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Brushy Top Mountain- February 2, 2014                                     Brushy top summit 
 
After a January of record breaking cold weather, the thermometer climbed to an amazing 64 degrees 
on Super Bowl Sunday, and just waiting around for the game to start was not an option. For almost 
five years, I have wanted to climb Brushy Top Mountain due north of my house, and this seemed 
like as good a time as any. I longed to see the views of Otter Creek Valley and the mountains 
beyond from that 1,800 foot summit. 

 
 
Before climbing Brushy Top, I would first need to climb 1,600 foot Oak Mountain, the one on the 
right, above, and follow the ridgeline down from Oak, then back up to Brushy Top. I’ve climbed 
Oak twice before using an old logging road that starts just above Otter Pond, and ascends for almost 
a mile to the Oak summit. After that, everything would be new territory for me, so I filled a backpack 
with everything I might need just in case I became stranded for any reason. Hiking alone carries 
certain risks, and I wanted to minimize them as much as possible. I wore my best hiking boots. 



 
Halfway to the summit of Oak, I turned to get this view to the southeast of a horse farm off Bill’s Creek 
Road, the North Carolina foothills and Piedmont Plateau, and distant Kings Mountain, seventy-
five miles away. A decisive Revolutionary War battle was fought there, and the British were defeated. 
 

  
Nearing the summit, I was confronted by this territorial opossum who didn’t like the fact that I was 
there. He hissed and growled, and bowed up like a cornered cat, so I carefully moved around him. 
Just up ahead was the Oak summit, right, complete with plastic bottles and aluminum cans, if you can 
believe it. I put them in my pack. At this point there was no more visible trail. 



 
Moving over the top, I worked my way down the west face, and turned to see how steep the slope 
really was. It was covered with Carolina Rhododendron and Mountain Laurel. I never expected 
anything this difficult. Hiking down the ridge that connected the two mountains was pretty rough. 

  

Turning to the west, 

there was Brushy 

Top, with 3,100 foot 

Hickory Nut 
Mountain to the 

northwest. I would 

need to traverse a 

narrow ridge with 

fallen trees and large 

rocks before I could 

begin the steep climb 

up the rugged, thickly 

forested eastern slope. 

I stopped to rest for 

awhile. There was no 

turning back now. 



    
Turning toward the northeast horizon, the mountains along the Rutherford-McDowell County line 
were very visible through the leafless hardwood trees. Turing toward the northwest, Hickory Nut 
Mountain dominated the view. Rhododendron made progress slow at this point. I climbed for half 
an hour up the steep slope. The remnants of an old logging trail made things a little easier. I reached 
the summit as the sun was getting low in the sky, and I was rewarded with this southwestern view. 

          
 
That’s 1,500 foot Dick’s Mountain in the foreground, with the much higher Tryon Peak on the 
distant horizon just north of the South Carolina border. The bare hilltop in the lower right is between 
Otter Creek and Fibber Magee Drive near the entrance of “High Lodges at Otter Creek” development. 
This view is only present in the winter when the trees are bare. These Appalachian mountaintops are 
mostly forested across their summits, making it difficult to find openings for unobstructed views. 



 
This southwest view over Dick’s Mountain shows the double-peaked Bill’s Mountain in the center, 
with the mountains of the South Carolina Upstate along the distant horizon. The setting sun causes 
the different gradations in the ridges with those already in shadow appearing blue. 

                                                 

The photo on the right 

shows Tryon Mountain. 

The Green River runs at 

the bottom of its 

northern slope as it 

plummets down through 

the Green River Gorge. 

Lake Lure is off to the 

right. At this point I was 

becoming concerned 

about darkness. I would 

need an hour and a half 

to hike back down 

Brushy Top, back up 

Oak Mountain, and back 

down to Otter Pond. 

Glad I brought a light. 



 
Darkness was approaching rapidly, and it was time to start back, but not before taking a look directly 
down into Otter Creek Valley. After all, that was the main reason I wanted to come up here. 

     
On the left is the eastern end of Otter Creek Valley. You can see Otter Pond on the left, and the horse 
farm to the upper left. To the right of Otter Pond is an RV campground, and the cabin of my canine 
friends, Hunter and Buddy. The photo on the right shows a little more detail, with Buddy’s house in 
the upper left, and the green rooftop of my house in the center right. This was the most unobstructed 
view I could find near the summit of Brushy Top. These views are looking due south. 
 



   
I made the tree photo near the Brushy Top summit, and this morning I made this other photo from 
the hill above my house of the same trees along the summit. A large wildfire swept across these slopes 
ten years ago, leaving behind many tree carcasses. Most have fallen, but some still remain. I walked 
another quarter past the summit, but a setting sun forced me to turn back. 

    
        Arriving back at Otter Pond after sunset, my three hour hike left me tired, but wanting more. 

   
Near the summit, I encountered a large boulder field.   
These exposed rocks give Brushy Top its name. 


