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Specializing In
Men’s Pedicures
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Are you having trouble
trimming your nails?
* Private pedicure area
* Manicure at the same time
as having a haircut

~ Gift Certificates Available ~
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* Precision hair styling
* Razor cutting
¢ Hot towel straight-razor shaves
* Facials
* Hair coloring

Full service for men and women

I business for 57 years

Call for an appointmeant ?'95 1 931
3015 E. Speedway Bivd.

(NW corner Speedway /Country Club)
Tues. - Sat. 9%am- 6pm
www.elcontinentalbarbers.com

Boarding
Grooming
Daycare

www.sabinocanyonpetresort.com

Buy One, Get One

ice Cream
Treat

Limit one per customer.
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Buy 1 Daycare
GET 1 FREE

*For new customers r.'ml:.-'
Limit one per customer, per visit.

DABIR, ) CANY(IN
PE'r RESORT
2001 N. Sabino Canyon Rd.
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(520) 290-8181
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Quedlin burg s Rathaus, or townhall, constructed at the intersection of two trade routes, Is one of the oldest in central Germany, dating to Lhe 14Lhcenlury

Harz Mountain Quaintness:
Exploring Germany’s Hidden Gem

e chugged up, up, up, into the

Harz Mountains, northern Ger-
many’s highest range. The train’s black,
coal-powered engine, dating to the
19508, billowed steam over its five cars,
all blood-red and polished, with match-
ing upholstered seats. Sitting in the
first car, we watched pines click by.

There are two ways to reach the
summit: via the narrow-gauge Brocken
Railway (part of the Harzer Schmals-
purbahnen network) or by the Harzer
Hexenstieg, the Witches’ Trail footpath.
It was July 2019, and Germany was suf-
fering a heat wave, With mercury hov-
ering near the century mark, my teen-
age daughter, Ava, and I sought respite
on the mountaintop and hopped on
the train.

At one spot Ava pointed through a
gap in the forest to the craggy summit
and its jurting TV transmitting tower:
the Brocken, where divided Germany's
East met West, where witches flew.

The Soviets constructed a border
outpost here, near the western bound-
ary of the former East Germany, with

The Harzer Hexen trail follows along the Bode River
between Thale and Treseburg,

Far right: Remarkable medieval half-timbered build-
ingssurround café diners in Quedlinburg,

Story and Photography by Lisa K. Harris

two powerful listening stations that
eavesdropped on most of Western
Europe’s radio traffic. From the 1920s
until the mid-19g0s, when the last So-
viet official left, following German uni-
fication, this portion of the country was
off limits, with supplies and espionage
personnel chugged up the mountain,
on the same train we were riding.
Halfway between Cologne and Ber-
lin, this region lured us to discover a
place where time stands still, where

pristine forests grow, where villag-
es preserve medieval half-timbered
homes and cobbled streets, where train
travel and walking flourish.

Rounding the last curve, we click-
ety-clacked into the Brocken station.
We disembarked, wandered through a
botanical garden of alpine plants, and
trees slanted and stunted by storms.
Winds whipped our hair helter-skelter,
clouds cast shadows, and ahead, boxy
buildings loomed. It was easy to imag-
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& section of Quedlinburg, Ger-
many, is designated a UMESCO
cultural heritage site partly be-
cause of its surviving medieval

ine witches about. Goethe wrote of the
Brocken in Faust, “Now to the Brocker,
the witches ride.” And Hexennacht, or
Witches’ Night, April 3oth, is a festival
based on folklore that witches partied
at the Brocken, celebrating the arrival
of springtime.

But there were no witches this day,
only hungry visitors making a beeline
to the cafeteria. There, we grabbed a
plastic tray and decided to split a cur-
rywurst, a pork sausage with a side of
curry-seasoned ketchup.

Ava carried the goods to a table and
asked, “What do they call this decorat-
ing style?”

Stark. Cement-block walls. Dingy

buildings.

white. Colorless. “So-
viet,” I said.
We sat on the out-

side patio, tables close
together. Everyone was
speaking German. Ex-
cept us and a swarm
of nasty yellow jack-

ets, which dive-
bombed our currywurst. There was
no out-swatting the flying vespids,
and they were everywhere. After gob-
bling our snack, we ran to the station
and jumped aboard the train as it
pulled away.

Returning to Quedlinburg—with
its UNESCO-designated cultural world
heritage site comprising the collegiate
church, castle, and 0Old Town—we
climbed the stairs to our fourth-floor
room in a manor house turned hotel
and hit a wall of heat halfway up. Inside
our room, once servants’ quarters, I
threw open windows, turned floor fans
on full blast, and hoped the room would

continued on page 57

COME PLAY WITH US
THIS SUMMER!

Three Month Summer Memberships
Golf * Tennis * Pickleball « Pools * Kids Camps

VENTANA CANYON

GOLF & RACQUET CLUB

CONTACT MICHELLE K. SHMITH FOR DETAILS | 520.577.4012
VENTAMACANYOMNCLUB.COM

M
MERCALDO LAW FIRM

The Mercaldo Law Firm specializes in catastrophic personal injury, wrongful death

and medical negligence cases throughout Arizona and Southern California. Since the

firm’s inception more than 40 years ago, they have obtained more than $300 million
in verdicts and settlements for their clients.

Pictured left to right: Carlo Mercaldo, Linda McKenzie, Ron Mercaldo, Dan Shelton, Marco Mercaldo

1853 N. Kolb Rd., Tucson, AZ, 85715 | (520) 624-1400 | www.mercaldo.com

MERCALDO LAW FIRM




AHarzer Schmalspurbahnen 1950s-era steamtrain
stands at the Brocken station.

cool off while we headed into town.

Narrow cobbled streets led us to the
market square, past the stone Rathaus,
or town hall, and past the Roman-
esque-style St. Benedict Church. It was
‘Wednesday, and the choir was practic-
ing. Their voices echoed within the can-
yon formed by the walls of 500-year-old
half-timbered row houses.

Café tables spilled over onto the
plaza, and the restaurants were packed,
although the hour was well past our
American dinnertime. We found an
open table under a linden tree, whose

star-shaped yellow flowers littered the
starched white tablecloth and scented
the air with their honey-like fragrance.
Waiting for our grilled salmon and
schnitzel, I admired the homes: win-
dows trimmed with lace curtains and
flower boxes overflowing with Valen-
tine-red geraniums.

“I know what you're thinking,” Ava
said between sips of rhubarb soda,
“but the old-fashioned Euro-look won't
work with our Southwestern decorat-
ing scheme.”

Pondering how to bring Quedlin-
burg’s quaintness home, I sipped wine
made from locally grown Silvaner
grapes as temperatures settled into a
comfortable zone.

It was cooler in the morning as we
headed to Thale, another charming
village, in our rented MINI Cooper. We
parked adjacent to the Bode River and
soon found a sign—a witch on a broom-
stick—marking the Harzer Hexenstieg.
The trail followed the narrow river, and
for the first kilometer we walked along

THIS SPACE AVAILABLE continued

smug expression on her face.

I discovered yet another must-have
gadget while visiting our daughter in
California, where we stayed at a Holi-
day Inn Express. The breakfast bar had
one of those waffle makers into which
you pour batter, flip it once, and in
2 minutes you have a sumptuous gold-
en-brown waffle, After three days of
flipping waffles each morning, I was an
expert.

Soon after our return home we were
the proud parents of a slightly used sin-
gle-flip waffle maker (just like the one at
the motel), I cleared away space on the

kitchen counter and set it up, stirred up
a batch of waffle batter, and put it in the
fridge. The next morning we had deli-
cious waffles in minutes. By day s, plain
waffles were boring, so we topped them
with chocolate chips, bananas, maple
syrup, and whipped cream. By the end
of two weeks we were trashing the
kitchen each morning to make a break-
fast that probably clocked in at around
1,000 calories per plate. Boy, I really
miss that waffle maker.

With Father’s Day right around the
corner, it's time for all wives and chil-
dren to fondly remember their devoted

CICADAS ARISE AND SING continued

to see how they're doing, Just imagine
life without the periodical cicada. ... It
would be kind of a bummer.”

Indeed, our 17th wedding anniver-
sary might have passed without special
recognition were it not for these noisy
bugs—a point of reference that Kritsky
mentioned when I first emailed him 18
years ago, when I was worried a June

outdoor wedding in Cincinnati would
have loud and unwanted guests of the
insect variety.

In 1587 the last cicada was heard on
June 30, he told me in 2003, “Yours is not
the only wedding/reunion that I have had
a‘cicada’ hand in planning,” he wrote
in his email. “Nobody ever thinks of the
17th anniversary as anything special, and

a one-lane road to a small guesthouse
tucked among stately trees, with a
courtyard overlooking the water. Past
the hotel, the trail narrowed and turned
rocky. We switchbacked up the ravine
to a ledge and hiked within a gorge
above the rapids and pools of the swift-
moving Bode. A canopy of lush maples
and oaks shaded us, and yellow-blos-
somed jewelweed speckled the path.

Three hours later we arrived in
Treseburg, a riverside village, where
we stopped and lunched on pan-seared
Bode River trout. As in Quedlinburg,
the half-timbered homes boasted abun-
dant geraniums, and teacups lined
some of the windowsills. An old hik-
ing boot filled with succulents adorned
a porch. This idea I could take home.
Sharing a massive chocolate ice-cream
sundae, I inhaled the honey-scented
linden blooms and hoped the coolness
would last into tomorrow.

DL

Lisa K. Harris is a local freelance writer.
Comments for publication should be ad-
dressed to letters@desertleaf.com.

husbands and suppotrtive fathers who
work tirelessly to provide a safe and
secure home that could easily be filled
with time- and labor-saving devices.
These devices might be the perfect way
to say thank you for all the hard work
they do. What better way to say thank
you on the occasion than with a com-
bination minidonut maker, cake baker,
and milkshake blender for only $30.99,
plus shipping and handling,

DL
David Kleinman is a local freelance writ-
er. Comments for publication should be
addressed to letters@desertleaf.com.

a cicada wedding will make that anniver-
sary very special indeed. But then I have
a strange liking for these insects.”

My fiancé and I decided to marry in
the heat and humidity of July. It rained,
but there were no cicadas.

DL
Gena Kittner is a local freelance writer.
Comments for publication should be
addressed to letters@desertleaf.com.

» sports medicine
acupuncture

* herbal pharmacy
« NADA

acu detox

Nobi Pyle

Licensed Acupuncturist

Eaxpm%otwex
Chinese Herlby

3958 E. Fort Lowell Rd. * 520.577.2960
Nobi@TucsonAcuHerbs.com
www. TucsonAcuherbs.com

Planned
Parenthood’

Care. No matter what.

Planned Farenthood Arizona, Inc.

Together we can take care
of our community!
Donate today at PPAZ.org

Questions? Reach us at
0) 784-5805

donate@ppaz.org or (
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15 EVERYONE'S JOB TO KEEP KIDS SAFE!

If you suspect a child Is being abused or neglected, do your part fo profect that child.

HAVE QUESTIONS? NEED HELP? CALL OUR WARM LINE 520-771-2039
OR THE ARIZONA CHILD ABUSE HOTLINE 1-888-SOS-CHILD and 911

’ CHILDREN'S
ADVOCACY
|CENTER

THERN AREZONA
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