
Exploring a New Otter Creek Valley Ridge 

 

Today may be the first full day of spring, but you wouldn’t know it by the temperatures. At 

sunrise it was 26 degrees with ice in every place that had water yesterday. Even after my two 

hour walk, it had only gone up two degrees, and the wind was blowing, causing my face to go 

numb. Yesterday I had discovered an incredible old forest along a ridge between my house 

and the main road, and with a clear blue sky sunrise, I wanted to return to that area to get a 

better look. This time I walked all the way to the entrance to the valley, about half a mile, and 

climbed the steep hillside from the south, along with the two neighbor’s dogs, Buddy and 

Hunter. They look forward to our daily hikes, and seem to especially enjoy going to new 

places. This ridge is actually the beginning of the long ridge of mountains that surrounds Otter 

Creek Valley. Only a small opening where the ring of ridges descends to Otter Creek allows 

one to enter the valley. One way in, one way out!  

 
With the sun just peeking over the eastern mountains, I could see the crest of the ridge ahead. The forest 

floor was a thick carpet of leaves, and the trees on this side were all hardwoods. The best part was the 

absence of any briars, so common lower down the mountain. The woods were wide open, with tall trees 



in every direction. It was obvious that logging companies hadn’t been here in years, and that wildfires 

had stayed to the west. This was the most natural forest I’ve yet found anywhere in this area and so open 

to hiking.  

              
Most of the trees were hickories and American Beech. A few oaks were scattered about. Walking closer 

to the summit, I found giant pines reaching for light above all the other trees. From their size, they had 

to be over a hundred years old. 

          
Along the eastern boundary above Bill’s Creek Road was a very thick stand of pines and hemlocks. 

They were so close together that I chose not to go in there. Walking over the highest point, I could look 

out toward the west and the see the far mountains on the western side of the valley. The forest was too 

thick to see much detail, but I could clearly make out the separation of land and sky. Some of the beech 

trees along the crest were over six feet around at their bases. They still retained their autumn leaves, 

adding color to the otherwise brown and grey pallet. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



 
Walking west, I approached a stand of tall hemlock trees, with a line of rhododendron in the distance.  

   
Looking carefully through the hemlocks, I could make out Fibber Magee Drive as it climbed toward 

Otter Pond. The valley was still in shadow, but the far ridges were clearly visible below the blue sky. 

I was impressed how a small change in elevation could change the forest so much. One minute I am in 

very tall hardwoods, and the next I am in the middle of evergreens.  

 



   
Once inside the hemlock forest, the ground is covered with small green succulents. There are still a few 

fallen leaves, but most of those kinds of trees are further up the hillside. 

   
At the bottom of the ridge was a small creek. Moss and ferns lined the steep banks. Buddy found a small 

cave, but the occupant seemed to be elsewhere. Next to the creek were green sprouts from some kind of 

bulbs. It was hard to believe that just a few hundred yards up the ridge was an entirely different world. 

   
 

The most incredible discovery of the morning was 

A giant Hickory tree that had four huge trees 

growing out of one very large trunk. This is the 

largest tree I’ve seen anywhere in the valley. I was 

awestruck by its sheer size.  

 



 
Working my way out of the forest and back to Fibber Magee Drive, I looked back to see the ridge I had 

just explored. I could clearly see the tall Hemlocks along the crest of the ridge. 

   

I walked past Otter Pond on the 

way back to the house. There are 

still no signs of spring at the pond. 

The trees along the crest of Oak 

Mountain above the pond are a 

continuation of the ridge I had just 

hiked. One day soon I’ll hike across 

Oak Mountain again. 

 



 

 

 


