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Welcome to Luther’s Town
Small Wittenberg, Germany, prepares to host crowds for the 500th anniversary of Martin Luther’s manifesto.
By ELIOT STEIN • Washington Post

It’s 8 a.m. in rural east Germany, and Gunter,
a hulking tree trunk of a man, is swinging a
hammer over his head, pounding together the
steel frame of a 90-foot-tall lookout tower that
resembles a Bible.
“This is a big year for us!” he exclaims over
a chorus of jackhammers. “The world is coming, and we want to build something special
so people remember who we are.”
He speaks of his hometown: Wittenberg,
a tiny town with a big heart and an even
bigger Bible.
It was here, on Oct. 31, 1517, that an obscure

monk walked down the street from his cloister,
may have nailed a piece of parchment to the door
of a church and sparked a religious revolution.
The rebel was Martin Luther, and his 95 theses
railing against church corruption not only ripped
Christianity in two but propelled Europe from
Middle Ages darkness to Renaissance humanism, inspired the Enlightenment and arguably
gave birth to the modern Western world.
This year marks the 500th anniversary of
Luther’s public plea that triggered the Protestant Reformation. From May to November,
millions of visitors are expected to attend
more than 2,000 events throughout Germany
honoring Luther’s legacy as part of Reforma-

tion Summer. But the center of the global jubilee is in Wittenberg, a charming two-street
town on the Elbe River that is best measured
in steps — exactly 1,517 of them, if you believe
the welcome sign at the train station.
By official estimates, upward of 2 million
tourists will descend on Wittenberg this year
— and that could pose a problem. But for the
past 10 years (dubbed the “Luther Decade” in
Germany), the 2,135 residents who live inside
Wittenberg’s historical heart have been busy
transforming this sleepy hamlet halfway
between Berlin and Leipzig into something of
a spiritual and cultural “Rome” for the world’s
See WITTENBERG on G4 Ø

L O N G L E G AC Y

A large globe in Wittenberg’s Market
Square, top, counted
down to Reformation Summer, which
began May 20. “Martin Luther” by Lucas
Cranach the Elder.

Testing your lungs in Colorado’s fresh air
A 2,000-foot ascent near Colorado Springs exhausts even the fittest people, and they come from all over the world.
By MELANIE RADZICKI McMANUS
Special to the Star Tribune

MELANIE RADZICKI McMANUS •
Special to the Star Tribune

The Manitou Incline stairs follow
a former cable car track near Colorado Springs, Colo.

The couple a few steps ahead of us
are having a hard time. They abruptly
stop, panting, hands on their knees.
They gaze up — and up and up and up
— at the stairs that seem to rise to the
heavens. Their weariness is so palpable
that my own limbs begin to tremble.
“The next time we do this, we’ll
be smarter about it,” the man says to
his female companion. “But this is the
last time we’re doing this.”
Like us, they are climbing the Manitou Incline, a staircase in Manitou
Springs, Colo., that rises 2,000 verti-

cal feet, with 2,700-plus steps, in just
under a mile.
Originally, a cable car track ferried
pipeline materials up to Pikes Peak.
When the pipelines were finished, in
the 1920s, the path was turned into a
tourist attraction in the 1920s. For the
next six decades, cable cars ferried
guests up the mountain to an elevation of 8,550 feet, where they could
drink in sweeping views of nearby
Colorado Springs and the Garden of
the Gods, a National Natural Landmark. Then, in 1990, a rock slide damaged part of the track. The cars were
pulled off the mountainside and the
tracks were yanked from their moor-

ings. The attraction was no more.
But the wooden railroad ties
were left behind, to prevent erosion.
Chipped into the mountain’s flank —
at first neatly, then somewhat haphazardly — they appeared as a jumbled
pile of matchsticks tumbling downhill.
This crazy stairway began luring
hardy locals, who used it for redlining
workouts. Eventually, word spread
about these nearly vertical steps that
humbled even the fittest. And people
from around the globe began streaming to tiny Manitou Springs.
There was just one problem. A
clutch of private owners held the land,
so hiking up the steps was technically

illegal. More concerning, the owners
were not maintaining the steps for
public use. That problem was solved
in 2013, when the owners sat down and
hammered out a deal putting the city
of Colorado Springs in charge of the
Incline. That same year, it formally
opened as a public attraction.
Today, well over 300,000 people
hike up the Manitou Incline annually.
Competitive runners, cyclists, Olympians and military personnel often
use the stairs for training purposes.
Celebrities are sometimes spotted;
Kevin Bacon was seen climbing the
Incline when he was in town filming
See COLORADO on G5 Ø
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An untamed island meets its match
The rugged nature of Mississippi’s Horn Island made it artist Walter Anderson’s muse.
By JACK DAVIS
New York Times

Photos by ROBERT RAUSCH • New York Times

C L O C K W I S E F R O M T O P : A beached tree on the north shore of Horn Island displays the kind of rugged nature that drew artist Walter Anderson. Other beau-

ties found on the spit of land: a horseshoe crab, a snake carving a spot in the sand and a hermit crab.

flats. Ghost crabs stay hidden
in their sand burrows.
Wilderness seemed out of
reach to John and me until,
after weeks of waiting, we
caught the sparring wind gods
between rounds and set out for
Horn. A trip that took Anderson several hours to sail and
row took us just one. Relying
on the noisy haste of a motorboat, John says, is not the same
as approaching Horn under
sail, when you cross meditatively into a “natural reality.”
Still, the machine completed our passage, and the
island became our focal point,

our new world. We could look
back to the old one, visible as
a faint realm of architecture,
but our perspective had fully
shifted. Time was no longer on
our wrists or smartphones; it
was in migrating light and
shadows and habits of wildlife. A great blue heron’s forked
footprints encounter those of a
crab, but only the heron’s continue. Lines made through the
sand from the trailing alligator tails mark a thoroughfare
between a pond and the beach,
giving warning to pitch your
tent elsewhere.
Real-time events arrive

on the wind, itself an agent
in the natural reality. A constant, it buffets not so much
as it wraps you, making you
a part of the island by heightening your senses. You touch,
taste, smell and listen to the
island — the massaging sand
under your feet, the sweetness of artesian ponds, and the
shushing needles and resinous
scent of pines. Nothing is glaring or loud, yet everything is
amplified. “The butterfly here
stamps its feet,” wrote Anderson. Even a clutch of common
nighthawk eggs, camouflaged
in the sand, catches your eye.

Will they survive the resident
raccoons? The island does
that to you, starts you thinking about connections.
Horn makes you aware that
“forces larger than yourself
shape your existence,” John
said. I found myself periodically stopping to take them in as
we followed trails maintained
by the National Park Service,
winding from the Sound to the
Gulf through scrub and beside
wetland, passing into a white
valley of dunes. We are “walking through Daddy’s footsteps,” John said, “and looking
through his eyes.”
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As I stood on the splintered
boat dock with John Anderson looking south across
Mississippi Sound to Horn
Island, his lion’s mane of hair
blew straight back, as if we
were already bumping across
the water, underway for the
island. But the Gulf of Mexico
was especially choppy, and
the boat I hired was heeding
small-craft warnings. Horn lay
8 miles offshore, a hyphen on
the horizon’s hazy line. Still, it
felt within our grasp. “The fact
that I can’t always go makes me
value the island even more,” he
said.
John became an expert
on the island by way of his
father, artist Walter Anderson, who made more trips to
Horn than probably anyone
else. He called spring “battle
of the equinox,” when Boreas,
Greek god of the north wind,
and Notus, of the south, fought
for supremacy and kept the sea
in constant turmoil. I’d seen
the battle many times over the
years while I was researching
a book about the Gulf.
I’ve been fascinated with
Horn since I first visited the
Walter Anderson Museum of
Art in Ocean Springs, Miss.,
years ago. From the end of
World War II until his death
in 1965, Anderson completed
thousands of drawings and
paintings on Horn. Rowing and sailing out in a leaky
skiff, he spent weeks at a time
among Horn’s many living
things, turning his boat over
for shelter when need be, surrendering to the island’s way.
He became, as he said, “fortune’s favorite child.”
I was eager to see the island,
where he so often sought creative and spiritual wholeness,
a place without scenic canyon,
waterfall or mountain, yet one
that moved him, in his word,
to “realize” his relationship to
nature.
Horn has its own splendors.
Ten miles long and three-quarters of a mile wide, it rises to a
20-foot peak in a spine of white
dunes Anderson venerated as
the “back of Moby Dick.” In late
March, migrating birds drop
in by the thousands for rest
and replenishment. Autumn
brightens with blooming goldenrod, sea pinks and arrowhead, inviting bees and butterflies, including migrating
monarchs. In all seasons, the
sun rises from the Gulf and
sets into the same, sometimes
quietly from beneath “vermilion streamers of cloud,” other
times with “wild explosions of
color,” but always, as Anderson said, “arranged with taste.”
During this “magic hour,” a
time for feeding, gannets, gulls,
pelicans and terns plunge-dive
into the fishy sea, as plovers
and sandpipers glean tidal
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Testing your lungs – and legs – in Colorado’s fresh air
ø COLORADO from G1

“Cop Car” a few years ago. But
most people climb it simply to
prove to themselves, and the
cosmos, that they can.
It takes most folks 30 to 60
minutes to reach the top. The
fastest known ascent times
are, incredibly, somewhere
in the 16- to 19-minute range.
Although my husband and I
are in good shape, we’re middle-aged. How will we fare?
Sitting on the shuttle en
route to the start, we quiz
mother-daughter duo Lynn
and Katy Grieb about this
iconic local attraction. “I’ve
been climbing it off and on
for 20 years, maybe once per
month,” says Lynn Grieb.
“To me it’s a very intense,
but quick, workout. I could
hike 10 miles, or climb the
Incline.”
Katy Grieb climbs it mainly
for soccer conditioning. She
warns us there’s a false summit about three-quarters of
the way up. And she says no
matter what, don’t push it in
the beginning.
Once at the Incline’s base,
we wave off the Griebs, make
sure we have water, sunglasses, hats and sunscreen

MELANIE RADZICKI McMANUS • Special to the Star Tribune

It takes most people 30 to 60 minutes to reach the top of the nearly mile-long Manitou Incline.

and begin the climb.
Although the trail’s average
grade is a staggering 41 percent, it starts off with a gentle
slope. Yet it quickly begins
cruelly marching straight up
the mountainside. Ed and I
heed Katy Grieb’s advice and
walk slowly, yet at a consistent pace. Our quads are soon
burning. It doesn’t help that
in many places the steps are
recklessly placed, causing us
to zig and zag to find the sur-

est footing.
And then, despite the sweat
pouring down my back and the
relentless over-thumping of
my heart, something magical
begins to happen. We become
one with the swell of people
around us, all determinedly
trudging upward. Men and
women, old and young, people of every ethnicity, culture
and fitness level — we are
one hiker pushing upward.
And the higher we climb, the

stronger the feeling of unity.
Now a cheerful buzz
bubbles up around us. People begin calling out to one
another, whether they’re passing others or being passed.
“Nice work, girl!”
“You can do it!”
“High-five!”
People hold out a hand
to steady the weary, offer
sips of water, welcome others into their tiny, shaded
resting spots. The positive

energy pushes us up past
Bailout Point, a spot about
six-tenths of a mile into the
climb where you can slip onto
the Barr Trail and head back
down. This not only shortens
the climb, but lets you avoid
the final stretch, where the
incline stiffens to a musclesearing 68 percent.
The cheers and positivity
levitate us past the false summit, and then up the final 300
stairs. Our watches read a
respectable 41 minutes. Panting, sweaty and a bit dizzy, we
revel in the cheers from those
who reached the top before us.
After having our photo taken
at the top of the stairs, we turn
to enjoy the majestic view.
Unfortunately, it’s washed out
under the midday sun.
No matter. We did it. We
conquered the Manitou
Incline. Ed and I fist-bump,
salute those still laboring
upward, and then turn onto
the Barr Trail for our descent
back down to earth.
Melanie Radzicki McManus’ book
“Thousand-Miler,” about hiking
Wisconsin’s Ice Age Trail, has
recently been released. She lives near
Madison, Wis.
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IF YOU GO

The Manitou Incline starts at
an elevation of about 6,000
feet. It is open dawn to dusk.
Dogs are not allowed. A free
shuttle takes visitors from
Manitou Springs’ Memorial
Park, where parking is ample,
to the Incline. Hikers must
take the Pikes Peak Barr Trail
back down, a roughly 4-mile
round-trip. On weekends, the
Incline is packed (1-800-8884748; VisitCOS.com).
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