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Why on earth does this book exist?

This is a weird idea for a book right? An imaginary diary of being married to a person I know next to nothing about? I’m going to set the scene, because this book is bizarrely context-sensitive considering it bears almost no literal connection to the circumstances from which it was born. I need to take you back to 13 March 2020 when I was holed up in an ibis hotel in Glasgow thoroughly petrified of the incoming pandemic and trying to take my mind off Covid-19.

I idly tweeted a silly joke about this football manager I’d noticed a few weeks back . . .

 

If I ever met Jürgen Klopp I’d say ‘omg if we have a baby we should call it Klipp’ just so he’d raise an eyebrow at me and tell me I’m a moron and I’d be so naked by the time he’d finished doing that.

 

That was it. Why Jürgen Klopp? Well, because I’d seen him get asked a question about the pandemic-shaped horizon and he’d had this to say . . .

Look, what I don’t like in life is that for a very serious thing, a football manager’s opinion is important. I don’t understand it. I really don’t understand it . . . It’s not important what famous people say. No, we have to be able to speak about things in the right manner, not people with no knowledge, like me, talking about something. People with knowledge should talk about it and should tell the people, ‘do this, do that, do this and everything will be fine, or not.’ Not football managers, I don’t understand that.

 

I mean . . . WHAT?! Who does that? Who says ‘sorry, I’m not an expert – ask someone else?’ In this day and age?! NO ONE! That’s why we have a journalist for a Prime Minister and social media is largely a hell hole of know-it-alls. No one is sticking to what they know . . . except . . . him.

This was the beginning of my absolute crushing admiration for Jürgen Klopp. It seemed to me that this guy was a different breed: a hero for our times. With a bit of digging I discovered he was a football manager, with a bit more digging I found out football is the main game taught to boys at school. Having wasted twelve years of my life learning how to land on one foot and pivot with the other foot in netball lessons, I don’t have much of an attachment to football.

So, why was I in Glasgow? I’d travelled there from Brighton for a weekend of gigs: I’m a stand-up comic – or at least I was before 2020, you remember in the version of the world where you could sit uncomfortably close to people in a dark basement? It was great! I’d drive to a place, make some strangers laugh and then go home.

Hopefully by the time you’re reading this (probably an A-Level text or whatever A-Levels are called in 2054 when this is considered a literary masterpiece) everything I’m about to describe sounds too mad to be real. Like when people talked about ration books when you were at school and you thought, ‘Of course they had ration books and could cope with it; it was the past when life was harder and people didn’t mind because they were sturdy.’ Well, let me tell you future person: in 2020, when corona hit, we minded.

I’d got the overnight train up thinking I’d crawl into a private cabin and slumber until I woke up in the magical world of Scotland. Instead, I was awake for every second of that journey trying to analyse every cough as if I’d suddenly become a disease specialist. The gigs were lively but tense; we were all pretty sure that by the next weekend pubs and gigs would be closed and so were trying to make the most of this freedom while also not being entirely sure that we were safe doing so. The country was on the precipice of shutting down, but it hadn’t happened yet and we all felt really weird. Lockdown would end my entire income and cancel my career. But that was too much to think about, so instead of making a plan, I carried on tweeting . . .
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I’m quite stressed out by all this ‘real life’ stuff going on but one thing really keeping me sane are these hopping mad fantasies about marrying sensible Jürgen Klopp.
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We’d go to IKEA and I’d be like ‘oh this lamp is so cute’ and he’d say ‘No Laura we are just getting the things we came here for.’ But then at the till he’d let me have a bag of Dimes anyway cos I’m cute. Then we’d drive home in our nice Volvo.
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We’d be getting ready to go out on a Saturday and I’d say, ‘Do I look fat in this?’ and he’d say, ‘you have a pretty reasonable body fat amount I think but if you’re unhappy here are some fitness regimes you could get into.’ And then we’d sensible fuck.
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I’d ask him what he wanted to watch on TV and he’d say, ‘Actually, I’ve already had a lot of screen time today I think I will do the vacuuming and then read my book. Unless there’s anything you’d like to do?’ And then even the pants I wasn’t wearing would be ruined.

[image: clip0003]

We’d be snuggled up on the sofa and I’d say ‘oh my god babe I saw on Twitter earlier that the govt are going to . . .’ & he’d say ‘do you have at least 2 corroborating sources?’ And I’d say, ‘no, but . . .’ & he’d say, ‘well then don’t share it like facts.’ And my bra would snap off.
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I’d lean over to him and say, ‘what’s the most craziest thing you’ve ever done . . .?’ And he’d take off his glasses, look me in the eye with THOSE blues and, rubbing my cheek with the back of his hand he’d say . . .

‘Once, driving on the motorway, this guy was in the middle lane the whole time not caring how much worse it makes the road for everyone else. So when he pulled over into a service station I killed him with bare hands.’ He blinks at me hoping I understand and BAM I’m so pregnant.
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Every morning he’d eat Weetabix because it’s ‘not that sugary crap’ and I’d have my pop tarts and he’d roll his eyes but not criticise out loud because he’s not been to medical school so it’s not his area of expertise.
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For Valentine’s Day he’d learn all of the characters in the Gilmore Girls and the complex forces that drive Lorelai and then he’d set aside 2.5 hours for us to discuss the show. He’d know better than to mention ‘those extra ones’.

[image: clip0003]

At Christmas, he’d calmly hold my mum’s hand and explain that my lack of appearance on Mock the Week is not indicative of my career being a failure. She’d listen and believe him and stop mentioning it for almost 3 days.
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We’d be cuddled up in bed and he’d take a really cute selfie of us and even though I looked hot I’d say, ‘ah please don’t put that on Instagram I look gross’ and he’d look at me sternly and say ‘I don’t have Instagram, I’m a grown man with a job’ and then we’d open-mouth kiss.
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He’d buy me a box set of DVDs of old episodes of Transworld sport.
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I’d offer him a biscuit and he’d say ‘No, it’s ok, I am not hungry.’ And I’d say, ‘darling don’t be silly you don’t eat biscuits because you’re hungry, you just eat them until there aren’t more.’ And he’d tuck my hair behind my ear and say ‘I think this is why you are unhappy.’

[image: clip0003]

Walking home from the dry cleaners having collected his baseball caps for the upcoming week, he would take my hand and say ‘Your short legs have terrible stride efficiency, I would not play you up front.’ And I’d say, ‘you played me up front last night’ and he’d smirk knowingly.
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Unable to find him, I’d peer out the window and see he’s in the shed again, angry. I’d take him a cup of tea, ‘you ok?’ I’d ask. ‘Yes,’ he’d reply tersely. ‘Idiots comparing the BBC licence fee to the cost of Netflix again?’ But the pain in his eyes would be all the answer I need.
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‘What you doing?’ I say
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