
Today I wanted to touch base on a long and tedious battle between the toilet and my son.  
 
My husband and I started potty training our oldest son, our Grizzly Bear, at two years of age. At 
the time, my second child was well on his way to being welcomed into the family and before 
then, we thought we’d try to make things easier on ourselves by potty training our first born. He 
was a smart lad and willing to learn new skills, this was going to be easy.  
 
We started out with the old fashioned portable potty. Sat him on it and tried to keep him there 
with books, toys, food, and even the television. Each strategy worked well for a little while and 
then psychological warfare would have to be kicked up a notch as our Grizzly Bear would grow 
tired of sticker rewards and saying bye bye to his pee as it swirled around in the flushing toilet.  
 
Fast forward eight months. You read that right; eight months.  
 
By this time, we’d pulled out all the stops including following expensive and temper tantrum 
inducing advice from family, friends, and internet strangers (like myself). My sister told me she 
purchased special underwear for her child, dawning his favourite movie character. When he 
pooped his pants, she made him throw the undies in the trash. He hasn’t had an accident since. 
He was three when he successfully potty trained. I tried this tactic with our Grizzly Bear at 2.5 
years and the only thing accomplished was the purchasing of very expensive soon-to-be garbage. 
No success there. My Mom secretly fed Grizzly Bear Smarties for every successful potty 
pee/poop. This only resulted in my son having extra sweets as he still only used the potty half the 
time and even expected a candy after going in his pants. Grizzly Bear has a slight addiction to 
Smarties now. Internet sensations indicated scheduling potty breaks and determining your child’s 
poop schedule through what I can only assume is psychic reasoning. It is true that my son is a 
regular pooper and predicting his bodily functions wasn’t too difficult. That is until he got a cold 
or slept funny the night before or was fed prune juice at his dayhome.  
 
In the end, my husband suggested one last tactic that we hadn’t heard anywhere before. We 
were a bit desperate to try anything at this point as it was hard to keep up diapering two children. 
However, let me start out by saying that this experiment did not work and should not be tried 
ever again in the history of potty training.  
 
We decided to put Grizzly Bear’s potty in his room with him at bedtime and let him sleep in the 
half nude. We figured he would either go in the potty if he needed or fall asleep without pants. 
No big deal.  
 
Big deal it turns out. I hear him 10 minutes later saying he went in his potty. I enter his room with 
excitement and joy only to stop short with wide eyes and a speechless expression. He did pee in 
the potty (hooray!) but then, in his infinite wisdom, he picked up his potty in an effort to bring it 
to the big potty and dump it, only to spill it all over the hardwood and attempt to clean it with 
his bare hands. That’s right, he was covered in wee.  
 



I ran for a cloth and began soaking up the mess as my adoring toddler comes up behind me to 
offer encouragement. I cringe as the smell rolls over me, my toddler stroking my hair, saying 
“that’s a good girl, mommy.” 
 
Although none of the “tactics” we used worked for our Grizzly Bear, he did eventually potty train 
at 2 years and 10 months. He did not potty train as a result of our hard work or ingenious potty 
plotting, but simply as a result of being ready and willing. After reading this, I’m sure you’ll agree 
that my husband and I are no experts on toddlers and the wonder that is the toilet. We simply 
reflect upon the last year and agree that every child is indeed different and each learn on a 
different time schedule. We had some good laughs and are even looking forward to our next 
potty trainer, our Polar Bear!  
 


