
womanWhyevery

needsa wife
It’saterriblehassle,mylife.First
off, this article: there is a paper
trail between the car, my office
andmybedsidetable.Scribbled
notes I’d like to refer to, but re-
ally can’t face salvaging. Then
there’s my new computer; for
somereasonthescreenhasgone
dark and I can’t find the bright-
nessbutton.There’sapileof laun-
dry on my kitchen table, large,
fluffy dust-balls under the bed
and a row of scuffed shoes that
really should be polished.
UsuallyIcantoleratethis level

ofchaos–thehundredsofminor
irritationsthatmakeupanybusy
woman’slife.Thatis, Icould,until
now.Yousee, I amno longer the
kind of woman who can put up
with leaky shower-heads, coats
withmissingbuttons,or“todo”
listsstretching intothenextmil-
lennium. My life has become a
smoothly-oiledmachine.
Not that I can take thecredit.

Thismiraculoustransformation
hasnotbeenmydoing; it hasall
beentheworkofmynew“wife”,
SueReeve.Suehasbeenmywife
for nearly a week, and I’m not
sure I canmanagewithout her.
Yousee,withSue inmylife, Ican
score hot tables in sexy restau-
rants at a moment’s notice; I
never have to listen to an auto-
mated voice on the telephone;
neverhavetostand inqueuesat
thesupermarketordry-cleaner
– or anywhere, for thatmatter.
Indeed, Ineedneveragaindo

all those mind-numbingly dull
jobs that somehow, withoutmy
ever volunteering for them
(“School run? Ikea trip?Hoover
the sitting room?Me please!”),
have becomemy responsibility.
What’s more, as a result I will
probablyliveawholeyearlonger.
The recent news that the

stress of juggling home and ca-
reer is killingmarriedwomen –
wedie,onaverage,ayearbefore
oursinglesisters (marriedmen,
on the other hand, live a year
longer) – is no surprise to Sue.
In fact, she has built a business
off the back of it. She describes
her company Consider It Done
as“aPAservice forbusypeople
whoaremanagingcomplex lives
and need help to do it”.
Sue and her teamwill wait in

forthegasman,getyourgutters
fixed or research a family holi-
day.Inshort,all thethingsagood
wife used to do before women
got caught up in the time-con-
sumingbusinessofhavinga job.

isstarquality.Withabackground
inprojectmanagementandcus-
tomer services at companies
suchasBritishAirways,Orange
andHeathrowExpress, her or-
ganisational skills are brilliant.
All curly blondhair andneat ef-
ficiency, she arrives with a
spreadsheet (aspreadsheet!) of
taskscollatedfromourtelephone
conversation. Ihave justmoved
houseandour first “date” takes
place aroundmy kitchen table,
surroundedbycardboardboxes.
Thelistof tasks is longindeed.

There isarippedGallianodress,
whichIdon’t trustmydry-clean-
er to mend; a Prada bag with a
broken clasp; and several pairs
ofshoeswithbrokenbucklesand
heels. She has agreed to organ-
ise my shopping from Ocado
(they’vebeenshootingreminders
intomye-mailboxforayear,but
after my first order got lost I
never quitemanaged it again).
There’s a chandelier to hang,

keys to cut, passports to renew,
andthegloveboxofmycaris lost
in a field somewhere in Somer-
set (don’t ask) – enough yawn-
inducingjobstoputawholeorgy
to sleep. She has agreed to find
someonetohelpwiththeschool
run,anewcleaner(minequitsix
weeks ago) and a plumber.
But none of this is a problem

for Sue. This is a woman who
once rustled up 100 extras for a
filmwithfourdays’notice.When

get around to organising
itmyself.)
Then there are tasks I

wouldgenuinelyliketodo,
but which never get off
thebottomrungoftheur-
gency ladder. I admit I
feel not a little pathetic
as I shove over boxes of
family photos.What kind of
womanamI,whocan’tmake
time to collate her own
beloved children’s photo al-
bums?Ohwell, nevermind;
when did my husband ever
worry about such things?
When Sue leaves – three

hours later–she’s ladenwith
enoughjunkforasmallbring-
and-buy sale. “I’mso sorry,”
I mutter, feeling a twinge of
guilt. “Oh, it’swonderful that
youcould findsuchavariety
of things for me to do,” she
says,soundinggenuinelyen-
thused.Asshestaggersaway,
I feel oddly elated, like I’ve
had an Oxfam clearout, or
watchedanepisodeofHouse
Doctor. I feel free.
By the time I arrive at work

the next morning, Sue has al-
readyplacedmyOcadoorder. (I
let her decidewhat to buy.Why
bothertothinkwhenyoucandel-
egate?)Thedaypasses ina flur-
ryof e-mails. Shepicks thebest
valueof threedecoratingquotes
within 30minutes (something I
could dither over for a week),

A friend asks
me: ‘Will she

sleep with your
husband if you’re

really, really tired?’

sentsuitableforasix-year-
old girl; what I’d neglect-
ed to mention was that
“girly-girl”pinkisveryun-
cool inmydaughterEdie’s
class.Thevicar is similar-
lysuspicious.Hewantsto
talk tomedirectly.
Considering we only

metaweekago,andIhave
delegatedalmost total re-
sponsibility formylife,ev-
erything goes incredibly
smoothly. Consider It
Done’sdrop-offservicear-
rives with wrapped pre-
sents for my brother-in-
law’s40th.Thedress, the
shoes and the handbag
haveallbeen fixed,andat
minimal cost (just £28 to
take up an eight-metre
chiffonhemandmendthe
tornwaistline).Phil from
Buzz Handyman has,
among other things, se-
curedthepotentiallylethal
wardrobes to the wall,
fixedadoorknobanddis-
abled the waste disposal
(too dangerous for little

fingers).MarigoldCleanersstart
next week. Staunch and Flow
havebeentoquoteforanewboil-
erandwehavetwopossibledates
forachristening–allwithoutme
lifting a finger or barely having
tothink. Ihaveeven letSuepick
out the best pictures from con-
tactsheetsofmyparents-in-law’s
ruby wedding. Her brochure is

so stylish that I justknowshe
has good taste.
Sue is nothing if not tena-

cious.Hercomplaint letter to
BritishGas(I’dpaidthenanny
to wait in from 8am till 2pm
andtheydidn’tbother to turn
up,orevenapologise) isawork
of genius. It has just the right
tone: a mix of hard-done-by
loyalcustomer,withscaryRot-
tweiler undertones.
Despite lobbingher36tasks

in fivedays, aswell as ringing
heronaSaturdaymorningbe-
causeI’d forgottenwhichpre-
sent was which, I never once
heard amartyrish sigh.
It’s shocking how quickly

we have slipped into typical
husbandandwiferoles.When
Suesendsmeatextreminding
me that the passport forms
havegot togooff thatday, I let
out an exasperated wheeze,
not unlikemy husbandwhen
I remindhimof things he has
todo–“Hell, Ican’tbelieveshe
expectsmetodothisallbymy-
self.”Inlessthanaweek,Ihave
become a spoiltman.
Ontheupside,mylifeisbliss-

fully freeofminor irritations.
I’veclearedabacklogofchores
thatweredrainingmyenergy
and have more time to have
funwithmyhusbandandkids.
We’reevenarguing less.Now,
whenmyhusbandfiresoffone
ofthoseirritatingtexts–“Edie
needs a green frog outfit by
Friday!”–Idon’tgetannoyed;
I just send it to Sue.
Sadly, ourweek together is

comingtoaclose.Ireallyought
tosaygoodbye. Itwouldbean
amicable split; Sue’s not the
type to make a fuss. But I’m
notreadytoleave,notyet.For-
tunately, Sue has a strategy
for weaning wife-dependent
womenlikeme.WithherNow
And Again package, you buy
timeasyouneedit.Witheight
hours in thebank, I canrelax.
It’s not a full-time wife, but it
could be the start of a beauti-
ful relationship.

See www.consider-it-done.co.uk;
020-8742 8718. Joining fee,
£255 plus VAT; unlimited sub-
scription, £295 per month; Home
Run, £160 plus VAT per month;
Now And Then, £295 plus VAT
for an eight-hour block.
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Like most busy
professionals,

SharonWalker spends her
‘free time’ running
errands and doing
chores around the

house. And frankly,
she’d rather be living

her life. Could the
solution be to hire her

very own ‘better half ’?
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Asitturnsout,thepeoplemost
in need of awife arewomen; 90
per cent of Reeve’s clients are
female. “They are the ones jug-
gling house, family and career,”
she tellsme.
She’s right. Take me. I work

fourdaysaweek. Ihavetwochil-
dren. I am busy. Yet it would
never occur to my husband to
sort out the insurance, or book
the kids’ swimming lessons, or
pay the cleaner. This stuff isn’t
evenonhisradar.And ifhe’snot
going to do it, that leavesme.
At least, it diduntil now.Now,

for theprincelysumof£14aday,
Icanhavemyveryownwife.For
an all-in subscription, Sue and
her staff will be atmy beck and
call fivedaysaweek,ninehours
a day. What’s more, unlike me,
whowillblababoutmyhusband’s
domestic shortcomings to any-
one, Sue and team have signed
something like the Official Se-
cretsAct, forbiddingthemtore-
vealmyslovenlydomesticways.
As “executive wives” go, Sue

rounds up sponsors for my
daughter’sskipathon,dealswith
insurance companies and buys
presentsforchildren’sbirthdays.
The reaction to my newwife

is overwhelminglypositive. “An
executive wife? That sounds
amazing,”coosamotherSuehas
contactedabout theschool run.
“Will she sleep with your hus-
bandifyou’rereally, reallytired?
Thatwould be fantastic.”
“I’vegotawife,”Itellmyfriend

Kate. “I know,” she says. “She
e-mailedmeabout thechristen-

ing. It’s great. I knewI
didn’t havebepolite. I
could just fire off ‘yes’
or ‘no’ answers. I wish
I had one.”
Mydaughter isn’t so

sure.“What’s inthepre-
sent?” she wants to
know. “Um, a book by
Madonna,” I think. “Has
it got pink on it?” I have
toadmit Idon’tknow. I’d
briefedSue tobuyapre-

she tells me this, I raise the
game; could she, I wonder,
co-ordinate a christening –
grandparents, church and
severalgodparentswhoare
rarely in thecountryat the
same time? (I bought the
invitations a year ago, but
my son will be 17 before I

Please release me: career woman Sharon Walker (left) is liberated after delegating all those annoying, time-consuming wifely chores to Sue Reeve of Consider It Done JONATHAN EVANS
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