Socializing Puppies and The Myth

I just love having a litter of pups.  The expectancy, the anticipation while waiting  two months seems like a long time, and I am as excited as a little child waiting for Christmas.  The waiting and planning is so fun, and the miracle of birth  is so awesome each and every time. Then I move, handle, examine and watch each day as the little fur balls  grow and develop and become an individual, a puppy with its own ideas of how things are.   It is a delight to sit in the puppy area and watch how they think and solve the new problems they face each day. Some  will crawl  out of the whelping box to face the world without hesitation and others  sit inside and cry till they go to sleep.  One  will come to check me out and grab my pant leg and tug.  Another will watch from across their area, and if nothing happens to the little attacker,  they will finally come to me.  They learn from absolutely everything that  goes on in their world.  

For the first two weeks of their life,  I keep it quiet and protected around them. The mother and I are both happy that life stays simple.  Then visitors are allowed,  and mother goes outside for a short amount of time. Next, puppies are moved to other areas of the house and  the learning continues. Soon the  four-legged babies are following me all over the house and under foot enough to be a nuisance.. By five weeks they are familiar with the back yard and the kennel area.  They all know when I call there might be food and they stampede . Each day brings something new in their lives that they must investigate and figure out.  I try to make sure of that.  

Formal training usually starts sometime between 3 – 6  months old.   I had a litter just 2 months old when the White German Shepherd National  was held.  I decided to go and take all the dogs,  and the puppies,  along.  This decision caused a friend to worry about the puppies.  After all, they were too little to be hauled all over the country in a trailer, and exposed to  all those dogs at the national and lordy knows what germs. It would traumatize them.   I would be sorry I took those puppies along, she was adamant.  But I took those puppies along.  I worried, but decided I could shield them from   too much  activity  or  anything that would be detrimental. 

The pups already knew about crates, they took their afternoon nap in one.  So putting them in the trailer in a crate did not concern them, and mother was right next-door in another crate.  When I stopped at the first rest stop the pups were all sleeping and not at all fearful. No one had thrown up either.   They each came out on a leash and  happily explored the dog walk area.  They were already leash broke  so again, not much stress.  But then, we met our first semi, parked right next to us and  the trucker had brake problems and the  thing was hissing away constantly.  The water bowl was by the steps and too close to that hissing thing for comfort,  but I sat on the step with each puppy and waited till they decided to drink.  Some  drank within a minute  and others maybe took two minutes, but they all decided if they watched it, they could drink.  As we progressed on our journey the pups were a joy to watch as they met new challenges and adjusted.  Other dogs at rest areas were always something I was scared of.  But at one stop the 2-month-old puppy had a sheltie type dog groveling in front of her.  I became more confident.  So did the pups.   

By the time we arrived at our destination, those pups would walk next to a hissing roaring semi truck,  pass within inches of my generator that was roaring, belching and blowing hot air,  come out of the trailer in a new area and happily and excitedly explore  without any fear, and do their job without hesitation.   They met people and dogs  without any concern. Walked near to moving traffic   with confidence.  And ate and pooped with relish !   Now that was socialization.

When I think back to that experience, I feel all the new experiences were positive and good for those puppies.  They did not need to be protected from anything.   Now I listen to people say, do not get a Christmas puppy. The commotion is too much for them.  = = =  I really doubt it.   
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