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Jill Smokler : Motherhood Comes Naturally (and Other Vicious Lies)  before purchasing it in order to gage 
whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised Motherhood Comes Naturally (and Other Vicious Lies): 

21 of 22 people found the following review helpful. Why You Need to Lock Yourself in Your Room and Read Jill 
Smokler's New Book!By Jackie HennesseyI received a small package in the mail and it made me grin from ear to ear. 
Surprisingly, it was NOT a pound of chocolate. It was NOT an airline ticket. And although it was an adorable shade of 
blue, it was NOT a new pair of spring sandals.IT IS an all-new book written by my friend and fellow author, Jill 
Smokler. After the kids went to bed, I pulled a bottle of beer from the fridge, ripped open the box and devoured 
Motherhood Comes Naturally: And Other Vicious Lies in a matter of hours. Like having drinks with a childhood 
friend, this book makes you nod in agreement and cackle out loud. This little blue book by Jill Smokler single-

http://f3db.com/pub/links.php?id=1501162047


handedly debunks more than 20 myths about motherhood, giving you what few others will dare: The truth. With 
enough Scary Mommy sarcasm sprinkled in to keep you laughing.From the New York Times best-selling author of 
Confessions of a Scary Mommy and the popular blog ScaryMommy.com, Jill has written a hilarious new essay 
collection that exposes the "vicious lies" that every parent is told.Newly pregnant and scared out of her mind, Jill 
Smokler lay on her gynecologist's examination table and was told the biggest lie she'd ever heard in her life: 
"Motherhood is the most natural thing in the world."Instead of quelling her nerves like that well intentioned nurse 
hoped to, Jill was instead set up for future of questioning exactly what DNA strand she was missing that made the 
whole motherhood experience feel less than natural to her. Wonderful? Yes. Miraculous? Of course. Worthwhile? 
Without a doubt. But natural? Not so much.All I can say is, you need to read this book.If you wish you could give a 
eulogy to your pre-baby body...you need to lock yourself in your room and read this book.If you wish someone would 
come out and say what's really on their mind without fear of being de-friended by every mother you know on 
Facebook.... you need to lock yourself in your room and read this book.If your children are driving you crazy and you 
wouldn't dare drown your stresses away in a Betty Draper-style mid-day Martini....you need to lock yourself in your 
room and read this book.God bless this woman, I promise you will giggle yourself to sleep, thanking her for writing 
out loud (and in her familiar Scary Mommy way) what many moms really think but are too afraid to admit.Warning - 
this book is not appropriate for children or mothers who lack a sense of humor.Order your copy here! 
http://www..com/Motherhood-Comes-Naturally-Other-Vicious/dp/1476728348* I received a copy of this book for 
review purposes. But my opinions are 100% my own!4 of 4 people found the following review helpful. Just what I 
needed!By Kristin M.This book stares motherhood straight in the face and laughs. While some material is just all out 
funny, there are other times I laugh because the alternative is sobbing (see Lie #9 - You'll get more sleep when they 
are older). I plan to give this book to my friends as an antidote to all the parenting advice books they've been given or 
bought for themselves in the quest to be great parents. It's a light book and a quick read. The language is accessible, 
and the chapters are short which is a blessing if you need to set the book down frequently for other tasks. If you've 
already given up on the self-flagellation of perfectionism, you might find some validation on these pages. (I can 
identify with Jill quite a bit.) If you're still caught up in trying to be the perfect parent, it's okay to put the whip down 
and try an alternative.1 of 1 people found the following review helpful. 4.5 starsBy B. HayesMotherhood Does NOT 
come naturally.I love Jill's books. I know some people say she's whiny and unnecessarily swears too much. Guess 
what?! That swearing is necessary! That whining is too! Anyone who poorly rated this book, probably does not have 
(at least) three kids! But I do! My annoying 5 year old daughter who never stops talking or needing entertainment. My 
three year old boy who occasionally gets a little too rambunctious. My 9 month old baby boy, who at this age is 
perfect. But when you have all three together, and they all need SOMETHING, you tend to have a lot of these feelings 
Jill speaks of. Guess what though, I love my children dearly! More than Life! It just makes you feel better knowing 
that you really probably DON'T belong in a mental hospital!

From the "New York Times" bestselling author of "Confessions of a Scary Mommy" and the wildly popular blog 
ScaryMommy.com, a hilarious new essay collection that exposes the vicious lies that every parent is told. Newly 
pregnant and scared out of her mind, Jill Smokler lay on her gynecologist s examination table and was told the biggest 
lie she d ever heard in her life: Motherhood is the most natural thing in the world. Instead of quelling her nerves like 
that well intentioned nurse hoped to, Jill was instead set up for future of questioning exactly what DNA strand she was 
missing that made the whole motherhood experience feel less than natural to her. Wonderful? Yes. Miraculous? Of 
course. Worthwhile? Without a doubt. But natural? Not so much. Jill s first memoir, the "New York Times" bestseller 
"Confessions of a Scary Mommy," rocketed to national fame with its down and dirty details about life with her three 
precious bundles of joy. Now Jill returns with all-new essays debunking more than twenty pervasive myths about 
motherhood. She s here to give you what few others will dare: The truth."

"Hilarious, brutal honesty about parenting."--"New York Times "bestselling author Michael Ian Black on "Confessions 
of a Scary Mommy""Hilarious, brutal honesty about parenting."--New York Times bestselling author Michael Ian 
Black on Confessions of a Scary Mommy"Hilarious, brutal honesty about parenting.""Get ready to ditch those Prada 
shoes (and anything else nice you own) and face reality--you haven't had a brutal boss until you've had a baby. 
"Confessions of a Scary Mommy" is hilariously, outrageously truthful about the hardest job I know. Put this book at 
the top of your diaper bag!"--Lauren Weisberger, New York Times bestselling author of The Devil Wears Prada, on 
Confessions of a Scary Mommy"Smokler's "scary mommy" version of motherhood makes no apologies, which is 
precisely why it succeeds ... If motherhood is starting to feel like a story without a plot, my advice is to pretend you're 
sick and lock yourself in the bathroom with this book. Highly recommended."--Library Journal on Confessions of a 
Scary Mommy"Funny . . . speaks the truths about motherhood when other mothers aren't willing to admit it."--
Parenting on Jill Smoker's Scary Mommy blog"Any mother who doesn't stifle a million knowing laughs while reading 
Confessions of a Scary Mommy needs to make sure her funny bone wasn't accidentally sucked into the diaper genie."--
Julie Klam, New York Times bestselling author of You Had Me at Woof, on Confessions of a Scary Mommy"It's the 



same kind of honest, heartfelt wisdom that has lured thousands of readers to Smokler's Scary Mommy blog and given 
untold numbers of parents the comforting knowledge that they're not alone."--Baltimore Magazine on Confessions of a 
Scary Mommy"If you need an irreverent, hysterical and oftentimes too-close-for-comfort look at motherhood, you 
need Scary Mommy."--The Huffington Post"Jill offers up the perfect antidote to overly earnest parenting guides. It's 
like comfort food for anxious moms, served with a side of snark." --Cynthia Copeland, author of The Diaper Diaries 
and Really Important Stuff My Kids Have Taught Me, on Confessions of a Scary Mommy"Thousands upon thousands 
of mothers grasp onto her every word." --"The Baltimore Sun" on Jill Smokler's groundbreaking blog"If you haven't 
been reading Jill Smokler's Scary Mommy blog, you're missing out on all sorts of confessional 
hilarity...[CONFESSIONS OF A SCARY MOMMY] is a quick and relatable read that will have you in stitches by the 
end (or right at the beginning)."--New York Family Magazine on Confessions of a Scary Mommy"Jill has blown the 
lid off of what should and should not be said when discussing the experience of motherhood, using her sense of humor 
and the occasional "F-bomb" -- and in doing so, "Scary Mommy," has actually made motherhood a little bit less 
frightening... ["Confessions of a Scary Mommy"] dares to say the things most mothers have thought, but few have had 
the courage to admit."--ABCnews.com on Confessions of a Scary MommyGet ready to ditch those Prada shoes (and 
anything else nice you own) and face reality--you haven't had a brutal boss until you've had a baby. "Confessions of a 
Scary Mommy" is hilariously, outrageously truthful about the hardest job I know. Put this book at the top of your 
diaper bag! --Lauren Weisberger, New York Times bestselling author of The Devil Wears Prada, on Confessions of a 
Scary Mommy"Jill offers up the perfect antidote to overly earnest parenting guides. It's like comfort food for anxious 
moms, served with a side of snark. --Cynthia Copeland, author of The Diaper Diaries and Really Important Stuff My 
Kids Have Taught Me, on Confessions of a Scary Mommy"Jill has blown the lid off of what should and should not be 
said when discussing the experience of motherhood, using her sense of humor and the occasional F-bomb and in doing 
so, "Scary Mommy," has actually made motherhood a little bit less frightening ["Confessions of a Scary Mommy"] 
dares to say the things most mothers have thought, but few have had the courage to admit. --ABCnews.com on 
Confessions of a Scary Mommy""Smokler s scary mommy version of motherhood makes no apologies, which is 
precisely why it succeeds ... If motherhood is starting to feel like a story without a plot, my advice is to pretend you re 
sick and lock yourself in the bathroom with this book. Highly recommended."--Library Journal on Confessions of a 
Scary Mommy"Hilarious, brutal honesty about parenting. --New York Times bestselling author Michael Ian Black on 
Confessions of a Scary Mommy"Funny . . . speaks the truths about motherhood when other mothers aren t willing to 
admit it. --Parenting on Jill Smoker's Scary Mommy blog"Any mother who doesn't stifle a million knowing laughs 
while reading Confessions of a Scary Mommy needs to make sure her funny bone wasn't accidentally sucked into the 
diaper genie. --Julie Klam, New York Times bestselling author of You Had Me at Woof, on Confessions of a Scary 
Mommy"It s the same kind of honest, heartfelt wisdom that has lured thousands of readers to Smokler s Scary 
Mommy blog and given untold numbers of parents the comforting knowledge that they re not alone. --Baltimore 
Magazine on Confessions of a Scary Mommy"Thousands upon thousands of mothers grasp onto her every word. "The 
Baltimore Sun" on Jill Smokler s groundbreaking blog"If you haven t been reading Jill Smokler s Scary Mommy blog, 
you re missing out on all sorts of confessional hilarity [CONFESSIONS OF A SCARY MOMMY] is a quick and 
relatable read that will have you in stitches by the end (or right at the beginning)."--New York Family Magazine on 
Confessions of a Scary Mommy"About the AuthorJill Smokler is a New York Times bestselling author and domestic 
satirist whose candor about marriage and parenting has made her an unlikely hero among a new generation of women. 
She holds a degree in graphic design and psychology from Washington University in St. Louis and has three children. 
Married to her college sweetheart, she and her family live in downtown Baltimore.Excerpt. © Reprinted by 
permission. All rights reserved.Motherhood Comes Naturally (and Other Vicious Lies) Lie #1 MOTHERHOOD 
COMES NATURALLY I am the CEO of a Fortune 500 company. I speak three languages. I have negotiated 
multimillion-dollar deals without breaking a sweat. However, just thinking about bedtime for my three kids makes me 
want to vomit. —Scary Mommy Confession #208830 Once upon a time, I found myself unexpectedly expecting and 
scared out of my mind. If I clearly wasn’t responsible enough to practice safe sex, it was pretty safe to say that I 
wasn’t responsible enough to bring a child into the world. A few days after I peed on every kind of stick the drugstore 
had to offer, I found myself at the gynecologist for further confirmation. As I hyperventilated on the table, flashing 
back to that night of one too many margaritas, I was consoled by a kind nurse. She was a sweet older woman in faded 
Dora the Explorer scrubs, with years of experience and wisdom under her belt. “Honey,” she confidently told me in 
her soothing James Earl Jonesey voice, “motherhood is the most natural thing in the world. You’ll love it.” That was 
the first time I ever listened to a grown woman in cartoon-themed hospital scrubs, and the last. She wasn’t all wrong; 
the latter part of her wisdom has certainly proven to be true. Almost ten years have passed since that day, and I love 
being a mother like I have never loved anything before in my life. I have three beautiful and hilarious and amazing 
children whom I would lay down my life for without thinking twice. It is, without a doubt, the best thing that has ever 
happened to me. But, natural? No, I’m afraid not. Motherhood doesn’t always come all that naturally. Things that 
come naturally to me: Food. Sleep. Comfort. Privacy. Basically, all of the things that pregnancy and children have 
cruelly robbed from me. Let’s start with pregnancy—not exactly what I would call natural. I spent almost all of my 



nine months puking my guts out. For the first time in my life, I couldn’t eat what I wanted to eat, since I was being 
held hostage by this mystery creature who dictated my diet. I craved tuna sandwiches on white bread layered with 
potato chips, and my normal staple breakfast of Cheerios suddenly made me queasy. The baby I didn’t know 
prevented me from finding a comfortable position to sleep in and ensured that I ran to the bathroom every three 
seconds to pee. I had a hard enough time getting used to sharing a bathroom with my husband when we first moved in 
together. My body—the only thing that was ever mine and all mine—now belonged to someone else. What’s natural 
about that? Labor was another extraordinarily unnatural event for me. Sitting in a chair, legs practically over my head, 
I felt like some sort of freak show contortionist on display for the doctors and nurses. I half expected someone to start 
making popcorn. I spent much of my time in labor envying those women who sit on a toilet and shit out a baby. 
Bizarre, sure, but at least they’re alone, in a room where they’re used to expelling things, having gravity work for them 
rather than against them. That sounds a hell of a lot more natural to me. Once the baby comes, you’re suddenly 
supposed to know exactly what is best for the child, as if mother’s intuition arrives along with the onset of breast milk. 
Guess what? It doesn’t. That first car ride home together felt as natural as me driving a spaceship straight to Mars. The 
first few days and weeks home with a baby, I felt more like I was hired to play the role of Mother than actually be a 
mother. Wasn’t I supposed to have changed overnight, suddenly in possession of all the answers? That’s what I 
expected, at least, but I remained the same exact person I was before, except now I was responsible for a human being 
other than myself. I remember a friend telling me that cries were just the baby’s way of communicating and I could 
decode them if I tried hard enough. Was she hungry? Hot? Cold? Wet? Clearly, I didn’t speak baby because every 
scream sounded exactly the same to me: like a baby crying. And it didn’t become more natural with baby number two 
even if I fooled myself into thinking that I had the hang of things. I didn’t. When Ben was a few months old, he got 
sick. Not really sick—just a lingering cough, thanks to a minor cold. I’d been through this sort of winter before with 
Lily, so I knew the drill. Hell, I was an expert by now! He was stuffy but smiley, and I knew in my heart that he was 
just fine. There was no sinking feeling in my gut and surely, there would be one if it were something serious. A week 
or two later, I found myself at the doctor’s office for a routine visit. The doctor knew within seconds that something 
was wrong and that the “minor cold” was now in my baby’s lungs. He was hooked up to oxygen while I sobbed, still 
not being able to recognize the wheezing sound that everyone else seemed to identify simply by looking at him. Then, 
there was the time Lily fell off of a bunk bed, and I was 100 percent sure her wails were nothing more than a 
performance. Her arm didn’t look broken in the least, and she’s always been one to seek attention. Mother knows best, 
kid. Stop your crying! I gave her some Tylenol and put her to bed. When she woke up, her arm had swelled to twice its 
normal size and she couldn’t move it without tears springing to her eyes. I’m quite sure that the only reason they 
started making obnoxiously fluorescent casts was to remind mothers like me just how poor our intuition can be. In my 
case, it was an eight-week reminder of how very much I sucked. After nine years of motherhood, I still don’t have that 
sixth sense concerning my children. I keep them home from school when it’s clear an hour later that they simply didn’t 
feel like going, and I send them with the sniffles only to have the school nurse instruct me to retrieve them shortly 
after drop off. It still doesn’t dawn on me to feed them breakfast unless they ask for it and I never remember to tell 
them to hit the potty before we depart on road trips. The good news is that, unlike when they were babies and the cries 
were indistinguishable, these days my kids tell me exactly what they need, when they need it. Lord knows, I need all 
the help I can get. The bad news? Now they never shut up. Momfinitions MOMMY’S LAW: The inevitable fact that 
only clean sheets will be wet, that fully snow-suited children will need to pee, and that the moment you sit down with 
a cup of coffee, all hell will break lose. MOMLUSIONAL: Convincing oneself that the possibility of a restful sleep 
actually exists. MSP (MATERNAL SENSORY PERCEPTION): Knowing from the very first ring of the phone that 
it’s school calling to report a sick child. MOMFLEX: The act of instinctively squeezing one’s legs together while 
sneezing/coughing/laughing in an attempt to prevent inevitable bladder leakage. MOM SLEEVES: Sleeves that have 
been rolled up to the elbow, to serve as tissues to snotty children. MOMSONIC HEARING: Knowing exactly which 
child is coming down the stairs, based on their pace and stomp intensity. MOMPREHENSION: The ability to 
perfectly comprehend multiple loud, obnoxious children competing to speak at the same exact time. MOMMY-
TASKING: The ability to do a hundred times more at once than a nonmother. MOMNESIA: The act of forgetting 
where you put your keys, your sunglasses, your purse, your shoes, while simultaneously knowing the details of each 
child’s schedule down to the minute. MOMPIPHANY: The realization that you have no idea whatsoever what the hell 
you are doing. 


