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			What Not to Say . . .

			. . . When She Hasn’t Looked Up from Her Phone for Three Hours

			If I get in there, will you talk to me?

			Have you finished Twitter yet?

			Are you reading about phone addiction again?

			Listen – why don’t you do all your bootie calls during the day, then we can watch a movie at night?

			I think it’s time you started wearing a dopamine patch. 

			Say hello from me to everyone you’ve ever met.

			Just to let you know: it’s 2044 and I’m married to a supermodel. 

			Have you joined a Black Mirror re-enactment society?

			. . . When She’s Ill in Bed

			Is this another pretend one?

			Can you sign this? It’s your new will.

			I can’t believe you’ve let this happen. Again.

			(SNIFFING THE AIR) Have you been peeling eggs in here? 

			Not like you to lie around moaning.

			Do you want me to bring the dishes up?

			Don’t be offended, but I’ve booked you into a Travelodge for tonight.
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			I’m just making a playlist up for your funeral. Do you think something from The Muppet Movie is a bit too upbeat? 

			 

			Shall I put some make-up on you? Because I’ll be honest with you: you don’t look great. 

			I know it’s never been your thing, so I’m going to take this opportunity to go clubbing.

			Are you definitely going to be up here all night? Because Dan and Ian are coming round for a FIFA tournament.

			Shall we put your bed in the garden? That mattress could do with some fresh air.

			Just to let you know – I’ve set up my drum kit. And this time there’s nothing you can do about it.

			You know Ingrid from work? Her other half’s ill in bed too, so the two of us are off to the cinema tonight.

			Are you going to even try to get better?
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			Look – I don’t want me and the kids catching this, so we’re going to Florida for a few weeks.

			. . . When She’s Dancing in the Kitchen

			It’s amazing how happy you are near biscuits.

			Is it only people with no rhythm at this party or can anyone join in?

			Is the underfloor heating up a bit high? You look like an Albanian circus bear. 

			Are you hearing the same music as me?

			Careful, love – the chimney’s loose. 

			Have you got a wasp up your jumper? 

			Oh, good – is it mating season?

			Just a little tip: it’s better to dance like nobody’s watching when nobody’s watching.

			. . . In a Supermarket

			Shall I go and warn the gin that you’re here?
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			Look – neither of us knows what a kumquat is. They might not be safe. 

			 

			So: za’atar, panko, chia seeds and moringa powder. Is this a dinner or an intergalactic space war?

			Let’s get you to the wine aisle. These grapes look frightened.

			See if they’ve got any burnproof rice.

			I wish you looked at me the way you look at those doughnuts. 

			Don’t make me watch you choosing a shampoo. I’ll get a migraine.
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			Reckon we could get a blue badge on account of your hangovers? We could park right next to the doors.

			 

			Buy an extra box of tissues – I’ve got something to tell you later.

			[image: ]	I’m going to go on ahead and see if there’s anyone worth flirting with on the tills.

			. . . When She’s Home an Hour Later than She Said She Would Be

			Oh, it’s you. Are you going to do your impression of a sober person? 

			It’s so romantic of you not to hang around for the tequilas.

			If this was a job, you’d have been fired a long time ago.

			You’re early. I’m usually pretending to be asleep when you get in. 

			For a very special treat, can I watch you make your drunk snack?

			I think we might have to get you the Usborne book of Telling The Time. 

			Don’t tell me – you helped an old fella cross the road 300 times.

			You’re back. Another dream dies.

			Damn. I’d already started looking at wallpaper.

			Your timekeeping’s up there with your rational decision-making.
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			I’m going to miss this when we’re not together any more.

			. . . When She Pops into Cath Kidston

			Oh no – are you down to your last hundred bags?

			I’ll wait out here. I haven’t got my sunglasses with me.

			Still trying to get a Cath Kidston black card?

			You pop in there. I’ll go and watch a couple of films.

			I would come in, but I haven’t taken my anti-smugness tablets.

			Why have I got the feeling one day she’s going to mobilise womankind? 

			Give my regards to the von Trapps.

			If she ever uses her floral patterns for evil, we’re done for. 

			Can’t you see she’s destroying you?

			. . . When You Pick Her Up from the Airport

			Good job you texted me. I’d completely forgotten you. 

			You landed, then? Oh well.

			I may have hidden some long blonde hairs around the house, but it’s nothing to worry about.

			I hope you’re not expecting sex, because I’ve had enough of that this week. 

			Nothing much has changed here. Apart from the locks.

			Well, they say absence makes the heart grow fonder, so, since you’re already packed, why don’t you hop on another flight?

			Where shall I drop you off? Your sister’s?

			I missed you so much. For the first half hour.
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			Guess what? I completed Pornhub while you were away. 

			 

			Can’t believe you got through, after all the stuff I told Interpol. 

			Well, my end-of-holiday blues are kicking in. How about you? 

			Don’t feel you have to come with me.

			Don’t get excited – I’m not here to pick you up. I’m a minicab driver now.

			I was going to write your name on one of those boards, but I can’t remember it.

			At least you haven’t come home with a didgeridoo.

			[image: ]	I’ve bought you a coffee, because you’ve got shitloads of housework to do when you get in.

			. . . When She’s Had Her Legs Waxed

			I knew it. I knew you had legs.

			What have they done with the strips? Because we could do with a new draught excluder.
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			How did they get a combine harvester into the salon? 

			 

			I wondered where all that static was coming from.

			Think of the wigs.

			Great. I was fed up sleeping in my shin pads.

			Does that mean I have to start touching them again?

			That’s a relief. I thought you were transitioning into a Wookiee.

			. . . When Her Best Friend Has Just Left

			Now, listen – let her get to the bottom of the drive before you slag her off.

			. . . While She’s Following a Recipe

			Would you like me to read out the words, darling? 

			Shall I book a few days off?

			Have we still got that box of Diocalm?

			. . . On Her Birthday
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			Happy birthday, darling – I wanted to get you your dream present, but it turns out I can’t afford a divorce.

			 

			Now, don’t get too excited, because I haven’t bought you anything.

			Nothing makes me happier than seeing your face light up, so I’ve borrowed this torch.

			I want you to feel special – have you still got that plastic rose I bought you in Blackpool?
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			But I thought you liked salt. And we always need it.

			 

			What do you mean, ‘What is it?’ It’s a canoe.

			I know you don’t like me choosing you clothes, so I bought myself a shirt. 

			I went online to get you some saucy underwear, but I’m afraid I went down a bit of a wormhole.

			Tell you what – let’s do a deal: you keep lying about your age, I’ll pretend I bought you a present.

			What time’s my sympathy shag this year?

			. . . While She’s Trying to Park the Car

			There’s nothing worse than some arsehole judging your parking, is there? Anyway, straighten up a bit.

			You’re gonna nail this one day.

			Stop panicking and just PARK THE CAR. 

			Don’t overthink it.

			Listen – don’t feel bad. Just remember: you’re good at other things. 

			God, this is tense.

			Don’t shout, but you can go on courses to get better at this.

			Try not to blink. Apparently it massively raises your chances of crashing.

			What insurance have we got on this again?

			You can see all these other cars, right? Just checking. 

			I don’t know if I can handle this any more.

			Wow, look how red you are. I’ll take a picture.

			Let’s be honest, I’m the ‘parking one’ out of us, aren’t I? 

			Shall we go somewhere more field-y?

			Here’s a thought: sponge cars. Just to save all this. 

			Don’t panic, but there’s loads of people watching you.

			. . . On the First Day of a New Job

			See you at lunchtime, then. 

			Just don’t be yourself.

			Just a little word of advice: don’t talk to anyone there the way you talk to me. Because they might actually be listening.

			Maybe save some of your opinions about the best Take That line-up for day two . . . 

			Did you change your name like I said?

			Have you memorised the lies on your CV?

			Be nice to the IT department. We don’t want a repeat of ‘Joshgate’. 

			If anyone’s a twat to you, just laugh along – we need the money.

			If you don’t like it, don’t worry – you can always go and work down a tin mine.

			. . . When She Can’t Find Her Bag

			Maybe this is God’s way of telling us that you don’t need to go out any more. 

			Have you asked all your other bags if they’ve seen it?

			It was full of rubbish, so maybe the bin men took it. 

			This is more tense than Bake Off.

			Is this your way of saying you need a new handbag again?

			Maybe now’s not the time, but I just want you to know I’m really disappointed in you.

			. . . When Her Parents Are Coming Over

			Shall I put a bowl of wasps out for your mum?

			. . . When You Arrive in Your Hotel Room
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