THE MAGICAL
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Friends of fairy tales,

Most of us have been in situations when the magic of life stepped in to help us. Especially with children,
that magic sparks with amazing consistency. And sometimes, it takes a very unusual shape. Or rather sha-
pes, as we will soon hear. That's what happened to little Nothburga, or Burga, as everyone calls her.

Burga lives with her grandmother. Her parents? No idea - she’s never met them. But her grandmother loves
her dearly. And Burga dearly loves her grandmother.

There's a lot she can learn from her: how to listen to the wind to predict the weather. Which vegetables to
plant at full moon... like carrots, beetroot, celery. That's right. But her true specialty is healing herbs. At the
first little twinge, she goes to the meadow, picks a stalk or blossom, and chews on it. Gone is the twinge.

One day, Grandma calls Burga over. “Must be something important,” Burga thinks. And indeed: The old
herbalist tells her about a child. Someone close to Burga. She says there's a boy in Innsbruck - who's her
brother!But he isn't well. He has many problems: lungs, stomach, muscles, eyesight... He hardly moves. Too
much city, not enough herbs.

Grandma says: "What that boy needs grows only here.” So someone has to bring him the herbs. But Grand-
ma’s feet are old, and the way is too long. Burga must go alone to bring her brother the healing herbs from
the garden. She needs to hurry. The boy doesn‘t have much time left. She must reach Innsbruck by tonight.

To handle this challenging task, the old woman gives Burga an amulet. It will protect her on her way. But,
she warns Burga: “It won't work in the city. It needs the spirits of nature to shield you. You must leave Inns-
bruck again before the guards close the gates for the night. Or you can never return. For whoever spends
the night unprotected in the city will no longer understand the language of the herbs."

"But,” thinks Burga, "l want to meet my brother!” "No!" says Grandma, “that will happen later.
First, he must survive. And he might be contagious. It's too risky. Off you go!”

The girl, usually so cheerful, is upset. She has a brother!
But she mustn't see him.
Not yet.
If she does, she can't come back.
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So Burga sets off for Innsbruck with her herbs. After a while, she meets an old man. His legs ache from too
much work. Kind-hearted Burga listens, feels for him, and gives him arnica. That will ease his pain. But
she must hurry on. Then she meets a young mother with her little one. The child coughs so badly its little
body shakes. Burga cannot just walk past. She gives the mother some of the special sage she brought. The
woman thanks her dearly and gives her a hug.Burga knows: no more delays.

She can already see the city gates when she comes across another woman. Her eye is bandaged, and she
laments in pain. Her eyes are inflamed, she says. Burga is late, terribly late. She can hardly run fast enough.
But she has a cure and can't just move on. Calmly, she gives the woman eyebright. She comforts her and
gives her hope. Weary, she hurries on towards the city gates. Her strength is fading. But then she feels her
Grandma's amulet against her chest. A warm feeling spreads through her body, down into her legs, and her
fatigue eases.

And then she’s there. In Innsbruck. She’'s made it. But the gates are closing. What should she do? Deliver
the herbs to her brother, or return to paradise? She must decide. The guards are shutting the gates, one
after the other. No exceptions! The guards look strong as giants, with faces of stone. One gate after the next
crashes shut as they shout: “Gate shut tight! Quiet night!”

And what does Burga do? She decides to stay. Her brother must live! She goes to the address her grand-
mother gave her, hands over the herbs, tries to catch a glimpse of her brother - in vain - and finds herself
back at the locked door. It doesn't take her long to deliver the herbs, but still - she doesn’'t make it out of
Innsbruck in time.

Exhausted and sad, she sits down in front of a house, not knowing what to do. The streets are bustling, but
no one seems to notice her. Looking up, Burga sees four signs on the walls. Each from a different tavern.
Each bears an animal: an eagle, a stag, a lion, and a horse. “Oh, dear animals,’ Burga thinks, "if only you
could help me." At that moment, the town clock strikes the hour. The sound is oddly strange. Burga notices
that the streets are suddenly empty, and a light mist hangs in the alleys. The four tavern signs
begin to shake, first slightly, then more and more. The animals start to glow. They step
down from their signs, growing bigger and brighter until they stand shining before her.
Stacked on top of one another! The red eagle on the golden lion, the golden lion on
the golden stag, and the golden stag on the white horse. As if they had rehearsed

it. Quite impressive.

The eagle begins to speak: "Girl, don't be afraid. This is the Four Animals
Corner, where wonders can happen. The town clock has gifted you an hour
of magic. In this hour we come alive. And your good deeds shall be rewar-
ded. What is your wish?” Burga is stunned. At first, she cannot believe her
eyes. She thinks of the herbs and their effects, pinches her skin... and
then she accepts the situation. She tells them of her brother, and that
she may only return to her grandmother if she leaves tonight, but that

all the gates are closed.
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All the gates?” asks the eagle. "We will help you," says the lion. “You'll be alright,” snorts the stag. The horse
adds: "My legs have carried me “far, to every corner of this city. Not far from here is a gate the guard can
open for you without much fuss.”

The eagle opens its beak: "I will fly high and show it to you. You shall see through my eyes. | will show you
the way." The red eagle leaps off the lion and soars into the air. Burga closes her eyes — and sees with the
eyes of the eagle.

The eagle flies higher and higher. Along an alley, over a small brook, until it pauses in front of the city wall.
Below lies a gate. Burga memorises the way. The eagle returns and lands on the lion again. “But what do |
say to the guards? They are impossibly strict!” "Remember,” says the lion, “it is the gifted hour, and so truth
counts. Tell the guard you saved someone, and now you must save yourself” Burga takes this advice to
heart. “Before you go," says the stag, “let me warm and nourish you. I will give you food and drink." A warm
feeling of gratitude wells up inside Burga. The white horse lets out a loud snorting sound through its nos-
trils and says: "Burga, look at me. | carry them all - the eagle, the lion, and the stag. My legs are strong. I'l
give you strength for your journey, and the strength to come back when your brother is well again.”

It is time to go. Burga thanks them with a grateful look and a smile. The animals are no longer stacked but
back on their signs. The way she saw through the eagle’s eyes leads her straight to a small gate. The guard
stands there, as if he was waiting for her. But he still blocks the way. Burga repeats what the lion told her.
The guard softens, moves his staff, smiles, and unlocks the little door inside the gate. He treats Burga like
a noble lady, bows, and wishes her a safe journey. And safe it is.

Her legs are stronger than ever. She runs without pause, leaps over fences, crosses the bridges over the
River Inn, races along country lanes and never grows tired. She feels light and joyful, her body almost flying
over the meadows, full of energy. At last, she reaches her grandmother’s garden. It is dark, but her grand-

mother has been waiting. How happy she is to see her Burga again! She was afraid she'd lost her.

But, lo and behold. They are happily reunited. Burga gets to stay in her paradise. Her
brother recovers, and whenever she visits him in Innsbruck, she goes to see the four
animals. Actually, she only visits their signs because when there is no hour of
magic that's where they are. But Burga will always remember how they stood
before her, stacked on top of one another: The white horse, giving strength.
The golden stag, offering nourishment. The golden lion, granting courage.
And perched on top, the red eagle, giving sight.

THE END
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