
Excited. That is how I feel right now. I mean, wouldn’t you be if your mother only makes cookies

once a year? And it is that magical time of year when the snow is falling softly outside, but inside it is

warm and Christmas decorations are out all over town.

Every year, Mum makes gingerbread cookies with cinnamon. No raisins though. Mum says they are

not good for me. The making of cookies in our home is quite a ritual: first Mum puts all the

ingredients she needs on the shelf. Then she takes Grandma’s old ceramic mixing bowl from the top

shelf of the top cupboard, the one with the little blue flowers and windmills printed on the side. Well,

at least I think it’s blue. Mum has told me more than once that I’m a special girl who is color blind.

She grabs the wooden spoon and the heavy roller pin. Ties her long hair with a ribbon, puts on her

special Christmas apron and Mum is good to go.

Mum is mixing the dough now with the wooden spoon, and the oven is warming up. She smiles

down at me.

“Not long now,” she says. “No need to get impatient.”

If I stand on my toes, I’m just tall enough to peek over the edge of the kitchen counter. Watching

Mum prepare cookies is something I look forward to all year. I can smell the flour, and it is

delicious. My mouth waters, and I close my eyes and inhale the smells.  

Mum is mixing the butter and sugar. Any minute now, she’ll add the ginger and cinnamon. Then she

will take the cookie cutters from the top shelf and carefully cut lots and lots of cookies. The family is

coming over to visit tomorrow. I know Mum will bake extra cookies. My eyes are shining, and I

wish Christmas would come around twice a year. If I’m lucky, Aunt Milly will give me extra cookies

while Mum isn’t watching. Aunt Milly is my favorite aunt, such a pity she lives so far away.

I’m almost jumping up and down with excitement. 

“Calm down,” Mum says. “You can’t rush cookies. They will bake in their own time. And you know

Aunt Milly likes them crunchy. Now, get out of my way so I can finish these cookies. There is still a

lot to be done.”

Mum reaches for the shelf and pours a small amount of vanilla into the mix. Oh, it smells so good.
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Mum reaches for the shelf and pours a small amount of vanilla into the mix. Oh, it smells so good.

Hurry, so we can get them in the oven. 

Suddenly, all my excitement grinds to a halt. Wait. Vanilla? Our annual gingerbread cookies don’t

contain vanilla. My eyes go large and my heart skips a beat. I look at Mum with a confused frown.

Our cookies don’t have vanilla, they have ginger and cinnamon. A quick peek at the kitchen counter

confirms my fears; there is no sign of ginger and cinnamon. I should have seen this sooner. I certainly

should have smelled the difference. But I’m so excited that I missed this very important fact. 

My confusion slowly turns into fear. For the last five years, Mum has made gingerbread cookies for

Christmas and they have always been great. Why change it? Is Mum ill? I stare at Mum, trying to

find a hint of sickness and perhaps madness. But I see none. I look at the counter again just to make

sure I have not made a mistake. I have not. The bottle of vanilla is still there, and still no sign of the

ginger and cinnamon. A wave of sadness hits me. This is it, the end of an era. The end of Christmas

cookies. Perhaps even the end of Christmas.

I can no longer contain myself.  

“That is not how you make cookies!” I yell.

Mum looks at me, not at all worried that I’m yelling.

“Don’t worry darling, I’m making different cookies this year. Aunt Milly gave me a great recipe for

shortbread cookies, and we can also eat them as Christmas cookies.” 

I am horrified. How can Mum change our annual cookie routine without asking me? Mum knows I

hate a change in routine. And how can Aunt Milly betray me like that? I’m sure it is her fault there

will be no gingerbread cookies this year. We’re going to have a long chat, I can see that. My lip

trembles and I try my best not to cry.

Mum pats me on the head. 

“They will still be delicious, and you will still get your very own cookie, don’t worry.” 

I stare at the vanilla on the kitchen counter. I’m not sure if cookies can still be delicious without 
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ginger and cinnamon. Perhaps Mum1 is not entirely truthful, and she’s saying it to confuse me. She

notices the disbelief on my face and rolls her eyes. 

“How will you know whether they’re delicious unless you try? A change is as good as a holiday,

especially a Christmas holiday. Tell you what, as an extra treat you can have two cookies this

Christmas.” 

Mum looks at me expectantly and I can see she really wants me to try the new cookies.

I sigh. Guess it’s not too bad if I still get my annual cookie. Our Christmas routine will continue. The

world will continue. But these shortbread cookies better taste good, or else Mum will have to bake

a whole new batch this year. Even the name sounds bad: shortbread. Gingerbread just sounds a lot

more sophisticated and tasty, don’t you agree? Am I ever going to get the smell of vanilla out of my

sensitive nose? It smells so much stronger than ginger and cinnamon. I better not get nightmares.

This is so traumatic, what type of Christmas is this going to be? Then again, Mum said I can have an

extra cookie this year. I can feel my old excitement building up again. Slowly. An extra cookie is

always a good thing. Perhaps Mum will give me an extra cookie every Christmas from now on.

Only two cookies though, Mum says they are not good for dogs. Even though I feel human and

Mum talks to me, I have to remember I am a dog after all. The type of lucky dog who will get two

cookies this Christmas!
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1 Short story by Claudia Disney


