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Christmas is a special time 
in our family. We celebrate the 
event in a truly traditional man-
ner, meaning that we have a real 
Christmas tree, decorations both 
inside and out, wild game birds 
for dinner and attend church 
on Christmas Eve. Family and 
friends gather to partake in the 
merriment, which usually lasts 
for two or three days.

Preparations start the first 
week in December with the 
search for the perfect tree. We as 
a family travel to the local tree 
farm to harvest our own Pine 
tree. The dogs are always a part 
of this adventure. They run freely 
about and never completely 
comprehend the task at hand. 
My rule with my children is find 
the best tree that you like, but in 
the end make sure that Mom has 
the final choice’

Once home we all participate 
in decorating the tree. Our Eng-
lish Springer Spaniels have all 
acted differently as the lights and 
balls are added to the tree. Since 
the mid 1970’s we have owned 
eight Springers. Some have been 
reckless, wanting to attack the 
tree and try to dislodge the orna-
ments. Others have been submis-
sive, yet some have been scared 
and ran in the other part of the 
house. In each case we worked 
with them diligently to overcome 

their anxieties. We wanted them 
to be to be part of the holiday 
experience, especially since they 
lived with us in our home.

During the planning of the 
Christmas celebration, I will 
sometimes-think back at all the 
gifts that the dogs have literally 
brought to the table. Each dog 
through the years has contrib-
uted to the hunting harvest.

Prior to the holiday season 
there are two specific occasions 
that flash out from the hollows of 
my mind. The first was during an 
early December hunt for pheas-
ants in Iowa. My hunting partner 
and I had spent most of the day 
in a snowstorm It was late in the 
afternoon and the visibility was 
dismal .Tan my short legged pal 
was nearly spent. We had nary a 
bird when she disappeared into 
a snowdrift along a fence line. As 
it turned out it was a tunnel that 
extended for more than thirty 
yards. Roosters came out in all 
directions and in short order we 
had five birds on the ground.

The other instance was the 
day Brandy tracked down her 
first goose. The goose hit the 
ground running after being shot. 
I released Brandy from the goose 
blind in an open field and the 
chase was on. By the time I got 
close to where I had last seen 

the bird it had disappeared. It 
was hiding in the plowed field 
furrals. Brandy grabbed it out 
of mid air as it tried to lift off the 
ground.

By the time Christmas arrives 
the dogs usually have many 
miles worn on their feet from 
thrashing through the brush. The 
hair around their eyes is nearly 
gone, the whiskers on the face 
are short and their pads are hard 
as stone. Scrapes and bruises are 
evident on their stomach. It’s 
time for a rest.

When the baking of bread 
and cookies starts the dog are 
consumed by the smells and 
rush into the kitchen in search 
of any crumbs that have reached 
the floor. Later the presents are 
placed under the tree and the 
dogs check to see if there might 
be something for them. We al-
ways wrap a box of dog bones 
with one on the outside and add 
that to the assembled gifts at the 
last moment. They get to open 
theirs first.

I believe that the real joys of 
having a dog is to have them in 
the house whenever possible. 
Dogs do the most unusual things 
and watching them is sheer en-
joyment. Leaving them outside 
all the time is missing out on a 
large part of their lives.

This holiday season bring 
them in out of the cold and treat 
them with the Christmas Spirit 
for a job well done in the field ... 
they deserve it.

Loyde Childs, Marshall, 
Wisconsin

A Christmas Story

“ SANTA CLAWS “ IS FOR 
DOGS TOO 

By Loyde Childs


