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How to Use This Ebook

Select one of the chapters from the main contents list and you will be taken straight to that chapter.

Look out for linked text (which is in blue) throughout the ebook that you can select to help you navigate between related sections.


Deciding to have a child – it’s momentous.
It is to decide forever to have your heart go
walking outside your body.

Elizabeth Stone

(Nice quote but you’d die if that happened, Liz.)
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I took my four-and-a-half-year-old daughter to meet some friends of mine the other day. We hadn’t seen each other for a while and they asked how family life was going. I started to tell them that things were great and this was my favourite age so far – they’re like your little mate but really they’re still a baby. I explained how she seems too little to start ‘big school’ in September.

I was distracted mid-sentence as we’d reached a pond. I said to my daughter, ‘Ooh, look at all the green slime on the top of the water!’

She rolled her eyes at me, glanced at my friends and said, ‘It’s algae.’

There was a silence. My friends looked at me and smiled sympathetically. This wasn’t the first time I’d seen an expression like that on the faces of adults. In fact, I could write a book about it.

Oh. I have.
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Dear Reader,

My name is Lucy Beaumont. I’m a comedian, a wife and mother. But not necessarily in that order. Five years ago, me and my husband Jon had our first (and only!) child. And along the way, I kept a diary of all my thoughts, feelings and ideas relating to ‘the wonderful adventure of motherhood’. Now with Elsie off at school, life has calmed down a LOT and I’ve had time to look at what I wrote over that time and work out what actually happened over the last five years. Well, all I can say is – BLOODY HELL!

Becoming and then surviving being a first-time mum has been, for me, a bit like performing amateur pantomime on a rollercoaster. So much happened – if you’re a parent, you’ll know all about this – that it’s hard to remember it all. So much of it is SO off the wall that people will never believe you. Or even worse, they won’t be interested. Who wants to hear about other people’s kids, eh?! Well, in writing this book I hope I’ve solved this problem for you. Just give them this book.

The truth is that parenting is random, unpredictable (apart from the completely predictable bits that everyone tells you will happen and you ignore them) and terrifying. And it is also joyous and very, very funny. And this is what I’ve tried to capture for you.

Now, I must be clear: THIS IS NOT A PARENTING ADVICE BOOK. Don’t take any advice from it, as I have no common sense and have to lean on my husband for anything practical. If anything, this is a guide about how NOT to do it. In fact, reading these words back has been very useful to me as I’ve realized that I’m really quite odd and I probably should have relaxed a bit more. Then again, if I had done that I would not have got myself into some of the situations and predicaments that I present here for your entertainment!

Nothing really goes the way you expect in life, does it? And that’s so true with having kids.

For example, my birthing process wasn’t the experience I’d pictured. I’d envisaged a scene out of Dr. Quinn, Medicine Woman (if you are over 35) or Call the Midwife (if you’re younger). You know, a woman in a white nightgown sat up, a sweaty brow, the vein in her neck pops up, there’s a bowl of water (not sure what that’s for?), she struggles a bit and huffs like she’s trying to get a disposable razor out of its packaging and ppuussshhh… Out comes a baby that is now on solid food looking for its real mother who is somewhere off camera.

Life isn’t like that. As you are about to find out.

My husband, Jon Richardson, who is also a comedian (a better-known one than me), pops up in here every now and again. When I told him I was writing this book, he insisted he provide me with a glowing introduction. But then he couldn’t stop and has written ‘helpful’ footnotes for you, lucky reader. I was in two minds about this! But in the end, I just figured that once this diary is published he’ll read it and mutter away to himself about some minor ‘inaccuracies’ (I was probably just joking about something). And then I thought, maybe you’d like to know his opinions too! He has been a big part of this whole fiasco after all…

They say children teach you a lot about yourself, don’t they? I think that’s spot on, so I hope you enjoy reading this bizarre and eventful rite of passage. You never know, you might end up drinking custard too…

Lucy
X
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Lucy Beaumont is a multicellular mammal of the species Homo sapiens. She has an acutely developed emotional response, which can lead to her crying at such images as a toothless man in fancy dress at a darts tournament, a gingerbread man whose head has broken off or a dog with three legs.

She functions best having slept uninterrupted for between nine and eleven hours each night but often finds this disrupted by loud noises, any caffeine consumed after 11am or a sliver of light escaping from a bathroom three houses away. She commits fully to each task she is required to perform to the exclusion of everything else. This means that while composing a text message she is completely undistracted, even by the approach of a jumbo jet spiralling noisily downwards towards our patio. Good news if you are waiting for a response to a text message, not so good if you are upstairs screaming, ‘Lucy, for god’s sake – RUN!’

In the short time I have known her, she has had no fewer than 11 new debit cards (the previous ten have all turned up later behind the fridge or hidden in the pocket of an old coat, now living a new life with several pistachio shells and a broken mascara). She is immune from any kind of hostage interrogation as she is usually so unaware of her passwords or the location of important documents that this information could not be extracted by any means, any more than you could find diamonds in a box of Shredded Wheat.

All of these things may lead you to believe that the unique hormonal onslaught of pregnancy and the sleep-deprived chaos of the early years of a child’s life would have made our recent history incredibly trying. Luckily for you, that has been exactly the case and that is why you are holding in your hands a book full of hilarious stories that we look back on with smiles on our faces – now that the tears have dried and the walls have been replastered. None of it would be at all funny if Lucy was not also a wonderful mum. She is fiercely protective, uniquely hilarious and so upset that our daughter is growing older that she often offers to breastfeed strangers in the supermarket if they look a little tired.

These are probably the last kind words I will write about Lucy in this book as my job from now on is to make sure that the words you are about to read are factually correct. Where you see a footnote, this will serve as my melodic voice whispering in your ear to correct any inaccuracies or simply put my side of the argument where our perspectives differ. I will keep these to a minimum as you are about to enter the company of someone who, unlike me, people warm to immediately and want to be with as much as possible, which is an absolute godsend for a grumpy dad who doesn’t want to have to go to birthday parties at weekends.

Jon




MY LIFE AS A NORMAL, SINGLE HUMAN BEING BEFORE EVERYTHING CHANGED



Here is everything I think you need to know about me before you start to read my diary. I’ve tried to keep it brief as, let’s face it, I’m not Elvis Presley. (You knew that, didn’t you?)

I’m from Hull, a city on the north-east coast of England with a rich maritime history, full of warm-hearted, confrontational people. (That’s a joke; they’re unbelievable friendly and kind, honest!) Hull is famous for the band The Housemartins and Roland Gift from the Fine Young Cannibals. The former Labour MP John Prescott is also from Hull. He wasn’t in a band to my knowledge but I once sold him a kettle when I worked in Comet, before someone threw an egg at him. And there are loads of brilliant women too, of course – like my mum, who’s a playwright, Maureen Lipman, one of the best comedic actors of our time, and Amy Johnson who, in 1930, flew solo from London to Australia. Her statue can be seen outside of Hull’s third-best shopping centre, exactly where she’d want it to be.

I lived with my grandparents until I started school and then me and my mum lived in lots of rented flats in a very ‘bohemian’ (rundown) part of Hull before settling in the suburb of Hessle, near the Humber Bridge. If you’ve seen pictures you’ll know the Humber Bridge is like the Golden Gate Bridge but it’s grey and not near San Francisco. Hessle was nicer than inner-city life – a bit rough at the weekends outside the pubs but nice, safe really.

On my first day at Hessle High School, the art teacher asked me if I would be rolling around on the floor fighting like my mum did, as she’d gone to this school too. She was a bit of maverick, my mum. She once dressed up as an old lady and wandered into assembly pretending to be lost and another time she got her uncle to drive his hearse around the playground while she ducked down with a white glove on and pretended to be the Queen. As you can see, she had a reputation that was a lot to live up to. In some ways, you could say I’m still trying to live up to it. (And failing.)

I had the best years of my life at Wyke Sixth Form College and I started working in Asda (that’s not a sentence that has been in many books before!). I loved it there; it was like a cult. But instead of praising Jesus and sleeping with people, I hung around with middle-aged women and got 15 per cent off full-priced items. I took the job very seriously. Making pizza and cooking chickens is an art, I think. Well, it’s skilled work. While others wanted to be on the tills or work in George, the clothing section, I took pride in putting on a hairnet and plastic gloves. I suffered for the role, though – I once got chased home by a big dog because I smelled of cooked meat.

And then a bombshell hit my mum. I left home!

I went to Hull University to study drama and I wanted to live near the uni, despite the cost, and it broke my mum’s heart. She couldn’t handle it; it was awful. I had to work late shifts at a nightclub to afford it, though I was only a few miles down the road. I think Mum was insulted and bereft. During my first few weeks at uni, she would ring me every night crying her eyes out. I know the bond between parent and child is strong but the bond between a single parent and only child is intense. (I’ve got a loving father, I’ve just never lived with him.) You really want to please your parent because, well, you’re all they’ve got. At the age of 11, I decided one day that I’d take all the child support benefit that we needed for a week’s shop and go and buy a gazebo for our tiny garden with it. It took me hours to put it up, which I did while my mother was sleeping. I woke her up announcing that I had erected something that would help us have the best summer ever. When she came down to look at it, it had gone! A big gust of wind, we think. You can imagine that things were a little tense in our house for a while after that…

After university, I embarked on several failed attempts to live in London as an actress. Looking back now, what a shame that my mum stayed in Hull to be able to provide for me as I was growing up, and yet I buggered off down south the first chance I got! It was short-lived, though. Guess where the first professional acting job I got was? Back in Hull! I stayed in Hull after my professional stage debut and did some regional plays but the recession blew up and theatre took a massive hit. I had a string of jobs, including cleaner, youth worker, factory worker, call centre worker, nanny and waitress, and eventually I settled as an early years teaching assistant and loved it. I cried every assembly as the sound of the children singing made my soul weep with joy, but the itch grew and eventually I moved back down south to pursue a career as a stand-up comedian.

And then one evening a comedian friend invited me to go and see a comedy gig. I went and I met TV’s Jon Richardson.

The rest, as they say, is history...
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