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BABY LAUGHS
Praise forBaby Laughs
“In this hilarious follow-up [McCarthy] takes a no-holds-barred look at the joys, challenges, and humiliations of the first year of motherhood.”
—Time Out New York
“Baby Laughs is the book that can keep an aching morass of maternal hormones company in those long hours of just watching her infant sleep, slowly letting herself be OK with every unexplained hiccup or tiny grimace, and help her laugh at the way her emotions and body also slowly retreat from the Defcon One alert level that is pregnancy.”
—The Washington Examiner
“[McCarthy’s] honesty is disarming, funny, and so boundless that you’ll feel as if you’re at her side every step of the way.”
—The Arizona Republic
Praise forBelly Laughs
“What’s noble about this book (yes, noble) is that women who find these topics too embarrassing to bring up now have a place to read about them in a frank and open discussion…. Like a gossipy girlfriend, McCarthy brings you in and makes you laugh; there’s a certain comfort in knowing that even a sex symbol gets stretch marks and balloons to 200 pounds during pregnancy. A must-have for any childbirth collection.”
—Booklist
“You don’t even have to be knocked up to enjoy it.”
—Playboy
“McCarthy’s candor and self-deprecation are refreshing.”
—Publishers Weekly
“Frank and humorous.”
—The Miami Herald
“Brutally honest and funny in a way the other pregnancy books wouldn’t dare.”
—Carolina Parent
“McCarthy’s comic tell-all will have fellow moms nodding…. It’s everything about new motherhood your polite girlfriends won’t tell you.”
—The Philadelphia Inquirer
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To John—
thank you for loving me during my roughest times

and for being supportive through my hormonal roller coasters.

thank you for being an amazing father to our son and for

making me still feel sexy even though my ass had more

cheese on it than a Wisconsin cheese farm.

I love you, baby…

Contents
Move Over, Mrs. Cleaver! There’s a New Bitch in Town! (Mommyhood)

Blowing Out Your Vagina (Vaginal Delivery)

Hey, Dude! Easy with That Scalpel! (C-section)

Nursing Nazi (Bottle or Boob?)

Waitress, Can You Bring Me the Check? I’m Gonna Take My Baby TO GO! (Coming Home)

Okay, Um…Can Someone Quickly Explain How to Raise a Human Being? (Freaking Out)

Ouch, My Udders Hurt! (Breastfeeding)

I’ll Take the Twelve-Pack of Spit Rags, Ten Boxes of Diapers, Seven Packets of Onesies, the #1 Approved Car Seat—and Throw That Super-Deluxe 2010 Stroller in Too! (Overbuying and Stroller Envy)

The Headless Penis (To Cut or Not to Cut)

Rock Star Lullabies (Noisy Influences)

Ew! It Looks Like a Burnt Cocktail Wiener! (Losing the Umbilical Cord)

I’m Singing the Mommy Blues (Postpartum Depression)

Hey, Buddy, It’s Your Turn to Get Up with the Baby! (Split Parenting)

Damn It! My Ass Is Bleeding Again! (Hemorrhoids)

Oh, No, I Ran Out of Cottage Cheese. Wait, I Can Just Scrape Some Off My THIGHS! (Still FAT)

Introducing the TURDinator! (Endless Shits)

Sex?…Yeah, Right! Go Poke a Light Socket! (Still Not in the Mood)

The Million-Dollar Manicure (Cutting the Baby’s Nails)

A New Mom’s BIGGEST Fear (Crib Death)

Hey, Girlfriend…Hello?…What Happened to All My Girlfriends? (Changing of the Guard)

What’s Up, Doc? (Endless Visits)

Thank God for Baby Einstein (Baby Rotation)

Finding Mrs. Doubtfire (The Search for the Perfect Babysitter)

In This Corner We Have Grandma, and in This Corner We Have Grandma (Helpers or Villains?)

The WWE Baby Champion of the World! (Daddy Playtime)

Hey, Honey, the Germs Are Over for Another Visit! (Unwanted Visitors)

Say Cheeeeezy!!! (Documenting Your Baby)

Can Someone Come Over to Do the Laundry and Clean the Toilet So I Can Take a Shower and Shave My Armpits Once This Week? (Mommy Time)

Uh-Oh, My Baby Isn’t Perfect (Deformities)

Burning the Muumuu!! (Finally Losing the FAT)

My Baby’s Smarter Than Your Baby…Oh, Yeah, Well, Your Baby’s Ugly! (Competitive Moms)

Don’t They Make Baby Vicodin? (Teething)

No…NO!! Don’t Touch That! (Babyproofing)

Anorexic Pets (Your Neglected Animals)

Mommy, Can I Have Another Jar of Liquid Chicken and Poo-Poo-Colored Peas? (Feedin’ Time)

www.ismybabydevelopingproperly.com (Researching Your Baby’s On-Time Development)

Cravings from the Dark Side (Starting Up Old Habits)

And the Winner of the Most Severe, Balding, Sweaty, Gum-Diseased Woman of the World Award Is…YOU!!! (Letting Go of Pregnancy Hormones)

Supermom (Deciding to Go Back to Work)

“Can I Take Your Order?” “Yes, God, I’ll Take Another Baby with No Pickles and Extra Mustard This Time” (Deciding on Baby #2)

Tips for Mom

Tips for Dad (From Your Wife)


About the Author


Acknowledgments

To my mother…I know you really blew out your vagina giving birth to me. If I knew then what I know now, I would have tried to crawl out through your ear canal. Thanks for pushing so hard!!
To my sisters…Thank you for supporting me during my delivery by making disgusting faces and shaking your heads in horror. Thanks for being my wall of strength.
To my illustrator, Grant…dude, you are so freaking talented. Thank you for giving extra baby laughs to the new mommies who could use some.
Last but not least, to my son, Evan. I love your laugh. I love your stinky feet. I love putting bubbles in your hair. I love the way you look at me and I promise you I will love you until the end of time.


Move Over, Mrs. Cleaver! There’s a New Bitch in Town!
(Mommyhood)

I ’m so excited to be a mom, and I hope you are too!!
It’s without a doubt the coolest, greatest, and most fulfilling thing that has ever happened to me. Has it been hard? Yeah, of course, but it’s a GREAT hard. There are so many rewards to this kind of hard. I said in my last book that, after my delivery, I would do it all over again in a second. And I tell you this: After my baby’s first year, I would do it all over again in a second.
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I’m sure you’ve run into those people who try to scare you with horror stories. People would tell me in my ninth month that my life was going to be over. I hated hearing that I wasn’t going to be able to do anything anymore. My freedom was gone. But know what I tell them now? My life isn’t over…it’s only just begun!
I can’t believe it took me twenty-nine years of life to finally bring my son into this world. Am I glad I waited? OF COURSE! But I can’t imagine how the world even survived without this precious little spirit being here. He’s made me a better person. I realize what’s important in life now, and I can’t wait to spoil him with love.
People always say that the love of your child is so much different from any other kind of love. I would always say, “Yeah, yeah, I love my mom so much that I’m sure it’s not that far off.” But it is. It’s not that it’s more or less love, it’s just that it consumes every part of your DNA. This baby is part of you. This baby will love YOU unconditionally, and it’s up to YOU to mold this child into a beautiful being.
Wow, I sound all spiritual and shit. Hey, it happens! While you read this book, I might just take you to that spiritual place, but for the most part I’ll be making you laugh your ass off. There are plenty of Baby Laughs you’ll get to experience on your own. In the meantime, I hope you enjoy mine and learn a little something along the way.
Welcome to the new club, girls. The First-Year Mommy Club. But it’s a new millennium, ladies, and it’s our duty to make moms even better. So dig in and enjoy the book, cuz as I said before, “Move over, Mrs. Cleaver, there’s a new bitch in town!” And this bitch is gonna make sure moms across the world look damn good!!


Blowing Out Your Vagina
(Vaginal Delivery)

I thought I was really funny in my last trimester telling people I was only three weeks away from “blowing out my vagina.” Little did I know that my own slang term was the reason why I started hyperventilating during labor. When they told me I was fully dilated, I freaked. I pictured my vagina looking like a firecracker when I was finished. Just blown out, with pieces hanging off.
Anyway, when the nurses told me to start pushing, I unwillingly did. I pushed extra hard just to get it over with. And if you were a good girl and read my last book, you know that I pushed and pushed and pushed and nothing happened. I knew something was wrong with my vagina, and so did the five doctors with their arms, not hands, but ARMS up my vagina. If a baby wasn’t coming through this way, the doctors did a really great job stretching things out down there for no reason. By this point, which was a few hours into it, my strong and supportive husband started complaining of chest pain. If you could believe it, the doctor actually pulled him out of the room and had him tested to make sure he wasn’t having a heart attack. I never told him this, but I was so exhausted I didn’t even notice he was gone. Fortunately, he didn’t have a heart attack and came back to chant Push! with the rest of the squad.
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After I did even more pushing, the doctor started pulling out “toys.” He pulled out the Hoover vacuum and tried sucking the baby out. I remember the doctor’s arms shaking from using all his strength to yank out the baby. It looked like a tug of war. Next they tried using those giant salad spoons to try to get him out. Those things were so big I couldn’t believe they just slid right in. The way they were bringing things in and out of my vagina was freaking me out. It got to the point where I thought the doctor was going to tell me he’d be right back, and then he’d crawl inside me to check on things and I would just see his feet sticking out. I’m amazed that a vagina can open up like that. It’s really not something to be that proud of, though. “Mine is bigger than yours” is not a goal for women.
If you haven’t delivered yet and I’m totally freaking you out, I can tell you one great thing about all of this. I didn’t feel a thing!! My epidural was working so well that you could have valet parked some cars up there, and I still wouldn’t have felt anything. So, after three and a half hours of pushing, I was rushed in for an emergency C-section, which you’ll read about in the next chapter.
When the baby finally does come through vaginally, most women say the discomfort factor goes way down, like taking the biggest but cutest #2 in your life. Aah!! While you’re holding your baby and counting to make sure all of its fingers and toes are there, your doctor goes back to work on your sinkhole. If you tore, you might notice him doing some needlework down there. This is when the doctor cracks that joke, “And one more stitch for the husband.” That’s supposed to imply, of course, that he’s making things tighter down there for your husband’s pleasure. Whatever.
That’s something my husband would always tease me about when I was pregnant. When I would tease him about blowing out my vagina, he would tease me back by saying that sex with me was going to feel like he was throwing a hot dog down a hallway.
I did ask my doctor if a woman’s vagina kind of snaps back into place. He says that, for the most part, it really does after the first baby, but when you’re getting up there with the number of deliveries, things can get a little blown out, and that some women opt for surgery to tighten it up down there. No, thanks, Doc, I’d rather just fake my orgasms and talk dirty than go through vagina-tightening surgery.
Another aftershock of delivery is noticing that when you sneeze or laugh hard you’ll pee. That’s true for a lot of women. I’ve tinkled from a good chuckle, but after delivery I continued those annoying Kegels, which helped strengthen my control again.
The day after your delivery or even later that same day, I highly suggest asking for the numbing spray and an ice pack. My friends who actually tore described it as feeling like somebody had scrubbed the hell out of their “kitty” with a pad. They said it stung. So get an ice pack on that thing and ask for that numbing spray. It really does wonders. Right before you check out, ask for it again. A little squirt-squirt will make the bumpy ride home not so bumpy.
So, you officially did it. You officially blew out your vagina by this point, and all you got was a baby. I’m just kidding. Your suffering paid off because you are now going to experience the best of what life has to offer. I promise you. It truly is an amazing ride.
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