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President’s Corner   
Years ago, while on a business 

trip to China, I planned to follow 

meetings by flying to Tibet. 

When tensions flared along the 

borders, flights were canceled, I 

changed course and booked a 

flight to Hanoi. Little did I realize 

I was arriving on the My Lai 

Massacre anniversary—not the 

welcome wagon hoped for. My 

hastily arranged guide spoke no 

English making the city 

harrowing. Between my big, 

unruly curly hair and deep 

southern drawl, I stood out like 

a sore thumb. Yet, the 

Vietnamese saw me as a hapless 

tourist who’d taken a 

spectacular wrong turn—and 

treated me with amusement.  

I set out for Ha Long Bay, 

boarding a traditional wooden 

junk. I envisioned the start of a 

grand adventure. As it was early 

spring, I turned out to be the 

only paying passenger. The junk 

was exquisite, carved from 

glossy teak, but none of the 

crew spoke English. Meals felt 

lonely until I carried my plate 

into the kitchen. The staff—

freaked out and not sure what 

to do with a tourist invading 

their space—stared as if I’d 

landed from another planet, 

then awkwardly shuffled to 

make room. 

Communication remained 

challenging. The crew was crazy 

for karaoke. At first their 

endless singing drove me nuts 

but then a light bulb went off: 

maybe karaoke could be our 

bridge. As they belted out 

English lyrics, I caught words 

and phrases. Bit by bit we 

strung together sentences. I 

sang in broken Vietnamese, and 

they picked up snippets of 

English. We laughed, we sang, 

and loneliness gave way to 

connection. 

What began as an unplanned 

journey turned into one of the 

most memorable experiences 

of my life—a reminder that the 

roads we don’t intend to take 

sometimes lead us exactly 

where we’re meant to be. 

    Lelia Duncan 

Lost in Translation, Found in Song 
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“Take Another Road to Another Time…”   Jimmy Buffet                                                

When automobiles were new and driving was more than just a way 

to get from one point to another, the open road was a symbol of 

freedom and adventure. Then, travelers didn’t concentrate on the 

destination, but rather the journey.  Flying over the nation has 

replaced driving across it.  We no longer “see the sights” and we 

are the poorer for it. 

David and I have had occasion to travel two of our nation’s 

“Mother Roads,” both established in the mid 1920’s. Both are over 

2,000 miles long.  US Route 66 travels from east to west from 

Chicago to Santa Monica, California and US Route 1 begins in Kent, 

Maine and ends in Key West, Florida. Both attracted people who 

wanted something different, and wanted it badly enough to blaze 

new paths.  Communities along the way that met the needs of the 

travelers prospered.  Even when the Interstate Highway System 

bypassed those communities, some became nostalgic reminders of 

a time when getting there was the real adventure. 

So many serendipities along the way! In 2024, part of US Route 1/

State Road A1A  was renamed the Jimmy Buffet Memorial 

Highway—a fitting legacy! 

If you don’t like Jimmy Buffet’s lyrics, try this thought by British 

explorer and travel writer Freya Stark:  “If one were given a single 

window from which to look upon the world, it should face, I think, 

the road.” 

                              Carol McCullough 



Thank You, Raffle Donors! 

The Summer Series Raffle, auctions, and beverage sales generated 
great interest and over $4,000 for SFF ’s  programs and next scholar-
ship. Many thanks to the generous merchants and individuals who 
contributed.   

Blue Moon Gallery 
June Ellen Bradley 

Brevard Music Center 
Cedar Mountain Café 

Cedar Mountain Moonshine 
Co-Ed Cinema 

Cup and Saucer 
Earth Mountain Bikes 

Kathy Figiel 
Helen Gift 

Mary Gordon 
Gem Mine 

Lucy Clark Gallery 

David Messer 
The Outpost 

Quixote 
Diane Rago 
Randy Rago 

Sandy Schenk 
Sherwood Forest Golf Course 

Smokey Sunrise 
Sylvan Sports 

Tom Sims 
Whistlestop Market & Wine 

White Squirrel Woodworking 
Woodhaven Glass 

 

It’s  late September, 

2025, and my sisters 

and I will soon be off 

again, following Le 

Chemin de Saint 

Jacques, the pilgrims 

way in  France. We 

will walk along a 

footpath pilgrims have 

trod for over a 

thousand years as 

they walk from France 

toward Spain and the 

cathedral of San Iago 

de Compestela.  

Nowadays, people are 

drawn to Le Chemin 

for a variety of reasons—for the challenge,  for self discovery, for 

religious reasons, for the love of the region—and in a variety of 

ways— alone, with friends, in short stages or in one huge 

concentrated effort.  My sisters Patricia, Laura, Mary, and I, have 

been walking Le Chemin in southwestern France in short stages 

each September, starting in 2023.  

Once we set out, we walk in silence for a period of time each 

morning, and then give ourselves time to explore each wayside 

chapel, to say “bonjour” to the many cows, and to try to identify 

the wildflowers and mushrooms along the way.  We  encounter 

very few other pilgrims during the day, and very few inhabitants of 

the village and hamlets we pass in this depopulated region of 

France. We carry only hiking sticks and a daypack with a picnic 

lunch (and a rain poncho!) and meet our heavy backpacks at our 

evening destination.   

Last year we began our walk in the cathedral town of Le 

Puy; crossed the region of Le Vélay known for its volcanic 

formations;  made our way through dark forests of the Gévaudan 

where the 19th century tales of a mysterious wild beast and 

brigands are kept alive; and finally crossed the high wind-swept 

plateau of the Aubrac, the heart of the Resistance in WWII.    

 

Each evening we stayed in small places, gîtes, where we were 

served a home-cooked meal, family-style, and shared stories (and 

practiced our French ) with other pilgrims.  One sister might snore, 

and another might lead us in the wrong direction, but all four 

sisters share an appreciation for the beauty of this remote area of 

France, for the adventure that unfolds, and for the joy of being 

together. Our only regret is that our sister Mary will not be joining 

us this year. She is the one who can read a map and carry a 

tune!   As we set out again, please wish us bon chemin!   

       Margaret T. MacCary 

The Falling Leaf 
I have taken many sojourns 

into the natural world and 

experienced many of its 

wonders.  However, one thing 

has avoided my detection.  I 

have never been able to catch 

sight of a leaf from the 

moment it drops from a 

branch to the moment it 

settles on the earth below.  

One fall afternoon I decided to 

go out to remedy the 

situation.  

It was a cold and windy day 

near the Rock River in 

northern Illinois.  There was a 

layer of snow on the ground 

and the trees around me were 

partly cloaked in white with 

only a few brown leaves left to 

sway precariously in the wind.  

I looked down at my frozen 

sneaker-clad feet to reassure 

Following the Pilgrim’s Path 
myself that they were there and 

noticed a line of hoof prints 

stretching out in front of me.  

There, before my feet, a different 

adventure was suggested. 

I decided to track this deer.  I am 

no expert tracker, but these 

tracks seemed fairly fresh, so I 

started out further into the 

woods.  The soft snow masked 

the sound of my footsteps as I 

began my pursuit.  Soon the line 

crossed of tracks crossed another 

set of tracks and another and 

another.  There were tracks going 

in all directions. I didn’t know 

which way my deer had gone so I 

threw up my arms in frustration 

and sat against a nearby tree.  I 

decided to return to my original 

task.  I scanned the trees in the 

area to locate a dangling leaf to 

watch.  

                                 (cont. on pg.4) 

SAVE THE DATE!   
Sherwood Forest Friends annual meeting will be held on 

November 7. Gather at Cedar Mountain Community Center at 
4:30 p.m. Enjoy  great food, music by this year’s scholarship 

winners,  a summary of the year’s accomplishments, and the 
company of fellow Friends. 



We are in Orkney to visit Skara Brae, a neolithic village on the west shore of Mainland (Orkney’s largest 

island), that was uncovered by a storm 150 years ago and later excavated.  It is in an area designated as 

a UNESCO World Heritage Site due to the wealth of prehistoric archaeology. 

A narrow footpath connects a small Visitors Center to the village. There is no vehicle access; visitors 

must proceed on foot.   A few yards down the path we pass a marker that reads “Moon Landing, 1969,”  

and a bit further, “The Battle of Hastings, 1066.”  We begin to understand that the footpath will help 

put our walk through time in perspective.  

We crunch on down the gravel path which follows along a dry stone wall, a common sight throughout 

Scotland.  Built without mortar, to define boundaries and contain sheep, each stone in the wall had to 

be carefully selected and precisely stacked to lock the stones in place.  The skill of the stone mason was 

such that many of these walls are still standing after thousands of years. 

The next marker reads “The Birth of Christ”.  We have walked for more than 2,000 years, and the village 

is nowhere in sight.  The path leads us along the rugged North Atlantic shoreline, where savage storms 

are not uncommon, and strong winds referred to as “blowing a hoolie.”  It was such a storm around 

1850 that moved a sand dune, exposing the ancient village we hope to reach soon.  We keep walking. 

The next marker reads “Stonehenge 2,000 B.C.,” and we begin to get a sense of just how far back in 

time this trail is taking us.  We pick up the pace and blow past “Great Pyramid of Giza, 2,500 B.C.” and  

“Bronze Age, 3,300 B.C.”  We think we can see the end of the path about 2,000 years ahead. 

Sure enough, when at last we reach the village, we learn that it represents one of the earliest 

permanent settlements on the island, constructed approximately 5,000 years ago during the New Stone 

Age (8,000-3,000 B.C.) , long before availability of metal tools.  We’re in awe of the large stones that 

enclose the living areas, knowing that they had to be excavated, transported and placed by hand.  We 

imagine the long winters, the savage storms, the hard stone beds and the scarcity of food endured by 

those who made their homes at Skara Brae.   

We hike back to the 21st century vowing never again to complain about temporary power outages or 

water cut-offs! 

                   Cathy Nell 

 

 A Road through History in Scotland 
Donations 

Martha and Ed Bridges  

in honor of  

Meredith Brooks. 

Carol McCullough 

and David Messer  

in memory of  

Wendell Wylie 

Libby and Jerry Brown 

in honor of 

David Messer 

The Ear 
Whisper your secret desires, 

wishes, and prayers into The 

Ear on Oak Trail.  Ancient 

Sherwood Forest legends  

suggest The Ear is a direct link 

to the universe and those with 

good intent will be honored. 

Spiders, bats, chipmunks, an 

owl, beetles, and a squirrel act 

as sentries to The Ear.  Show 

them the respect they deserve 

and they will, in turn, allow 

your voice to be heard.   

Do not place or insert any 

foreign object into The Ear. 

Only sincere and soft utterings 

are welcomed.  The Ear is a 

delicate instrument! 

         Legend retold: S. Wilkinson 

Drawing by Susan White 

                    Photo: Cathy Nell 



We welcome your comments and ideas for future stories. 
Please contact Susan Wilkinson, sgeew7@gmail.com with 
suggestions. Many thanks to our copy editor, Daphne Larkin, 
and to Winkie Clark for moving the publication from print to 
pixels. 

Sherwood Forest Friends 
P.O. Box 212, Cedar Mountain,  
North Carolina  
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. 

Sisters On the Road 
Back in 2014, before her passing, our mother made a request of 

our older sister Lyn: "Keep your sisters close, do not lose track of 

them.”  Living in various parts of the country with very different 

lifestyles, she knew that we had drifted apart over the years. 

Lyn set forth to organize our first trip together to the Florida 

Everglades and Big Cypress to visit our sister Connie.  She had just 

embarked on her new life volunteering in various National Parks 

across the country.  Lyn completed research into the history of the 

area to add color and background.  Connie added her intimate 

knowledge of the trails and natural areas around the Everglades.  It 

was a great trip and established a new annual tradition for the 

Taylor sisters. 

We have continued visiting various areas that combine our shared 

love of nature and history.  Within our shared interests we each 

have our own strengths that enrich each trip uniquely.  The 

decision on a destination and then the planning is shared amongst 

us.  Earlier trips wrapped around Connie’s volunteer locations and 

then  we began picking destinations that highlighted  our interests. 

Belize was amazing.  We traveled by local buses, taxis, and boats to 

experience snorkeling, birding, and Mayan ruins.  Costa Rica took 

us to Eco Lodges to experience nature at its best, along with native 

foods and culture.  We veered a bit one year with more of an “arts 

theme” as Lyn asked us if we might want to visit a city surely not on 

our bucket list – Bentonville, Arkansas.  This trip gave us access to 

the awe-inspiring world of art and architecture at Crystal Bridges 

Museum, a must see.  On a trip to the Finger Lakes in New York in 

2021, we explored our family roots.  Our sister Lyn had researched 

and written up our history during the Covid lockdown, which she 

presented to us on the trip!  We should have known based on our 

love of wine, that our family had been involved in the wine 

business starting in the 1800’s! 

Our most recent trip was an ambitious road trip around Nova 

Scotia, enjoying a birding trip to watch Puffins, wonderful wineries, 

and food in the Wolfville area, hiking in the Cape Breton National 

Park, touring seaside towns, and walking on the ocean floor before 

46-foot tides came in.  We added our interest in history learning 

about the Acadians and Mi'kmaq peoples. 

We have completed nine magical road trips, learning more about 

each other’s lives over the years, sharing great stories from 

childhood, and adding new memories! We are taking suggestions 

for our next great adventure!  

       Cyndie Segovia & Connie Mero 

Connie, Lyn, and Cyndie 

(Leaf, cont.) 

I zeroed in on one leaf on a 

small maple tree directly in 

front of me.  It couldn’t hold 

out much longer, especially on 

this windy day. I watched it 

dance in the wind, performing 

acrobatic spins on the branch 

like a gymnast, but it seemed 

reluctant to fall.  The leaves 

around it joined in the dance, 

putting on a ballet for all who 

could see. Many leaves 

fluttered, flipped, and floated 

their way to the ground, but I 

was determined to follow my 

leaf’s trajectory.  

Then I saw the doe, standing 

as still as the trunk of a tree, 

staring at me with her big 

black eyes.  I stared back at 

her, neither of us ready to 

budge.  I was entranced by her 

beauty. She was tense and 

ready to run at the first wrong 

move on my part.  After a 

while, she began to forage, 

using her hooves to kick away 

the snow cloaking the food 

below.  As she moved, I 

wondered how I had seen her 

in the first place, her brown 

hide blending into the 

background as if she was part of 

the trees.  Had it not been for the 

snow I would have missed her 

completely. 

I slowly stood up, then slowly 

began to step forward. My foot 

caused a slight crunching sound 

and the doe’s head shot up. Her 

black eyes stared at me, daring 

me to take another step.  

Wanting to get closer to the 

wildness and beauty of this 

animal, I cautiously took another 

step.  She immediately turned 

and bolted in one perfect 

movement.  I watched her frantic 

but graceful dash to safety with 

awe until her white tail 

disappeared over a small hill.   

Then I remembered why I was 

here in the first place.  I looked 

carefully to identify the correct 

tree, recognized its shape and 

location, and discovered the leaf 

was gone.  Beneath the branch 

that had held it, I found it on the 

ground.  I picked it up and 

decided to keep it as a reminder 

of my glorious encounter with 

the deer.  To this day I still have 

not followed a leaf’s trajectory 

from the moment it falls to the 

moment it settles on the ground.  

                                         Eric Young  


