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“ALL the other mums justseem to glide along
so effortlessly - like it comes naturally to
them. Why doIfind motherhood such
astruggle?”

Afewyears agolwasin our lounge room
looking after our two boys while my wife Allie,
Skyped her mum back in England. (Of course,
beinga man, whenIsay “looking after” [mean
reading the sport news on myiPhone while
theywatched aDVD.) Thensomething in
Allie’s tone snapped me out of my self-
indulgence. AsIlistened I became more and
more dismayed to hear my wonderful wife
pouring her heartoutabout “notmeasuring
up asamother”.

Iwas stunned. Our boys Connor and Elliot
are happy, healthy, cuddlykids who love their
mum more than ahandful of Tiny Teddies.
Iknew just telling my wife she was incredible
wouldn'tbe enough, soIdid the only thing
I knew howto do. For the nextyear I went
around and pestered all the great mothers
I could find to tell me their secrets, discover-
ies, feelings, failings and triumphs. The result
was abook and the discovery ofa sneaky little
secret that]'m hoping to expose here.

Mums lie to each other. Often. You wonder-
ful, big-hearted, stupid buggers feel so under
pressure to appear to be a “natural mother”
raising “contented little babies” that you
regularly tell whopping big porkies abouthow
wonderfulitis and desperately avoid asking
forhelp. Areyou all nuts?

Ifthere’s one trait that I believe makes women
far, far better people than men, it's their ability
to talk, listen and empathise with each other’s
trials and tribulations. Two women can, in 30
seconds over alatte, reach alevel of emotional
intimacy thatwould take two blokes three sea-
sons in the same footy team. Sadly, when it
comes to mumhood, youseem to throw all this
out the (nursery) window. Many mums I inter-
viewed mentioned that this led to frustration,
isolation and many even said it contributed to
their developing post-natal depression.

The mum who summed up this conspiracy
best was awonderful woman called Rebecca
Poulsonwho atthe timehad anewborn. I did
aphoneinterviewwith her at midday (she
happily confessed afterwards that she was still
inher pyjamas) and she said: “Why can’twe all
admit thatmotherhood - especially in the
early days—isincredibly, relentlessly tiring?
Saying this doesn’t meanyou hate your child,
oryourlife is totally miserable. Your willing-
ness to go through all this actually shows how
much you love your kids. But can we all please
admit thatitisreallybloody hard?”

Men, of course, lie about all sorts of things,
butwhen it comes to parenting we're happy to

admitwe struggle. When Allie comes home after
adayaway I'm more than willing to tearfully
hand over the baton ifit meansI get toread the
paper for 3.7 minutes, or duck offto the loo
without myyoungest following me in, demand-
ing a thoughtful answer to: “Who would wina
fightbetween an Allosaurus and a T-Rex?”
Somums (and dads), let’s all come clean for
Mother’s Day. Howaboutfrom nowonall
women admit, and all men acknowledge, that
being amum is more intense, more glorious
and more challenging than anything—and all
atthesame time. Thenlet'sadd thatmothers
enter this dramatic new phase of life with
energy-sapping, brain-thickening sleep
deprivation that no amount of happy-clappy
visualisations about “Huggies moments” will
getyou through. (Allie once admitted in those
early days she was so tired she needed a morn-
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ing checklist: “Have I brushed my hair? Have
I cleaned my teeth? Am I wearing knickers?”)
Motherhood is like Mount Everest. It's only
when we can all stop and say to each other,
“Hmm, that's a bloody bighill,” that mums
will feel comfortable asking for a sherpanow
and then. And dads, if mums are going to keep
lying to each other (and I suspect they will),
thatmeans us. So men, for one day atleast,
let'sputdown ouriPhones, harden up abit,
and say to the mother of our kids: “You're
carrying quite a bitthere. Need some help?”
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