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Dear Parenting Guru,
I won’t be able to buy my children many presents 
this Christmas, as we are really struggling 
financially. 

I’m acutely aware that their friends will be getting 
all the latest electronic gadgets, games and 
clothes, while we will find it difficult to afford even 
one toy and some stocking fillers. 

How can we make sure our children have a good 
Christmas, and don’t feel left out? 

Shaking the kitty,

Jennifer, Comberton. 

Dear Jennifer,
It’s very simple:  Celebrate Christmas a week late. 

We do this every year, and I’ve saved myself a large 
fortune by buying presents at 75% off, only 24 
hours after everyone else has paid full price. 

The sense of smugness can be quite 
overwhelming. 

Ebay is also a haven for bargains just after 
Christmas, as millions of people flog their 
unwanted trouser presses. And what modern child 
doesn’t want a trouser press?? 

Very few children have a clue what day it is, busy as 
they are Snap-chatting pictures of their buttocks to 
each other, so it’s easy to fool them into believing 
it’s Christmas day, even though Father Christmas 
has been legless in a pub in Lapland for days. 

All you have to do is record all their favourite 
Christmas TV programmes, move all the calendars 
back a few days, and don’t let them out of the 
house for a week. 

Then, on December 27. . . MERRY CHRISTMAS!!

Happy bargain hunting. (And never forget the play-
value of a piece of coal. Moustaches a-go-go. . .)

Festive greetings, 

P.G. 

Dear Parenting Guru,
I’m having a nightmare potty training my son. 

For the last two months I’ve done nothing but mop 
up his ‘little accidents’ and we still seem absolutely 
nowhere nearer to dry-pants Heaven. 

Can you offer ANY advice to help me through this 
horrendous, messy stage??

I don’t want to live in a house that smells like a 
French ski resort anymore. 

Susan, Wisbech. 

Dear Susan.
There is no such thing as potty training. 

There is only what I call the Extreme Bum 
Discomfort and Shame method of bladder-control 
education. 

The problems all started with disposable nappies; 
while very useful and everything when you’re off 
camping for a week in Norfolk and need something 
to absorb your tears, they have been the death of 
potty training, removing, as they do, all incentive 
for your child not to empty his bowels into his best 
M&S Y-fronts before CBeebies starts. 

A child can have the same disposable nappy on 
for a week and fill it with more urine than you find 
on the side of the average English pub after closing 
time, and still think they’re as dry as a tee-totaller’s 
wine cellar. 

I suggest you switch to re-usables immediately. 

Even the best ones are akin to having a horsehair 
mattress wedged between your thighs, and a single 
drop of liquid swells it up so much your child has to 
walk with his legs three feet apart; this is especially 
challenging when his legs are only a foot long. 

The humiliation in the local ball pit is such that I give 
it 24 hours until he’s in superdry Superman pants. 

Kindly,

P.G.

Dear Parenting Guru,
Our 18-month-old daughter has recently started 
to talk. 

Our delight at passing this huge milestone was 
tempered by the fact that she speaks with a thick 
Welsh accent.  

Do you have an idea of what we can do about this? 

Jane and Peter, Peterborough. 

Dear Jane and Peter,
I’m sorry to hear your devastating news. Sadly, this 
does occasionally happen. 

My nephew, born to my sister who has lived her 
entire life in Comberton, speaks only in broad 
Glaswegian. 

She daren’t let him out on a Friday night in case he 
gets into a fight, and it was a nightmare explaining 
to the health visitor why he would only take Irn Bru 
in his bottle. 

I would suggest moving to Surrey, or sending her to 
Bedales immediately. 

The world can never have too many plummy girls 
in thick eyeliner, loafers and alice-bands, working 
in PR. 

Or take her to a rugby match in Cardiff and leave 
her there. She is sure to be well looked after by 
those who can understand her. 

All best,

P.G.

 


