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Select Praise for Life Laughs
“Divorce, single parenting, and post-baby stretch marks may not sound like funny subjects, but Jenny McCarthy manages to put a hilarious spin on these topics in…Life Laughs.”
—In Touch
“In Life Laughs, after you guiltily giggle through it, you’ll feel like you’ve…shared heart-wrenching confidences with a very dear friend.”
—Vegas Magazine
“Wickedly funny…It’s a kick.”
—Minneapolis Star Tribune
Select Praise for Baby 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.”
—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, like it or not.”
—Arizona Republic
Select Praise for Belly 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 two hundred 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 is undeniably crass but funny, and her 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.”
—Philadelphia Inquirer
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Evan
The stars are whispering again…
Love, Mommy
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Life Laughs

Life…Sometimes You Just Gotta…Laugh
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Hey, welcome back! This book is dedicated to those days when we wake up late for work, feeling fat, gossiped about, screamed at by our children, and not fully adored and nurtured by our horny men. If you are a first-time reader of mine, I need to give you the usual warning when it comes to my point of view on things. I always tell the truth, and that means the whole truth. This book will knock some of you off your chairs. It’s crude, raw, and sometimes dirty but always honest.
[image: ]
I give you a glimpse into my own battle with Life, my marriage and divorce, sex, motherhood, aging, and even PMS. And I hope that you can relate to the funny, gross, bad, and ugly that always comes with life. So please kick off your shoes and tell your man to shut up for a bit and enjoy a few Life Laughs!


PORK…It’s What’s for Dinner…NOT!!
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Sometimes I wish it was still caveman days when the men hunted for food and we stayed by the fire combing out our legs and armpits waiting for a dead carcass to arrive. Most girls grow up and easily slide into the domestic duties of the home. I never slid in. I kicked and screamed and was eventually thrown in by my hair.
I remember staring at the stove after I became married wondering what the hell I was going to do. The only thing I had ever used it for was to light my cigarettes. Now I was supposed to actually mix things together and create a meal. That was funny.
Walking into grocery stores I would always head for the frozen food section. This is when I was only responsible for myself. I would grab fifteen Lean Cuisines and call it a week’s supply. After I got married, the grocery store looked like Harvard University. I couldn’t understand anything. I would stand in the produce section not knowing what half the names were for the vegetables in the bins, let alone how to cook them. I continued to push my cart and stopped at the meat counter. Packages of raw meat would stare at me, and I would pick some up looking for how to cook them and there never were any directions. My mom finally gave me a few recipes for stews and such, but half the time I was too tired from work and up with the baby to try to prepare a feast when I didn’t even know how to open the package.
Once you start to cook at home, figuring out what to make for dinner that night can be just as hard as figuring out which candidate to vote for. I go crazy every night!! I’ll call my mom and ask her what she made or call my sisters to see what they made. Even if cooking is totally your thing, I guarantee that wondering what to make is a daily dilemma in your life. If you have kids who are picky eaters, then God help you. In my house I would feed my son really healthy steamed foods, and when he went to sleep, I would gorge on pizza or cheeseburgers.
One time I tried to make John a really beautiful meal, but it didn’t go too well. I saw a big pork thingy at the store. I think it was a pig’s shoulder or something, and I decided to take it home and make BBQ pork sandwiches with it. My mom had gotten me a slow cooker for Christmas thinking it would be easy cooking for me. So I decided to let this pig shoulder thingy be my first try. I threw it in there, put a little salt, a little pepper, and even an onion in it. Wow, now that’s some fancy cookin’! I put the lid on and saw that the button had two choices: slow and fast. I remember thinking, Why would anyone want to cook something slow? So I put it on fast and went on my way.
A couple of hours later I came to check on it and it looked awesome. Juice dripping, onions browned—I never thought a pig’s shoulder would look so attractive as it did in my pot. So I looked at the clock and saw that it had been at least two hours and figured since I had it on FAST it was probably done. Besides, overcooked pork is not a fun chewing experience, so I threw some barbecue sauce on it, ripped off some chunks, and put it in a hamburger bun with a side of potato salad. I walked over to John and showed him my proud creation of a real meal. His eyes bugged out in delight and he happily devoured the sandwich, saying it was the best sandwich he had ever had. I couldn’t even take a bite because I was doing some stupid cleanse at the time, so I had to live vicariously through his bites.
After he was done I threw his plate in the dishwasher and smiled in delight at my domestic victory. About an hour later I heard this awful noise coming out of the bathroom. It sounded like an elephant was being eaten by coyotes. These horrid screams and echoes of cries coming out of a porcelain bowl made me quiver. I honestly thought Godzilla had taken over my bathroom. After about fifteen minutes of screams and moans the door finally opened, and standing there was a pale sweaty skeleton of a man. I said, “Oh no, honey, you’ve got the flu.” He replied with a whisper, “It’s not the flu, it’s your f*cking pig shoulder.”
All I could think of was that he was delirious, because my pork sandwich had looked award-winning. Before I could even respond, he turned around and became friends again with the two-foot porcelain bowl.
I ran into the other room and called my mom. I told her of my proud cooking but that John had gotten sick. She began to ask me what I had set the timer on. I told her on fast for two hours. She started screaming in horror, telling me that fast still means at least eight to nine hours for a big pig shoulder and slow would be about twelve to fourteen. I thought that was ridiculous. Who the hell would cook for twelve hours?
Anyway, it turns out John had severe food poisoning because pork needs to be cooked thoroughly. Who knew? They don’t teach you that in school! So the next time you get perplexed about what to make for dinner, call some friends and see what they’re making. If you’re too lazy, go have your husband run out and grab some takeout. If he bitches and moans, just smile and tell him
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