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1: WE DON’T EAT ANIMALS, DO WE?
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My three-year-old at the time suddenly piped up from the back of the car as we drove back from nursery one evening. “Mummy!!! We don’t eat animals?” This was in reference to a clip on the radio about Miley Cyrus being approved by a rock band of sorts to cover their song. I hadn’t realised Miley was vegan and did not eat animal products, including fish. 

Anyway, this band had no objection to have her cover their song. I didn’t know Miley was vegan, so this was news to me, but my daughter was apparently paying attention to the news on the radio and at least understood that bit. Our conversation went something like this:

F: Mummy!!! We don’t eat animals, do we?

Me (Laughing): Ehm!! Sometimes we do ...

F (shaking her head emphatically): No, we don’t!!!

Me: What about fish?

F: No... (then after a few seconds of thinking about it ...) Mum, we don’t eat giraffes and lions or animals in the zoo. 

Me: No, darling you are right, we don’t. But what about farm animals? (meanwhile I’m thinking, I’m not sure how and when to break it to her that her favourite food ‘sausages’ is from an animal and in-fact one of her beloved characters ‘Peppa Pig’. Considering we had a conversation about sausages a week ago I knew it was only a matter of time before this dawned on her.)

F: No, Mummy, we don’t. 

I guess we might need to watch some cebeebies programs on where our food comes from. All I could think at that time was .... bring on the conversation about meat, animals and everything else.

Nugget 1: Pay attention to what you play on the radio in the car or around the house - those little ears are paying attention.
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2. I’LL PRESS THE BUTTON!
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My husband, daughter and I were sat at our kitchen table having our evening meal. It often happens that we have quite animated conversations on topical issues such as politics or the state of the ‘world’. Anyway, this evening it centred around the Labour Leader in the UK (Jeremy Corbyn) and his latest display of inconsistent policy and his refusal at the time to confirm or say if he would touch the button and activate the nuclear codes.  

The presence of nuclear weapons, or the need to use them as a deterrent, is one that all political parties in the UK are unanimously in agreement with so it was puzzling that this leader was choosing not to verbally confirm. Oblivious to both of us, my daughter had been listening intently to this conversation, albeit I’m certain she did not understand most of it. In a very loud voice she piped up and shouted:

F: I’ll press the button!

Me and Hubby (Bursting out in laughter): Yes, darling, you can press the button if you want.

Leave it to a three-year-old to confirm she is decisive and has what it takes to make hard decisions. If you have ever met my daughter, you’ll know that is very true to life.

Disclaimer: I do not in any way advocate the use of nuclear weapons and will not be pressing the button.

Nugget 2: Watch out what you say in those meal-time conversations - even three-year-olds can be politically aware.
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3. SAUSAGES, ICE CREAM AND MASH
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Anyone who knows my daughter well will be familiar with her favourite foods: sausages, mash and ice-cream. So it was really no surprise when my three-year-old decided to ask the all-important questions about the source of her favourite foods. We had just finished bath and were settling down to read a bedtime story as per our usual routine when my daughter pipes up and says:

F: Mummy! I have a question.

(I was surprised as this was the first time she had used such a phrase before.)

Me: Yes, of course you can.

F: How do you make ice-cream?

Me (thinking hard): Well, you get milk from a cow and mix it, mix it, really fast, scoop the cream off the top till it becomes ice-cream. (I think I was mixing up the process of making butter and cheese with ice-cream, but for the life of me I had no idea how to answer the question, because I didn’t know. Plus, don’t judge me, I bet the average person doesn’t know either. I bet you’ll go and Google it after reading this book. Anyway, all the while I’m explaining this or rather making this up to my three-year-old I’m at loss as to how it’s actually made.)

Me (continuing): ... then we buy it from the shops ...

F: Nursery makes ice-cream.

Me: I don’t think so.

F: No, they make ice-cream and jelly.

Me: Okay, if you say so, but I think they buy the ice-cream from the shops.

We continue reading the bedtime story and then my daughter raises her hand. I’m shocked and impressed at the same time and thought her nursery was equipping her with skills to confidently ask questions. But at the same time, I’m worried that raising her hands at home is a bit too far (I’m a bit of a softy).

F: So where do sausages and mash come from?

Me (thinking very, very hard): Well, the farmer plants potatoes in the ground and then after it grows, digs them up, cleans them and sells them to a shop. Mummy and Daddy buy the potatoes from the shops.

F (interrupts): ... and me? 

Me: Yes, and you. We buy the potatoes and cook them and mash them.

F: ... and sausages?

Me (thinking very, very, very, hard - a three-year-old with a famous TV character of a pig doesn’t want to know that yet): “The farmer makes the sausages and mummy and daddy buy it” (technically they don’t - it’s usually butchers that make them, but that’s probably too complicated to explain to a three-year-old). 

F: And put it in the oven?

Me: “Yes”, I say with a silent sigh, thankful she didn’t probe further.

Nugget 3: Keep it simple, three-year-olds don’t usually need long explanations; their attention span is short, so don’t fret or freak out if you get asked a tricky question.
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4. WHERE IS HEAVEN?
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F: Mummy, T is getting married.

Me (shocked at the statement, seemingly out of nowhere): Who is getting married?

F: T is marrying N, F is marrying A and Mummy is marrying Daddy.

Me: Okay, F. Mummy has married Daddy already.

F: Where is the married picture of you, Mummy?

Me: I scratch my head and point to a wedding picture. A few weeks later my three-year-old looks at my wedding ring on my finger and the spontaneous conversation goes this way.

F: Mummy, are you married?

Me: Yes, darling.

F: Daddy has a ring on his finger. Is he married?

Me (smiling): Yes, dear. Daddy is married to me. I am married to Daddy.

My three-year-old then proceeds to look at her finger and says:

F: I’m not married because I don’t have a ring. I have to be bigger.

Me: Yes, you have to be bigger.

She then immediately stands up and tries to measure herself beside me, suddenly realising she was indeed smaller than me.

F: Oh! I’m not bigger yet.

Me: Smiles and says nothing ...

You will find that three-year-olds randomly leave conversations and return to them at unexpected times. At this point we were about to get into the bath, and she breaks into song.

F: Daddy finger, Daddy finger, where are you? Here I am, here I am. How do you do?

F: Mummy? You got married at ### (calling out our home address which her daddy made her learn).

Me: No, F, we got married in Nigeria.

F: Hmm ... Nigeria. So I was in someone’s house? ’Cos I wasn’t there.

Me (pauses and thinks): Well F, you were not in someone’s house, you were in heaven because you had not been born.

F: Heaven! Is that where A lives (calling the name of the friend she was planning to marry).

Me: No, A doesn’t live in heaven (although technically since I had told her she was in heaven when her dad and me got married, it would make sense her friend was there, as well as they were born just two days apart).

F: Where is heaven, Mummy? I don’t know where heaven is?

Me: Heaven is where God lives. Before we are born into this world, we live in heaven with God and people go there when they are too old. (We had never talked about death and I wasn’t prepared to explain that bit yet).

F (thinks and then starts to sing a lovely song which she had just made up):


Where is heaven? 

I don’t know where heaven, heaven, heaven, heaven is

Where are you?


At that moment I thought to myself this wasn’t the last of the conversations on marriage and heaven, and most likely dying would crop up soon. I better get prepared.

Nugget 4: Three-year-olds absorb everything; they process what we tell them in complex and jumbled ways. Watch out though - they’ll come back with questions until its clear in their minds.
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