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Dear Reader!


Have you ever imagined your own bliss?


Or did you push this dangerous idea into the realm of fairy tales and myths a long time ago?


If so, wonderful! If not, also wonderful!


Because you may not know that an old legend from the Alps could have something to do with your true bliss. Yes, really!


Just as much as an ancient Vedic mantra from the Sanskrit language with a local alpine dialect!


“Nothing at all!” Maybe that is what you think right now, and I see you smiling.


On the contrary! Infinitely much! How? That is what I want to tell you here.


I wrote the story down for you.


But first of all you should know the meaning of the two syllables that will accompany you on your reading journey: SO HAM (pronounce ham with a like in start, part) SO HAM - [image: ] from Sanskrit: I AM (it, she, he) SO HAM - from the dialect in the area of Lake Weißensee: SO HEIM (so home – an expression for the search of a loving home, an expression for homesickness)


One more thing: If the path becomes exhausting and your back starts to hurt, discard your luggage, because invisible wings could just start growing on your back.


But I do not want to persuade you here, you should not “believe” anything. And since the story takes place in an existing area, it should be emphasized that it is fictitious and makes no claim to historical accuracy. According to this, name matches of real people or their attributes are also freely invented and purely random. But you should experience everything and decide what you want to perceive, now in the days when so many people are looking for their real “HOME”.


May you rediscover it with this story!


Yours,[image: ]





Departure


“Put on your cap! Can't you obey!” – Sophie ignored the shrill voice behind her back as she jumped out into the garden through the kitchen window and ran around the corner towards the chicken coop. The angry voice raged on.


Sophie closed her ears. She could no longer hear these compulsive orders, which seemed completely nonsensical to her. Having to put on a cap even though she weren't cold! Why?


“Werner, the child makes me sick. I've told your daughter so many times.


Bring her to her senses. If she goes on like this, she brings me to the grave!”


– the voice in the kitchen cursed further.


In the meantime, Sophie had arrived in the courtyard, where she hoped to meet her grandmother on the green wooden bench. But she was not there.


Briefly, the little girl looked around and hurried back to the house unseen, this time through the back door, up the stairs, to the grandmother's room.


There she sat, the white-haired old lady in her wing chair, smiling lovingly as Sophie tore open the door. She fell around her grandmother's neck and, in her stormy manner, immediately held the thick, old book of legends under her nose to read aloud.


In fact, this story should have begun quietly and leisurely, in the manner of any old fairy tale: Once upon a time there was a little girl… Well, to be honest, it was not so many years ago!


Let's say, in the beginning of the eighties of the last century.


Sophie, a little six-year-old girl, with two cheeky blonde braids, sat on her grandmother's lap and leafed through a large and heavy book with her.


Outside the cold, damp November wind tore the last leaves from the trees and the fire crackled in the tiled stove of the cozy parlour.


“A legend. Please!” begged Sophie.


“Well, but only one,” replied the lovely old lady: “The Legend of the Blissmaiden from the White Lake.”


Sophie stared at the grandmother.


“What do you mean by bliss? Is this happiness?”


The grandmother frowned and looked into the distance, which she sometimes did. Then one had the feeling that somewhere, really far away, she was reading something small printed on an invisible white wall. She took a deep breath, then slowly and clearly continued: “Being Blessed – blissful – that is more than just being happy.”


Sophie had the feeling that the grandmother was listening to herself speaking, as if she did not know what answer was coming, as if someone else was talking through her, whose explanation she herself was also curious to receive.


“Bliss, that is, when nothing in the world can disturb your joy. If you just do not allow anyone in the world to prevent your bliss.”


“Hm,” Sophie rolled her eyes skeptically: “What does it mean to allow? I don't allow my brother to bother me, and he does it anyway! This blissful maiden probably didn't have an older brother who is constantly annoying, and she certainly did not have to dry dishes.”


The grandmother smiled. “Oh Sophie, that's a little different.” Again, she had that strange look into the distance. “A truly blissful human is incredibly wise. We call them Salige!”


“Wise!” Sophie repeated intently.


The grandmother could not be interrupted any further.


“In reality, they simply do not let themselves be disturbed in their heart, no matter what is happening in the outside world and no matter how unjust or evil someone is to them. The Blissful knows that every person can decide in his own heart whether he allows himself to be annoyed or hurt, no matter what another does to him. And that's exactly what makes them not only wise, but also strong. Incredibly strong! Whatever happens!”


Sophie hung her attention on her grandmother's lips.


“Whatever happens? So, if mom scolds me, or dad, or if I get a slap in the face again, then it hurts me, even if mom says –” Sophie faltered, her voice began to tremble, “even when mom says,” she repeated, “that she has to punish me, so I don't make her sick.”


Now the first tear rolled over her left cheek.


“Even if she says that, it still hurts,” Sophie bravely ended her sentence, but tears were already streaming down her face. The next moment, she fell around her grandmother's neck, began to cry bitterly and buried her eyes and snotty nose in her blouse.


“Because I don't want to make her sick!” she sobbed desperately. The grandmother held Sophie tightly in her arms and stroked her head. After a while, the girl calmed down and sat up. The loving, old woman dried her tears with a huge, white cloth handkerchief, whereupon the little one grabbed her again and took a deep breath.


“Well, the blows wouldn't hurt the Blissmaiden at all?”


The old woman now looked at her granddaughter seriously.


“No my child, the blows hurt her like you and like every human being.


She doesn't want beatings, she doesn't want violence, and that's why she wouldn't fight back. She just doesn't fight back! She never fought back, never. When violence or injustice occurs, she disappears, she simply makes herself invisible.”


With the word “invisible”, Sophie's sadness immediately turned into bright enthusiasm.


“So she's hiding, as I sometimes hide?”


“So to speak,” smiled the grandmother.


“What is she still like, the Blissmaiden?” Sophie wanted to know.


“She is beautiful.”


Now Sophie's eyes began to shine and proudly she repeated: “Wise, strong, beautiful and they can make themselves invisible!”


“Yes,” the grandmother assured, adding: “They love nature and animals, especially cows and horses, fish and birds. They live in the woods and rock caves, dancing and singing at sunrise and sunset. They also secretly help the farmers in the fields, provided they treat them well, put a bowl of milk in the barn window in the evening or leave them a bed in a heated room during the rough nights when they need a warmer shelter. To those who treat them well, they invisibly give help and blessings.” “Aha,” Sophie interjected, while the grandmother had come into a veritable flow of speech and went on to explain: “One who inflicts suffering on a Blissmaiden or treats her badly is harming himself. For the Saligen are like mirrors, when you look into their eyes, you see your own inner truth.”


“Hm,” Sophie started rolling her deer-brown eyes. Suddenly, she tore her eyelids wide open, pulled up her brows, strained and stared at her grandmother as frighteningly as she could.


The old lady began to grin and made a defensive gesture.


“Don't do that with your eyes, otherwise your pupils will get stuck!” she warned. Sophie then rolled her eyes even more and made a few funny grimaces. The grandmother found this so entertaining that she too began to roll her eyes and grimace.


“You see, you can do that too!” exclaimed Sophie enthusiastically.


“Of course,” smiled the grandmother, “there, look into my eyes. Who laughs first?” She put on a terribly serious face. Sophie did the same immediately.


For a while, the two looked at each other. No one laughed. Silence. Actually, dead silence.


Finally, the grandmother interrupted: “Not bad!”


“I won! You interrupted!” triumphed Sophie.


The grandmother winked mischievously: “Congratulations!”


Now the girl straightened up and got back to business.


“What is it about the eyes of a Salige?”


“So,” the grandmother continued, “her crystal-clear gaze looks to the bottom of reality of every living being, whether human or animal. A Salige recognizes the essence of the innermost nature. And whoever endures the sight of this nature can become blissful himself. Most people can't stand up to it and often get scared because they feel they see through it or feel caught and then, all too often, they believe that the Saligen want something bad for them. It was not uncommon for them to be insulted, cursed and chased away. They don't want anything evil. They just mirror everything, but not on purpose, they don't even realize they are doing it. Because it's their nature.”


Sophie was still listening hard. She tried to understand exactly what that meant for herself. Maybe her mother also felt “caught” and that's why she got angry so often when Sophie looked at her – no, that couldn't be. Sophie rejected the idea. Why should her mom feel caught, she had done nothing, in any case, nothing that Sophie knew about. Somehow everything that the grandmother had been explaining, sounded a bit complicated.


The comparison with the mirror, however, already made sense to the girl.


“It's logical that a mirror only reflects.”


The grandmother smiled benevolently. Maybe she was proud that she could already have such in-depth conversations with her granddaughter.


“A mirror mirrors,” she continued, “without judgment. Even a Salige does not judge. But many people don't understand that, so they would rather get rid of a Salige or even want to destroy her. But you have to know one thing: no one can hurt or even destroy another unless he allows it. The Blissmaiden understood this. Your soul can never be hurt. Never! Do you understand, Sophie?” The grandmother's gaze was now crystal clear and seemed to penetrate Sophie. Obviously, the old woman just meant it very seriously.


“Booa!” the girl marveled and looked at her grandmother with astonishment.


“I don't quite understand that. How is that supposed to work?” She went on: “But if you say it, grandmother, maybe it's true.”


Again, the old woman looked into the distance, as if she were reading something in small print on that invisible white wall. Finally, she turned again to her granddaughter: “If you want it, then one day you will understand it, my little Sophie. Absolutely!” She lovingly pressed her granddaughter to her heart.


After some time, Sophie put on a scrutinizing face.


“And why do you know all this? Have you ever seen one?”


Now the grandmother felt caught. She hesitated, then shook her head. “No!


A Salige has the gift of making herself invisible! And how she does that, nobody knows.”


“I want to find out,” Sophie announced decisively.


“Oh!” the grandmother smiled.


“I also want to become a Blissmaiden,” and she added solemnly, “they are wise, strong, beautiful and can make themselves invisible! That's great!”


“But the Saligen do not have an easy life. It's no child's play!”


“That doesn't matter,” the girl asserted. “Come on, start to tell the story!”


“There are several ways to tell the legend,” replied the grandmother: “You know, that's typical of a legend, that there are always several narrative types.


There is no right or wrong.” Sophie became more and more impatient.


Meanwhile, she nervously bobbed back and forth on her grandmother's lap: “Then just read out what's in the book!”


The grandmother raised her eyebrows and looked at Sophie seriously.


Perhaps she should not have touched on the topic of the Saligen at all! But obviously it was now too late.


“Now we are finally starting!” Sophie continued. “All right.”


So the grandmother began to read from the old book: “The Blissmaiden from the White Lake.”


High above the eastern shore of Lake Weissensee in the South of Austria, hidden in a steep area, lies a beautiful cave called Dolmetzenloch. A Salige once lived there. She loved to descend to the lakeshore in the early morning or after sunset to take a bath unseen and secretly in the crystal clear lake.


But one day a farmer from the nearby village Neusach discovered her. It was a farmer, called Stompfer. He saw the virgin and wanted to own her.


So he approached the water and found her dress. When the Blissmaiden got out of the water, he loudly approached her and said that he would only give her back the robe if she married him. The virgin was trapped. She had to follow the farmer, because without a robe she would not have survived in the forest. But because she abhorred violence so much, she warned the farmer not to raise his voice so loudly ever again, to beat, to whip, or to clap. Even a threatening gesture with their hands reminiscent of violence would be too much for her. If he did not keep this commandment, she would have to leave him. The farmer promised and so she became his wife.


Life took its course and soon she gave birth to a son. Three years passed, and one day the door of the farmhouse was open and the chickens walked in cheerfully. When the farmer saw that the animals were cavorting in the so-called “Labn”, the front house, he became angry. He roared loudly and chased them out by blustering and clapping. From that hour on, the farmer's wife simply disappeared. His complaints about the missing woman did not bring her back either. The woman remained invisible to him and the suffering in the house and farm was great. The little Stompfer boy seemed to have lost his mother. But no one knew that every night, when everyone was asleep, the Salige secretly came into the house to lovingly embrace her child and lull him to sleep. And then she did any housework or stable work that had been left behind. Thus, the boy grew into a cheerful and happy boy, who was welcome everywhere and at every occasion when good people sat together, he performed a song or a poem. Throughout his life, people wondered where he, who had “lost” his mother at such a young age, got his joy and this cheerfulness from.”


“And then? That's all?”


Sophie was not satisfied.


“That's a lot,” replied the grandmother, “nothing more has been handed down.


All I know is that there is actually a farmer called Stompfer in Neusach at the Lake Weissensee who likes to recite poems and songs. A diligent farmer, with a large, beautiful farm.”


“But the Salige?” Sophie said indignantly, “what happened to her in the end?


Where did she come from in the first place? And, the cave! Where is it?”


The grandmother became thoughtful: “Yes, of course the cave. I was there once, in my youth, when I climbed around in the forest and suddenly stood in front of it. A huge portal in the rock.”


“Yes and then?”


“Then I never found it again.”


“I want to find it again,” the girl announced just as decisively as she had just announced her desire to become a Blissmaiden.


The grandmother looked seriously at her little granddaughter and remained silent. “And then I want to become a Salige,” Sophie repeated. “You've heard that a Blissmaiden does not have an easy life. They are often persecuted and then live in solitude,” the grandmother tried to bring her granddaughter to her senses.


“But they dance and sing.”


She jumped up and pulled out the bottom drawer of the huge farmer's box in the parlour, rummaged around in it, grabbed a white lace curtain and wrapped herself in it. Then she stood in front of her grandmother and bowed to her with the words: “I will find the cave.”


She sat down on the floor and declared: “I have to concentrate now, because then I will think of everything, to understand how I will reach it.” She closed her eyes and remained silent. An enchantingly soothing peace emanated from the little girl, filled the living room and then also the grandmother herself.


She watched her granddaughter attentively. Finally, she pulled out a small casket from under the divan and took a chain with a pendant made of rock crystal from it. She gently approached Sophie and put the jewel on her neck.


The girl did not move. She sat there for quite a while. At some point, without opening her eyes, Sophie touched the gift. “Thank you,” she smiled, “that's good, grandma.”


“Strange child,” thought the old woman, without leaving her sight from her granddaughter. With her eyes closed, she was like sitting in a divine cloud of peace and concentration. The grandmother was impressed. What was going on in the head of this little girl? The lady could not guess it. And it cannot be put into words, it was too powerful, too transcendent. Images of a force that Sophie would never forget and became her guide to all the steps she would take in her life.


Quietly, the grandmother pushed the box back under the bed. “You know, to become and stay a Blissmaiden, that's really, that's really not that easy,” she murmured to herself, “be glad if you're not, the Saligen are just so – ” “Sophie!” – the shrill voice from outside interrupted her, “Sophie! Where are you?”


The grandmother sighed and looked to the ground. Sophie did not move, still sitting on the floor wrapped in the white lace curtain, eyes closed.


The door opened. Sophie's mother, a pretty, young woman, her hand raised for a beating, entered.


Sophie opened her eyes, dropped the veil and hurried out of the room.


“What are you doing with the curtain?” the mother called out to her. Sophie gave no answer, she quickly disappeared around the corner, scurrying down the stairs, out into the garden.


Once there, she celebrated her freedom by spreading out her arms like wings, softly moving them up and down and dancing on the tips of her toes back and forth.


In the meantime, the young woman still stood dazed in the parlour of the grandmother. Finally she turned, slammed the door shut and hurried after her daughter.


The grandmother had witnessed untamed and honest emotions.


Thoughtfully, she raised her gaze and stared into the distance.


Years later ...


A bright blue February day. Crunching of steps and tracks in the fresh deep snow.


It was Sophie, as she was walking over the snowy, frozen lake to the east.


Since her childhood, she has spent every free minute outside in this wonderful landscape.


Today, she was supposed to go skiing with her friends, but it wasn't possible, as she had overdone it at the carnival festival the day before. Or rather, someone had overdone it with her. The proud fire captain of the village, who had noticed that Sophie had recently become single, had his eye on her and asked her to dance. For Sophie, she had not yet completely overcome the pain of her recently ended love story with a man, with whom she had thought she would stay with for the rest of her life. To distract herself, she had complied with the invitation to dance without being in the least bit interested in this fire captain, who was also thirty years older. This bachelor was actually too stormy for Sophie's taste. Although she had wanted to sit down again for the longest time, he had not let go of her and had taken the lead while dancing so violently that Sophie stumbled with the uncomfortable costume during a rotational movement and had landed rudely on the ground.


She had sprained her right ankle, and not only did she spend the rest of the evening as a spectator on the edge of the dance floor, but the consequences were more serious. Her ankle was so swollen by the next morning that it was impossible to slip into the ski boot. When her friends came to pick her up to go skiing, she was sitting desperately on the steps in front of the house entrance and told them that she had to stay at home. Sadly, she waved at them as they got into the car and drove off without her.


Then that oppressive stabbing stirred in her heart again. Yes, it actually hurt. How could it be that she had been so wrong in her love? She missed him, she missed his smile, his enthusiasm, she missed all the dreams for the future that she had imagined with him in the happy hours of being together.


She had really loved him until she had found in his trouser pocket that key, the key with that silver heart-shaped pendant with the engraving Je t'aime.


The key to another woman's apartment door. At that moment, Sophie had realized where he had always spent his numerous “night shifts”. Why hadn't she realized it for so long? Or had she not wanted to see it? With the key in hand, any self-deception had become impossible. Within the hour, she had packed her things and left.


It had now been seven months. Sophie's wound in her heart had broken open again. Tears rose in her eyes. Where did she belong? She wished for a clear new beginning. But where? The end of their love affair had thrown her off track so much that she neither knew nor felt whether she could ever get her life back on track. Spontaneously, she had now come back here after a few years, to this beautiful place in the middle of nature, where she had been born and raised. Her grandmother had been dead for a long time and her parentsʼ house no longer existed. But Sophie was happy to have returned and temporarily rented a small vacant apartment of her uncle, hoping to reorient herself here. For truly, she loved this area – especially today, a glorious day.


Fresh, soft powder snow covered the entire Lake Valley. A gentle, light breeze swirled snow crystals into the air, glittering and shimmering in the sunlight on the background of the lightning blue winter sky.


As if this were heaven on earth, this is what the landscape looked like. After the friends left without her, Sophie knew one thing for sure: Despite the pain, whether in her heart or leg, she was not allowed to spend the day in a room. She had to go out into the snow and into the sun, so she grabbed her winter boots.


The one for the left foot fit of course, but the right one was much too tight for the swollen ankle. Sophie rummaged through the shoebox in the anteroom of the small apartment and found a dusty “moonboot”. It probably belonged to her aunt. She obviously hadn't worn it for ages, probably didn't even know it still existed. This soft, huge boot, two numbers larger, was perfect for the injured foot. So she walked off with the two different shoes and looked so laughable, as if she would drag the aftermath of the carnival in tow behind her. However, Sophie did not care, as she was overjoyed to reach the frozen lake and leave the first hiking tracks in the fresh snow cover. As she walked, she forgot more and more that she had a broken heart and an injured leg.


Due to the joyful sight of the snow crystals, she hovered over the frozen lake. Nothing hurt anymore. Somewhere in the middle of the lake, walking towards the east shore, she suddenly felt a pressure on her chest. It was not a pain, this pressure triggered a new, strangely uplifting feeling. She grabbed her neck to open the collar of the anorak. She touched her grandmother's little crystal pendant, which she wore all her life. Suddenly, she made a change of direction and walked towards the north bank. She had no plan for where she wanted to go, she just took one step ahead of the other and left the guidance to her heart, completely thoughtless, just infinitely excited about being out in this wonderful snowy landscape. She also didn't think about her injury to her leg because she didn't feel any pain anymore. When she reached the shore, she crossed the path and climbed up the mountain in the snowy forest. She did not perceive any effort, nor was she aware of whether or how steep the forest was here. She was on her way. Safe and with ease. After some time, she grabbed her neck again to open the collar of her polo shirt. And again she touched the pendant made of rock crystal. Her eyelids became heavy. She closed her eyes. Then she heard a sound, actually two, as if from two delicate bells, whose sounds flowed into each other and then became one.


Sophie could not classify where these sounds came from.


She knew only one thing: it was wonderful.


High above the lake, in the bright blue winter sky, a huge eagle designed big circles in the space.


With powerful beats of its wings, the bird defied valleys and mountain ridges.


Soon it glided over the plateau of the White Lake.


The keen eye aimed for a point in the middle of the forest of the northern slope above the lake. Approaching, the point turned out to be a person.


It was Sophie in her turquoise ski jacket.


The giant bird had cast its eye on her.


She was climbing in a steep, icy stream route.


She still didn't know where to go. She just kept climbing. She felt carried, light as a feather, as if there was no gravity and as long as this feeling did not subside, there was no reason to turn back. The fact that her right foot had hurt so much in the morning, that she had not gotten into her ski boot or winter boots, and that she therefore had an oversized moon boot from her aunt, were all forgotten.


In fact, Sophie didn't feel her legs at all.


She felt as if she were flying.


She followed a feeling in her heart that pulled her upwards in joyful enthusiasm in this one direction. She was just climbing on all fours over two thick spruce trunks, which must have tipped over in a storm and lay across the stream route, when she turned her gaze upwards again. What was she seeing? She couldn't believe it.


Sophie had found the cave of her childhood dream.


She stood in front of the huge, majestic and snow-covered entrance of the cave, called the “Dolmetzenloch” in the local language. It was not enough with just the discovery of the cave. Mighty icicles adorned the entrance.


Beautiful ice figures stood in and in front of the cave. They glittered in the sun, whose rays penetrated between the tops of the spruces.


At the sight of these magnificent ice formations, she fell to her knees.


Thoughtlessly, as if instructed, she felt the need to bow. She took off her cap, which her mother had given her many years ago.


Tears ran down her cheeks.


Only now, when she had arrived and knelt before so much beauty, did she feel something like exhaustion or fatigue. She had no idea, how it could be possible that she had found the cave, nor did she realize how high in the mountainside it was. When she looked back, she realized that it had to have been very high and steep because through the tops of the spruces you could only guess the snowy lake area, which was far, far below. Reverently, as if a holy temple were revealed before her, she stood up and entered the cave. One ice figure was more beautiful than the other.


The shapes were reminiscent of the figures of beautiful women.


Where had Sophie ended up?


Somehow, she felt as if she was in a secret gathering of countless magical beings. Carefully and slowly, she took one step at a time into the interior of the cave so as not to injure any figures. The huge rock vault made a right curve. Then she saw the most powerful and beautiful figure at the very back, it stood directly in front of her, behind all the others. Sophie approached.


She stumbled briefly because the earth was so icy. She touched the glittering crystal floor. As soon as her palms rested on the icy earth, a warm shower penetrated Sophie. How was this possible? She was indeed warm. She closed her eyes. The next moment, an unstoppable stream of hot tears flowed down her cheeks. What was going on here?


It wasn't grief, it wasn't pain. A feeling never experienced before came over Sophie, as if by touching her hands with the icy ground, she was flowing through the consciousness of an ancient knowledge that seemed to come from the depths of the earth. A knowledge, like a message, a wonderful, heartfelt, eternally loving one. A message that for the time being was anything but comprehensible in words. And all those tears? No tears of pain.


They were tears of infinite relief and clarity.


After a while, Sophie opened her eyes. She had no idea how much time had passed. The shadow that the spruces cast on the snow had a different angle, so it must have been more than an hour.


Despite the wintry temperatures, Sophie was warm enough, she got up and walked in front of the cave. To the right, in front of the mighty portal, she discovered an ice figure that she had not noticed earlier.


A figure like two people who seemed to embrace each other.


She touched the ice formation. At that moment she heard that wonderful tone again. Again, her eyelids became heavy.


She couldn't help but sit down and closed her eyes again.


She now delved even deeper into the knowledge of crystals. This showed her clear images of a bygone era.


She opened her eyes, her eyelids trembled. From her jacket pocket she pulled out a ballpoint pen and a crumpled blank postcard from her last ski holiday.


She wanted to write everything down on it.


She immediately rejected her plan, there was not enough space on the small piece of paper. She folded it and plugged it back in. To do this, she pulled out her mobile phone and pressed the record function button.


With her other hand she touched the ice figure again.


[image: ]


Sophie's eyelids became heavy one more time, she heard names.


Her eyes closed, she was fully awake, but differently, steeped in a new awareness, never experienced before.


She began to speak into the recording device, slowly and clearly:




“Lovebelle was the second daughter of Loisl from the Lehner cottage on the Rottenstein above Steinfeld, a village in the valley of river Drau.


When? – ”





Sophie winced briefly as she heard an unpleasant noise from behind. She turned around, forced her eyes to open and look into the cave.


Pictures were created on the rocky wall formations, shadows and projections as if in a film.


Moving images of another time ...




Now I can see


The market square of Steinfeld, also a year: 1756.


Imperial soldiers drumming. Chained to the pillory, a half-naked young woman. It is Lizl, she is violently flogged by the court servant. The person in charge of the market stands nearby at a desk and keeps a log, he records the date, puts his signature and the seal underneath. Citizens of the village, including the Lehner from Rottenstein, follow the events with excitement.


“You cursed!” cries Lizl, “to hell with you! I didn't do anything wrong!


Nothing!” With each blow to the back, it becomes quieter. She can no longer keep herself on her feet, sinks down and rolls pain-distorted on the ground.


The nurse boasts loudly: “Just look closely! This is what one that sins against God and heaven looks like. Just look, that is what happens to those who sin!”


“Curse on you!” repeats Lizl with all her remaining force.


“Rebel too!” shouts a farmer's wife and the shoemaker loudly announces: “Evil witch!”


“Witch!” – comes from the crowd. Some women pick up stones and throw them at the roaring, chained girl. Men walk by and spit on her. Some small children watch and temporarily hide behind their mother's skirt coats, as Lizl's cries of pain become more and more unbearable.


Slowly and clearly, Sophie reproduced everything she saw:


While terrible things were going on in Steinfeld, the people in the Lehner's cottage on the Rottenstein, a rocky outcrop above the village, had other worries. Here a woman screamed for other reasons: The wife of the Lehner was in labor.


High above the Rottenstein, an eagle designed his circles in the sky.


Just as the Lehner's wife squeezed her child out into life, the bird began to dive and landed on the rock near the cottage, after which the hill is still named today.


The mighty animal was unnoticed because there was a lot of excitement in the house.


Ria, the neighbor, had just cut the newborn off the umbilical cord and held it up in jubilation: “A maiden, a maid! Just look, she is laughing! Barely her eyes open and she is laughing! So dear! Well done! Just look! So much love, so much beauty! I think you have to call her Lovebelle!”


The mother happily took her daughter in her arms and declared: “You are right! That is Lovebelle. May the child only remain with this joyful radiance!”


Ria's enthusiasm was foaming over: “What joy! What bliss! I will run straight to the village and tell everyone! What a bliss! Lovebelle is born!”


So little Lovebelle grew up on the Rottenstein, far away from the village and all the political unrest of that time.


She loved her dog Shecky, her faithful playmate. With him she romped around in the meadows and fields and spent wonderful, innocent childhood days. She especially liked to swing on the pear tree and did not stop singing and inventing songs.


Her favorite song was called “Flying”:


“Flying with you


frees my soul and my heart,


how blissful to sit


on your shoulder, so safe,


to feel and to love


your feathers and wings,


finally taking off,


with you, to be free.


So – ham – Soham.”


Who this Soham was, to whom she dedicated her songs and with whom she even spoke to, no one could really find out. In any case, it seemed to be a kind of bird.


While the father was less worried that the child was talking to an invisible being, Lovebelle's mother, felt more discomfort. The child was already six years old! At some point, the mother of the little girl forbade her to talk to this Soham in her presence. Lovebelle tried to stick to it dutifully. But often the playful enthusiasm simply went through with her, especially when she played “flying”. Then she exercised on the roof of the chaste or on a branch in the pear tree, spreading her arms as if she had wings and jumped down into the meadow with her “Soham”. She shouted enthusiastically: “Soham, Soham, we're flying, we're flying.” She landed, stood up and looked up into the crown of the pear tree again: “But Soham, you are already up again, well wait, I am coming! Wait, then we'll fly down together.” Meanwhile, Sheckie barked and wagged his tail. “But Sheckie, you can't come along, you're not made to climb and certainly not to fly, you have to wait downstairs and watch me!” In Sheckie she had found the most loyal and enthusiastic spectator for her games, while Soham seemed to be something like her role model, she imitated him in everything. For example, when Soham was sitting on the treetop, she emulated him and climbed so high that she could see down into the Valley over the roof of the house.


“What a wonderful view!” she cheered.


“Soham, now I know why you love sitting up here!”


Meanwhile, down below, the dog continued to bark, jumping back and forth and wagging its tail even more excitedly. “Sheckie, Sheckie, look,” she exclaimed, “one, two, three. Juhuuuuuiiii!” and she flew straight down to the haystack next to the fence. The excitement was great, when, in such a moment, Maria, Lovebelle's mother, came out of the living room to fetch wood for the stove behind the house. She dropped the basket for the wood, as she was convinced every time that her child would eventually break its neck during these dives.


“My God, child! Are you hurt?” she whimpered. How did you get up the tree? My God! Stay far away from that tree!” Maria couldn't imagine that it was all just fun and games for her daughter.


“But mother, don't worry!” Lovebelle tried to comfort her: “Nothing happened. I flew with Soham! He called me! And then we flew down together!” “Fallen down!” the mother scolded, “and fear has driven me!”


“Fallen down? Such nonsense! I did not fall, I flew with Soham!”


These answers made Maria furious: “Stop with this Soham! You drive me crazy with that nonsense! You need a slap to remember that you don't have to climb up the pear tree.”


When the mother made a threatening gesture with her hand, Lovebelle quickly jumped out of the way, jumped over the fence in one go and declared: “But Mummy, don't worry! Look, it's all good!” On the other side of the fence, she then stretched out her arms, turned twice in a circle and let herself fall on her back into the meadow, where she remained laughing. Meanwhile, the mother was still standing on the fence with her hand raised. But because it was too difficult for her to climb over it, she turned back and returned to collecting the logs. She complained to herself: “You are such a little rascal, just wait, I will tell that to your father, then he shall bring you to your senses.”


Lovebelle, meanwhile, sat in the grass and hummed a song. She tore out a few bluebells and sky keys and wove a wreath out of them. As soon as she was done with the wreath, she stood up, jumped over the fence and shouted so loudly that her mother dropped the basket, which she had just been filling with wood again. “Mother, mother! Look Mother, how much I love you!”


She stretched out the wreath of flowers to her: “For you! You should not be angry at me, because I love you so much!” Between anger and love, the mother took her daughter in her arms, hugged her and said: “My God, child!


How will this end! May the Lord protect you in all your ways!” After some time, Maria released the hug and then gave her daughter a slap in the face.


“The slap was still necessary, so that you remember that you should not scare me so much!” the mother scolded after her hand was clapped on Lovebelle's cheek.


The mother only grinned sweetly, because the slap in the face had not hurt Lovebelle. The little one let herself fall back into the grass, stayed there and played “unconscious” until the dog came and licked her face with his huge, sloppy tongue. As a result, Lovebelle jumped up again in no time, while the mother returned to the chaste shaking her head.


By the evening, Maria would have long forgotten the incident, because it usually never stayed with a single excitement during the day, as Lovebelle also had two other siblings.


The one who did not forget so easily, was Lovebelle herself.


Early on, she had a strong sense of justice, which in her eyes only she and her Soham really understood.


The father, Loisl, the mother Maria, Lovebelle's older sister Hannerl and the small, three-year-old brother Lenz sat at the Lord's Supper. Maria placed a bread soup in the middle, whereupon Loisl spoke: “Lord bless this meal and protect us above all suffering and calamity.”


A unanimous “Amen” was the reply and the simple meal was opened.


For Lovebelle, however, the prayer was not yet over, for she added: “And protect us from all unjust punishments!” She looked at her little three-year-old brother Lenz badly. The mother tried to reassure Lovebelle: “Oh, Dear, Lovebelle, he hasn't understood that yet. You have to forgive him! I couldn't have known that he threw the pot down. I didn't see it.”


“But the slaps, I got for it have been hurting, and they were unfair! And all that, after I gave you a beautiful wreath of flowers!” replied Lovebelle.
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