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President’s Corner:  
Face to Fang 

Intellectually I have known they lived among us, but meeting one face to fang was 
a shock.  I’m a city girl and other than Girl Scout camps and trying to impress my 
soon-to-be-husband’s family on hikes in Tennessee, my environment is more 
conducive to concrete than copperheads. When a large one nested in a hole in our 
retaining wall, right beside my car, I was freaked out!  How many times had I 
passed it, come close to disturbing it?   

I have a really good imagination and it was off and running.  Was he going to get in 
my car?  Could he get under the garage door?  From there it was a short slither 
into our house!   

All my fears were put to rest by Jim Hardy, whom I recently met at a Nature Nuts 
program, featuring snakes. He came to our house, gently removed the snake, put 
it in a bucket and took it to live on “a farm in the country”—no really!  He will 
relocate the snake far away; he said if he only took it a few miles, it could probably 
find its way back. He became fascinated with snakes when he was young and he 
still has that enthusiasm. 

I did a little research on copperheads and their venom: 

• Copperheads bite more people in most years than any other type of snake, 
according to the NC State University Cooperative Extension Service. 

• Usually, its venom is not very potent and adults usually don’t die from it. 

• Researchers at the University of Southern California injected a protein from 
the southern copperhead’s venom directly into mammary glands of mice with 
human breast cancer cells present. The protein inhibited the growth of the 
tumor and kept the cancer from spreading to the lungs. 

 I have more knowledge and fear the snakes less, but I’m still happy that he is 
gone! 
                          Carol McCullough   
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Stills in the Forest 

In last year’s Summer Series, Sherwood 
Forest Friends spotlighted the strong 
and undeniable connection between 
the Scotch-Irish culture and our own in 
Southern Appalachia. This connection 
was shown through storytelling, 
weaving, music, and dance. There is 
another strong connection that lies 
hidden away deep in our forest and 
along our mountain streams and creeks.  

Most of you are aware that we have 
several old “moonshine” stills in the 
Forest. The copper tubing is long gone, 
but the 55-gallon drums, rings, and 
pipes leading to the creeks remain as 
skeletons in the cultural milieu of our 
area. It’s hard to miss the stills along Big 
Still, Grotto, Beech Cove, and Ravine 
trails – just to mention a few. It’s really 
pretty easy to understand why so many 
stills were built in our woods. The area 
was remote, there was plenty of clean, 
cool water, there was a demand, and 
there was money to be made.  

Like most of the other Scotch-Irish and 
Southern Appalachian connections, 
moonshining travelled down the 
Appalachian Mountains from 
Pennsylvania. The Indian Removal Act 
of 1830 hastened the migration of  
 

July 1  

Shoo-Fly Summers Square Dance  
Co-sponsored by Sherwood Forest Friends.  $5 admission, babes in arms free.   

6-9 p.m. in the Robin Hood Barn. Snacks and beverages will be available for 

purchase. Dance the night away with Cedar Mountain Music Project and 

Sherwood Forest Friends.  Uncle Ted from the Whitewater Bluegrass Band 

will lead us in promenades and do-si-dos until our boots fall off! 

Check out the  
Summer Series Schedule on page four! 



Economic Evolution/Leisure Revolution 

My family hails from Newton Grove NC, population 585.  Newton Grove is so small 
it still doesn’t even rate a traffic light.  In 1935, my father and uncle took advantage 
of a new government program established by the FDR administration to help 
people deal with the worst of the Depression.  That program was the Civilian 
Conservation Corps, the CCC. The two brothers left the tobacco and hog farms of 
the Piedmont and headed to the wilds of Western North Carolina (WNC).  They 
joined more than 6,000 other young men and boys scattered across WNC in 30 
camps.  They spent the next couple of years in the CCC, working on the Blue Ridge 
Parkway as truck mechanics. 

Sometime around 1954, my uncle left the CCC, moved to Takoma Park, Maryland, 
and opened an auto repair shop in Washington, D.C. called DC Ignition 
Headquarters.  Soon after, my family moved to Maryland, too, where my father 
joined my uncle in running the shop.  I often wondered where they got the money 
to start the business, living as they had in the wilds of WNC.  I suspect the answer 
involved moonshine. 

Running illegal liquor was big business in WNC during the 1940s, and there was 
plenty of money to be made.  But the government kept close track of who was 
spending what back then and the brothers may have figured the District of 
Columbia was far enough away from ‘shine country to escape their notice. 

In the meantime, the good old boys running liquor had found a new way to spend 
their dollars, car racing.  At that time, at least half the speed parts being produced 
in southern California for post-war, thrill-seeking car kids looking to go fast went 
straight to WNC, allowing the boys to outrun the law.  In order to show off a bit, 
the local guys began to take their hot cars to the track.  Thus, stock car racing 
began, and soon NASCAR was a major entertainment in the south.  And the rest, as 
they say, is history. 

Thurman HIll 
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Nothing is Disposable 

“Here, take this. I am done with it. I 
don’t care what you do with it. Get it 
out of my sight.”  Isn’t that what we are 
doing when we ask someone to throw 
something away?   

Every time I see a single-use plastic item 
I think of the cost it had on my 
hometown.  Here, pipelines run from  
fracking fields to cracker plants where 
single-use plastic items are made. Along 
the way, the community’s watershed 
suffered dramatically. 

What gives us the right to destroy 
another community’s clean water so we 
can have the convenience of using 
something one time and throwing it 
away? We extract something from the 
earth, use it one time, and bury it. We 
call ourselves civilized, yet this is 
barbaric.  Are we more privileged than 
those who have to deal with the impact 
of this cycle? 

I once heard of a society that did not 
have the word stress in their language 
because they didn’t experience it. What 
if we decided to dispose of the word 
disposable? What if we embraced the 
idea that everything and everyone has 
value? What if we built a culture and 
the tools to support reuse? What if 
every soul carried their own reusable 
place setting?  

At the Cedar Mountain Canteen, folks 
are invited to bring their own plates, 
cups, and flatware and many do. It is 
fun to see the variety of place settings 
and our guests seem to love it.  

Please join us and carry your own. 

Kim Coram 



The Whistlestop Market is a 
local favorite.  Conveniently 
located on Rt. 276 in the heart 
of Cedar Mountain, it is a 
mainstay for quality fresh 
fruits and vegetables, wines 
and locally sourced meats, 
baked goods, and more.  It is a 
friendly, relaxed place to chat 
with friends and staff.   

Enter Chris and Kristin Reyn-
olds.  Chris and Kristin met at 
Brevard College in the mid 
‘80’s and fell in love with Bre-
vard.  Though they raised 
their family in Charlotte, they 
visited frequently and intend-
ed to retire to the area.  In 
March 2020 they bought a 
house in Connestee Falls.  Right around the same time, the 
pandemic became our reality and life changed for us all.  The 
Reynolds decided to accelerate their plan for retirement.  
They sold their home in Charlotte and moved to Connestee in 
July of 2020.   
  
Their new home required significant remodeling which took 
much of their time for the next 3 years.  Integral to their re-
tirement plan had been to purchase a small business to run in 
the area.  While on a cruise to Alaska in July 2022, a friend 
contacted them to let them know that the Whistlestop Mar-
ket was for sale.  They were elated.  This was just the sort of 
small business they were looking to buy.  Having lived in the 
area for a couple of years, they were aware of its reputation 
for high quality, locally and responsibly sourced merchandise, 
as well as the relaxed neighborhood atmosphere the market 
provided. 
  
They bought the business in May of this year.  Their goal is 
simple; for the Whistlestop Market to be an asset to the com-
munity.  They want input from their customers about what 
they want or don’t want the market to be and to carry.  They 

Whistlestop, v. 2.0 

are aligned with the Canteen 
(a beer and music venue) 
down the road, in terms of 
their environmental and 
community values, and hope 
to partner with the Canteen 
as well as other small busi-
nesses in the area to contin-
ue to work towards those 
values. 
  
Chris and Kristin like the 
Whistlestop as it is.  They 
don’t plan on changing 
things up a lot.  Chris does 
expect that he will add more 
technology to streamline the 
management of the busi-
ness.  They do expect to 
grow their seafood program 

so that more varied seafood filets, as well as shrimp, oys-
ters , etc., will be available every Friday.  They also are think-
ing of possibly adding ‘meal kits’ at some point offering all 
the ingredients for a given meal ready to go.  They are look-
ing forward to offering regular Wine Tastings, though as yet, 
have not set that up.  They are actively learning about wines 
and beers to better assist customers in their buying experi-
ences.  They plan on keeping to the same schedule at this 
point, still closing on Mondays.  Chris mentioned that they 
plan on some simple upgrades on the building come next 
winter. 
  
We thank Diane and Val for what they created with the orig-
inal iteration of The Whistlestop  and wish them the best as 
they move forward with their lives.  The Reynolds want to 
add to the ‘community hub’ aspect that has evolved and 
take it to the next level.  At this point in their lives, they 
strive for their business to be more service to the communi-
ty than moneymaker. Please feel free to introduce yourself 
to these two new delightful entrepreneurs at the market 
and share your ideas.  

Karin Bar-Zeev 
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Sherwood Forest Friends newsletter is published quarterly.   
Send your  comments, and ideas for future stories to   

Susan Wilkinson, sgeew7@gmail.com.   

Thanks to Terri Niemes, proofreader. 

Sherwood Forest Friends 
P.O. Box 212, Cedar Mountain,  NC 28718 

Sherwood Forest Friends, Inc., is a not-for-profit charitable 
organization under Section 501c( 3) of the Internal Revenue 

Code.  Our federal identification number is 82-1825571. 

(Stills, cont.) 

Scotch-Irish settlers into 
Southern Appalachia, and not 
surprisingly they brought the 
making of shine with them. 
Around 1840, a gallon of 
moonshine could be sold for 
$0.35 a gallon. The federal 
government saw this as a way 
of generating revenue for the 
still fledging nation and a tax 
was imposed. The 
independent-minded Scotch-
Irish didn’t take too well to 
that and simply moved their 
operations deeper into the 
woods and ignored the tax.  

These areas, like our forests, 
were virtually inaccessible, 
and the demand for cheaper, 
untaxed whiskey continued 
and even grew. Moonshine 
“trippers” or runners became 
part of the culture as well. 
There have been many books 
written and movies made 
featuring the stereotypical 
moonshiner, the runners, and 
the dreaded revenuers. 

Thunder Road comes to 
mind.  NASCAR probably got 
its start from runners who 
liked driving fast and 
outrunning revenuers. 

Over the years things 
changed.  White Lightning,  
or whiskey made from 
sugar, replaced corn 
whiskey. Stills were left 
abandoned and are now 
part of the cultural 
landscape in areas like 
Sherwood Forest. Today, 
people can buy legal 
moonshine just down the 
road in Cedar Mountain.  

Full disclosure. I am more 
than just a little interested 
and even connected with 
moonshining. The 
photograph below shows 
my grandfather, Ike Messer, 
on the right, sometime 
around 1905, in front of 
what I will call his “science” 
project in East Tennessee.   

David Messer 

2023 Summer Series  
Free admission!   

7 p.m. in the Robin Hood Barn 
Wine, water, and raffle tickets to benefit the  

Greg Allikas Scholarship Fund will be available  
for donation beginning at 6:30 p.m 

August 12     
The Story Behind 

the Story 
Meet Sharyn McCrumb, 

award-winning writer 
beloved for her Appalachian 

"Ballad" novels, set in the 
North Carolina/Tennessee 
mountains.  She compares 

her best-sellers to quilts, 
“brightly colored scraps of 

legends, ballads, fragments 
of rural life and local tragedy, 

pieced together into a 
complex whole that tells not 

only a story, but also a 
deeper truth about the  

mountain South.” 

August 19   
Summer Camps in Western North Carolina 

Since the early 1900s, the arrival of the camp season has 
drawn many families to this area, home to the largest 
concentration of summer camps in the United States. 

Discover the traditions, innovations, and impact spawned by 
summer camp with journalist and president of Historic Flat 

Rock, Missy Schenck, who runs a camp with her family. 

August 26  
Remembering the  
Great Flood of 1916  
Award-winning filmmaker and 
executive director of The 
Center for Cultural 
Preservation David Weintraub 
will screen his film Come Hell 
or High Water, Remembering 
The Flood of 1916 and share 
stories born of Western North 
Carolina's worst natural 
disaster. 

September 9   
Mountain Music: Fireside to Fender 

Join Al Brothers, Mary Gordon, and friends for a musical 
review featuring 11-year-old banjo phenom Judson Stone. 
Sing along and tap your toes in time to  an eclectic mix of 

Celtic, blues, and rock n’roll rhythms.  

 

 

 

 


