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Montgomery-²ŀǊŘ ŎǊŜŀǘŜŘ άwǳŘƻƭǇƘ 
the Red-bƻǎŜŘ wŜƛƴŘŜŜǊέ 
 
Pope Julius I decided that Christmas 
would be on December 25. 
 
The first commercial Christmas card 
was made in  1843. 
 
NORAD (North American Aerospace 
Defense Command) tracks Santa 
/ƭŀǳǎΩ ǎƭŜƛƎƘ ǊƛŘŜ ŀŎǊƻǎǎ  ǘƘŜ ƎƭƻōŜΦ 
 
Cities easiest for Santa to visit are 
those with lots of snow, of course. 
According to the Statistical Abstract 
of the United States, the average 
snowfall each December in the fol-
lowing locations is more than two 
feet, making them the easiest for 
Santa to visit: 
 

Valdez, Alaska 

Yakutat, Alaska 

Blue Canyon, California 

Marquette, Michigan 

Muskegon, Michigan 

Sault Sainte Marie, Michigan 

Mount Washington,  
                New  Hampshire 

Syracuse, New York 
 
ό5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅτ Santa  puts down his 
skateboard landing gears when 
ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ ǎƴƻǿΦύ 
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Which One is Really Our 

National Christmas Tree? 

 

National Christmas Tree ƋOutside the 

White House 

 

First Lady Grace Coolidge allowed the first cut Christ-
mas tree (a balsam fir) to be displayed on the South 
Lawn of the White House in 1923. Fifty years later 
President Nixon responded to anti-cutting protests 
and planted a live tree for the ceremony in 1972. 
Since 1978, the same living Colorado blue spruce has 
been this National Christmas Tree. Planted on the 
Ellipse, the tree is tended and displayed by the Na-
tional Park Service with a lighting in early December. 
  

National Christmas TreeƋInside the 

White House 

 
The official White 
House Christmas 
Tree has been se-
lected each and 
every year since 
1966 from trees 
grown by members 
of the National 
Christmas Tree Asso-
ciation. The holiday 
tree is prepared and 
presented for display 
in the White House 
Blue Room. The 

White House Chief Usher, Superintendent of 
Grounds and other staff select the national winning 
tree. The tree is then decorated by the White House 
Floral Department and presented on Thanksgiving 
weekend. 
  

Delivering the White House Tree  

 

 

 

National Holiday TreeƋ 

Outside the Capitol 

 

This National 
Holiday Tree 
has been a 
tradition at 
the U.S. Capi-
tol since 1963 
when a live 
Douglas fir 
was planted 
on the West 
Front lawn. 
After several 
live tree plant-
ings died, the 
United States 
Forest Service 
started provid-
ing the Capitol with cut Christmas trees from Na-
tional Forests. The Capitol Architect's Office oversees 
the tree's display and lighting service. That service 
and tree lighting is in early December.  

 
(Continued on page 3) 
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D AVEõS MUSINGS  

 

A Word About  

Famous Neighbors 

άDƻƻŘ {ƘƛǇ [ƻƭƭƛǇƻǇέ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ 
mind as I write about a neighbor that was unknown 
to most of us between Capon Bridge and Highview. 
Shirley Temple Black had a residence in Hampshire 
County near Hooks Mill Road.  

The expensive log home Mrs. Black had built was 
hauled in specially built from plans/materials from 
New England out of huge close-set logs. Mrs. Black 

(Shirley Temple) 
worked as an 
A m b a s s a d o r 
under Presidents 
Reagan, and I 
think possibly 
others. Anyhow, I 
became involved 
in a home loan 
approval (sale) as 
a health official 
(in the mid 
мффлΩǎΚύΦ aǊǎΦ 
.ƭŀŎƪΩǎ ǎƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ 
charge of the sale 
due to his 
ƳƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŀŘπ
vanced age and 
lack of need for 

the log home.  
I am not certain Mrs. Black is still alive, but her 

films are certain to live on. 

ē 

Bucky the Sex-Starved Deer! 

ά.ǳŎƪȅΣέ ǘƘŜ ǎŜȄ-starved, 8-point whitetail DEER, 
all revved up and ME, Sunday last (11-23-08). 

I normally lead a pretty quiet life in the hills of WV 
on the Capon River. However, last Sunday that 
changed. I got up early to get the papers, it was 12° 
F., too cold! Diabetes requires that I have 30 minutes 
of vigorous exercise daily. So about noon, I got 
dressed up warmly at  a relatively balmy 35°  to 
either ride the bike, or, horrors!, mount the snow 
plow on the truck. So I went out the kitchen door, 
closing the door behind me. 

As usual I see lots of deer around my house, as it is 
fairly safe from hunters, and the deer know it. So it 
was no surprise to see three white-tailed (butts) of 
Does about 200 feet beyond my equipment shed 
with their rears pointed toward me, browsing. 
²Ƙŀǘ L ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǎŜŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ άǎǇƛƪȅ ōǳǎƘέ ŀōƻǳǘ ор 

feet from where I stood on the deck. I am always 
aware of my surroundings, a good idea in the coun-
try, and city, too. 

What I saw next basically defies logic. Therefore, I 
was rooted to my standing pose, frozen, and my 
ŎǳǊƛƻǎƛǘȅ  ǿŀǎ ǇƛǉǳŜŘΦέ ¢ƘŜ ǎǇƛƪȅ ōǳǎƘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ҕмрл ƭōΦ 
buck deer with a beautiful 8-point rack, perfection in 
every way, almost, like a nature TV show. So I stayed 
quiet , as I usually talk to the Does. The buck raised 
his rack high in the air, (35 feet  away or less), 

snorted at me, then lowered his horns, while scuff-
ing/digging his front hooves, one at a time, as he 
shuffled toward me!? This is odd behavior, even 
ŘǳǊƛƴƎ άǊǳǘΣέ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΦ .ǳŎƪȅ ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ƎŜǘ 
the memo, however. He proceeded, not very slowly, 
directly toward me with his head down, in an aggres-
sive posture. 

Remember, I am dressed in a red parka, soaked in 
oil, standing on a deck about one foot higher than 
the deer. I am 6 feet 2 inches tall and outweighed 
ǘƘŜ ŘŜŜǊ ōȅ млл ǇƻǳƴŘǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
look like a suitor for his harem. As he got closer, I 
could smell his musty odor, YEAH that close! I stayed 
still, but I was starting to reach for a metal push 
ōǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƭŜŦǘΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŀōƻǳǘ рέ ƭƻƴƎΣ ƘŜŀǾȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ōǳŎƪ 
was still proceeding toward me. The look in his eyes 
was not DOE placid by any means! I seem to remem-
ber a similar look in my minivan in my younger days! 

When he got about 5 feet from the concrete step, 
ά.ǳŎƪȅέ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀŘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ŘƻǿƴκƳŜƴŀŎƛƴƎΣ ǎƘŀƪƛƴƎ 
his head in an aggressive manner, still not stopping! 
Uh-Oh!, I actually thought he would charge me at 
this point. I was prepared to get behind the large 
pine tree at my door, but was transfixed on this 
beautiful young buck deer and his display of strength 
and bravado! He shifted a little further then, appar-
ently had an instinctual awakening? Maybe he 
scented my old parka, soaked with Myer Hydraulic 
Fluid®. Bucky made an immediate left faceς90° turn, 
took no more than 4 or 5 leaps, clearing the 40-inch 
fence with 3 feet to spare, and was out of sight in 3 
seconds or less. 
LΩƭƭ ƴŜǾŜǊ ŦƻǊƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘ ƘƛƎƘ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƛǎ ŜƴƻǊƳƻǳǎ 

(Continued on page 3) 

         A Book Signing Event 

Bob Flanagan of 
Yellow Spring was 
honored at a book 
introduction and 
signing party on 
Saturday, October 
24, to mark the 
publication of his 
l o n g- a w a i t e d 
novel, Involuntary 
Tour, 45 years in 
the making, with 
the final chapters 
written in Salz-
burg, Austria, 

where he and Julia were vacationing courtesy of their children. At least Bob 
thought he was finished, but the "final" book turned out to be more than a 
thousand pages, so it took him another two years  of editing which ultimately  
gave birth to "The ASA Trilogy,"with Involuntary Tour as Book 1.  

John and Merrie Hammond hosted the event at their beautiful home, the Asa 
Cline House Bed & Breakfast in Yellow Spring. Merrie Hammond, and Julia 
όIŜǊǎŜƭŦύΣ .ƻōΩǎ ǿƛŦŜΣ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƻǊŘƛƴŀǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǎǘƛǾƛǘƛŜǎΣ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ŀǎ ǿƘƛǇǇŜŘ 
up sumptuous buffet treats,  There was also a variety of complementary wines, 
cheeses, and fruits, and genuine  Yellow Spring water. 
¢ƘŜ ƭŀǊƎŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ƛƴŎƭǳŘŜŘ .ƻōΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ƴŜƛƎƘōƻǊǎΣ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƳŜƳπ

bers of his writing group. It was a good time for all, and everyone was happy to 
congratulate Bob on his success. Many people bought a copy of the book, with 
Bob personally signing each one.  

After the book-signing event, Bob treated us all to a reading from chapter 17, 
"Never Get Out of the Plane," 
from Involuntary Tour, as well as 
a section from chapter 7, 
"Unaccountable," from the sec-
ond book in the trilogy, Dragon 
Bait, to be published sometime in 
the spring of next year. 

 
.ƻōΩǎ ōƻƻƪǎ ŀǊŜ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ ƻƴ-

line at www.connemarapress.org 
and at www.amazon.com; 
www.barnesandnoble.com, and 
at bookstores everywhere. 

Involuntary TourΣ ŀ ƴƻǾŜƭΥ  .ƻƻƪ L ƛƴ ά¢ƘŜ !{! 
¢ǊƛƭƻƎȅέ ōȅ wƻōŜǊǘ CƭŀƴŀƎŀƴΣ /ƻƴƴŜƳŀǊŀ tǊŜǎǎκ
AuthorHouse 2009: ISBN 978-1-4490-1766-8 
(hardcover) or 978-1-4490-1765-1 (soft cover). 
 
Peripheral Visions, a collection of short fiction 
by Robert Flanagan, Mountain State Press 2003. 
 
Bits & Pieces, a collection of short essays from 

newspaper columns by Bob Flanagan, Conne-

mara Press/Berryville Graphics, 2001. 
 
Adventures in Hell: Vol. 1 stories, memoirs, 

poems and articles about the Viet Nam War written by Viet Nam veterans, in-
cluding work by Robert Flanagan; David Anderson, Editor, Ritz Publications 1990. 


