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when I was little, I brought a friend, and we came 

across some rabbit tobacco growing in the field. We 

begged my daddy to let us chew it….and he did. He 

told us we would regret it….and he was right. But, for 

me the most memorable Christmas Tree hunt came 

after I was married and had children of my own. It 

was 2006 and after a late night viewing of Christmas 

Vacation combined with a great bottle of Beaujolais, 

my husband and I decided we should head out into 

the wilderness for our tree. The next day, we loaded 

up the children for a drive to our hunting camp and 

even brought the dogs along for good measure. It was 

a beautiful sunny day and I remember we all had so 

much fun. We let our son (who was about three weeks 

shy of turning 12) drive across the fields and down the 

dirt roads. Our daughter got to ride with her head out 

of the sunroof, laughing and giggling to no end. The 

dogs ran around chasing ducks and we all had the 

best time. We finally found a tree, cut it down, took 

the obligatory pictures, and spent about 20 minutes 

figuring out how to tie it on the roof. It was so big 

the trunk stuck out over the windshield and the top 

hung all the way down past the rear bumper. Clark W. 

Griswold would have been proud. 

No matter where you live in the South, turkey 

and dressing, ham, casseroles, deviled eggs, 

ambrosia, and pecan pies will no doubt 

be on a table in front of you very soon. You will load 

food and people in and out of your cars and travel from 

house to house, all the while threatening your children 

to be polite and reminding them which stories they are 

allowed to tell and which ones they are not. The tur-

key and dressing will be followed by (Silver Bells) and 

(Jingle Bells) and (Away in a Manger) and all manner of 

traditions that have been handed down from one gen-

eration to the next. You will be exhausted and thankful 

and excited and miserable all at the same time. Tradi-

tions vary from family to family as much as they do from 

state to state, but wherever you are and whoever your 

family is, one thing is true—traditions bring us together 

and bind us in a way nothing else can.

 The one tradition I enjoy most is driving out to the 

Christmas tree farm to cut down our tree. I have so 

many fond memories of walking through dry grass to 

find the perfect tree each year. Sometimes we would 

be in coats and scarves, other times we would be 

sporting shorts and t-shirts, and the adventures we 

had were just as unpredictable as the weather. Once 

By then, the sun was starting to set, and the boys 

decided they wanted to sit out in the tree stand to 

“just to look around.” And they were going to take 

a gun with them “just to be safe.” Right. About an 

hour later, as Sadie Sue and I sat in the camp house 

waiting on them, I heard it….BOOM! BOOM! Even 

though we were surrounded by other hunters, I knew 

without question who shot that gun. Sure enough, 

about 20 minutes later I heard a horn, walked out-

side, and saw my son driving up the dirt road while 

my husband sat out the window holding up a deer 

that was draped across the hood of my car. Jake was 

so proud that I knew there was no way we were go-

ing home without it. It was also getting late, so there 

was no way we were staying there to clean it. And 

that is how my favorite Christmas tradition turned 

into a trip from Selma to Birmingham in a car with 

my husband, two children, two dogs, a 15 foot cedar 

tree on the roof, and an 8 point buck on the hood, all 

while A Charlie Brown Christmas played over and 

over and over on the television in the back seat. It 

was definitely a new spin on an old family tradition, 

but I can assure you—we went straight back to the 

tree farm the next year and never looked back!
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