THE FLORIDA BAR

A publication of the Center for Professionalism of The Florida Bar

Volume IV, No. 3

ost in the

by Spencer H. Silverglate, Esq.

When my cell phone rang that
afternoon, something told me my
vacation was about to take an
abrupt turn.

I was a thousand miles from my
Miami law practice and a case that
for weeks had fired my blood pres-
sure to 8 on the Richter scale. It had
been three days into my family va-
cation in the verdant North Caro-
lina mountains in a little cabin on
Lake Toxaway. Things were getting
close to perfect with just my wife,
my son, my dog... and my shiny
new, bright-red Specialized Stump
Jumper mountain bike with dual
shocks and knobby, mountain-eat-
ing tires.

My wife Kathy would be the first
to tell you that I have a hard time
relaxing. It’s an occupational haz-
ard for trial lawyers. So to relieve
stress, I tend to be a bit of an exer-
cise fanatic. The problem with most
work-outs, however, is that they
don’t really take your mind off
work. That’s probably why Kathy
supported my desire to get into
mountain biking. If you think about
anything but the trail in front of
you, you'll end up wrapped around
a tree like one of those cartoon char-
acters. Of course, there is another,
more primal reason to mountain
bike. Inside every man, regardless
of his age or position, is a little boy
indelibly imprinted with the
memory of his first bike and the
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rush of freedom he felt when he
first ventured beyond his neighbor-
hood into the great unknown.
Mountain biking awakens that
dormant explorer inside us.

On the other hand, I wasn’t
completely kidding myself with all
this adventure stuff. My mountain
biking career was barely three
months old, T had just turned 39,
and my skills were meager at best.
Plus, we're domesticated city folk,
Kathy and I, with no discernible
outdoor skills. We drive a minivan
for goodness sake, and the closest
we get to the wilderness is my son’s
soccer practice field. So you can see
how the North Carolina mountains
offered a shot at personal glory that
I could not get in South Florida,
where the nearest thing to a hill is
the local trash dump. Yes, I would
congquer a mountain on this vaca-
tion and maybe, if I was lucky, a
little stress.
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Unfortunately, during the first
few days at Lake Toxaway, biking
didn’t fit in with the family water-
skiing, fishing and hiking adven-
tures. Then, during what seemed
like another innocent day of family
fun, my cell phone rang. It was my
office, of course. The court date for

| my case unexpectedly was set on

the last day of the vacation. Our
trip would be cut short. I quickly
decided I wasn't going back with-
out one shot at redemption on my
trusty bike.

Besides, I needed the bike ride
real bad. That phone call sent me
into a frenzy of concern about the
14-hour ride back to Miami and
getting ready for court. Thoughts
were crashing through my head
like bumper cars as I considered all
the things I had to do. I desperately
needed some mental release. So at
6 p.m., I pointed the van, with my
bike fastened proudly to the roof,
toward the top of the mountain and
drove off, determined to salvage at
least an hour of my vacation.

Within a few minutes, I was at
the trail head in an area known as
Panther Town, which is part of a
national park. The dense forest was
impressive and expansive. Just
what I needed. I pulled out a trail
map, plotted a course and stepped
down on the bike pedals in the
hopes of finding a little salvation
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