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Chapter 1 

the poop on potty
training 

You are about to enter another dimension. A dimension of both sight and sound, of unlimited Pull-Ups, potty books, and power struggles. A dimension where time and space have no meaning, and reason does not exist. You’ve made it through the birthing, the nursing, the endless sleepless nights, the teething, the weaning, and all the in-betweening. You’ve survived food fights in five-star restaurants, crayon drawing on newly painted walls, and all-out refusal to wear anything but a faded princess outfit or a too-tight Superman costume. And while you thought these  dimensions were difficult to bear, the truth is that they pale in comparison to what lies ahead. So hang on tight, sister, for the next stop is—the Potty Zone!

Just when you thought you had this whole parenting thing handled, you realize that a whole new exhausting adventure awaits you. Around every corner there are new videos to buy, new stains to pretreat, and new cleansers to buy that will remove excrement from your beautiful new rug. Your college-educated, once-articulate vocabulary will now consist of phrases like “Do you wanna make tinkle?” and “Is it poopie time?”

As frustrating as the potty-training phase may be, I promise that there will be an end. There will be a light at the end of this stinky, messy, smelly tunnel, and you will get through it. One day your shopping cart will be free of bulk-size containers of Huggies, half-ton boxes of diaper wipes, and gallon jugs of Desitin. No more pee-stained pants, poo-stained car seats, or Diaper Genie cartridges to wrangle. And no more physical therapy from having to lug around that oversized, back-straining diaper bag that weighs more than your big-boned Aunt Martha does after eating Thanksgiving dinner.

Yes, I know it’s dark now. Dare I say, dark as poo. But fear not, my friend. The Potty Zone is a mere pit stop in parenting. And after your toddler learns to excuse himself, go to the bathroom, and wipe himself so clean that his rear end sparkles without any assistance from you, it may just bring a tear to your eye. Believe it or not, after all the potty training is behind you, you might actually miss the days of the midnight diaper changes, pee fountains, and explosive poops. Ha! Just kidding! The truth is that the day that your child is successfully potty trained will be as memorable as your wedding day, the birth of your babies, and the final episode of Sex and the City when you find out Mr. Big’s real name. So pull up a potty chair, and let’s get down to business.

NOTE: This book contains an endless amount of shameless puns that I couldn’t stop myself from writing, but I did try to keep them down to a wee-wee minimum . . . shoot! There I go again!

Under Pressure 

Before I reproduced, I had always viewed the state of motherhood as an awe-inspiring, almost secret society that I was not a member. And with  every egg that dropped each month into my fertile, yet unfarmed womb, I longed to belong. I would push my face up against the proverbial glass wall that separated me from all the mutual maternal experiences: the pregnancy stories, the birthing nightmares, the baby pictures, the nursing anecdotes, and the shared glances of understanding between all mothers in this clan. It was as if parenting a baby was an invisible link on a chain that bound women together in a sisterhood of mommies, and I wanted desperately to be a charm on that bracelet of life.

Then, after years of painful dating struggles and brief thoughts of throwing in the towel and becoming a lesbian, I finally found myself a farmer with good fertile seed. After months of infertility and charting my cycle with the accuracy of a NASA launch, I finally got a membership key, otherwise known as a baby, that would unlock the door to this sacred club. Yes, I was finally a mom! But it didn’t take long to realize that motherhood is not a club at all. To the contrary, motherhood is a cutthroat competition between overtired and overstressed females in which only the strong survive. When Darwin developed his theory of survival of the fittest, he must have been studying only the mommy finches. I soon discovered  that all the warm, fuzzy camaraderie I was coveting was, in fact, just a tactic in the mommy game. I immediately learned that motherhood is really about who can do the most, the best, and the fastest.

By now, if you’re like most of us procreating women, you’ve realized that being a mommy is an exercise in failure, and that you always feel like you’re losing in some aspect of your life. If you’ve got your kids on track, then you’re neglecting your career. If you spend more time at the office, then your husband feels neglected. If you pay more attention to your husband, then you feel like your kids are losing out. It’s a vicious cycle that has spun its little wheels ever since the invention of motherhood.

If you have the time and strength to do extracredit mommy work, like attend a weekly Gymboree class, you’re one-upped by the woman across the street who has her kid enrolled in Gymboree and karate—plus makes her own baby food, hand knits all of her kid’s clothes, and is teaching little Tallulah both French and Japanese.

But now you’re entering the Big Kahuna of all competitions—potty training. Well, my friend, be prepared, for there is no greater imaginary gauge to good parenting than getting  your kid to use the toilet. Generally, the starting gun to this competition is fired off about your kid’s second birthday (even earlier if your mother-inlaw tells you that her kids were all potty trained by one). It’s about this time when one of your mommy friends brags that her kid used the potty for the first time last night, you notice that some of the kids in your playgroup have stopped wearing diapers, and your damn neighbor shows you that she’s throwing baby Tallulah’s potty chair in the trash because it’s no longer needed.

Okay, let me set you straight. Your mother-inlaw is senile; half the kids in your play group have diapers on under their underwear (and their moms are sweating bullets worrying they’re going to be found out); and the woman across the street is either a big fat liar or a robot her husband bought from a mail-order catalogue.

The point to all this is that there’s no winning the mommy game, so do yourself a favor and don’t even play it. Don’t give into external pressures to wean your baby, get him to sleep by a certain time or through the night, or sign him up for Mensa just because you think that’s what you should be doing. And don’t even consider potty training until you and your little one are good and ready. If your “friends” or family are making  you feel pressured about any aspect of your mothering, then avoid them for the time being. There are plenty of us out there who think you are doing everything just perfectly.

Most importantly, don’t put pressure on yourself. Many mommies are their own worst enemies, and frankly, right now you need all the support you can get. Doesn’t it seem like just yesterday when your little guy was the last of his peers to walk, and now he’s constantly trying to run into the street? And how you once thought your little Petunia would never talk, and now you can’t get her to stop screaming, “I want that!” in every store at the mall? If you have a toddler, you already have enough legitimate things to stress over without inventing nonexistent deadlines and dilemmas. So take a deep breath, go easy on yourself, and for heaven’s sake, drop little Petunia off at Grandma’s whenever you go to the mall. It’ll save you a fortune in “treasures”!

When to Begin the Process of Elimination 

So when is it time to get your behind in gear and get your kid’s behind on a potty? It’s when your child is ready, willing, and able, and not  one minute sooner, no matter how much you really, really want it to be. Like walking and talking, toileting is a developmental phase, not the least bit indicative of intelligence or physical prowess. It will happen in “doo” time. If you delve into the process before your baby wants to and is able to be potty trained, then you’re setting yourself up for failure—or at least an awfully big struggle that involves a heck of a lot of screaming and crying (mostly yours). And you and Junior don’t need conflict so early on in your relationship. Heck, you’ve only been together for a couple of years. You’re still in the honeymoon phase, so let’s not blow it. There’s plenty of time for pain and suffering down the road, when your son wants to quit high school to pursue his dream of becoming a professional skateboarder and your daughter brings home her new boyfriend, Fang.

It’s true, we’ve all heard about the phantom baby who was potty trained at eleven months. And don’t forget about that four-year-old who’s still sporting extra-large Pampers Supreme. Truth be told, the perfectly average baby generally trains somewhere in between. If you want to know if your little offspring is ready, ask yourself whether you’ve seen any of these tell-tale signs  that he’s ready to step up to the plate . . . or in this case, the potty:

1. Is your child physically ready? Is he able to stay dry for at least two hours at a stretch during the day, and does he often wake up dry after naps?

2. Does your child have predictable, regular BMs? (You may have figured out his schedule accidentally, like when his regular 5:00 bath had to be moved to 6:00 so you wouldn’t keep asking yourself, “Why the heck does my kid keep pooping in the bath?”)

3. Can you tell when your child’s about to go the bathroom? He might pause for a moment, make a face, or perhaps even hide.

4. Is your child able to listen to or follow simple instructions? It helps when you are trying to explain that the pee-pee goes inside the toilet, not around the toilet.

5. Does your child dislike wearing dirty diapers? This is a tough one, as the ingenious invention of disposable diapers has made uncomfortable, soiled nappies a thing of the past. The commercials tout their  comfort as the number-one reason to buy them—and we do what they ask, by the truckload. In the olden days, babies were miserable when wet or dirty. Now, they hardly even notice. Therefore, I believe that disposable diapers have caused the entire human race to delay potty training for pure convenience sake. Still, a wet, albeit disposable diaper can’t possibly be as comfortable as a nice, dry pair of good old cotton undies.

6. Speaking of which, does your child show a desire to wear big-kid underpants sporting pictures of princesses or Ninja Turtles? And while we’re at it, how does he feel about the toilet or the potty chair? Has he been looking at it? Has he climbed aboard for a trial run? Interest is key when dealing with toddlers. 

7. Can your child pull down his pants and pull them back up again? As you can guess, this handy dandy trick would be helpful in mastering the art of going to the bathroom. 

8. Does your child like to watch you use the bathroom? I know it feels strange to have someone examining you at one of your  most intimate moments, but Junior is just studying up. When Junior wants to mimic you using the toilet, he’s ready to learn. And when Junior wants to mimic his friends using the toilet, you’re home free.

9. Most importantly, is your child starting a preschool in the fall that requires him to be potty trained? (Okay, technically I know it’s not a sign, but still . . .)

To Everything There Is a Season 

As with most things in life, when it comes to potty training, timing is everything. Now that you’ve determined that your little tax deduction is ready to be toilet trained, we can only hope that all the planets are aligned as well. As you probably know well by now, toddlers do not like change. If you’re going to pull a head trip as huge as making your kid give up his diaper, then everything else in his life is going to have to remain absolutely perfect.

Before you pull out that potty chair and change your baby’s life forever, make sure there are no other tidal waves of trauma on the horizon. A new baby, a move, a new day care, a new  cable provider—anything that would ripple the still waters of your baby’s simple world will definitely frustrate the process of potty training, if not obliterate it completely. If you’re planning on moving next week, postpone your potty-training plans until after you have settled in the new house. For the love of Elmo, if you’re about to take that family trip to Mount Rushmore, wait until you return home to potty train your child— unless, that is, you enjoy misery in a ridiculously crowded tourist attraction.

In addition to choosing a calm time to potty train, you also have to choose a calm season. Ideally, summer is the best season to potty train your child (unless you live in California, Hawaii, or Southern France—the potty-training capitals of the world, where the climate allows for year-round training). When the weather is warm, your little love muffin can run around the house in the buff, or at least scantily clad, which makes the “tossing of the little one onto the potty when he starts to poop” quite easy. You can even put your little love muffin and the potty chair outside and let him have his own mini nudist colony. If he has an accident, then you just hose him down like a fighting dog and get on with your day.

“My daughter peed in the back yard all the time and it made little dead patches all over the grass. I knew it’d cost a  lot of money to have a kid, but I wasn’t counting on extras like resodding after our kid was potty trained. ”

  —Emily 

NOTE: If you live in Arizona or any other desert community, leaving your kid outside, naked, in 115-degree heat is not such a good idea.

If you live in a place with four distinct seasons, consider yourself unlucky. Not only does the winter bring you special challenges, like shoveling your driveway and walking on icy sidewalks, it also brings special challenges in potty training your kid. For there are not many things worse than hearing your kid say, “I gotta go now!” when he’s wearing eighteen layers of clothing including bib overalls with the stuck clasp that you never can seem to undo when your fingers are frozen. Don’t get me wrong. I don’t think you should postpone potty training due to cold weather. That’s just plain silly. But on the other hand, if your kid is not ready to train during the freezing snows of winter, then great. If he’s starting to show signs during that blizzard, well . . . you  can wait a little, can’t you? On the other hand, if he’s passed his “signs” test with flying colors, and is ready to train, then train you must. As with everything in your career as a mother, you will somehow adapt.

When this happens, turn up your thermostat, take off the layers, and go for it. Just make sure that you stick with easy-access elastic waistbands and snaps, and avoid tricky buttons, zippers, hooks, and most of all, those gosh-forsaken bib overalls! Though it’s cold outside, there’ll be warm pee-pee a-flowin’ inside. Then again, if potty training during winter doesn’t appeal to you at all, you can always move to California, Hawaii, or my choice, Southern France.

How Long Will This Be Going On?

It’s the question of the ages. Along with “Is there life on other planets?” and “Who let the dog out . . . who, who, who, who, who?” millions of parents each day ask desperately, “How long is it going to take to get my kid out of diapers?” I’m sorry, my distraught friend, but there is no absolute answer to this question. Potty training is a process, and it varies from kid to kid because,  unfortunately, every child is different. Sad but true. I know that right now this is a bitter pill to swallow, but trust me, this difference isn’t always a bad thing. One day, when you look at some of your child’s classmates and cringe at their oddness and all-out bad behavior, this will make you happy. You’ll thank your lucky stars that even though your child took two years to potty train, at least he doesn’t bring in his booger collection for show-and-tell.

I know we’ve all heard stories of the child who was trained in one day. But we’ve also heard stories of babies who slept through the night straight out of the chute and of women who were actually horny during pregnancy. Personally, I think these are all urban legends, and should be written off along with Richard Gere’s infamous gerbil incident.

Nevertheless, I won’t lie. Potty training could take a little time. It’s yet another one of the proverbial “baby steps” scenarios that requires patience, patience, and even more patience. Try to recall, if you will, when you were teaching your little one to feed himself. First it was the “squeeze the food through the hands” phase. Then it was the “throw the food all over Mommy phase.” Next came the “drop the food on the floor phase” and  then finally—TA DA!—the “hold the food on a spoon” phase. The heavens parted and a chorus of angels burst into song! But only for a moment, for soon, that spoon was used as an instrument to fling the food across the room. Oh, well. Rome wasn’t built in a day, and it will probably take even longer to potty train your child.

Personally, I don’t believe this question speaks to time so much as it does to definition. How long it takes to potty train your child depends on what you consider a potty-trained child to be. An overly competitive mother might throw her baby onto the pot at the exact moment a poop is coming out, catch the poop in the pot like some sort of celebrated outfielder, and then claim the “my baby is potty trained” prize. To other mothers, “potty trained” might mean their child is able to pee on the potty, and not around it. Never mind that the very same child needs to do her number twos in a diaper until she’s eight years old. Other moms consider peeing and pooping in the potty to be the two necessary components in the “potty trained” declaration. These are the same people who never cheat on their taxes and always pay their bills on time. Still others count night dryness in the “potty trained” formula as well. These are the people who . . . well, I have no idea who  these people are. If the kid is peeing and pooping in the potty, give him some credit.

And what about the variations? What about the kids who are potty trained at home, but then can only use the bathroom at home? Or the kids who will only use the potty chair, so you have to tote the darned thing with you everywhere you go? Are they technically potty trained? Or what about the kid who pees in the potty for five days, then stops? Is he potty trained? Semitrained? Half-decaf trained, with an extra shot of espresso?

You see, it’s all how you look at it. Your kid is potty trained when you say he is. The rest is all semantics. And if you’re psyching yourself out worrying about “how long,” and “what qualifies as,” then just say he’s potty trained, even though he isn’t, and be done with it. That way the   pressure will be gone. After all, he did pee in the dog bowl just the other day. And in my book, that’s potty trained.

“There’s this mom in our playgroup who constantly brags about how her son is fully potty trained and has yet to have one accident even though he’s not even two years old. The  other moms and I constantly offer him juice boxes when he’s on our watch just to see if we can get him to pee in his pants! ” 

—Robin

To Insanity and Beyond 

Before you begin the process of housebreaking your child, you must get in the right mindset. This would be one of “no expectations,” and “if it happens it happens” kinds of mindsets. In other words, the goal would be to feel Zen with a capital “Z.” Unfortunately, in real life, most real mommies only feel Angry with a capital “A.” In an ideal world full of rainbows and calorie-free desserts, a parent wouldn’t get upset over resistance, aggravation, or accidents. In fact, most all the books you’ll read about potty training tell you that any big reaction from you will only make the situation worse. Personally, I’d like to invite the authors of these fantasy books to come over to my house and clean up the “Close Encounters of the Third Kind” sculpture that my child just constructed out of the contents of her diaper.

Let’s face it: We grownups are only human. We’re tired, overworked, and underappreciated, and sometimes it’s just plain impossible to remain  calm in the face of unrelenting challenges. Especially if those challenges stink, stain, and are a big freaking drag to clean up. So don’t beat yourself up too badly if you react to the stresses of potty training. On that same note, however, do your double-fudge best to keep those emotions in check. Take a deep breath, count to ten, or have an apple martini—whatever works for you to keep the blood pressure in the black. And realize going in that there will be times when you’re frustrated to the nth degree. You can tell your kid what to eat, what to wear, and what time to go to bed, but the one thing you can’t do is make him go to the bathroom in the toilet. You are only the guide, the teacher, and the mentor. As soon as you realize that you can’t control the way he excretes, the more in control you’ll actually feel. Remember, you can lead a horse to water, but you cannot make him drink it and then take a leak in the potty.

The bottom line is that only Junior can control his bottom, and believe me, Junior is keenly aware of this fact. In fact, you can rest assured that he’s going to work it, and work it like only a toddler can. He’s going to have you do everything you swore you’d never do before you went into this potty-training venture, from giving  him candy to letting him watch all the TV he wants to bribing him with cold hard cash. You’ll ply him with forbidden, sugar-ridden, soda in a futile attempt to produce more urine and ergo more practice time. And when that doesn’t work, you’ll sit on the cold bathroom floor for hours on end while he regales you with cute, aimless stories and adorable faces, knowing full well that he’s not going to make nothin’ in that pot, but loving your complete and total attention in the meantime.

And when you and your husband start fighting about the fact that you haven’t left the house in twenty-two days because you don’t want to abandon the “process,” then the little pisser knows he has you over a barrel. For heaven’s sake, stop! If you’re not careful, potty training can take over your life. It will seep into the cracks of your world and explode it from the inside out. Don’t let this happen. Put your trust in Mother Nature. Your child will be potty trained, most likely sometime after she can find her belly button and before she sneaks her first cigarette. Somehow, some way, it will happen, even if you do absolutely nothing. I promise.

Yes, I know you’re afraid. You’re very, very, afraid. What if you’re doing it all wrong? What if your baby ends up emotionally scarred? Pu-leez! Have you ever heard of anyone who suffered from post–potty-training stress disorder?” Have you ever seen a talk show about it? An article in Time magazine? No. That’s because it does not exist. At least it doesn’t exist for the toddler. Now mommies, on the other hand, well mommies certainly go through some stresses, but the kid seems to go through this stage quite well. That’s because toddlers don’t have much of a long-term memory for things like this. When they get older, they don’t even remember potty training—or, for that matter, the time you “accidentally” pushed them off the swing when they kept yelling “Harder, Mommy!!” over and over and over again.

If you feel like you’re ready for the games to begin and Junior is primed and up for the challenge— and if you have the extra-strength fortitude, and extra-strength aspirin—just keep to the following top ten list of potty-training doo-doos and don’ts to keep your attitude, and your little one’s cooperation, on the potty train track:

Top Ten Potty-Training Doo-Doos and Don’ts 

1. Doo be positive and upbeat about potty training. Get Junior excited about the  process. Look at some books and videos. Sing some songs. Woo hoo!

2. Doo practice, practice, practice. Allow Junior to explore his potty seat or toilet before you begin. Let him live with the idea, and the potty chair, for a few days, maybe even take some dry runs.

3. Don’t force your child to sit on the potty. We all know how well forcing works with toddlers. And nagging ain’t gonna get you much further.

4. Don’t make a big deal of failures or successes. Otherwise, you’ll be turning over the keys to your life to an unreasonable three-year-old.

5. Don’t lament your child’s “growing up.”

You want Junior to want to be a big boy, not dread it.

6. Don’t be grossed out. If you start to gag every time you have to clean up a misplaced dump off the area rug, Junior might like it and want you to do it again and again and again.

7. Don’t mess with Mother Nature. Do not give your child laxatives, enemas, or any other TV-movie-of-the-week torture treatment unless recommended by your pediatrician.

8. Doo encourage independence without setting Junior up for failure. Let him use the potty in private, pull down his pants, or even wipe a pee-pee all by himself, but don’t expect him to master the whole bigtime operation from the get go—unless, of course, you like poop on every conceivable surface of your bathroom.

9. Doo keep a good supply of cleaning products at hand. The only thing worse than an accident is a kid playing in the accident while you’re madly hunting for the disinfectant spray.

10. And finally, doo remember to stock your freezer with the fixings for those apple martinis. They really are quite yummy!

So lighten up, sweetie. Stop worrying, and above all keep your sense of humor. My friend Maxine once told me that potty training your kid is a lot like dieting. If you step on the scale and you’ve lost just one pound, then your whole day is fantastic. Likewise, if Junior gets his tinkle inside the toilet one time, you’re walking on air. So here’s wishing you long life, health, happiness . . . and few tinkles in the toilet.

Potty Paraphernalia 

Who’d have thought that something as basic and natural as answering the call of nature would require so much manmade crap? It’s bad enough that you’ll be paying off baby furniture well into the college years. Now you’ve got to take out a second mortgage on your home in order to finance potty training as well. Okay, so maybe I exaggerate a little (you should pay off your baby furniture by middle school), but still, there’s a lot of stuff being marketed to the worn-weary new parent. And while you could probably get by with just a simple hole in the backyard, you might want to take into consideration some of the following items.

Potty Chair Versus Toilet 

Oy vey, the stress of it! Decisions, decisions. While it probably seems insignificant to your average Joe, to the toddler parent, it might as well be Sophie’s Choice.

The potty chair is a small portable bowl that comes encased in a box, sometimes with a lid. Take Junior shopping with you and let him pick out his own potty chair, as this will help stimulate his interest in what lies ahead. My daughter  went for the standard white plastic model, which was sturdy, easy to clean, and, more importantly to her, easy to decorate. A package of stickers and some markers can go a long way in personalizing a potty chair (and a wall, if you’re not careful!). Letting your child create his very own throne will only make him want to sit on it more.

The toilet—is, well . . . it’s your toilet. If your child wants to go straight to the big time, you’ll need a toilet-seat adapter. This is a circular gizmo that fits on top of your toilet and prevents the apple of your eye from slipping in and getting flushed out of your life. A good fit is key, as you don’t want your toddler sliding off or getting pinched in his delicate nether-regions (which is likely to postpone potty training until puberty). If your child wants to start off on the toilet, it’s a good idea to provide a sturdy footstool so he can actually climb up onto the potty or, if he shoots while standing, reach the bowl.

NOTE: If you are working with a boy, and he likes to sit while he tinkles, you’ll want to stay away from the “spray deflector.” It’s a plastic lip that’s attached to some potty seat adapters (and potty seats) that’s supposed to prevent pee from shooting all over the place. These deflectors could make it impossible for your little guy to get on or off the  pot without scraping his “little guy.” You’ll find that your husband is especially concerned about this issue. So just teach him how to point down. Trust me, you’ll feel better, your husband will feel better, and your son’s “little guy” will feel better.

Which brings us back to the greater issue: Which instrument should you choose, the potty chair or the toilet seat? Well, my friend, this is entirely up to you. Actually, it’s up to your toddler, as he’s the one we’re trying to cajole here.

Potty chairs are good in theory. They’re small, portable, and easily cleaned. But the drag is that they are small, portable, and easily cleaned. The small size means your child will outgrow his sooner rather than later, and then you’ll need to retrain your kid to use the actual toilet. The portability means, technically, that you can put it anywhere—your TV room, the kitchen, or on the roof of the house. If your kid gets attached, you’ll be toting that disgusting little box everywhere you go, since your little love muffin will refuse to use any other toilet or potty chair in the whole entire universe. While they are certainly easy to clean, clean you must—every time your kid uses it. And frankly, it can get kinda gross. You have to pour the contents of the chair into the big toilet, then rinse and spray and wipe, oh my! Cleaning  a toilet is waaaaay easier than cleaning a potty chair.

My suggestion is to use all the means you can to get your kid to use the toilet instead of a potty chair. Try to get your child geared up and excited about going to the bathroom on a toilet. Make a big deal out of it, have him watch you, encrust it with diamonds if necessary. Give your kid a snazzy new step stool and have him climb aboard the big porcelain throne. You’ll have a kid who can pee anywhere, less cleaning up to do, and a crapper encrusted with jewels. What more could a girl want?

Training Pants: Plastic Versus Cotton 

It’s the rivalry of the modern age, right up there with Leno versus Letterman, Coke versus Pepsi, and SUV versus hybrid, and this one, too, is rife with conflict and controversy. When using training pants, should you get the plastic, disposable kind, or the cotton kind that you have to wash yourself? As with all other controversies in life, everyone seems to have an opinion. So let me not give you mine (at least not yet). Instead, I’ll simply pass along a few facts.

To begin with, you could certainly keep your kids in diapers until he’s ready to wear big-kid  underwear. But if you’ve decided to use training pants, there are some things to know. The upside of using training pants is that, like the toilet, they get your little one all geared up for growing up. Just putting them on sends your toddler into “I’m almost a teenager” mode. It also gives him a sense of control. Training pants are easier for a toddler to deal with than diapers, and having an accident is not a traumatic or embarrassing event. In a way, training pants are like the interim boyfriend. They get you from your breakup with the diaper to your lifelong relationship with underpants. Like the interim boyfriend, this can either work splendidly or fail miserably.

When it comes to the training pants, there are two different kinds: disposable and not. The popular disposable versions that line your grocery store aisles have a lot of pluses. They come in decorative colors and styles with your child’s favorite Disney character on the front. They’re easy to deal with, as you just rip them off at the seam and toss them into the trash. No pulling up and down, and oh! the mess that comes with that. And finally, they keep moisture and all that sort of yuckityyuck away from Junior’s delicate skin, so he can walk around with a piss-filled diaper for hours with nary a backwards glance or furrowed brow.

Unfortunately this comfort factor comes with a heavy price tag (not unlike these disposable training pants themselves). For if he’s comfortable, he won’t have any motivation to use the potty. And after all, you want Junior to want to use the toilet. If he can not only get to wear these cool-looking underpants with a picture of his favorite superhero, and on top of it, is allowed to crap in them and still play in the sandbox for hours on end, he just might want to stay in this blissful state for years to come.

This, along with the expense of disposables, might lead you to the more traditional cotton you’re-gonna-have-to-wash-it sort of training pants. These still function as a transition from diaper to underpants, but they aren’t so comfortable, and they actually encourage Junior to move through this stage more quickly. Also, they are not the least bit fashion friendly. No space rangers, or cute little bears, or pink mermaids if that’s what your little squirt likes. Those fancy “big boy” or “big girls” underpants might seem a little more desirable when your toddler is faced with plain white cotton training pants. More importantly, you might be more motivated to focus on toileting if Junior’s training pants weren’t so dang convenient.

But I’m still not going to give you my opinion. Rather, I’ll give you my pediatrician’s: Our beloved Dr. Nancy feels that the disposable training pants, as in “Pull Ups,” are a big no-no. Why? Because they aren’t really teaching Junior anything. How is he supposed to develop control and good habits if he can unload any time? It goes back to the comfort issue. Standing in a pair of wet cotton briefs is going to send a much stronger message (albeit benign and safe, so you don’t need to feel guilty) than standing in a pair of hyperengineered ergonomically designed training pants that are specifically intended to not let your child feel wet. Now of course, Dr. Nancy isn’t going to come to your house and wash those nasty-asnasty-can-be pants. So, in the end, as with most things in life (except for control of the remote during playoff season), the choice is yours.

Other Stuff 

As if there weren’t enough stuff in your shopping cart already! Along with potty chairs and training pants, you can go on the Internet, or just to your local baby supply or discount store, and spend yourself red on items to potty train your child. Please, try to resist this impulse. People have been doing this for centuries  without the use of all the latest gadgets and dohickies. While you will want to buy stock in Toddler Wipes (which you will be purchasing by the truckload for the rest of your life, as they are the most brilliant invention in the history of mankind), please do not run out and buy buzzers, beepers, alarms, and “pods” (maxi pads for babies) just yet. I’m not saying you can’t buy them at all; I’m just giving you advance warning against the panic buy. Chances are, as soon as you spend all that dough on goggles, gloves, and hazardouswaste protective gear, your little one will climb up onto the potty and pee all by himself.

So take a deep breath, do a little research, even try it the old-fashioned way with just a toilet and a smile, and use your money to get yourself a massage. You need it way more than that singing toilet seat (for a list of gadgets and gismos—see the Appendix).

Potty Mouth 

Potty training is an educational experience, and one thing you’re going to learn is a whole new language. This language won’t impress any high-powered business associates or help you  locate your lost luggage at a European airport. Nonetheless, it is quite useful, and you’ll find that you’ll use it willingly and freely at all places and times, without any regard to how stupid you might sound. This is what we do as desperate parents on a mission to secure continence in our offspring. We speak in the language of the potty.

What’s worse, there are a million different dialects of this language, for every family has its own special way of describing body parts and bodily functions. This can make the whole potty-language thing a bit tricky. So bear in mind if you teach Junior to call his penis “Little Peety” because you think it’s cute and harmless, just know that he’ll be making references to “Little Peety” at preschool, the supermarket, and Grandma’s house as well. And while some books (and maybe your pediatrician) will insist you use anatomically correct terminology for your child’s intimacies, his preschool teachers and playmates might give him a second look when he announces he needs to “void” or have a “bowel movement.”

When teaching your child the language of the potty, keep in mind that he’s going to have a difficult enough time just using the potty, let alone pronouncing some of the anatomically correct   words, like urination and urethra. I don’t know of one little girl who doesn’t have a “bagina.” I mean really, let’s just have the “v” legally changed to “b” already, so we’re all on the same page for something. 

“My two-year-old has a doll that she carries with her everywhere and shows off to strangers wherever she goes.  All goes fine until they ask what her dolly’s name is.  You wouldn’t believe the expressions when she excitedly tells them that her name is Bagina. ” 

—Alicia

As with many aspects of parenting, there are no hard-and-fast rules governing what words to choose. Over time, your family will develop its own language. It will probably start as something baby-like and evolve into something more mature when the time warrants. Your best bet is to do some listening on the playground. If all of your little tyke’s friends have a penis, then penis it is, shocking as that may sound coming out of your baby’s adorable little mouth. But chances are that at his age, most of his friends will be sporting a pee-pee, which may sound  like a better starting point to you. In the case of potty panic, or complete and total communication breakdown between you and the member of another tribe, use the following translations as a reference.

Excrement-to-English Dictionary 

To urinate: void, pee, pee-pee, tinkle, whiz, take a whiz, make sissy, go, go potty, potty, go to the pot, piss, take a piss, take a steaming piss, weewee, go wee, go number one, use the can, go to the toilet, make wee-wee 

Urine: pee, pee-pee, piss, wee, sissy, number one 

To have a bowel movement: defecate, poo, poo-poo, poop, doo, doo-doo, make a doodie, doodle, do a dookie, drop a load, crap, go number two, use the can, do one’s business, lay tracks 

Stool: a BM, feces, poop, doo-doo, doo, number two, turd, log, Yule log, tootsie roll, piece of crap, big job 

To pass gas: break wind, fart, cut the cheese, drive an airbus, let it fly, make an air biscuit 

Vagina: bagina, coochie, privates, woo-woo 

Penis: pecker, pee-pee, wiener, weenie, weenus, Johnson, little [fill in boy’s name], wanger, thing, thingy, it, ding-dong, peter 

Going without underwear: freestyle, free and easy, commando style 

Gluteus maximus: bottom, butt, derriere, tush, tushie, heinie, tuckus 





End of sample
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