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			Hello, Moms! Or Moms-to-Be! Or some random dad who picked up this book by mistake. (Put the book down, Dad. This isn’t for you. Unless you’re trying to figure out what’s going on with your lady so that you can better serve her, in which case: Read on, hero.)

			Ladies, if you know who we are—if you’ve seen our famous YouTube videos, if you follow us on Instagram or Facebook, if you’ve been to one of our live FUN Shows—then welcome! We’re so glad you’re here with us. We are psyched to share our stories and our, um, wisdom with you.

			If you have no clue who we are, well…where the heck to start?

			We’re Cat and Nat! On the surface, it can be a little hard to tell us apart: two moms, two blondes, two extroverts (the polite term for “motormouths”). Our names rhyme, just to make things even more confusing. So let’s try to clear things up right off the bat:
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		We hung out a fair bit in high school, but we weren’t BFFs. A decade later, we became the first of our group of friends to have kids, and we both found it so much to handle. We felt like failures a lot of the time. We stressed and we beat ourselves up. But we found comfort and confidence in one another.

		Today, we are best friends who have seven (!) young kids between us. Nat has four and Cat has three—although to be honest, it’s usually just the nine of us together as a roaming pack of noise, mischief, and chaos. We live near each other in Toronto. We are married to guys named Mark and Marc. Yes, really. They hang out with each other, too, and we assume they spend most of their time talking about how lucky they are and how well they married. ;-)

		We are not helicopter parents or Tiger Moms or whatever kind of overbearing mother is trendy right now. We are not parenting “experts” (whatever that means). We haven’t studied at some fancy school. But we have been in the Mom trenches for a decade, and here’s what we do know:

		
				
				We know what it’s like to hear your baby start wailing in the middle of the night, four minutes after you fed and changed her.

			

				
				We know how it feels to ask yourself the question “Is 4:30 p.m. too early to send the kids to bed?”

			

				
				We know the comedy of not being able to go to the bathroom without your children following along. You just want forty-five seconds to pee in peace and suddenly it’s a family meeting in there!

			

				
				We know about husbands who want sex, and children who want a seventeenth bedtime story, and the other tightly wound moms out there who want to make you feel inferior because you didn’t stay up until 2:00 a.m. baking organic, gluten-free, sugar-free, artisanal scones for the school bake sale.

			

		

		In other words, we know the reality of motherhood. That’s why we’ve written a book that’s easy to pick up, easy to read—and easy to put down when you hear the sound of one thousand Rice Krispies hitting the floor in the kitchen. Come back to us whenever you can find a free minute or two. We’ll be here waiting.

		We also know that being a mom can change who you are, and not always for the better. Like a lot of mothers, we went through a phase where we tried to mimic the seemingly perfect moms of the world. We became overanxious, overly controlling overanalyzers. Somehow, we managed to be incredibly self-conscious and to judge other moms at the same time! We had to let go of that nonsense, and we are here to help you do the same thing.

		Lots of days, we felt like we were barely hanging on. Then we found each other—and, just as important, we found a new attitude. We started laughing at the absurdity of it all. We bonded over the hardships and the hilarity of motherhood. After a while, we kept coming back to the idea of helping other moms deal with the challenges and the stress and the isolation that motherhood can bring. That’s why we started making our little videos. That’s probably how you know us, those four-minute videos of us sitting in a car and talking—sometimes ranting…okay, usually ranting—about motherhood and its challenges and frustrations and its awesome moments and whatever else comes into our heads. Sometimes we dance in the car. Often there are props. It can get a little crazy. And yes, from time to time, people who are walking by on the sidewalk stop and stare and snap a few photos of the two nutcases bopping around in a parked SUV.

		
		It all grew from there. Now we are part of a community of women—moms who celebrate who they are, how they raise their kids, and how they treat themselves. We want to share that experience with you. We want you to join us. So be sure to hit us up on Facebook or Instagram and let us know what you think of the book. We are easy to find.

		Our goal is to make you laugh when you’re feeling low, inspire you when you’re feeling overwhelmed, and reassure you when you’re feeling defeated. We are not going to lecture you or make you feel bad about yourself or any of your decisions. (That’s what the Internet is for!) We want to support you. We want to build people up. We want to make motherhood a sisterhood!

		As we said earlier, we’ve got seven kids between us. And here’s the ridiculous thing: We still don’t have all the answers. Not even close! We’re figuring it out in real time. We’re flailing and failing a lot of the time. So if you’re looking for some flawless, superbrainy parenting advice, you are going to want to step slowly away from this book! But we’ve got a lot of experiences to share, stories to tell, and maybe a few thousand mistakes to laugh about.

		We are finally in a place where we can write the book that we desperately wanted to read when we first became mothers. An honest and candid book for mothers who don’t necessarily have a Cat or a Nat to call up—but want to know they’re not alone. Something to help moms through the hard times. A book that says: The struggle is real. It’s huge and it’s overwhelming and it’s disorienting. But you can do this. You can definitely do this.

		
		We can do it together.

		Okay, there’s one last thing we want to tell you before we get started. In this book, we are going to talk a bit about husbands because we happen to be married to guys (and not to each other, as some people assume—though we would make a hot, kick-ass couple). But when we mention our hubs, you can just sub in whatever applies to you: boyfriend, wife, life partner, girlfriend, significant other, full-size Ryan Reynolds cardboard cutout, whatever. We are down with however you live and whomever you love.

		And we bow down to the single moms. Both Nat and I come from families where our parents split up and got divorced. And both of our mothers were extremely independent and self-reliant. That’s where we both learned to respect the strength of an independent woman. It’s awe-inspiring what women can accomplish without anyone’s help. If you’re on this journey without a partner, you’re amazing.

		All right, here we go! We don’t have motherhood all figured out. But we are ready to get honest and real with you about the ridiculous, amazing, fulfilling, frustrating, life-altering, soul-stirring, headache-inducing gong show of being a mom—and all it brings in terms of pressures and pain and joy and frustration, fun and heartache and laundry. Don’t get us started on the damn laundry!

		And remember: It’s gonna be okay. You’re gonna be okay!

		
			Cat & Nat

			Toronto, 2019
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			The morning after I gave birth to our first child, I woke up with fifty stitches in my vagina and a question in my head: “Catherine, what the hell have you gotten yourself into?”

			Barely a day earlier, we’d been at a rehearsal dinner for a friend’s wedding. It was late. I was grumpy because everyone else was wasted and laughing and I couldn’t drink. That’s when labor hit. It hit hard—and so did a huge wave of fear and panic. The idyllic “I’m going to have a baby!” suddenly became the terrifying “I’m going to have to deliver a baby through my body!” I’ll never forget what happened next. I leaned over to my husband, squeezed his hand, and whispered in his ear: “I’m not sure I want to do this anymore.”

			A little late to back out now, Cat.

			And besides, it was definitely time to get on with it. I was two weeks past my due date. For a couple months, I’d spent most of my time feeling either gigantic or homicidal. Sometimes both. Usually both.

			I know some people probably think Canada is cold all the time. But Toronto in summertime is like living inside a dryer filled with wet towels. It’s hot. It’s moist. It’s supernoisy. You’re sweating all the time. Which makes carrying around another entire person inside of you such a huge pleasure, she says sarcastically. I knew we were in uncharted territory when I discovered one morning that I could no longer see my vaheen. It was lost somewhere between my stomach and my thighs. That seventy pounds of extra weight was not my friend.

			Marc and I lived in a tiny little house on a dead-end street. We were one of those annoying couples that had a dog we treated like a child. We’d dress him up on Halloween and even give him gifts on Christmas morning. Yep, we were pretty insufferable. I’m sure more than a few strangers rolled their eyes at us, but I didn’t care. I was honing my maternal instincts!

			
			In those final couple months, when I basically weighed a metric tonne and couldn’t fit into any clothes and most automobiles, it is possible that I maybe got a little grumpy from time to time. I remember one night my husband made the mistake of asking why I was always so tired. We were sitting at our little kitchen table, and my first instinct was to jab a fork into his arm. He didn’t really mean anything by it, I’m sure. He probably said it without thinking. (Men are great at that.) But do you think I was going to let him off the hook? Not a frickin’ chance! I gave it to him with both barrels. “Oh, I’m sorry if I’m a little tired since I spent all day growing another human person inside of me. Growing their organs and their fingers and every other part of them. I grew part of a brain today! What did you do?”

			Most times when there is shouting in a marriage, it ends in a draw or in an uneasy truce—but I think it’s safe to say I won that one. Decisively. Feel free to steal the “growing a human person” card and use it yourself. You can’t lose.

			For the whole time I was pregnant, and even a bit before, I had this very clear image in my head: Life with a baby was going to be so perfect. My husband and I would lie in bed together with the baby between us and we’d hold hands. We’d go to pumpkin patches and we’d be so cute and everyone would think to themselves, “Now there are a couple of parents who’ve got it all together, posing on a haystack in their flannel with their apple cider donuts, looking all adorable.”

			Fast-forward to my tenth hour of labor. I’m in agony. Meanwhile, my husband and my doctor are down at the end of the bed, making small talk about hockey. I wanted to murder them both. I’m not even sure that I’m joking. If only they’d been just a little bit closer, I might have reached out and clocked them with a bedpan. I know that sounds kind of harsh, but believe me: It’s hard to be your calm, regular self when a human being is trying to push her way into the world through your vagina. You’re bound to be a little on edge.

			
			Eventually, the epidural worked its magic. I managed a couple hours of enthusiastic pushing/profanity. I even remember the August sun coming out and shining into the hospital room just before our little girl was born. The whole thing turned out kind of great, to be honest. I remember thinking to myself: “I did it! Mission accomplished! Hooray for me!” I even managed to crack a joke. When the doctor went to work on repairing my vagina, he said that he was going to “sew [me] back up like Mother Nature intended.” Without missing a beat, I said, “Can you make it a little tighter than she intended?”

			I was pumped. I had gotten through it. My pregnancy was over at last!

			Turns out the end of the delivery was just the beginning.

			Goodbye, excitement; hello, exhaustion. So long, anticipation; hello, anxiety. I wasn’t ready for any of it. From the second that Olivia was born, I felt an overwhelming urge to go home. I wanted to set a land speed record for getting out of a hospital. But first, I had to pass a test.

			I had to pass the fart test.

			They gave me the whole explanation, but I wasn’t really listening, due to the exhaustion and the precious new human life that was suddenly taking up all my brain space. Basically, it was about making sure everything was working down there after the epidural and the trauma of the delivery. Bottom line: I had to fart before they would agree to discharge me. Now, just to be clear, it’s not like they post a nurse at your bedside and give her a Geiger counter for fart monitoring. They take your word for it.

			
			This is an important piece of information, because I was obsessed with getting out of there. So I decided to exploit the loophole in the system. Translation: I lied. I told them I had farted. But I hadn’t farted. People lie about farting all the time, but this may have marked the first time in human history that anyone ever lied to take credit for a fart.

			They believed me. My fake fart set me free. As my husband started packing up all our stuff, I put my feet on the floor and pushed my way out of bed so I could get changed, practically able to feel the sweet air of freedom on my cheeks. And then I went down like a ton of bricks. Turns out the epidural hadn’t totally worn off—or maybe it was the painkillers they were giving me on account of my poor, damaged vagina. Either way, my legs were basically a couple of gummy worms.

			Looking back, I think of this as the first of roughly 28,000 mistakes I’ve made as a mother. I can’t even remember why I was so eager to leave. I should have just stayed in bed and let those farts rip.

			After fifteen minutes or so, I got the feeling back in my legs. I could stand on my own. As I left the hospital, less than forty-eight hours after giving birth, they gave me an ice pack and a baby. Our beautiful baby. Our beautiful, crying Olivia. And that was it. Were they really just going to let me go off into the world and be a mother? Couldn’t they tell I had absolutely no idea what I was doing? I had faked a fart test!

			
			The days that followed were a blur. I mean that literally. I was so tired that I had trouble seeing things in focus. It wasn’t how I thought it was going to be. I can’t actually remember if Marc and I ever lay in bed with the baby between us, holding hands and being all cute. I can tell you we definitely never made it to a pumpkin patch.

			For the six weeks after our daughter was born, I was basically a hermit. I became a self-imposed shut-in. I was afraid to leave the house with the baby. Too many scary and dangerous things out there in the world!

			Or maybe I stayed in because I didn’t want the world to catch on to the fact that, when it came to being a mom, I just didn’t have a clue. What if my baby cried? What if I cried? Everyone else seemed to always have it together, and I was hanging on by a thread.

			I’d walk circles around our living room, holding our daughter. Twenty minutes. Forty minutes. Two hours. The baby wouldn’t stop crying. I’d try swaddling her using the zillion different techniques and methods that people swear by on the Internet. None of them worked—she wouldn’t stop crying. I’d put the baby down and walk out of the room for a breather, only to rush back in because I was scared by how loudly she was crying. I’d beg my husband to come home from work and help out. The baby wouldn’t stop crying. Feed the baby. Hold the baby. Put the baby down. Pick the baby up. It didn’t matter. The baby wouldn’t stop crying. I felt like a fuckup.

			In those early moments, I came to understand why some women simply fall apart at the seams. The first six weeks can be hell—especially if you’re like me and you get into your own head. It goes like this: “This is my responsibility. She is my responsibility and I’m screwing it up. You’re screwing it up, Cat.” You feel it every time your baby cries. You feel it every time you can’t figure out what’s wrong with her. You feel it every time your baby is wailing in public and people are looking at you, like, “Hey, can you stop being a terrible mother for just a minute and make your baby be quiet?” You feel the heat of all those eyes staring at you and judging you. You actually start to sweat. And you don’t know what to do to make the baby stop crying, because you’ve tried everything. You wonder why you don’t have any maternal instincts. You feel like a failure. I felt like a failure.

			
			At my lowest point, I can remember feeling as though I was stuck in a snow globe. Just when everything finally started to feel settled, my whole world would get shaken up again. And I was powerless to stop it because I was stuck in the game of “perfect,” just like every other mom. My only outlet was taking to Facebook to ask perfectly normal, concerned parent questions like, “Does anyone have any suggestions for good sleep training materials?” Which really meant, “I’m not getting any sleep. I’m going out of my mind. Someone send help.” And then I thumbed through the comments as I sat in an old T-shirt covered in vomit (not mine) and food stains (mostly mine, to be honest). Scroll, scroll, scroll. And then I saw a message notification.

			It was a message from my old friend Natalie, whom I’d barely seen since high school. She’d had a baby of her own eight months earlier. Her message was very direct: “Get over here. Now!” Naturally, I said no. Going to someone’s house meant…gasp…going outside! And outside is where the sun is, and the bugs, and strangers and trucks and germs and noises and surprises. Nat wouldn’t take no for an answer. Thank God she wouldn’t.

			It took me fifteen minutes just to get the stroller into the car. I’d never broken it down before because I’d never gone anywhere with the baby. I cursed the stroller. I cursed my own lack of mothering skills. Mostly I cursed Nat for making me do this. But a few minutes later, I was standing on Natalie’s front porch. She opened the door. She looked at me, and she just knew. “Come on in,” she said. “You look like shit.”

			
			It was the first time I’d laughed in weeks.

			Natalie and I talked for hours that day. She answered all my questions. To be honest, she probably answered most of them at least twice. I kept repeating myself thanks to my clouded mom brain.

			Nat had a handle on the parenting thing. It had taken her a while, but she’d figured it out. That’s how it seemed to me, at least. I know this much for certain: She had definitely brushed her hair at some point in the previous seventy-two hours, which is more than I could say for myself.

			Nat and I started walking together with our babies once or twice a week. Then pretty much every day. For hours at a time. I felt like I could talk to her about anything. About everything. For the first time since I gave birth, I felt that I could be honest with someone. Nothing was off-limits. If you happened to pass by us on one of our epic walks, you probably heard us complaining about swollen boobs or debating the best balm for cracked nipples. You know, supersexy talk. We must have sounded crazy. We definitely looked crazy—messy hair, mismatched socks. But those walks and those conversations saved me.

			Once I found Natalie, my loneliness lifted. The baby’s crying became more bearable. Sometimes I even managed to laugh through the stress of it all. I was no longer sinking. Nat was my life raft.

			It wasn’t that my husband didn’t try to be supportive. He just didn’t get it. He couldn’t get it. He couldn’t understand what I was going through on an emotional level—a biological level. He couldn’t understand why I had zero interest in sex, or even in being touched. I remember saying to Nat as we embarked on an epic walk in the middle of a snowstorm: “How come no one warned us about this? How come no one warned us about the isolation and the feeling that we’ll just never figure things out?”

			
			Today, almost a decade later, we look back on that first afternoon at Natalie’s house as the beginning of the playdate that never ended. We’ve learned so much from one another. But mostly, we’ve learned so much together.

		

	
		
		
			
			When things are utterly crazy around our house—when the kids are all losing their shit at the exact same time and my head feels like it is literally going to explode—I think back on our decision to have four children, and I blame one person and one person only.

			I blame Macaulay Culkin.

			It’s all his fault. As a little girl, I saw the movie Home Alone, and it changed my life. No, I didn’t rush home and booby-trap my house in case Joe Pesci decided to break in. I left the movie focused on something very different: the little boy’s family. His huge family.

			I knew it the moment I saw it: That’s what I want. I want the large family. I want the chaos and the bickering and the fighting for the bathroom. I want people talking over each other and never finding a moment’s peace. I want a family so big that I could leave one of my kids behind and not even notice until I’m halfway across the Atlantic. I want to be part of a frantic, combative bunch that nevertheless bonds together and fights like hell for one another when the going gets tough. One big team to take on the world.

			Later, when I was a teenager, this feeling was reinforced when a new family moved in down the street—a husband and wife in their early thirties with four kids. Today, I remember very little about the wife. I remember a lot about the husband. He was a classic Hot Dad—great body, tall and fit, liked to jog. It’s possible that I may have lingered by the front window in the mornings in the hope of seeing him run past. It’s also possible that I spent a year or two silently hoping the wife would get some horrible disease. Nothing painful, of course—but definitely 100 percent fatal. Believe me, I was ready to console the widower.

			But seriously, they were a great family. They had the nice house. They had well-behaved children. He had awesome abs. I wanted all those things. I already knew I wanted a big family. Now I knew how many kids I wanted: four. Exactly four. Just like Mr. and Mrs. Hot Dad.

			
			I don’t want you to get the wrong idea: I wasn’t obsessed with having kids. I didn’t show up for a date with a clipboard and a questionnaire about “preferred number of children.” But at the same time, that image of the “perfect family” never really faded from my mind.

			When I got married at twenty-seven (see, I didn’t rush it!), I wanted to have a baby right away. Like, to the point that I was thinking: “Let’s cut this wedding reception short and adjourn to the honeymoon suite.” No point in wasting time, right? Only one problem: My husband wasn’t as psyched. Mark wanted to spend some time together as a married couple—just the two of us. At least a few years before starting a family. Being a good and understanding partner, I said, Okay, fine, I’ll wait a few years. And then I basically nagged him about having a baby so much and so often that he finally gave in. I think he may have actually thrown up his hands in frustration. I can be a real pain in the ass.

			Among my group of friends, I was the first to get married—the first to get pregnant, too. It’s kind of awesome to be the First because you get fawned over and you get the big, fancy shower and you get everyone asking you all kinds of questions because you’re the “expert” now. You’re first and no one can catch up.

			I liked it. I liked the attention. I liked being the pioneer of the group. I wasn’t worried in the slightest about the delivery. That sounds weird, but it’s true. I guess it’s because my mom had told me that her labor was a piece of cake. It never occurred to me that it might not be the same for me.

			After my water broke, I walked into the delivery room and thought, “Wow.” The place was like a luxury hotel. Huge. A big Jacuzzi tub over in the corner. Speakers on the wall so a future mom could blast her favorite playlist. I felt like a
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