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Self magazine’s Quickie Workout touts

results in less than 30 minutes.

Sunday, August 7, 2005

D

LENWOOD COLLINS

Adam Collins hikes in Jockey’s Ridge State Park, the eastern terminus of
the Mountains-to-Sea Trail.

Adam Collins shot these photos while hiking the Mountains-t-Sea Trail: (from left) Ocracoke Lighthouse; shadow of Grizzly Adam; horses in a pasture; and sunset on the Neuse River.

A long, long walk

A Greensboro hiker likes to walk.

Really far. His latest adventure
took him from end to end of the
state’s Mountains-to-Sea Trail.

BY MELISSA TURNER
Staff Writer

t starts in a parking lot, but the
trail winds its way into the woods,
high and fast.

Before long, signs of civiliza-
tion melt away, leaving an Eden
of soft ferns and scrubby trees.

Even trees downed by acid rain

and insects are being reclaimed by the
earth — they’re slowly sinking into the for-
est floor, blanketed and alive with verdant
green moss.

This feels as far from civilization as you
can get.

The only sign of human contact is a nar-
row path cut through the grass, barely
worn down by heavy footsteps. And the
faded white dots that mark the path of
North Carolina’s Mountains-to-Sea Trail.

Here, Adam Collins walks. He walks to
the top of Mount Mitchell, the highest peak
east of the Mississippi River, where he’ll
stand in the rainy mist and look down on
the path that lies before him. If he follows
it, it will lead him all the way to the ocean.
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It was a bold vision: North Carolina’s
own footpath, stretching from one end of
the state to the other.

The Mountains-to-Sea Trail would form
a backbone to a network of trails and gre-
enways that would spiderweb across the
state — from Clingmans Dome on the Ten-
nessee border to Jockey’s Ridge State Park
on the Outer Banks — providing a unique
way for people to explore their neighbor-
hoods, their communities and their state.

That’s what appealed to the 27-year-old
Greensboro native, a long-distance hiker
and photographer who splits his time three
ways among Greensboro, Asheville and the
trail — whichever path calls his name.

Hiking the MST is his most recent in
a string of adventures, but it has become
more than another notch in his belt. The
MST provided a new way for Collins to ex-
plore the state where he grew up.

And it wasn’t easy.

Collins has slogged through waist-deep
snow; endured cold rain, wind and being
chased by dogs; fought knee pain, ankle
pain and shin splints.

Why?

Because the rewards have been great:
hiking in solitude on a trail lit by the stars

See Trail, Page D2

MORE: See more of Adam Collins’ photos from
his trip. C10

e want to bring some new
voices and a little more
laughter to the Life section.

So, starting this week, you'll find
two new columns.

Today, meet Jim Rosenberg. His
real job is director of knowledge
management for Charles Aris Inc., an
executive search firm in Greensboro.
But he’s also a keen observer of all
things sublime, ridiculous and sub-
limely ridiculous, and he’ll be shar-
ing them with you in a column every
Sunday.

This is how Jim describes himself:

“I have two exceptional middle-
school-aged boys, and therefore a
lot of Febreze and a ringing in my
ear from that constant Instant Mes-
senger ding. | have coached over
20 youth teams of various sports
and served as a volunteer with the
crisis line and as on-air host of the
Greensboro Youth Council’s High I.Q.
Bowl. My family moved to Greens-

HUMOR, SINGLES COLUMNS DEBUT THIS WEEK

Columns add new voices
to News & Record pages

boro in 1970, and I've been provid-
ing smart-alecky goodness to the
Triad ever since”

You may remember him from Triad
Style. He wrote a column for the al-
ternative weekly from 1994 through
1997.

Starting Friday, look for Vexed in
City. It's a weekly column about be-
ing young and single in the Triad,
written by various News & Record
staffers. They’ll be writing about dat-
ing and relationships, roommates,
apartments, career issues, diver-
sions, favorite gadgets — pretty much
anything that touches their lives.

First up is Amy Dominello, who
wonders if she’s outgrown the club
scene.

Take a look at these new features,
and let us know what you think.

Contact Features Editor Susan
Ladd at 373-7006 or sladd@news-
record.com.

In the "Iriad, laughter and respect
shouldn’t be mutually exclusive

Hi, neighbor!

My name is Jim, and I’ll be
serving you piping hot local hu-
mor here on Sundays.

As a veteran local humor
columnist formerly with Triad
Style, I'd like to strike a deal
with you right at the start. I

paved with good-natured kid-
ding and shared laughter.

If we take the first path, fly-
ing Argument Monkeys shriek-
ing like Fran Drescher will
yank us up by the belt loop,
bump our bottoms on the roof
of Skip Alston’s Navigator,

know what this culture has
done to your soul. You’ve been JIM
watching reality television for
so long, you think that enter-
tainment means finding someone to
hate.

Well, I refuse to be your Omarosa,
even though there is a deeply re-
pressed part of me that would love to
dress up and feel sassy and pretty for
once in my life. Is that so wrong? Of
course, it is wrong. I misspoke.

My point is that, up ahead, two roads
diverge in the woods. The first path
is lined with petty bickering and of-
fended feelings. The second path is
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then drop us down one of Billy
Yow’s freshly drilled wells to
a horrifying death. That’s just
a fact.

If we take the second path, dogwood
petals and Krispy Kreme sugar dust
will be scattered at our feet, and hey,
look — there’s Lee Kinard and the Old
Rebel shouting encouraging words
from a roadside bench. I love those
guys!

Let’s take the latter road, all right?
You can join in the fun by sending me
items to the e-mail address below and
agreeing not to have an aneurysm ev-
ery time someone or something you

like gets kidded.

In many ways, we are lucky. The
Triad is blessed with an abundant sup-
ply of raw humor material and citizens
willing to fight for their comedy rights.

We may not have a natural water
supply, but Guilford County is the Gar-
den of Eden when it comes to original
political sin. On a date uncertain, at a
time unknown, the Lord did say to the
people of Guilford, “Do not eat from
the tree of local politics that grows
such beautiful apples, for you shall be
cursed big-time if you do.” (I'm para-
phrasing here.)

In about 10 seconds, the sound of
crunching and core-tossing filled the
sweet Southern air. From this day for-
ward, Triad citizens would suffer like
Job under the governance of a series
of colorful and confrontational leaders.
But for a humor writer, this creates a

See Humor, Page D2
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