is an old-fashioned dump’n’drop
playdate, where a child is left at the
front door and you can simply throw
Pingu and Haribo Fangtastics at the
problem, then browse the internet
and make a medicinal spritzer for
yourself. But perhaps because our

&0 fow« @

UNE FTOPEL IVLIUIIS
at the nursery
gate, Iinstantly
feel 13 again
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a prominent actor and a newsreader.
No less thar three of them suggested
Ifake a case of nits to get out of it.
This makes me conclude that there
must surely be thousands of fantastic
British mums scrutinising their best
parenting efforts and feeling pretty
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chain, are off playing with their toys,
we are standing in the kitchen witha
relative stranger, hoping our splash-
backs, coffee mugs and marriages pass
muster. Who hasn’t coped by overstat-
ing their interest in the school syllabus
or getting all Mumsnet crusader over
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struggling son into his buggy to make
my escape. From nowhere, a mother
of three appeared and held tightly on
to the handlebars and said, “Here, I’ll
hold it firm, you strap the buggerin.”
Now that’s the kind of mother I can
take tea with.




