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Dates To Remember 

Monday, December 7—Food 

Drive pick up after 10 am at your 

home.  Have your donation 

outside. 

Tuesday, December 15---"Gather 

‘Round the Hearth.”  Little 

Theater Zoom program at 7 pm 

featuring our own members with 

holiday entertainment.  More 

information and sign up details 

inside. 

Wednesday, December 16—

Heritage Hunt Holiday Spectacular. 

See article with details inside.  
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Share the Holiday 
Happiness 

What a year it has been with 
many problems, events, worries 

to occupy our minds! 

Despite the year’s crises, we are 
approaching the holiday season 
and new year with good cheer.  

Though we cannot hold our 
annual holiday party.               

We can share our good wishes. 

Put canned food, nonperishables 
or paper supplies                       

on your front step or in lobby. 

Little Theater elves will collect 
your contribution                     

and leave you a special treat!  

Pick up will be 

Monday, December 7              
after 10 am 

Donations will go to House of Mercy 
and SERVE 

 

 

 

 

Gather ‘Round the Hearth 

Join members of Little Theater in a 

Zoom evening of storytelling and 

holiday memories                     

Tuesday, December 15                  

7:00 pm 

Please respond to Kathryn Schmiel 

(geneofva@gmail.com) if you would 

like to read a story or a poem, 

recall a funny or poignant memory, 

sing a song, or whatever you’d like 

to do. Time is limited to 5 minutes 

per member. 

The Zoom link will be sent to you on  

Monday, December 14 with the  

number to call in case you have 

difficulty. 

We hope to see as many of you as 

possible!  
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THE HH HOLIDAY 

VARIETY SHOW AND 

PARADE 

 

Join us in the Holiday Parade on 

December 6. The parade of vehicles 

will wind through Heritage Hunt 

streets following a lead car. Decorate 

your vehicle with signs, balloons, flags 

and other items that display your 

creativity. The parade will consist of 

two simultaneous mini-parades. One, 

centered on the Marsh Mansion, is 

routed along streets north of and 

including Charismatic Way. The other, 

centered on the Club House, is routed 

along streets south of Charismatic 

Way.  If you would like to participate, 

contact Jane Alger at 

jalger12@comcast.net to register for 

the northern mini-parade, or Sandy 

Thompson at thompsand@comcast.net 

for the southern mini-parade. 

Registrants will receive an email 

giving all the details. The parade will 

start at 2:45 pm. Don’t delay! Only the 

first 30 vehicles in each mini-parade 

will be included. Even if you don’t 

drive in the parade, participate by 

coming outside to cheer the drivers as 

they pass.        

A Special Holiday Curbside 

Takeout Meal (pick up at the 

Clubhouse).  In celebration of the 

Holiday Celebration, on the afternoon 

of December 16th, Up-To-Par and the 

Food and Beverage Committee will 

offer a special holiday meal for curb-

side takeout service.  Information 

about ordering and picking-up the 

meal will be distributed in the near 

future.  The meal will be available 

after the Holiday Car Parade        

A Virtual Holiday Variety Show to 

be aired on the HHTV Channel (the 

evening of December 16th) and on 

YouTube.  The show will feature 

numerous singers, dancers and actors 

from the Heritage Hunt 

Community.     On the evening of 

December 16th, we will air a Virtual 

Holiday Variety Show on an HHTV 

Channel. The show will include many 

performers from the Heritage Hunt 

community who are video-recording 

their performances for the show.  The 

show will also be available on 

YouTube, for residents to watch at 

their leisure.  Entertainers include: The High 

Steppers; The Little Theater; The Troubadours 

(from Men in Song); The Women of Note; Art 

Moscatello; Tina Mullins; Randy and Kathy 

Stachel; and, Dave Anderson. 

 

mailto:jalger12@comcast.net
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Celebrate the Holidays! 

This adaptation by Joe Landry of the 

beloved American holiday classic “It’s a 

Wonderful Life” will be presented by 

Fauquier Community Theatre (FCT) as a 

live 1940s radio broadcast and streamed 

virtually. Over 35 actors will be seen 

bringing to life the story of idealistic George 

Bailey as he considers what’s meaningful in 

life on that fateful Christmas Eve in 1946. 

All the actors will be seen in the broadcast 

in costumes of the era as well as the Foley 

artists who will be producing the sound 

effects. 

 December 5, 2020 at 7:30 pm 

December 6, 2020 at 2 pm 

Tickets $10-$20  

Performances are online. 

Tickets: www.FCTstage.org 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2021 HHLT Board 

Announced 

 

 

HHLT’s Board will meet in 

early December to determine 

the officers for the new year.  

Board members are Val 

Bowman, Kathy Carrico. 

Mary Jane Fink, Andy Mays, 

Sally Peterson, Gene 

Schmiel, and Joan Turner.  
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This month’s Play Time 
is ending with two 

holiday stories. 

We Live in a Tree for One 

Month Every Year 

by Reina Hardy 

We are fragile, but immortal, somewhere 

between mayflies and unicorns. Eleven 

months of the year we sleep wrapped in 

tissue paper in big red boxes, until we are 

lifted and carried down, and carefully 

uncovered. By that time the tree is ready, 

covered in lights and red glass balls and 

golden ribbons. The tree used to be a 

stranger every year, a strange-smelling, god-

like thing, sticky with sap, who knew things 

we didn’t know, but now the tree is more 

like us. It stays in a red dark bag in the 

basement most of 

the time.  

Light comes down 

through the box lid. 

It stays on till we 

hear the only songs 

we know, and then 

the girl lifts them 

off. She has been tall 

enough now for so many Christmases, and 

she knows all of us that are worth knowing. 

She makes sure that we stay by our loved 

ones, and our friends. She makes sure that 

we do our jobs. 

The goose girl must await her geese. 

The giraffe puppet and the top hat lion are 

married now, after a long courtship. 

The beautiful glass king stag must hang a 

little hidden from view, with a green or blue 

light to illuminate him. Only then can his 

magic and beneficence filter through 

the house. 

All of the other precious ornaments must be 

seen, even if they are new. 

The old and unlovely are hidden below the 

window and behind the tree, but never do 

they stay in the box. 

The new and unlovely go high, facing the 

window, but away from the family. They 

shout back to us about passerbys and dogs, 

which we have not seen for some time. 

Angels and moons and suns and stars must 

go near the top. 

Birds must nestle in lower branches, except 

for the doves, which must wait on Galatea. 

Galatea is the angel that holds the reins of 

the world. She is lashed to the highest point 

of the tree and she watches over all of us 

(the reins of the world are the golden 

ribbons.) 

The green satin rocking horse mourned and 

would not stop mourning the death of the 

blue satin rocking horse (chewed up by a 

dog) and while he hung sad and lonely low 

for ever so many years he is gone now, and 

no one knows how he went. 

After we have heard our songs two or three 

times through, the box is carried away, and 

life begins. We talk and visit, and love each 

other. We watch the people of the house, 

and the people of the street, and we cast our 

various magics on them. We used to talk to 

the new tree. We love to hear about snow, 

and traveling fast above streets, and about 



other trees, and about the moment when the 

old man put his hand on the tree, and shook 

it, and chose it for our own, and would take 

it home and string the lights so that the girl 

could go to work. And oh the strangeness of 

being strung with lights! The feeling of 

being all lit up and beribboned and 

becoming a world ruled by an angel! 

The conversation is different now. This tree 

has never seen the old man, and says it has 

been strung with lights for as long as it can 

remember, so it is like talking with another 

old friend, an old friend we met just last 

year. And truly, we think it is better. The 

trees who were strangers could never stay 

long. They changed as people do, and their 

marvelous smells would fade. Galatea would 

tug on her golden ribbons, her face growing 

sad, and when the old woman would take us 

off the tree and wrap us in fresh paper, we 

would cling to the branches  and whisper 

“goodbye—goodbye!” We do not know 

what changed. We do not know where the 

dogs went, or the blue satin rocking horse, 

or the old man, but this year as we go into 

the paper we will say just Au revoir! Auf 

Wiedersehen! We will think of the songs in 

our sleep, dear tree, until we meet again! 

 

 

The Vanishing Flame 

By Yerachmiel Tilles 

 

It was the first night of Chanukah. Outside a 

snowstorm raged, but inside it was tranquil and 

warm. Rabbi stood in front of the menorah, 

surrounded by a crowd of his Chassidim. He recited 

the blessings with great devotion, lit the single 

candle, placed the servant candle in its designated 

place, and began to sing HaNairot Halalu. His face 

radiated holiness and joy; the awed Chassidim 

stared intently at him. 

The flame of the candle was burning strongly. The 

Rabbi and Chassidim sat nearby and sang Maoz 

Tsur and other Chanukah songs. All of a sudden, 

the candle began to flicker and leap wildly, even 

though there wasn't the slightest breeze in the 

house. It was as if it were dancing. Or struggling. 

And then, it disappeared! 

It didn't blow out, there was no smoke, it just was 

not there anymore. It was as if it flew off 

somewhere else. The Rabbi himself seemed lost in 

thought. His attendant went over to re-light the 

wick, but the Rabbi waved him off. 

He motioned to the Chassidim to continue singing. 

Several times, between tunes, the Rabbi spoke 

words of Torah. The evening passed delightfully, 

and the Chassidim present had all but forgotten 

about the disappearing Chanukah candle. 

It was nearly midnight when the harsh sound of 

carriage wheels grating on the snow and ice 

exploded the tranquility. The door burst open and in 

came a Chassid who hailed from a distant village. 

His appearance was shocking. His clothes were 

ripped and filthy, and his face was puffy and 

bleeding. And yet, in stark contrast to his physical 

state, his eyes were sparkling and his features shone 

with joy. 

 

He sat down at the table, and with all eyes upon 

him, began to speak excitedly. "This isn't the first 

time I came by the forest route, and I know the way 

very well. But there was a terrible snow storm this 



week, which greatly slowed my advance. I began to 

worry that I wouldn't get here in time to be with the 

Rabbi for the first night of Chanukah. The thought 

disturbed me so much, I decided not to wait out the 

storm, but to plod ahead and travel day and night, in 

the hope that I could reach my destination on time. 

"That was a foolish idea, I must admit, but I didn't 

realize that until too late. Last night, I ran into a 

gang of bandits, who were quite pleased to 

encounter me. They figured if I was out in this 

weather, at night, alone, I must be a wealthy 

merchant whose business could not brook delay. 

They demanded that I surrender to them all of my 

money. 

"I tried to explain, I pleaded with them, but they 

absolutely refused to believe I had no money. They 

seized the reins of my horses and leapt on my 

wagon. They sat themselves on either side of me to 

keep me under close surveillance, and then drove 

me and my wagon off to meet their chief to decide 

my fate. 

"While they waited for their chief to arrive, they 

questioned and cross-examined me in great detail, 

searched me and the wagon, and beat me, trying to 

elicit the secret of where I had hidden my money. I 

had nothing to tell them except the truth, and that 

they weren't prepared to accept. 

"After many hours they threw me into a dark cellar. 

I lay there until  the gang leader came to speak with 

me. 

"I tried to the best of my ability to describe to him 

the great joy of being in the Rabbi's presence, and 

how it was so important to me to get to the Rabbi by 

the start of the holiday that it was worth it to 

endanger myself by traveling at night. 

"It seems that my words made an impression on 

him, or else he was persuaded by my adamancy. 

But whichever it was, thank G-d he released me 

from the handcuffs, saying: 

"I sense that your faith in G-d is strong and your 

longing to be with your Rabbi is genuine and 

intense. Now we shall see if this is the truth. I am 

going to let you go, but you should know that the 

way is extremely dangerous. Even the most rugged 

people never venture into the heart of the forest 

alone, only in groups, and especially not in a storm 

and at night. You can leave and try your luck. And I 

am telling you, if you get through the forest and the 

other terrible conditions safely, unharmed by the 

ferocious wild beasts or anything else, then I will 

break up my gang and reform my ways. 

"If you actually reach the outskirts of the city, then 

throw your handkerchief into the ditch next to the 

road, behind the signpost there. One of my men will 

be waiting, and that is how I will know that you 

made it. 

"I then became terrified all over again. The 

hardships I had already endured were seared into 

my soul, and now even more frightening nightmares 

awaited me. But when I thought about how 

wonderful it is to be with the Rabbi at the menorah 

lighting, I shook off all my apprehensions and 

resolved not to delay another moment. My horse 

and carriage were returned to me and I set off on 

my way. 

"There was total darkness all around. I could hear 

the cries of the forest animals, and they sounded 

close. I feared that I was surrounded by a pack of 

vicious wolves. 

"I crouched down over my horse's neck and spurred 

him on. He refused to move in the pitch blackness. I 

lashed him. He didn't budge. 

"I had no idea what to do. At that moment, a small 

light flickered in front of the carriage. The horse 

stepped eagerly towards it. The light advanced. The 

horse followed. All along the way, the wild animals 

fled from us, as if the tiny dancing flame was 

driving them away. 

"We followed that flame all the way here. I kept my 

end of the bargain and threw my handkerchief at the 

designated place. Who knows? Perhaps those cruel 

bandits will change their ways, all in the merit of 

that little light." 

It was only then that the Chassidim noticed that the 

Rabbi's Chanukah light had returned. There it was, 

burning in the elaborate menorah, its flame strong 

and pure as if it had just been lit. 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


