
A Day in Harness 
 

Hello my name is Froyer 
 
Well, a typical day for me starts 
around 6:00 AM. I get out of my 
red hut, stretch, have a wee, 
sniff the air enjoy in a howl or 
two. This has no effect on 
anyone, so I go back to bed. 
 
About 7:30 the rookies start to 
wonder about. I dash out, wag 
by tail, roll my eyes and do 
several twirls, sometimes on my 
hind legs, sometimes an old 
fours.  All for a biscuit or a rub 
behind the ears. 

 
I have more I have more chance if t is a rookie that I carry on my sled. 
 
About 9:30 AM we watch for Odd Knutt. He appears around now. 
When we hear the sound of the tractor, we know it is breakfast time 
and we will kick up such a fuss. 
 
The tractor and rookies arrive together. Odd Knutt dishes out the 
food and the rookies served us breakfast. Not bad, eh? Some of us 
have breakfast in bed. Not too many of us because we are starving. 
Breakfast is usually a hot dish with some fish meal. I usually eat it all 
up, try for some more with the usual antics the rookies like, and if 
that fails, I have a pee in my eating bowl. 
 
After breakfast we have one or two poos and then the poop collector 
arrives. This is great fun they call it ‘poo golf’ When the poo is stuck 



on the ice they have a special putter to whip it out. It is chipped out 
into collecting shovel. Other times it is fresh and well not too nice 
really. The best laugh is when some of us have had diarrhoea. Then it 
takes a shovel to clean the snow. The rookies volunteered for this 
job. Can you imagine?!! 
 
At the end of breakfast, we sometimes keep our bowls for licking 
clean. I don't lick mine for obvious reasons. 
 
The departure of the tractor signals howling thank you. This is a bit 
like clapping in guests at a formal dinner, but we clap out with a huge 
howl. Quite a treat for Odd Knutt.  We are sure he enjoys it. As soon 
as the tractor leaves the end of the last dog kennel, we finish the 
thank you song and settle down for a rest. 
 
Twelve o'clock the 
rookies start to 
gather. They collect 
their sleds and 
harnesses, and the 
fun begins. 
 
At the start of the 
week, it takes them 
ages. We are pulled 
this way and that as 
they get us all tangled up. We stand patiently, sometimes stiff legged 
to make it more difficult. Eventually Odd Knutt thinks they have 
struggled enough and shows them yet again. 
 
Over the week they get better and better, faster and faster and it 
ceases to be fun. But then we have the sled ride to look forward to. 
 
I yowl and yowl and create a huge din just to make sure I am picked 
for sledding. Actually, this yowling makes little difference because 



the rookies always stick to the same dogs, but it does make the 
rookies more nervous. The more we yowl, the higher the 
anticipation, the higher the anticipation, the higher the anxiety levels 
rise, and the rookies look more and more nervous. 
 
We are excited. This is what we live for. A long run in the fabulous 
countryside. We have been trained to pull together in harness. We 
rarely fallout and rub shoulders quite well really. 
 

Formation for the rookies is three 
or four dogs. Four for the 
mountains usually 2 leaders and 
two wheels. 
I have graduated from wheel dog 
to leader. I follow the rookie sled 
in front trying to overtake it. 
Sometimes I do and this causes 
absolute havoc. 

 
Some tips 
 

 Try to get the rookie of the sled-all you need to do is have a 
word with your teammates and shout one, two, three. On three 
we all jerked forward, the sled leaps forward and the rookie 
falls off. We are often flying ahead. If we are unlucky, the sled 
rookie in front, catches us as we tried to overtake.  

Our rookie then wades and struggles through the deep snow to 
our sled, pulls it back and stands on the brakes. When the sled 
in front moves off, try the same trick again. 

 The real secret is to get the rookie to relax and think he can 
sled, then whoops we catch him unawares. 

 Aiming for a tree is a good trick or low hanging branches.  The 
rookie must hang on, keep his balance, try and avoid the 
obstacle and not fall off. Useless of course.  



 Another good one is going around corners, if the rookie brakes 
on the bend, we go round the corner, and he goes straight on 
into the snow. 

 Sometimes we try to cut corners and bends and the sled ends 
up 90 degrees upright.  

Of course, the rookie falls off and we end up in a bit of a mess 
but seldom get tangled up in our harnesses, because we can 
jump over the traces pretty smartly. 

 Having a poo en 
route usually 
causes the rookie 
great conster-
nation. Should he 
stop or should he 
go? Just leave us 
alone we know how 
to do it at 30 mph 
never mind 15 
mph. 

 One really good trick is going uphill. When the going gets tough 
we unexpectedly stop for a pee. One pee, all pee, on the same 
spot of course!!   Well the rookie shouts, tries to get going, we 
won't until he steps off with one foot to help push up hill and 
then we are off like a flash. If we are really lucky, off he falls, he 
loses his feet and he's dragged along until he drops off. Great 
fun. 

 Going downhill we increase speed which terrifies most rookies. 
If they are not quick enough on the brake, they usually fall off 
when we make our break for freedom. Freedom to us means 
following the trail home again and then probably out and round 
again. Trina or Odd Knutt finally catches us and we retire to our 
red houses for a well-deserved rest.  

 



If all goes well for the rookie we all stay together and head for 
home. 

 
And finally 
 

The last treat in store and our very last 
chance to make the rookie fall off is when 
we are nearly home. As we follow the 
river, we get faster and faster, never mind 
the trees, branches, or bends, we can hear 
mates calling and we know we can look 
forward to our little red huts. If we haven't 
managed it along the river, we usually 
manage it just before camp. Here we have 
an S bend, a dip and a 4-foot snow drift. 
We end the trip with a 2-foot snow jump 
before we land in the tracks of our red 
huts. How’s that!  

 
Brake, brake, scrape, scrape, and it's all over. We stand panting and 
tired and wait to be reharnessed. We are clipped back on our chain 
runner outside our hut and left to rest. The rookies put harnesses 
and sled at the end of the line and approach us to say thank you.  
 
They forgive us for our speed, fleet of foot, the many poos and pees 
and oh the so many jerks. They pet us, stroke us and if we are really 
lucky we get a most peculiar tasting biscuit. 
 
Now I wouldn't want you to think we don't love our rookies. We do, 
they help us have fun and in turn we hope to give them fun.  
 
Without them we wouldn't have a reason to be here.         Woofer 
now      Froyer  xx 


