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President’s Corner:  
Future Generations Will Thank Us 

After having some up close and personal experience with the loss of trees 
through hurricanes and forest fires, I looked more closely at the benefit of 
trees—not just their beauty and majesty or glorious colors, but the science. 
 
Trees are called the “lungs of the earth” because they inhale what we 
exhale and turn carbon dioxide into oxygen, which we need to survive. That 
seems like an excellent arrangement for people. Every year, trees across 
the United States filter more than 14 million tons of pollutants from the air 
that could cause up to 670,000 cases of acute respiratory symptoms. In 
large cities one mature tree can capture the carbon emissions of one car 
driving 1,500 miles. 
 
Trees are being challenged in their mission of providing clean air: declining 
canopy, climate change, more frequent and severe wildfires, pests and 
diseases, logging for fuel, and expansion of cities, and neighborhoods and 
roads that require removing trees.  These things  all threaten the 
arrangement that supplies us with oxygen. In California alone more than 
162 million trees have died since 2010. 
 
Much of my information came from American Forests, a 150-year-old 
international non-profit that promotes reforestation through the planting 
and gifting of  trees for all occasions, graduations, weddings, and funeral 
recognition.  Any reason is a good cause. I also drew from Danna Smith of 
the Dogwood Alliance who spoke to us in the barn at our Earth Day 
program. We depend on forests for our lives. What have we done for them 
lately? 
                Carol McCullough   
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The Buck Stops Here 
Early one evening in March I was taking 
my dog Daisy up to the top of Friar Tuck 
Knob. We were almost there when I 
noticed two bucks about twenty feet 
away. The younger of the two was 
facing us. The other larger one was busy 
grazing and unaware of our presence. I 
whispered to Daisy, “No bark.” 
Amazingly, she complied and remained 
hyper-focused on them, as did I. 

The young buck stared intently at us 
and started shifting his weight and 
tilting his head as a bull might right 
before charging. We were stuck in a 
stare-off for what seemed to be about 
five minutes. Suddenly, the older buck 
whipped around, noticed us, and 
pranced off with the younger one 
reluctantly trailing behind. 

If I could put words in the older buck’s 
mouth, I am certain he would’ve said, 
“What is wrong with you, Junior?      
They are bad news!” And, I could hear 
Junior saying all the while, “But, I had 
them! They feared me!” For a moment, 
these majestic creatures seemed like 
cartoon characters. 
 
As we were reaching the knob, I 
realized that we would’ve never had 
that interaction if I had been trying to 
take a picture. I would’ve been fumbling 
with my cell phone and that would’ve 

July 5  

Shoo-Fly Summers Square Dance  
Dance the night away with Cedar Mountain Music Project and Sherwood Forest 

Friends.  Laurie Fisher & The Timberdoodle will lead us in promenades and do-si-
dos, no experience needed!  6-9 p.m., Robin Hood Barn.  $5 admission, babes in 

arms free.  Snacks and beverages will be available for purchase.   

News Flash from Swift Plaza 

We have five chimney swifts in the newest tower 

 and four in each of other two! 



Where the Wild Things Are 
A Mini Memoir in Five Short Chapters 

 

Chapter 1:  The Otters Pay a Visit 

Last summer, two otters “walked” up from Betty Kay Lake to our front door on 
Purple Finch Road.  Just as they were about to ring the doorbell, my brother let out 
a blood curdling holler to come look at them.  Alas, the little, velvety-brown 
animals quickly departed, crossed the road and slipped into Arrowhead Lake. And 
just like that, the guests were gone! 

Chapter 2:  The Charging Deer 

As our miniature poodle Pip and I headed to our dock on Betty Kay last year, I 
noticed a large doe standing her ground, intently eying us.  Pip ran toward her 
barking.  The doe backed up. A moment passed. The doe charged and hit me so 
hard that I lost my balance. I screamed!  Pip barked!  The doe ran off!  I called our 
resident queen of botany and biology, Susan Goldsworthy.  “Have you ever heard 
of a doe attacking anyone?”  I asked.  She had.  She said the doe most likely had 
birthed babies somewhere nearby and was protecting them.  Several days later, 
here came the doe on our lake trail with two tiny fawns taking their first wobbly 
steps.  For the next couple of weeks, we were treated to this lovely rite of passage 
with a docile Mama and babies enjoying daily strolls. 

Chapter 3:  The Pair of Geese 

Every March, like college freshmen on spring vacation, a pair of Geese arrive 
hooting and hollering over Betty Kay.  The geese, too, have come to mate, and like 
most travelers who visit Sherwood Forest, they enjoy our lakes, evidenced by their 
colossal droppings on the dams. If those of us who live on the lakes could figure 
out how to “goose the geese” and send them on their way North, we would. But 
the geese know they’ve found a good place to rest and nest, and, like clockwork, 
we know they will return the same time next year. 

Chapter 4:  The Bluebirds Come House Hunting 

This spring from our shower I watched a pair of bluebirds inspect a blue bird box in 
our yard. First, she darted inside to check it out, then emerged and patiently 
waited on top of the box while he went in to investigate.  This pair checked the box 
out three times, chatting about its pros and cons between inspections. Then they 
flew off, I suppose to see if they could find better digs.  

Chapter 5:  The Juncos, The Wreath & The Snake  

The Beginning:  Year after year, as soon as we hang two fern baskets on our front 
porch, the juncos arrive.  They make nests, lay eggs, hatch babies, and fledge them.  
Not too long ago, a pair of juncos nixed the fern baskets and built a nest in the 
hanging wreath on our front door.  Soon, we had four babies noisily chirping for 
food.   

The Middle:  One day we noticed our resident rat snake slithering toward the front 
of our house.  By the next morning, “Blackie” had tightly wound himself inside the 
wreath on the door. This was a bit of an annoyance as we came and went with 
Blackie in our faces, but he was not interested in us. As the days passed, Blackie 
grew fatter and fatter.  First there was one bulge in his slender body, then another, 
then another and another until finally all of the baby birds were gone.  

The End:  After resting for a few days from his gourmet, four-course meal, Blackie 
slithered out of the wreath and headed back from where he came. And the wreath, 
well, we don’t hang it on our front door anymore. 
           Daphne Larkin 

The Squirm 

When we moved into our long-
neglected home on Cardinal Road, our 
gutters were threatening to become 
linear gardens.  Anxious to  inspect and 
mitigate any damage, Thurman and I  
gloved-up and gingerly ascended the 
roof.  Closer inspection of said gutters 
revealed a wealth of marinaded matter 
-- rotted seeds, leaves, and branches;  
insect carcasses; moss, pollen and dust; 
dead balloons; and melted snow – and a 
crop of seedlings and saplings.  

Scooting along the shingles on my butt, 
I lifted soggy handfuls of gutter lint up 
and away until . . . I grasped an 
unexpected handful of muscular 
squirm!  I quickly released and reeled 
away. Fortunately, I went up the slope 
of the roof instead of over the edge.    

.                                (Squirm, cont. page 4) 

Thurm and The Squirm? 



Almost a year into being a 

Forest resident, my intent of 

inviting nature onto my 

porch has evolved. As I 

welcomed the creatures of 

the forest in, I learned that I 

also had to balance out the 

ensuing consequences.  

At first, I was intent on 
having a wild white squirrel 
as a daily visitor. Well, she 
also came with other 
squirrels who love to run 
across screens and dig into 
my neatly established 
container gardens.  O dear, 
soil everywhere! What about 
the plants, would they 
survive the continual root 
aeration?  As a scientist, I 
decided to wait and see what 
would happen.  After two 
months the plants are 
actually thriving! It seems 
that the added stress is 
actually making them more 
resilient.  Who knew?  
Keeping the squirrel treats 
down to a handful a day 
reduced their compulsion to 
bury the excess. I still enjoy 

the white squirrel on its 
daily foraging visit.  

There is a red winged 
blackbird that I named Chief 
because as soon as he 
lands, he screams CHEEEEF 
to announce his arrival. I 
now screech back at him 
and after a few initial 
scares, he takes it as a 
greeting and doesn’t even 
ruffle his feathers anymore. 

Another visitor announced 
its presence at first with 
scat. Roxy Raccoon comes 
in the evenings to make 
sure the bird bowl is empty 
by morning. It chewed a 
hole through the screen to 
access the birdseed can 
inside. The can now lives on 
the wall side of the 
screened porch. Screen 
repairs pending. 

I know that we need to live 
in harmony with nature in a 
more tangible way. Can we 
define how to balance out 
our welcoming in? I truly 
hope we do. 
                     Photos and story                                 
       June Ellen Bradley 

Donations 
In Honor of  

Ian and Rosemary Wedderspoon  
In Honor of Cathy Reimer 

Harriet and Ken Walls 

Welcoming In & Balancing Out 

Our Forest is blessed with an abundance of the cutest rodent 

on the earth: the Eastern chipmunk.  While those annoying 

squirrels plague our bird feeders and engender loathing, the 

manic behavior of our adorable chipmunks never fails to 

delight us. Chipmunks live in underground burrows and are 

obsessed with gathering acorns and stashing them in winter 

stockpiles. 

During Hurricane Helene, the massive amounts of rainfall 

flooded our chipmunks out of their burrows. The creatures 

panicked as their treasured stores of acorns were drowning.  

What to do? Relocate! 

Guess where one of our cute  Chip ‘n Dale creatures decided to 

relocate its stash? Answer: under the hood of my car! Yes, 

inside the Silver Stallion, my faithful Infiniti G37 sports sedan, 

328 horsepower ever ready to  rear up from under the hood. 

My dear Stallion, companion and partner through twelve years 

of mountain curves and road trip adventures.  

I discovered the stashed acorns when strange electrical 

glitches began  accumulating after the storm. Finally, the Silver 

Stallion stopped running altogether, the transmission locked in 

park and the battery flat dead. Investigation under the hood 

quickly determined that there were acorns stashed 

everywhere. I extracted 250 capless shiny acorns out of the 

cabin air filter compartment alone before I stopped counting. 

I removed as many of the acorns as I could find and installed a 

new battery, all to no effect. Finally, I had to have the Silver 

Stallion dragged onto a flatbed truck and hauled off to the 

shop.  I received  bad news: the Silver Stallion would have to 

be put down. The electrical system was massively shorted out 

and beyond repair. A fried critter had been extracted from the 

engine compartment. I asked the mechanic if it was a 

chipmunk. He replied in a measured mountain drawl, “Can’t 

rightly tell, all the har’ was burned off ‘er.” 

There would be a silver lining to the cloud over the Silver 

Stallion story. The Stallion would be donated to the 

Transylvania County Habitat for Humanity, to help hurricane 

victims rebuild their homes. 

I mourned the loss of the Stallion and resolutely faced the 

unwelcome reality that I would have to buy  a new car.  I now 

have the new wheels. It is an arranged marriage. It is going to 

take a while, but  springtime buds of affection are beginning to 

swell.  

                                                                                         Kirk Friedland 

Chipmunks Ate My Car 
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Send your  comments and ideas for future stories to   

Susan Wilkinson, sgeew7@gmail.com.   
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and Caroline Chambers for taking print to pixels. 
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spooked them. 

Moments later, Daisy was 
sniffing at something on the 
ground. I could not believe 
what I saw. It was a deer 
antler. 

I decided that it was probably 
Junior’s because his antlers 
seemed newer than those of 
the older buck. As I examined 
the antler, I felt privileged to 
have been in such close 
proximity to them. 

Some believe crossing paths 
with a buck is symbolic of 
regeneration of life and rebirth. 
For me, finding the antler was a 
gift and a reminder of that. 

Elizabeth Thompson 

2025 
Summer Series  

Free admission!  7 p.m. in the Robin Hood Barn 
Beverages and raffle tickets to benefit the Greg Allikas 

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

July 19     
Gaia Herbs: Soil to Supplement  

Kate Renner, the Director of Farm Operations at Gaia Herbs, 
will dig into the history of Gaia’s farm and its evolution.  
Since 1997, Gaia Herbs has been rooted in the history of 

Transylvania County,  as one of its largest employers and as 
an agricultural land steward of 350 acres. Discover what 

inspired Gaia Herbs to become the first and only 
Regenerative Organic Certified farm in the Carolinas and 

the many ways migrant farm crews have made farm 
operations possible over the decades.  

July 26  
Songs and Stories  

Josh Goforth was raised in a family of storytellers in  
Madison County, an area known for its ballad and 

storytelling traditions brought by early Scots Irish and English 
settlers in the mid-17th century.  Josh is an accomplished 

storyteller and an acoustic musician,  
proficient on a multitude of instruments from euphonium to 
fiddle.   His fiddling was featured in the movie Songcatcher 
and he has toured extensively with a variety of groups like 

the Steep Canyon Rangers and Open Road.  He has 
performed at the Grand Ole Opry, the Lincoln Center, and 
Carnegie Hall. In 2009 he was nominated for a Grammy for 

his album with David Holt entitled "Cutting Loose". He 
currently is on faculty at the Academy for the Arts in 

Asheville and performs all over the world.  

August 9 
Journeys Through WNC  

Chris Bainbridge has a lifelong passion for storytelling. As the 
host of Ingles weekly Open Road series on local TV and 
online, Chris and his trusty steed, a ’66 Mustang, travel 
country roads and share fun, educational, and unique 
adventures.  Chris’ lively and entertaining take on the 

region’s charming small towns, mountaintop experiences, 
fascinating museums, and interesting activities is sure to 

inspire a calendar full of awesome day trips. 

 

(Squirm, cont.) 

Once I caught my breath and 
my heart rate returned to 
normal, I cautiously returned 
to my task, poking, then 
grabbing and tossing.   

There were no further signs 
of The Squirm.  We finished, 
dismounted, and 
circumnavigated the house, 
admiring our work.  Then, on 
the forest floor a dark 
arabesque caught my eye.  
The largest black rat snake 
I’ve ever seen came into 
focus.  The empty house’s 
resident mouser. . .now 
displaced by us and Terminix.  
I feel bad about disturbing 
that little ecosystem. 

I never saw the snake again-
unless the giantess we 
removed from the chicken 
house last summer was 
checking in with us.   With 
our help, she enjoyed a 
leisurely swim across the 
Little River is now patrolling 
the golf course by the 12th 
hole.  We wish her a long, 
happy, and abundant life. 

Susan Wilkinson 

(Buck, cont.)  
A Turkey Tale 
(Not a turkey tail) 

It was a cool spring day.   I 
made my way up Dehon 
Trail to Ridge Trail on my 
way to the Blue Ridge 
Overlook.   The peace and 
quiet of the woodlands 
surrounded me.   I was 
alone with the natural 
world, contemplating its 
serenity.    

Then—an incredibly loud 
noise.  My first thought “A 
a pterodactyl taking 
off!” (Of course, I realized 
those flying reptiles had 
been extinct for millions 
upon millions of 
years.)  Then a slightly 
chubby bird with a 
featherless head flew out 
of the bushes near me and 
turned right back..   It was 
the only one of maybe four 
or five of these unwieldy 
birds that came into full 
view.  I glanced the tails of 
the others.    

For a few seconds the 
silence of the woods 
became a cacophony of 
turkeys flushed out of the 
bushes by my 
intrusion.   Yes, my walking 
was the real intrusion not 
the noise of the turkeys 
flying in distress.   I try to 
always keep that in mind 
when I am hiking.   What a 
glorious experience. 

Eric Young 


