
BINA ŠTAMPE ŽMAVC  
 

Contact: Zala Stanonik Založba Pivec d.o.o., Na Gorci 20, 2000 Maribor, Slovenia 
zala@zalozba-pivec.com                                              +386 2 250 08 28, +386 41 769 706 

Bina Štampe Žmavc writes poems, prose and dramatic 

texts, mostly for young readers. The motifs in her lyrical 

tales for children come from both everyday life as reality 

and a fantastic experience, she addresses topics such as the 

interconnectedness of the universe, mankind and nature, 

and also children and their playful relationship with their 

surroundings. Her prose work includes stories about 

animals and various short fairy tales and nonsense stories. 

She is considered to be one of the top Slovenian authors of 

youth literature, while also being an established writer of 

adult poetry (the collection Sands in the Song, Diagonal 

Sun, U-ni-verse and Song for the Lyre). 

 

CHILDREN FICTION/PROSE 

THE PRINCESS BEYOND THE MIRROR 

Nine magical tales and one for fun 

Written by: Bina Štampe Žmavc 

Illustrations by: Darka Erdelji 

The Princess beyond the Mirror is a 

collection of original fairy tales by the 

internationally acclaimed creator for both 

adults and children, a master of verse and 

prose, of music and the theatre, Bina Štampe 

Žmavc. A selection of canonical fairy tales, 

heroes and motifs are deconstructed and 

reconstructed in a witty way. The stories of 

Snow White, Cinderella, Sleeping Beauty and 

others become the subject of the author’s 

contemplation and are addressed from a 

unique perspective. 

What will the princess do with her glass 

slippers? How will she defend herself against 

the wicked queen? And what is on the other 

side of the mysterious mirror? Will the star 

caught in the treetop finally discover the 

purpose of its existence and come to terms 

with its tiny size? What drives the infatuated 

moon to appear before the poet’s window 

every night? Will the tailor successfully protect his work against the mischievous elf? Will the poem 

stir the hardened heart of the jeweller? Will there be a prince who brings the right gift for the picky 
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princess? How did the poor young wife trick the miserly ruler Stingyson? What kind of clouds does 

the Rain King sew? What happens to the magician Cadabra? The epilogue contains playful musings 

about the poetry contest for the golden pear. 

All in all, a look through and beyond the mirror in which we usually see fairy tales. This makes them 

both fairy tales and un-fairy tales. But the interpretation is in no way simplistic and light-hearted. It is 

viewed through the magical optics of a camera obscura, reaching far into the other side and back, as 

well as deep into us ourselves. Discussing, revealing, even denying fairy tales takes us on a journey 

that – in a lively, witty, inciteful and poetic way – ultimately leads us back to their essence. 

The magically poetic, mysterious and layered illustrations by Darka Erdelji, with their many intricate 

details, connections and hints, follow, respond to, reflect and underscore what is written. 

Format: 19.5 × 25cm, colour print, hardcover 

No. of pages: 128 

 

Reading Sample 

THE PRINCESS BEYOND THE MIRROR 

Once upon a time, somewhere around Then or 

maybe somewhere close to the clearer Now, 

there lived a princess. Enthusiastic as the spirit 

of a gnome’s fairy in the morning forest and 

beautiful as the first blooming rose of May. A 

storm flowed through her veins and a breeze 

ruffled her hair so that the wafting angels of the 

ether would glide along its strands full of mirth. 

And her thoughts would invariably race like nine 

times nine galloping horses on a merry-go-

round. Even when she would lie, seemingly still, 

in the grass and peer into the endless domes of 

white clouds, her gaze would travel with them 

into the unknown. And her arms like 

outstretched wings of a bird could hardly wait to 

take flight. 

No wonder that the princess much rather 

enjoyed hunting for hidden nooks in the 

unending castle garden than counting the chandeliers in the palace chambers. Those nooks 

overflowing with plants that now and then managed to escape the close watch and sharp shears of 

the ever so attentive castle gardeners. Allowing themselves to overgrow the shady roofs with ivy and 

the weeping, mysterious tendrils of willows that silently sung their song above the water’s surface. 
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One morning, when the princess was gathering flowers in the garden – it was just before her birthday 

– a snow-white dove flew to her out of nowhere. As though it had fallen from the blue sky above, it 

circled low around the princess’s head a few times and cooed excitedly: 

Princess, oh, pretty flower, 
You will surely find if your scour, 
A secret niche with a hidden door, 
Concealed there from times of yore, 
 
Hiding slippers no mouse can gnaw,  
Such you have never seen before, 
So, waste no time, go on your way, 
Hurry, haste and do not delay. 
 

The princess wanted to say something to the dove, but before she was even able to utter a word the 

bird flew away. All that was left in the sky was a snow-white mist that floated there for a while 

before getting lost in the blue. 

The princess stood there for a moment, then ran across the garden and up the stairs straight to her 

secret attic chamber. Out of breath she peered out of the window and scanned the sky. But there 

was no trace of the white dove to be found. If only she could ask it why it had come to her, and what 

it meant by the secret door. And by the shoes that mice do not nibble. The palace was full of doors 

and hatches, plenty of shoes and slippers, and a mouse or two, here and there. But what did the 

dove mean? And it left so quickly, faster that an unspoken thought! Almost a little rudely, in fact. For 

a second, the princess considered asking the queen about it all. However, an unseen voice whispered 

to her that it would not be a good idea to tell the queen everything just yet. Especially not the queen 

stepmother. 

The princess stood still for a moment, but her restlessness soon led her out of the palace and back 

into the garden, straight to the flowerbed full of big white daisies. 

“I will ask the big daisy. It’s flower is as round as the world. It surely must know a great deal. Bees 

and butterflies and bumblebees that fly to the most hidden places around the globe all flock to it. 

And everyone knows that flower petals never lie.” 

The princess began counting the petals of the daisy. 

Daisy dearest, 
Whatever you decide, 
I promise I will do. 
 
Should I search, or not, 
Should I look, or not, 
Leave it closed or open it, 
Tell me what to do… 
 
With bated breath she counted the last petal and her eyes twinkled restlessly. 

“Therefore I shall search, thank you daisy dearest!” 
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She hurried back to the palace and stopped in front of her hidden attic chamber. There were many 

doors and hatches, but all had been opened at one time or another. She had never found anything 

hidden behind them. Disappointed, she looked around. The little chamber in the attic really did not 

seem to hold any secrets. She knew each nook and cranny from top to bottom. Deep in thought, she 

made her way from the room into a dark hallway of the palace. As she passed a large Baroque 

mirror, she suddenly got the feeling that the mirror was watching her. 

“If you seek, you shall find there, whence you came...” shimmered the mirror. 

The princess turned around as if bewitched and returned to her chamber. It was then that the curtain 

of the little window niche stirred and the princess noticed something she hadn’t seen before. She 

quickly drew the curtain. In the barely visible window niche there was a tiny little door, barely 

noticeable. Without a moment’s hesitation she opened it. Behind the door an opening the size of a 

beehive was looking back at her. It seemed to be a meaningful look. 

She plucked up the courage and reached in with her hand. The air was filled with the magical scent of 

jasmine and in here hand appeared as parcel wrapped in silk. The princess quickly sat on the bed and 

began unwrapping it. In the pretty silk box she found the most beautiful glass slippers. In the dim 

light in the chamber they sparkled mysteriously like the magical threads of a wish or undreamed 

treasure. 

“Glass slippers!” whispered the princess. “This is what the white dove was talking about when it 

spoke about the slippers no mice could gnaw!” 

In her mind she tried to guess whose they were and placed them carefully back in the silk box. Again 

a voice inside her whispered that it was not a good idea to tell everything to the queen. 

But she still knew too little to be able to understand the mysterious visit of the snow-white dove. And 

the mirror – how did it know what she was looking for and where? Although the princess had always 

been somewhat scared of the mysterious, almost floor-length mirror that reigned over the wall, she 

bravely decided to ask it and find out more. 

The mirror stood there, seemingly calmly perched in its frame made of blackened silver and 

decorated with ornaments from mysterious glistening hematite and garnets. These glimmered in the 

low light of the hallway like dried drops of blood. The surface of the mirror glistened with the 

opaqueness of a pool that disappears into the depths. 

The princess stepped in front of the mirror. But before she was able to ask it a question, the mirror 

replied. 

“You are wondering how I knew what you were looking for, princess. The depth of the mirror is 

infinite. Enough for a thousand questions and answers. Even for yours. Layer upon layer of memories 

are held in the silver reflection.” 

“But whose are the glass slippers?” asked the princess. 

“See for yourself, princess,” shimmered the mirror mysteriously. 
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The princess looked into the mirror. At first she could not see anything. But then, 

slowly and glimmering like a mirage, the image of the princess emerged from the 

depths of the mirror. 

“Is this another me?” asked the princess with bated breath. 

“Yes and no,” replied the mirror. 

“A reflection of a memory, princess...” 

And the princess stared in wonder as, next to the image of the princess in the 

mirror, the silhouette and blurred face of an unknown prince materialised. In the 

mirror, just as in a pool of deep water, noiseless words swam out in front of her eyes. 

“Do you think you can wear the glass slippers just once, dance in them with the prince and become a 

princess? I can still smell the ashes from your fireplace on you. I don’t know how I was, how I could 

have been so blind!” 

And with each inaudible word that floated on the mirror’s surface, the princess in the mirror moved 

further and further away from the prince, as though the words were taking her with them. Further 

and further away. Into the distance far beyond the mirror. 

The princess stared into the mirror questioningly. 

“Where did she disappear to?” 

“Do not forget, princess, it was only the reflection of a memory. However, since you ask, she was 

hurt by words. The words of the very prince that her glass slippers had once led her to...” 

“Words?” asked the princess, puzzled. 

“Words, princess. The sharpened spears of words. She removed her glass slippers and returned them 

to the memory of the fairy tale. Now they belong to you, princess.” 

“Was the princess my mother?” 

“The imprint of a memory,” replied the mirror secretively. “Do not ask questions, princess. The 

mirror never lies. Believe me, the glass slippers are now yours. 

But there is always someone who believes they belong to them ... It rouses the winds of evil. 

In every palace a snake is hidden. 
Silently slithering in shrouded greed. 
As one with the dark and evil forbidden, 
It lies with it in lust and need. 
 
Concealed in a coil, there the snake lay 
Slithering snakily in an unfeeling touch 
And in its terrible strangeness it keeps at bay 
Stained windows of beauty and a heart’s warm clutch...” 
 
“A snake? I have never seen a snake in the palace,” said the princess. 
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“You just did not recognise it, princess. It is hidden by the beauty of its countless chambers and 

conceals its vices with the light of magical stained glass windows of dreams ... Have you forgotten, 

princess, that it is your birthday tomorrow? It is time for the memory’s reflection to return. Hold on 

to what is yours. Since there is someone who wants to get their hands on the glass slippers, steal 

what is yours, princess. Tomorrow is not only your birthday...” shimmered the mirror. 

“Tomorrow is also the birthday of the queen’s daughter, your half-sister, princess? 

The mirror stared meaningfully at the princess for long time. 

“Are you saying that the princess...?” 

“Is the snake hiding in the palace. And she will do anything to get her hands on your glass slippers. To 

put them on the feet of the wrong princess. Even if that means chopping off a bit of her heel or a toe 

and the slippers would run with blood ... Like in a old fairy tale, princess. But the princess beyond the 

mirror returned the glass slippers to the fairy tale. She went beyond the time of fairy tales. That is 

why the reflection of the memory had to return, princess. The glass slippers are yours now, but you 

can still lose them. The queen will not give up that easily. So listen to me carefully. On your birthday 

you must put on the dress with the little mirrors. Only that can protect you against the queen.” 

“And put on the glass slippers?” asked the princess. 

“You can wear them or not, princess. Tomorrow, in a year or never. It is up to you, princess,” 

shimmered the mirror meaningfully. 

The princess was left standing before the mirror, speechless. 

“Thank you, mirror!” she finally said after a few moments had passed. 

“Thank you, princess. I only reflect what I can see in your heart.” 

“But where can I find the dress with the mirrors,” asked the princess. 

“Beyond the mirror, princess. You must walk through the secret of its dark side without ever 

touching the darkness, without even glancing at it for a second. Blindfolded, princess. 

“Blindfolded?” 

“You must trust me, princess. If you do not heed this rule, the dress with the mirrors will be lost 

forever. And you, you will be lost in the mirror’s mystery, wandering around, never being able to 

return.” 

“I could just give up the glass slippers,” said the princess in hesitant hope. “I’ll forget about them, as 

though they never existed. I didn’t know about them up to now either.” 

“You may, princess. However, this means that the glass slippers will be lost forever. And they will 

never return to the fairy tale,” replied the mirror in an almost sad, disappointed shimmer. 

The princess was silent for a while, thinking what she should do. She though she could sense just how 

the sad eyes of the lost reflection of the princess beyond the mirror were looking out at her from the 

blackened silver mirror. She made the brave decision to do it. 
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And the princess, blindfolded, stepped into the unknown, dark secret of the mirror. There were 

voices along the way that whispered to her, lured her away, urging her to take off the blindfold that 

covered her eyes. Sometimes the voices were menacing, full of ominous echoes that came at her 

from all directions and echoed in her head with a shrill ringing as though even the air she was 

breathing was turning into sounds that were stifling here. But the thought of the sad eyes of the 

princess beyond the mirror gave her the courage to keep going. As did the strange, barely audible 

shimmering of the mirror, “Trust in yourself, princess!” 

Without breaking the rule, the princess walked as far as the mirror told her to. The frightening voices 

died down and it became pleasantly silent. Suddenly, the princess could feel in her lap the magical 

dress with mirrors that would save her. 

Without knowing exactly why, she sensed the hand of the princess beyond the mirror sliding along 

her cheek in a way that felt lighter than the gentle scent of jasmine. 

And so, on her birthday, the princess 

wore the dress dripping in colourful 

mirrors, just as the mirror had told 

her to. Everyone was admiring her 

oh-so unusual and charming dress. All 

except the queen. The queen made 

sure to avoid her at all costs. This was 

because each individual mirror 

reflected her evil brightly in a 

hundred little glints and gleams. 

After the princess slipped out of her magical mirror dress in the evening, she went to get the silk 

parcel containing the glass slippers from the hidden niche. She sat on the bed and the magical scent 

of jasmine filled the chamber once again. She tried on the slippers. How curious, they fitted her 

perfectly. Fascinated, she took a few steps before carefully placing them back where she found them. 

“I’d better not wear them for now,” she whispered to herself. “Actually, I don’t really know if I ever 

will. You never know when it comes to glass slippers...” 

At night, the queen crawled to the mirror, frozen from rage and evil. 

“You brainless, misshapen piece of glass, I am going to smash your mirror face into a thousand glass 

splinters!” 

The mirror paid no attention to her words and calmly stood in its blackened silver frame. 

“To what do I owe such anger, queen? My surface is as calm as a lake in a painting.” 

“Don’t you play dumb with me, you ridiculous mirror! You reflecting piece of metal, you scheming 

polished glass, I know very well what you did!” 

“That what befits a mirror, queen. I became wise long ago and a wiseman does nothing. The answer 

to your question, therefore, is nothing, queen.” 
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“You conniving reflective metal, why should I even listen to you! You are only a meddling piece of 

glass...” 

“I beg your pardon, dear queen, a piece of crystal. You cannot see into my depths. Opaque as steel, I 

will always conceal what is invisible to your eyes. But if you let something slip, beware, it may catch 

in your throat like glass, so take care...” 

In her rage, the queen bended low over the impenetrable depth of the mirror. It was then, in its deep 

reflecting eyes, that she suddenly caught sight of her true image. And she was so horrific that she 

hardened into an obelisk made of the darkest of black tar. 

When the dawn bathed the palace in light, all that was left was a black stain in front of the tranquil 

silver mirror. 
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CHILDREN FICTION/PROSE 

MAGIMATHICS 

Written by: Bina Štampe Žmavc 

Illustrations by: Andreja Peklar 

Magical mathematics = poetry of numbers + 

mathematics of words. 

If such a superb poet as Bina Štampe Žmavc delves 

into the wonders of mathematics, the result can 

only be an extraordinary story. Numbers that used 

to be so puzzling now come to life in a different 

light. All at once we realise that they share the 

same fates as people – they can be lonely, in love, 

fun, patient, fatal, magical and more. In an 

ingeniously insightful way, Bina Štampe Žmavc 

shows us that the laws and rules of mathematics 

are in fact a greater part of our lives than we ever 

could have imagined. 

This is why she chose to dedicate a poem to each 

and every number. She concludes the book with an 

interesting poem called A Poem for Infinity and Seven Witches, which sparks a real philosophical 

debate about the dimensions of the modern world and life itself through the eyes of magimathics 

and in a very imaginative and entertaining way, as she always does in her work. 

The illustrations of the marvellous Andreja Peklar bring the stories to life in a most wonderful way. 

The book also reveals one of the illustrator’s special inventions... 

Format: 21 × 24cm, colour print, hardcover 

No. of pages: 28 
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Synopsis 

The poem about the number 1 emphasises its singularity and uniqueness. However the number is 

turned mathematically, it is always the one and only, completely alone, but nevertheless greater 

than zero. 

The number 2 is echoed in the Slovene language’s special dual grammatical number. The dual 

number illustrates how many people and concepts appear in opposite pairs: mother and father, man 

and woman, day and night, light and dark. But not everything is set in a duality that divides, since 

without two there cannot be three, how else could a little baby be born? 

The number 3 is already plural, which signifies both the closeness of people as well as utterly 

mathematical concepts such as triangles, which have three angles. Three is a magical number, it 

embodies the triplicity of time (the past, present and future) and happiness is reflected in trios. 

From a mathematical perspective, the number 4 is two times two or one plus three – it symbolises 

the four sides of all things: the four directions, the four corners of a house, four-sided shapes, the 

moon in four forms, the four seasons, as well as dancing the quadrille and the number of hands and 

feet of both people and animals. 

The number 5 is the centre, firmly placed in the middle between one and nine, which is why the poet 

calls it the queen. There are also places where the number five can be found: members of a quintet, 

fingers on a hand, quintuplets and petals on a flower. 

The number 6 symbolises the six sides of a die, the six points of a star, the number of horses in a 

horse-drawn carriage, the number of a mosquito’s legs and the number of senses. 

The number 7 reflects the number of days in a week, where the last one, the seventh, is intended for 

rest. It is also a magical number, everything occurs in sevens: seven princesses, seven dragons, seven 

doors and seven princes behind the last one. 

The number 8, from a mathematical perspective, can be twice four or four time two; in music is can 

be an octet. In can also signify the start of a new week. In sport, an eight is a rowing boat and a figure 

eight is found in ice skating. 

The number 9 is found just before the number ten: a baby is born after nine months and the whole 

family is on cloud nine. Everyone dresses to the nines to celebrate such a wonderful occasion. 

The number 0 is a round number made of nothing. It can be multiplied, but always stays the same. 

And when a number one joins the zero, they become a perfect 10. 

A Poem for Infinity and Seven Witches sparks a real philosophical debate about the dimensions of 

the modern world and life itself through the eyes of magimathics in a very imaginative and 

entertaining way. The witches have a meeting since they realised that the modern age has forgotten 

about them. People now use technology, everything is operated by touch and they hold things to 

click on that takes them to an infinite universe. But this doesn’t bother them at all, on the contrary, 

they think it is quite fun! They don’t even despise the fact that love is now demonstrated through 

symbols and not words. But the witches feel like the world has become to square and mechanised, 

lacking a soul, and they decide to stand up to the modern world using their magic.  
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Reading samples 

 

Number One 

 

I am called one, 

And I stand alone. 

Even if with one, 

Myself I do divide, 

Or myself with one, 

I do multiply, 

Still I'm the one, 

One more than none. 

Not left, nor right, 

No one is by my side. 

Purely singular, 

Or in a dialogue or talk, 

Immersed with myself, 

In a monologue. 

 

 

 

 

 

Number Seven 

 

It's the end of the week, day seven, 

I'm sitting in an armchair, I'm in heaven, 

The fairytale number, I am Sunday, 

Relaxation promised only on this day. 

 

In seven palaces seven princesses live, 

They all rest under trees that shade give, 

Seven branches from each does entice, 

Up to the roof of the fairytale paradise. 

 

Seven dragons rock to and fro on a swing, 

Princesses all are charmed with their dance, 

They all do fall deep into a trance. 

 

The seventh is somehow different to the 

others. 

Only to her, beyond the seventh door appears, 

A prince, surrounded by six brothers. 
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A Poem for Infinity and Seven Witches 

The witches did gather, 

Beneath a full moon, 

All on their broomsticks, 

Their talks began soon. 

 

The crows were chatting, 

They had much to say, 

A new age is upon us, 

Pushing the magic away. 

 

If all of our secrets, 

Were really revealed, 

Then what remains for us witches, 

If nothing is left concealed. 

 

Now instead of wizards, 

Machines are the ones, 

That control, think and do magic, 

Both for real and for fun. 

 

Soon we won’t even, 

Have to get out of bed, 

Everything controlled by touch, 

Wherever we tread. 

 

All of the alchemy, 

We now hold in our hands, 

And just with one touch, 

We create magical lands. 

 

Under the full moon, 

This is what they did decide, 

So pick up a newspaper, 

You might read of it inside. 

 

Don't be surprised, 

If you hear not one thing, 

The secrets of witches, 

Are strange and amazing. 
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CHILDREN FICTION/POETRY 

POEM IN A CLOUD (in the making) 

Written by: Bina Štampe Žmavc 

Illustrations by: Darka Erdelji 

In her new collection of poems titled 

Poem in a Cloud, the always delightfully 

brilliant Bina Štampe Žmavc touches on 

all the real and the magical elements of 

the world, which she weaves together 

into her characteristic linguistic 

innovations and rhymes. Dragons, 

clouds, seasons, emotions and pets are 

all part of her poetic daily life and 

present the world as a great big magical 

mystery. What indeed is snow? It’s at its 

most beautiful when it takes the form of 

a fine coat on a leafless tree. And what 

to do with the days that are all grown 

up, ever so long and dull? Make them 

more fun by shortening them! How does 

a field lay out a festive spread? With a 

rainbow of flowers and butterflies, of 

course. With a delicate touch, the 

poetress also introduces more serious 

topics and emotions to children, such as 

dealing with their parents’ divorce or the 

death of a family pet. Their lost cat may 

be in fact far away in dreamland, 

lounging about with the warm sun on its fluffy fur, isn’t that right?  Bina Štampe Žmavc places the 

wide range of human emotions at the forefront and understands them as part of everyday life. With 

her special touch, illustrator Darka Erdelji is able to capture all of this in her ethereal drawings. 
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