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President’s Corner 

I look at trees a little differently, now. I used to enjoy watching them sway in the 

breeze and I liked the look of snow-covered boughs bending to the earth. I felt 

cozy and serene, looking out our windows and seeing nothing but trees in every 

direction.  We couldn’t even see the street from our house on the hill for all the 

trunks and branches. I feel a little different now, remembering the days and nights 

of Hurricane Helene. Do the trees seem more threatening, leaning closer to the 

house? The 25 trees that are gone from our front yard have created a new ecology 

with enormous amounts of light in our yard and house. We miss sitting in our 

sunroom and seeing the deer wind in and out of the woods.   The canopy was a 

barrier to life on the street, and now I feel like we are on display! I miss seeing all 

the animals that enjoyed the trees when they were vertical and for the time that 

they were horizontal, too—but I know the stumps will provide a new cast of 

visitors.  

Forests are a strength for people and animals.  Just seeing what has happened in 

SF and knowing that there are intentional efforts to destroy forests in the South 

and around the globe should give us all pause. 

I recently met Danna Smith who is the founder and Executive Director of the 

Dogwood Alliance. For over 25 years she has been at the forefront of forest 

protection in the US, negotiating agreements from some of the largest companies 

in the world to meet sustainability challenges that come with climate change and 

deforestation.  Whether it is on a large scale or a small scale, let’s work to keep 

forests for all the positives they provide: watersheds, wildlife, recreational 

experiences, clean air and water, and natural beauty. 

Carol McCullough 

A Complete Unknown 

The recent buzz around the movie, A 

Complete Unknown, resurrected my 

memories of the mid-70’s. . . I was living 

in Washington, Massachusetts, a tiny 

hamlet in the Berkshire Hills.  My dog 

and I enjoyed long walks through the 

woods there.  One day we topped a 

mountain and happened upon a 

beautiful empty house. As I had been 

living in a tipi deep in the forest for two 

years, the idea of a house was vastly 

appealing to me.  

I kept an eye on this house for several 

months. It remained empty, so I went 

to the town assessor’s office and got 

the contact info for the owner in New 

York City.  Eventually I met him at his 

apartment on the Upper West Side and 

proposed that I take care of his house. 

He agreed, noting his wife hated the 

house, he was never going to live there 

as he had dreamed, and he had been 

worried about it sitting empty.  I quickly 

moved in with a few friends. It was a 

wonderful, very large home with a 

grand stone fireplace and many huge 
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   There’s a Funeral Today 

 

  

There’s a funeral in the woods today 

For all those lovely leaves of summer 

That took the sun in and sheltered our lives 

And made of the woodland a breathing thing. 

 

Now rain covers the world in somber 

Grays and whites, and all the limbs are black 

And all the leaves are soaked in color 

More brilliant at their dying. 

 

Assembled in solemn gatherings 

The trees put up an audible sigh, resignation 

And regret for the passage of time 

And we stand with them in our own grief 

 

For our deaths await us soon  

We see them clearly, and are not ready. 

In the time remaining let us 

Hold time between us like water in cupped hands  

 

Watching it shimmer, feeling it leave. 

Together we look up into the majesty of trees: 

They have laid down another woody ring 

And stand strong, ready for winter, waiting for spring. 

 

We have laid down our own concentric rings 

Our children and their children 

And they spin like small galaxies 

Expanding in time, linked by fate 

And by love. 

 

Gus Napier 

Changes 

Rivers, streams, and creeks fascinate me, their power and 

their serenity, how they move through the landscape, what 

their flow creates and destroys. Driving along Wilson Road 

and 276, the changes in the French Broad’s banks and flow 

wrought by Helene’s massive flooding are notable and trigger 

childhood memories. 

In summer, the kids of Sandy Springs, Georgia played in a 

wide creek. We built dams. We changed the flow of Hunting 

Creek as we waded knee-deep in fast flows. Our creek 

meandered past a black bog where I discovered a brick-sized 

brain coral, perfect Indian arrowheads, and a spear point 

chipped from quartz. Downstream, a soaring rock face served 

as backdrop for a baptismal pool. A sandbar cut through the 

middle of the deep pool. 

The French Broad meanders as we did along the steep banks 

of Hunting Creek. Water curves, bends, loops, and creates a 

ninety-degree turn alongside 276. Flowing water erodes the 

outer bank of a bend and pushes sediment onto the inner 

bank creating what’s called a point bar. Over time, the river 

wanders over to the outer bank, creates a new bend, and 

washes out the original bend. This cycle causes a river to 

meander. The whole process is called channel migration and 

alters floodplains in the bargain. Specific factors involved 

encompass: water velocity, which serves to erode the outer 

bank and build the inner through sediment deposit; sediment 

size, such as fine sand that is sticky, resists erosion, and 

produces meanders; topography, defined in this case as the 

shape and slope of riverbed and banks, affects flow of water; 

and vegetation, which slows flow and aids in sedimentary 

deposits. 

Off Wilson Road I see where power and speed of water 

created a pile driver effect in the smaller French Broad 

channel and deposited literally tons of debris and sand to 

build the far outer edges more vertically. Large uprooted 

trees rest in the middle of the channel and root balls are 

strewn downstream, waiting to collect sticky deposits in 

service of building an island that will divide the river and 

funnel water faster against one bank decades from now to 

carve a new outer bank. 

I wonder now, more than half a century later, how time and 

storms have altered Hunting Creek’s course, as time and 

storms certainly altered mine. 

Cindy L. Brady 



When residents wander the trails in 

Sherwood Forest,  they can find many 

clues to prove other animals are 

around.  Scat, shredded bark, and 

grazed plants,  tell a great deal about 

our wild neighbors but the most 

obvious signs of wildlife are the 

footprints, or tracks, they leave behind.  

Animal tracks are easy to find after a 

snow.  Mud will reveal tracks, too, so 

look near creeks, ponds, and lakes all 

year round.  

Each species — be it mammal, bird, 

reptile, insect,  or other animal — has 

unique tracks and movement patterns. 

Characteristics like the size of the track, 

the distance between the tracks, and 

the number of feet reveal a great deal 

about the identity of the visitor.   No 

one would mistake a bear track for a 

mouse track. (Hopefully, there are no 

giant mice roaming Sherwood Forest.)  

The track itself is only the beginning.  

An observant tracker can tell what the 

animal might have been up to.  By the 

time you make your way through these 

ramblings, you may be able to identify 

several tracks.    

The first thing that you will easily be 

able to tell is the class of vertebrate 

to which the track belongs.  

Mammals have hooves or paws with 

pads.     

Birds have three toes in the front and 

one in the back on clawed or taloned 

feet.    

Cold blooded animals like reptiles and 

amphibians won’t be out in the winter 

due to the cold temperatures.  During a 

warm snap, you may notice reptiles will 

either leave claw prints without pads or 

just the body line -- in case of a snake.  

Amphibians do not have claws at all.   

 

Even invertebrates might leave tracks, 

but we are going to avoid those since 

they are so small and hard to find.   

Identifying tracks is not always simple.  

Tracks may look similar or be partially 

obscured.  However, if you become 

familiar with the full track it becomes 

easier to identify a partial track.  

Animals do not always move the same 

way.   If they are walking, the tracks will 

be closer together than if they are 

running, leaping, or bounding.  Become 

familiar with a walking gait and the 

other modes of motion will become 

more apparent. 

A search for animal tracks can elevate a 

plebian saunter through the woods into 

a grand adventure! 

Eric Young 

Track Sleuth 
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windows overlooking forest and meadows as far as the eye 

could see. This was a major step up from tipi living!  

As it turned out, our closest neighbor was singer/songwriter 

Arlo Guthrie and his young family. We would often run into 

Arlo and his clan hiking about or, in cooler weather, sitting by 

a warming fire in the woods with friends playing music and 

singing. Now and again that included Alice Brock, proprietor 

of Alice’s Restaurant, who we also came to know. One day as 

we walked along the path, Arlo greeted us warmly and 

introduced us to his walking buddy, Bob. We sat and talked 

for a while as his friend lit up and passed around a reefer. 

After a while, we went off in different directions; my friends 

and I up the mountain and Arlo Guthrie and Bob Dylan, The 

Complete Unknown, headed down.  

                  Karin Bar-Zeev 
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Memorial Gifts 

 

In memory of Sue Stolze by Harriet and Ken Walls 

In memory of Reba Friedland by Harriet and Ken Walls 

 

In honor of Susan Goldsworthy and her contributions to 

the Forest by Elke Burden. 

 

In honor of Ken and Harriet Walls by the SF Woodcutters. 

Last winter, I wrote that 

rose moss was my favorite 

winter moss but a close 

second is pincushion moss, 

or Leucobryum glaucum.  As 

its name suggests, it forms 

dense cushion-like or dome 

shaped mats that absorb 

and retain moisture.   

“Leuks” can vary in color 

from a pale grey green to a 

vibrant bright green with a 

whitish cast in dry spells.  

They tolerate sun and can 

grow anywhere but I find 

them most often in our 

neighborhood on softly 

shaded forest floors where 

they retain a most vibrant 

green.  If you hike around 

here, the Wilkie Trail in 

Dupont has wonderful 

examples of pincushion 

moss at the base of trees. I 

like to plant it in river-like 

paths that add a nice 

variance to the garden. 

A smooth, mounded surface 

makes this moss easy to 

identify even from a 

distance. However, this 

same characteristic can 

attract burrowing insects 

that take advantage of its 

cooling shelter. I use 

toothpicks to reestablish 

broken mounds along with a 

little extra water and a firm 

stamp with a foot.  

If you plant it in your 

garden, keep it away from 

aggressive spreading 

mosses like sheet moss. 

These mosses can “crawl” 

over the “leuk’s” smooth 

surface and become a 

nuisance of sameness.   A 

slight tug with tweezers 

takes care of that! 

Gwenne Hayes-Stewart 

Must Know Moss: Pincushion  

 

 

 

Majestic Tree 
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