me to disagree with this theory – if it looks like a duck/dad and your dad is a quack then it likely is daddy duck issues etc.

But it isn’t just a duck that led me to a Dye. It was but a Dyery.



MESSAGE FROM DRIVER (SINEAD CD, PRIUS DELOREAN, 0 STARS):

I have arrived. 




Positive role model?

AND WHERE WE’RE GOING, WE DON’T NEED ROADS. Cause it’s Friday Night and we’re going to EZY Street baby.

In the noughties, the difference between a Good Friday Night and a Shit One depended on if your parent was fiscally responsible and had even a toddler-level grasp of maths – or if they were a yo-fucking-lo-er. Could they be convinced that the $8 Overnight New Release was better value than the ‘Five Weeklies for $5’ deal? Were they the regular Shit kind, or were they the Cool anti-vaxxers of their time ‒ who eschewed movie classification labels and took M (suitable for mature audiences 16 years and over) as ‘M-OST Likely Fine For Nine I Reckon’?

My mum was fucking cool.

So, on the Friday nights I went to a friend’s house for a sleepover, we’d watch stuff like Chad Michael Murray bravely falls in love with very beautiful woman even though she works in a diner after school, basketball star Zac Efron agrees to overlook fellow classmate being intelligent and brunette and dates her nonetheless, etc.

And we of course watched The Princess Diaries ‒ a beloved chick flick that has stood the test of time and communicates many a powerful and important message to its fan base of little girls. Messages like, how to be brave and stand up to bullies ‒ and that change doesn’t mean losing yourself, it means finding yourself in the process, even when it seems scary.

For me personally, every watch was a mixed bag, as every viewing also reconfirmed the notion that if you straighten your hair and take your glasses off you will be hot now ‒ but I VS Sassooned my side fringe approximately thrice daily and I didn’t wear glasses thus they have always and will always be off? AKA … is this my final form? Is this as good as it gets?

And what was almost as deflating ‒ as I’m sure it was for daughters of single mums everywhere ‒ was when our mums had to say ‘so sorry to ‒ for the ninth time ‒ be the confirmer of bad news, but yes to the best of my knowledge I have not fucked a rich prince and the peasant man you know to be your father is sadly your real father’.

But the nights I stayed home with my mum, it was Bridget Jones’s Diary.

As I write this, I have just looked up the parental ratings and the reviews written by parents themselves. My favourite is inserted below, which I hereby in this para give written consent for my publisher to use as my posthumous author bio if for some reason I perish before this book is released.

Positive role model? Bridget makes a lot of foolish mistakes, smokes a lot and drinks when she’s depressed. Proceed with caution.1

I thank my lucky stars everyday that Michele threw caution to the Dunhill Blue-fumed wind, because together, Renée Zellweger & my mum instilled into me over and over again that when it comes to men, the sky’s the fucking limit, baby. Even if you don’t have Anne Hathaway’s big Bambi eyes (and actually your eyes are so curiously small that, like Renée’s, they are barely visible to the human eye) all is not lost when it comes to finding love, my friend.

Bridget Jones’s Diary and my mother told me that there is in fact a very, very, very small ‒ so small it’s barely visible to the human eye ‒ catchment of hot, upper-class, highly educated, well-mannered, very emotionally repressed but also very kind British men who might possibly be open to maybe considering entertaining the idea of dating a very fat (size 10) normal-looking person.

And that man will like you just as you are. Which is not even just that you maybe work in a diner or, even more challenging to overcome, you’re brunette. He actually will tolerate that you’re a fucking nuthead.

So yes, I likely was drawn to the papas because Call Me Big Papa Issues.

But I believe it might also be more complex – that my papareferences, if you will, may have also been influenced and reinforced by the media I was exposed to that starred a very specific type of male figure. Not the young hot ones like Chad Michael Murray, but the boring, reliable, kind dad-types. And that these two factors – no papa, sí papá on TV – they butterfly-effected me right to who I said I Do to.

My mum and I watched Bridget Jones so many times. And during those last few watches, towards the end, I was in my early twenties ‒ so I was old enough for the ‘lessons to be learned’ to be padded out with crucial detail.

For years both Bridget and my mother had taught me that it’s absolutely critical to marry a reliable, kind man. And that actually when you’re a fucking nuthead, boring men are a very sensible choice because they will keep you tethered firmly and safely to the ground when you’re being said nuthead.

Then, towards the end, my mum told me there would only ever be one thing I could ever do that would make her so disappointed. And that would be if, right out the gate, I married and settled down with a reliable, kind, boring Mark Darcy and was shacked up with kids in my twenties, before I’d even lived.

That there was so much time to find my Mark Darcy and do all that living – that your twenties are for fun, and fun is fucking all the Daniel Cleavers.

That if one day she peeped her head up from the blazing flames of hell where she will of course be residing, and I was half of one of those deeply sad, married 23-year-old Christian couples who move to Tauranga for a ‘quieter pace of life’ – instead of having many threesomes with many Daniel Cleavers – she would be so, so angry with me.

And we cannot have that!

But I must fast-forward through those Golden Years because my father-in-law is a retired Methodist minister, and I love him very much. It is very likely that he won’t even make it this far because he may drop dead when he trots past a Whitcoulls and sees this book on the shelf. Even now, while I’m still writing it, we believe he thinks I am printing out ‘Some Blogs,’ stapling them together and selling them ‘On the Blogs’.

If he has not yet passed on to the next realm, I cannot risk killing him with my tales of my Golden Years, because far be it for me to let down my dead mum!

After making really, really, really sure my mum would not be devastated, I did marry a Darcy. And not just one who generously likes me just as I am. And not just because he also keeps me tethered firmly and safely to the ground when I’m blasting off. But because he’s like, ‘okay you fucking freak, I see you! And I am very very uncomfortable with what I see! But yo-fucking-lo I will relocate to Freak Town and now it’s population: 2!’ And he’s so scared and he can’t stop crying.

At time of writing, we have been together nearly six years, and we probably only have six left at best, because he is like one of those shaking and spindly little retired greyhounds and not even a turtleneck will be enough to protect him against the vicious and unrelenting elements of Freak Town. So, in the interest of spending as much quality time as we can together and keeping him comfortable at home, I cannot waste these precious moments telling you everything divine about him. Just know he is nearly perfect except that he lives in my home and is the father of my children, so I must interact with him regularly which nearly kills me, but I love him so much. And just to retain one iota of your care about the people in this book – here is a very small glimpse at how dedicated he is to upholding his permanent residency in Freak Town.

When, very early on in our courtship, I once asked him if he’d like to play Hide & Seek, he was the only man who has ever not assumed I was referring to some form of sex game. He knew that what I was referring to was the Hiding & the Seeking game. And he said yes to the Hiding & the Seeking. And when it came time for his turn to hide, that man did not fuck around. He was not here to play games, oh no. He knew no entry-level amateur spot like some half-assed behind-the-curtain crap would prove he was the true man I had been seeking for so long.

So that man fucking MANNE FRANKED.

I spent two hours ransacking our apartment to no avail, and this apartment was the size of a toasted sandwich. But this man is no bigger than a peanut.

I continued to search. I screamed his name. I beseeched and I bescreeched for this tiny grain of sand. It was quite literally like searching for a needle in a haystack. He would later explain how he had hidden INSIDE the kids’ bunk beds. Not under the duvet, inside the literal bunk scaffolding. This man Andy Dufresne’d his way in by somehow prising open some slats and slithering in like the rat he is.

One time he asked if I wanted a massage, and I said OK, and he was the only man who did not then proceed to give me two friendly pats on the back before commencing doggy-style. Instead, when I said OK, I was provided the address for East Dye Spa, which was our address. And upon arriving at the spa, which was our living room, I was greeted with candlelight and the tranquil sound of groaning dementors, which was apparently a sound-bath playlist. And when the mobile masseuse arrived, they bowed to me and they were also Ma Stuse. And he was wearing a little white dress.

I didn’t know why. I said ‘Why?’ and he said ‘What? This is what they wear?’ and I said ‘What? Where have you been for massages?’ and he said nothing for a very long time, which has been six years now.

One night when Vivie was about three weeks old, I announced ‘Right, enough is enough’. I told Stu to ‘wake the fuck up’ and realise we had been revolving our sad little lives around this baby for far too long, while our marriage had fallen by the wayside – that I couldn’t believe I hadn’t seen the signs sooner – and that it was vital that we prioritise regularly watering the plant that is our love with a minimum of twice-weekly date nights to Bring Back The Spark.

He said OK but suggested perhaps we start with at-home date nights seeing as our daughter was still unvaccinated thus should probably not be carted out to SPQR, and also I might be more comfortable at home as my C-section was still basically in two flesh sections ‘and also a week ago you were basically sectioned?’.

So I said OK. But I also said ‘well guess what Stu, if you think a half-assed “at-home date night” means half an episode of Only Murders in the Building then clearly we’re on really different pages when it comes to the sanctity of marriage and by that I mean I think what we’re looking at here is Irreconcilable Differences’. He said OK. And when it came his turn to host date night I arrived home to Only Murders in Our House.

‘Oh Inspector, thank goodness you’re here – I have a most baffling case for you!’ he cried.

My dining room table was covered in a splay of ‘evidence’ like ‘police reports’ and ‘suspect mugshots’ and every single one of the suspects was an out-of-work, former Shortland Street actor. And I felt so very sad knowing they were surely paid $30 at most for signing their likenesses away to this sad little board game.

There behind the table ‒ grey-haired, bespectacled and wrapped in a knitted shawl ‒ sat the littlest little old lady the world has ever known. He was wearing a name tag that said Mrs Markle. (If you want to see documentation of this, I urge you to go look at my Instagram. It was both widely appalling but also very well received.) Months after we did not solve the case ‒ because it was actually really hard and I just could not get invested when each suspect was someone who is now a sad little real estate agent – I asked Stu ‘Hey what the fuck re that costume?’ and he said ‘What do you mean?’

I said ‘She doesn’t look anything like that?’ and he said ‘What do you mean?’ before we established that while he was wearing a Miss Marple costume, I thought he meant social worker, former makeup artist and yoga instructor Doria Ragland, as in, mother of Meghan.

And now you know why I love him so much, because he will do the most fucked-up shit to make me happy, and Vivie darling that’s how babies are made. <3

Because Stu fancied himself a nice ’n’ easy little dinner, didn’t he? A little rotiss spring chicken from Countdown & a couple of baps? Well, that chicken came home to roost and guess who the sweaty bag of meat was then? And I felt like Chicken Tonight and it was Stu on the menu, how divine! And there was nowhere to run and there was nowhere to hide because when that bug-eyed and scattery Chicken Little looked around him it was nothin’ but net. Because he was not home on the range, no siree ‒ he was a caged battery hen. And it was time to lay in the bed he made.

I’d tell him that lots of celebrities have kids older, like Al Pacino and Robert De Niro, and he’d counter that these people are incredibly wealthy and can afford round-the-clock childcare, which surely makes a difference. At our first IVF consultation we discovered that we didn’t qualify for public funding, because Stu had already had two children through IVF, even though he had gone private. I was furious. I thought I should be entitled to access the public system to have my own biological children – particularly as Stu hadn’t even used public funding. Stu assured me that even if we did qualify, going through the public system can often take a couple of years, so we would have gone private anyway. A couple of years isn’t really so small when anything can happen in a couple of years. My mum was a runner, and she ate so much salad and had regular appointments with a chiropractor. She flossed her teeth everyday ‒ not just like a normal person who does it once a year before seeing the dentist so you can truthfully say ‘yes I do floss’. And when she was the same age as Stu is now, they told her she was down to her last couple of years, and that the best ones were definitely behind her.

So, I refused to wait a ‘couple of years’ when I was attempting to have a child with a man who hadn’t frequented a GP since he left Britain 16 years prior, and also still abided by the apparent British cultural norm of drinking one single cup of water per fortnight. This is a man whose urine is surely the colour of Lipton Iced Tea. Our child was going to need all the couples they could get.

We forked out a fortune for the process, and I began injections.

My high-school friend Annabel, the only person I knew who had gone through IVF, was my absolute rock through the process – even sitting with me on FaceTime for my first injection. Stu has the worst fear of needles I’ve ever encountered (he nearly passes out at a simple blood test), so I had to inject myself, though I made him watch. I thought he deserved it after all I was having to go through while he just had to masturbate into a cup. So mean right? Or – so smart?

When Stu reads this, he will finally learn the truth, that the injections didn’t even hurt LOL! And shame because he bought me a Cricut to say sorry.

I did however spend my days vomiting in the sink – an omen for my pregnancy to come. And then came the pessaries – huge tablets you have to insert three times a day, to the minute – which meant I’d have to run to the bathroom halfway through a movie or dinner out. Disgustingly dubbed ‘fanny lollies’ on fertility forums, they were itchy and leaked out into my underwear.

I resented Stu through the process. He was the one with low motility sperm; he was the reason that we didn’t qualify for public funding; he was the reason I was vomiting in the sink. It didn’t seem fair. But then, the physical and emotional toll on the person carrying the baby rarely is.

When it came time for the egg retrieval, I was so swollen and had been in so much pain during my internal exams that we paid another chunk of money for me to be put under for the procedure – another omen. And then we paid more to have Stu’s sperm injected into the eggs because they wouldn’t swim in there themselves. More resentment.

I knew this resentment was utterly unfair, too – fertility issues are no one’s ‘fault’ – but it simmered away nonetheless. I wasn’t in therapy at the time, which is where, historically, I vented about my deep, dark, unfair thoughts, and Annabel’s Polycystic ovary syndrome (PCOS) was the ‘reason’ her and her partner had to do fertility treatment, so I definitely couldn’t vent to her. Which meant that, as I had nowhere to let the steam of resentment out, the simmering turned into bubbling and sometimes bubbled right over – scalding Stu. Notable mentions include the two occasions he made the dire mistake of existing, and I deleted and blocked him on Facebook.

The successful embryos were frozen, and I cried my eyes out on the drive home. Jacked up on hormones, I felt devastated that I was abandoning my ‘children’ alone in a freezer. I thought about fashioning them natty little knits to wear and if I could ask to put a UE Boom in the tank and play them Taylor Swift in the hopes it would somehow Animorph them into the girls I was desperate for so I could recreate the Gilmore Girls-esque bond I had with my mum. We already had two boys at home, and two is company and three is a crowd and two is also a crowd when you’re talking about young boys.

Now – to avoid as much hate mail as possible – I must preface what I’m about to say next with three statements. The first is, I am utterly grateful to have been in a position where we could afford to pay for IVF – a luxury devastatingly not accessible to many families. The second is, aside from my husband being one very dehydrated foot in the grave, we also had the luxury of choosing when to do said IVF, on the basis/hope it would be straightforward and quick to work as I didn’t have any apparent fertility issues. The third is, every body is beautiful etc, we are all a Dove campaign, real women have curves, slim women I guess are not real and maybe ghosts.

Okay and just now while writing this I had a repressed memory emerge from the recesses of my mind. Remember Trinny and Susannah? And where the fuck are they now and why isn’t it jail?

If you are reading this, I assume you are a person who was born in the same millennium as me, which means I am certain you know if you are an Apple or a Pear, or a body shape dubbed something even more devastating ‒ The Brick. But if you are reading this from the future (thank you for the continuous royalties as I have no money to pass down to Vivie, only many mental-health issues) ‒ fucking buckle up because you don’t even know how lucky you are to be blithely unaware that you have ‘chicken wing arms’, ‘thunder thighs’ and/or ‘tits like fried eggs’.

The basic premise of the show What Not To Wear was that two women ‒ Skinny Trinny and Regular-Sized Susannah – would find someone who was going about their life perfectly fine and of relatively sound mind and spirit, and say the equivalent of ‘Hey! You are actually repulsive!’ They would proceed with a filmed autopsy where they would thoroughly examine said person and offer helpful assessment notes such as ‘she’s very top-heavy’ and ‘from the waist up you’re an old frump’. Most notable moments of the series include participants being obliterated so violently they collapsed wailing, and that time Susannah once spontaneously pulled someone’s underwear down during filming as her ‘knicker line was visible’ and we all nodded and said, ‘yup, only fair’.

The next stage involved rotating the now emotionally decimated husk like a donor kebab before a 360-degree mirror while Trinny and Susannah dissected her appearance from the front, the back and the side and probably inside too. Then, after a fun shopping spree where the kebab was guided on choosing the right clothes to cloak her meat in, came a selection of my favourite takeaway tips:

‘Decoration on the body will help detract attention from your hefty legs.’

‘Thin straps only highlight the enormity of your upper arms.’

‘Don’t wear a belted coat because it increases the width of your uncontrollable girth.’2

Yes, of course every body is beautiful ‒ chicken, lamb and mixed etc. But could one of these beautiful bodies maybe have let me know that if you do IVF just a few short months before your wedding, you do run the risk of becoming the exact same girth as the Earth?

Which is absolutely fine, of course. I have always and will likely always be a curvy person, and I am very lucky that this is now the trending cut of meat. I am just saying, a heads up would have been nice so that I was prepared to gain thirty kilograms in about thirty minutes, and then for my (strangely) relatively unchanged body to be a mere guest at my own wedding ‒ while my thirty-kilogram face Zorbed down the aisle.

A week after our wedding, I Zorbed right back into Fertility Associates and we had the first embryo implanted. Stu warned me that first IVF attempts often don’t work, but that second ones do as your body is more prepped for a baby. I don’t know why I trusted this, as he’s no medical expert – remember, this man hasn’t been to the GP in sixteen years – but I believed him and prepared for the worst.

We had to wait ten days from implantation to find out if it had worked. I tried to put the whole thing out of my mind and lasted until day eight before breaking down in my car and calling Annabel, bawling and wracked with anxiety. On day nine I couldn’t wait anymore. I had a job interview that afternoon but could barely concentrate on preparing – my mind was so preoccupied with getting the results. Despite being told not to do a home test (as it can give a false result), I drove to get KFC and accidentally-on-purpose picked up a test while out.

I peed on the stick and ate Wicked Wings while I waited.

Two lines appeared during the second wing.

My first call was not to my husband, but to Annabel, tentatively elated. I then phoned Stu – he was excited but warned me that we needed to wait for the blood test the next day.

I desperately wanted a glass of wine to celebrate but restrained myself.

An hour later, I did not pay attention as the interviewers asked me questions, and I gave them pathetic, unenthused answers. But it didn’t matter because I was maybe, hopefully, having a baby! (Unsurprisingly, they did not offer me the job.)

The next day the clinic phoned while we were driving, and I got Stu to film the phone call with the idea of posting a heart-warming video when – if – we made the announcement. But again, as I am incredibly, incredibly lucky to so far have not had any fertility issues – I truly was nowhere near the edge of my seat.

Because on the 5th and the 12th of February 2006,3 when Christina Ricci’s character on Grey’s Anatomy fucking see-ya-ed her hand right out of that man’s stomach and Meredith punched her hand in to catch the bomb and then Kyle Chandler tippy-toed it down the hall and we all took one single breath, nothing can scare me anymore. And even though we were all like ‘Kyle We Hardly Knew Ye!’ when he and his little vest got blown to smithereens, our nervous systems were also what military historians would go on to definitively classify as Perpetually Fucked. And when recent studies declared millennials the most anxious generation in history, it is because we have all been shallow panting and gasping for oxygen since February 2006. So, ‘Congratulations, you’re pregnant’?

Nice!



11 JANUARY 2023, 6:47 P.M.

Sinead: Sin is in the worst season of her life

Sinead: The only thing keeping me from ending it all is that once every six weeks I get to see my OB. This is simply all I have to live for.

Harry: Who is he?

Sinead: [name redacted]

Sinead: *image*

Harry: Omg he’s gorgeous

Sinead: He is BDE ay

Harry: Is he a gay man?

Sinead: Married to a woman – confusing that I am not this woman

Sinead: At our last appt when he pulled down my pants to do a scan I was significantly aroused

Harry: Are we going to sleep with our obstetrician?

Harry: We are ay

Sinead: Yup

Harry: Extraordinary 
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‘A must-read ... you will laugh, cry, and be in awe’ SHARYN cASEY
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