
T
he Pine Mountain sce-
nic overlook is too 
enticing to pass by. I 

pull over and park the car in the 
shade. I walk toward the breath-
taking view, noting the “Beware 
of Black Bear” sign posted along 
the walkway. 

The temperature is 98 degrees, 
and the humidity hangs thick 
in the air. I’m still in my work 
clothes, navy slacks and polyes-
ter-blend shirt. The stairs to the 
overlook appear quite steep. I re-

turn to the car and snatch my suit-
case from the trunk. Thankfully, 
my flip-flops are on top and easy 
to grab. 

I laugh to myself thinking 
about trying to evade a bear in my 
flip-flops. 

It is past 5 in the afternoon. 
I have spent the day in business 
meetings in three locations, with 
long drives in between. It is time 
to stretch and walk.

Eagerly, I take the stairs, fol-
lowing the signs to the scenic 

view. There is no breeze. The sun 
is dazzling, the air stifling. At the 
top, the scenery is spectacular. 
The tiny town of Pineville is lo-
cated in the valley, nestled com-
fortably amid grandiose moun-
tains carpeted in towering trees. 

I marvel at this majestic pan-
orama. There is something peace-
ful, almost spiritual in this mo-
ment of quiet solitude. No wonder 
there is so much painted, written, 
and sung about Appalachia. 

As I stare at the vastness of 
this beautiful place, I am sudden-
ly aware of others approaching. 
In a few moments, a couple about 
my age appears with a little boy. 
We exchange pleasantries. I soon 
begin the descent and return to 
my car.

In the parking area, I see an-
other sign marking the entrance 
for a trail to Chain Rock. It hangs 
ominously over the village below. 
In the 1930s, the city fathers de-
cided to permanently anchor the 
rock to keep it from rolling down 
the hill. 

The trail sign indicates it’s 
only a third of a mile. While I am 
intrigued about seeing the chain, I 
keep thinking about the possibil-

ity of meeting a black bear. I am 
also mindful of the possibility of 
poisonous snakes. It just wouldn’t 
be safe for me to go it alone on the 
trail through the woods. 

I walk back toward my car 
and overhear the couple talking 
as they return from the overlook. 
I learn that the young boy is their 
grandson. They decide to take the 
trail to see the chain. Hmm, safe-
ty in numbers, I think, following 
them to the trailhead. 

The trail is easy and well-
marked, a downhill slope. Much 
of the trail is made of stones and, 
in some places, wooden steps 
have been crafted. I see bench-
es positioned along the way and 
think how quaint they are, conve-
niently located to watch for birds 
and other wildlife as one maneu-
vers the path.

I am in a full sweat as I cau-
tiously choose my footing. The 
cicadas buzz their never-ending 
drone, a perfect backdrop for 
this late afternoon excursion. The 
oppressive heat is undeterred by 
the dense brush and thick layers 
of oak, hickory, pine, and maple 
trees. 

Twenty minutes into the de-
scent, I’m concerned that the sign 
about the distance may have been 
inaccurate. My shirt is completely 
soaked as rivulets of perspiration 
pour from my head.

The young boy runs ahead to 
see if he can find the rock. Mo-
ments later, he calls out, “Here it 
is. I found it!” 

All I can see is an enormous 
boulder blocking the view. To ac-
tually see the chain will require 
climbing onto the rock. For the 
child, a fun activity; for me and 
his grandparents, a challenge 
we’re simply not up for. 

I take in the beauty of the site 
and the enormity of the rock, then 
I head back toward the car. Leav-
ing the couple and boy behind, 
I begin my ascent. My pants are 
weighted like the rock, stuck to 
my legs with sweat.

The path is totally uphill. I be-
gin in earnest, taking the first few 
steps two at a time, determined 
not to give in to the heat. The 
climb becomes steeper, and I have 
trouble breathing. Those quaint 
little benches I’d noticed going 
down are now my salvation. I take 
about fifteen steps, then rest in or-
der to inhale.

My breathing is labored. The 
heat is unbearable. I recall news 
stories about heat stroke. 

I fret about the flip-flops. Not 
only were they not a wise choice 
for hiking, what on earth will I do 
if I see a snake or a bear? Every 
sound I hear causes me to pause. 
What in the world was I thinking, 
taking off alone? 

Twenty minutes later, I see 
sunlight peeking through the 
leaves. I’m still hundreds of steps 
away from reaching the top, but 
my spirit soars.

My body temperature is in 
overdrive when I finally attain 
the parking lot. An Appalachian 
Wireless employee is poking 
around in the back of his pickup 
truck, parked next to my car. He 
turns and sees me as I teeter out 
of the woods. He instantly calls 
out, “Ma’am, are you all right? 
Do you need some water? 

I smile gratefully, “Yes, if you 
have some. I wasn’t quite pre-
pared for the heat today.” 

He quickly pulls a chilled bot-
tle of water from his ice-filled 

cooler. I open my car, turn the ig-
nition, and blast the air condition-
er on high. I position the air vents 
to blow directly on my face as I 
drink the water, then pour some 
on the back of my neck. Slowly, 
my breathing returns to normal. I 
begin to cool down. 

My newfound friend keeps a 
cautious eye on me. We chit-chat 
for a bit, and he ultimately gets 
back to his work. 

I wait until the couple and lit-
tle boy reappear. Sensibly, they 
are equipped with bottled water. I 
wave goodbye. 

I pull onto the road, thankful to 
leave the bears and snakes safely 
behind in their scenic mountain 
domain. 
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What Is the Arboretum at

Murray State University?

The Arboretum, on the campus of Murray State 
University, is a fully accessible horticultural display, 
public garden, and educational laboratory. Visitors 
come for a peaceful walk around the one-mile path 
that is surrounded by a diverse collection of plants. 
The Arboretum features a scenic view of a small lake 
surrounded by pollinator plants to attract butterflies 
and hummingbirds.  Through the honeycomb win-
dows of the apiary, visitors can watch bees buzz-
ing in and out of their hives.   Kids can play upon 
play-pockets that incorporate educational compo-

nents about nature.   

Who manages the Arboretum 

at Murray State University?

The Hutson School of Agriculture at Murray State 
manages the daily operations of the Arboretum with 
a farm manager, an assistant manager and numer-
ous student workers.  Volunteers are utilized at dif-

ferent points throughout the year. 

When can one visit the

Arboretum at Murray State?

The Arboretum is open daily from dawn to dusk.  
The Murray State employees and students are availa-
ble during University hours Monday – Friday.   Dog 
owners are welcome to bring their leashed compan-
ions.  Owners are responsible for their pets.  They 
should keep them away from plantings and clean up 
after them with waste bags provided at stops along 

the path.   

Where does one enter the

Arboretum at Murray State?

The main entrance to the Arboretum is off of 
Hickory Drive.  A paved parking lot is available 
for visitors.   A pedestrian entrance is available 
on the south end off of Sycamore Street.  Parking 
is not allowed on the grass next to the Arbore-
tum fence, but parallel parking on the road is 

allowed. 

How do I support the Arboretum 

at Murray State University?

Tax deductible donations in any amount are 
always welcome.  Arboretum event rentals are 
available, the rental application and event calen-
dar can be found on our website.  Many times 
volunteers are needed to help accomplish dai-
ly tasks; such as planting flowers and pulling 
weeds.  You can contact the Arboretum Manager 
at (270) 809-3841.

Additionally, an annual membership to the 
Friends of the Arboretum is available to anyone 
interested in financially supporting this Univer-
sity outdoor classroom.   A membership allows 
for early access to the annual plant sales, event 
information, and discounted event rentals.  Vis-
it murraystate.edu/givenow – search Friends of 

the Arboretum to make a gift today.

Why should I support the

Arboretum at Murray State?

The Arboretum is run and maintained by 
Murray State University, and receives no 
funding from the City of Murray or Callo-
way County.   Therefore, donations are vital 
to the growth of the Arboretum.   You can 
become a Friend of the Arboretum to help 
support and expand the gardens, promote 
the educational components, and provide fi-
nancial support for the day-to-day operation 
and maintenance.

Coming events in September: 

Farm On the Farm and Mum Sale 

Summer in 
Pine Mountain 

Hometown
Ramblings

By Bobbie Smith Bryant
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