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The Christmas Tree
There has been a tree trimming company working along highway A clearing branches away from
the power lines. In one section just west of the A&H intersection they cleared out the entire right
of way including a big section of pine trees. I drove past on my way to Webster and the smell of
fresh pine came streaming into my van. I just kept inhaling and taking it in as there is something
so special about the smell of fresh pine. I can fully understand why the Germans began cutting
down pine trees and bringing them into their homes to decorate for Christmas. The placing of lit
candles on the Christmas tree is often credited to Martin Luther himself. The story goes that he
was out for a night walk to ponder his upcoming sermon. On his walk he noticed the stars
shimmering their reflections upon the pine forest and he was inspired to duplicate this beauty by
adding candles to the Christmas tree. I doubt if he checked with the local fire codes before
wiring on the candles and lighting them.
While Christmas trees had been popular in Germany since the 16th century, it took until the 19th
century before they became popular in the United States. The Puritans who first came to the new
world were in my opinion some real party poopers. They opposed Christmas trees, Christmas
carols, Christmas cookies, Christmas anything, except for a solemn Christmas worship service.
The popularity of the Christmas tree did not take off in England, Canada, and the United States
until 1848. That was the year that Prince Albert and Queen Victoria sent decorated Christmas
trees to schools and army barracks around Windsor, England. Even more was the engraving of
the very popular royal family decorating a Christmas tree. Soon the cutting of a pine tree and
decorating it in the home was a widespread and popular Christmas tradition.
When I was growing up it was my father’s job to pick out the tree and bring it home. I was
fortunate enough to have the opportunity to tag along and offer my advice. A week or so before
Christmas my dad would tell me to finish up my barn chores so that we could go find a tree. I
seem to remember my mother telling us each year before we left to find a straight tree for once.
For some reason we never went to one of the larger tree lots but rather we went to an older
gentleman that had a few Christmas trees for sale in his dimly lit shed. Let me stress dimly lit as
this must have played a role in why we ended up with a crooked trunked tree every year. Even
with the best of tree stands our tree was not capable of standing on its own. Mother would shake
her head as dad attached strings from the tree to the door so that it would not tip over. However,
by the time mom and I finished decorating the tree it always looked quite beautiful. My father
would come in from milking cows, walk into the living room and say with excitement, “That is
the most beautiful Christmas tree ever!”
I cannot conclude this article without sharing my favorite Christmas tree story. When we were in
middle school (junior high) my best friend Jay and I spent almost every Saturday walking in the
woods rabbit hunting. Jay’s family had an excellent beagle named Dixie and she always had a
rabbit on the run. Seeing rabbits was never a problem, bringing them home to make a pot of
rabbit stew was quite another story. A typical day was hearing the howl of Dixie’s voice

Lakeside Community Lutheran Church
28626 County Road H
Webster, WI 54893
Phone: 715-635-7791

followed not long after by sound of a shotgun blast. This was all too often followed by either my
voice or Jay’s voice calling out, “He’s coming your way!” Shortly after a different shotgun
would echo in the woods and the other voice would say, “He’s coming back your way!” Jay and
I were fortunate to grow up in a time when rabbits were plentiful and so were shotgun shells.
Shells were also fairly inexpensive and that is a good thing because we went through a lot of
them.
On one particular Saturday morning hunting trip we had a different mission when we took off for
the woods. That week at school we schemed up a plan that come Saturday we were going to find
and bring home a Christmas tree for our mothers. We were also determined to find trees that
were better shaped than our dads brought home every year. Well, we searched and we searched
but there was not a single tree that we felt was worthy to bring home. Then one of us came up
with a brilliant idea as we looked towards the sky, “Let’s shoot off the tops of those two pine
trees right over there.” With such a good idea it must have been me who came up with it.
However, there was one significant problem that I mentioned earlier, neither of us could hit the
broad side of a barn. We unloaded our shotguns of our rabbit load shells and filled them with
slugs. I have to say it was by far the best shooting the two of us had ever done. In less than a
box of shells we had two beautiful Christmas trees lying on the ground. There were plenty of
high fives and smiles as we relished in our accomplishment. Jay and I were almost walking on
air as we dragged our trees the mile back to Jay’s house. With a huge smile on our faces Jay and
I carried his special tree into the kitchen of his home where his mother was sitting at the table
playing solitaire. Our smiles quickly faded when Jay’s mother, Viola, yelled out, “Get that cedar
tree out of my house!” It didn’t help matters when Jay’s older brother, Danny, chimed in with his
two cents, “You idiots.” Brokenhearted and embarrassed, Jay and I dragged our trees behind the
old fallen down barn where hopefully some rabbit fed on them. I never told my folks about the
adventure and that year we had another crooked trunked tree tied to the door with string. It was
beautiful.

Christ’s Peace, Pastor Bill

