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Lijepa djeva Ibronka



,Lijepa djeva Ibronka” je madarska bajka. Ova prica mi je privukla paznju iScitavajuci antologiju bajki, koju je
priredila Angela Carter.

Bajke su ponikle iz usmene tradicije i Cesto sadrze ustaljene rijeci i fraze. Lijepa djeva Ibronka se u tom pogledu
istice opStim mjestima ustaljenog pripovjedackog stila bajki.

U toku protekle dvije sedmice, obavljala sam jedan monoton, mehanicki posao, koji se sastojao u sjeckanju
djelova teksta iz knjige drevnih bajki, od ¢itavih 600 strana. Ovi djelovi teksta su hirurSkom preciznoscu isjec-
kani skalpelom, a zatim spajani u formu ogromnih isjec¢aka, koji su potom bili razasuti po galerijskim zidovima.

Ostvareni vizuelni efekat ukazuje na formu uzburkanih morskih talasa.

Marie-Louise von Franz, zagovornik Jungove psihologije, jednom prilikom mi je napisala: ,Bajke su za mene
poput mora, dok su sage i mitovi nalik na valove koji ga talasaju®.

Isjecene rijeci su fizicko otjelovjenje ispisanih rijeci u tekstu.
,Zatim prati nit i namotavaj je u klupko, prati trag i sigurno ¢es naci njegov dom*. (Lijepa djeva Ibronka)

Lijepa djeva Ibronka je interesantna prica, koja iako podrazava tipi¢nu strukturu jedne bajke, u samom pripo-
vijedanju sadrZi elemente inovativnosti, oneobi¢avanja ovog stila:

,Bjese lijepo djevojce u selu ... Ali, Sta sa tim, ako sve druge djevojke ... imahu momka, a ona bas nijednog.”
Ovaj stil nas pomalo zbunjuje, posto u potpunosti iznevjerava nasa ocekivanja sa pocetka price.

Prateci glavni Zenski lik i njena Zivotna promisljanja i premisljanja, otkrivamo univerzalnost tema, strahova i
prijetnji s kojima se suocava.

Bajke Cesto sadrze mo¢ magicne transformacije najobic¢nijih materijala, Sto uo¢avamo i u ovoj bajci: ,,Ugledao
je ruzu kako se podizZe iz vaze, stresa se, a potom pretvara u najljepsu djevu koju je ikada vidio” . (Lijepa djeva
Ibronka)

Za poglavlje PreobraZaj (Ruza), pronasla sam koris¢enu spavadicu, koju su nosile djevojcice u pred-pubertet-
skom dobu, u 19. vijeku. Potom sam makazicama isjekla latice, listove i trnje, i zaSila ih, kako bih oblikovala
ruzu. Vjestim baratanjem ruku, ruza je bukvalno iznikla iz materijala za haljine.

Ogledalo visi na zidu, signalizirajuci izraz rastu¢eg samosvjesnog identiteta.

Ukljucivanje opreme za Sivenje u rad, ukazuje na same zacetke bajki, koje su generacije Zena prenosile s koljena
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na koljeno i to u dugotrajnim i sipljivim ¢asovima u toku kojih se prelo, vezlo i Silo.

Prica zavrSava tako Sto se lbronki vraca izgubljena mo¢ govora, nakon ¢ega se ona obraca davolu. Upravo u tom
¢inu obracanja, oglasavanja, davo se potpuno potire i nestaje.

U dijelu naslovljenom Ponavljanje, fraza koju Ibronka koristi kako bi savladala davola, nemarno, instinktivno
i u viSe navrata je ispisana po galerijskim zidovima. Ona se prostire na desetak metara i bilo je potrebno dva
dana da se ispiSe. Vrhovi olovki su izloZeni u podnoZju, kako bi se na taj nacin ukazalo na prolaznost vremena
i materije.

Moja inspirisanost bajkom ,Lijepa djeva lbronka® jeste pokusaj da se stvore i opredmete , druga” znacenja
povezana sa ovom pri¢om.

Su Blackwell
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Nekada davno u selu Zivjase djevojka po imenu ,Lijepa djeva Ibronka“ ali iako lijepa bjeSe, avaj, svog voljenog
nemase. Kada bi se djevojke navece okupile da predu i vezu, sve o svojim momcima pri¢ahu, ali Lijepa djeva
Ibronka, ¢utase, sve do jednog dana kada pomisli i rece:

»,Boze, posalji mi voljenog, bilo koga, pa ¢ak i davola samog!“

Te veceri sve djevojke dodose kod Ibronke da predu, kad neko zakuca na vrata. Mladi¢ sa ogrtacem od ovcje
koZe i kapom od Zdralovog perja ude u kuéu. On pride blize Ibronki, sjede i poce sa njom razgovarati. Toliko je
bila uznemirena i zadovoljna da ispusti svoje vreteno, pa se oboje sagnuse da ga podignu. Napipavajuci pod
da bi ga pronasli, Ibronka dotace mladiceva stopala i osjeti da to nisu ljudska stopala, ve¢ papci. A potom, te
veceri, kada su se pozdravljali, zagrliSe se i Ibronka primijeti da joj se ruka nije zadrzala na njegovim ledima, ve¢
je utonula u njegovo tijelo, prosla kroz njega kao kroz koprenu.

Sljedece jutro pode kod mudre starice u selu. Ona joj ispri¢a da je pozZeljela voljenog, pa makar i sam davo bio, i
da se u trenucima kada su djevojke prele, taj mladi¢ i pojavio. Nosio je ogrtac od ov¢je koZe, kapu od Zdralovog
perja, sjeo kraj nje i poceo razgovarati, ali ona je u tom trenutku ispustila svoje vreteno i pokusavajuéi da ga
napipa, dotace njegovo stopalo, koje nije bilo ljudsko, ve¢ papak. A kada ga je zagrlila, ruka joj je prosla kroz
njegovo tijelo.

| sada, draga moja“, Ibronka je upita: ,Sta da radim?“

Mudra starica joj rece da pode, ali ne kod istih djevojaka, veé kod drugih, koje su takode prele. lIbronka je
poslusala njene rijeci, ali gdje god je posla, isti mladi¢ bi se pojavio. Lijepa sluskinja Ibronka se ponovo vrati
mudroj starici i rece:

»Ja se njega necu nikada otarasiti.” Ko je on? | odakle on dolazi, isuviSe se plaSim da ga pitam.”

Potom je starica savjetova:

»Nauci trik mladih djevojaka koje ne umiju presti, ve¢ namotavaju predivo na kalem. Veceras, kada se bude-
te pozdravljali, provuci iglu, predivom namotanu na klupko u njegov ogrtac¢ od ovcje koZze, a onda kada bude

odlazio, odmotaj klupko dok bude imalo konca. Zatim, prati nit i namotavaj je u klupko, prati trag i sigurno ées
naci njegov dom.”



Te veceri, djevojke dodose u Ibronkinu kucu i kada stigoSe zacu se kako neko kuca na vrata, sve se trgose u isce-
kivaju posjetioca. Pojavi se mladic i sjede kraj Ibronke. Kada se vece pribliZi kraju i svi podose, Ibronka i mladi¢
se pribliZise jedno drugom pricajuci o svemu pomalo. Zagrlise se, a Ibronka ubode iglu u njegov ogrtac od ovcje
kozZe. Konac¢no se pozdraviSe i on nastavi svojim putem, a Ibronka poce da odmotava klupko, koje se tako brzo
odmotavalo, da se ona poceti pitati koliko ¢e joS konca preostati, i upravo tada, konac se zategnu i otrZe sa s
kalema. Ona potom poce ponovo da namotava klupko, hodajuci dok je namotavala konac, prateci trag i pitajuci
se gdje e je trag odvesti. Trag je odveo pravo u crkvu. ,Dakle”, pomisli, ,mora da je prosao ovim putem.” Ali,
konac je odveo dalje, pravo do crkve i vrata crkvenog dvorista. Ibronka se nagnu, proviri kroz klju¢aonicu i po-
godite koga spazi tamo? Njenog dragana? | Sta je on radio? Dok ga je posmatrala, raspolutio je glavu ¢ovjeka,
razdvajajuci ta dva dijela na isti nacin na koji se lubenica dijeli, a potom se gosti mozdanom masom iz obje
polovine. Vidjevsi to, prekinula je konac i odjurila kuci. Ali je njen voljeni krajickom svoga oka spazi i hitro se
uputi ka njoj. Ona ne stize ni vrata da zakljuca, kada joj se on obrati kroz prozor:

,Lijepa djevo Ibronka, Sta si vidjela dok si virila kroz kljucaonicu?“
,Ne vidjeh nistal“

,Lijepa djevo Ibronka, Sta si vidjela dok si virila kroz klju¢aonicu?”
,Reci mi ili ¢e tvoja sestra umrijeti!”

,Ako umre, sahranicemo je!”

Ibronka citavu no¢ oka nije skolpila, ali ve¢ sljedeceg jutra, njena sestra zaista bjeSe mrtva. lbronka ponovo
pode starici.

,Mudra starice, potreban mi je tvoj savjet. Uradila sam Sto ste me savjetovali.”

,| Sta se onda desilo?“

,Samo zamislite gdje me je odveo trag prediva. Pravo u crkveno dvoriste.”

,Pa, kojim poslom on odlazi tamo?“

,Molim Vas, zamislite samo! Ne udoh na vrata, vec provirih kroz klju¢onicu. Raspolucivao je glavu covjeku, a ja
sam ga posmatrala kako se gosti mozdanom masom raspolucene glave. Prekinula sam predivo i vratila se kuci,
ali mora da me je uodio, jer, dok sam stavljala rezu na vrata, obratio mi se kroz prozor: “Lijepa djevo lbronka,
Sta si vidjela dok si virila kroz klju¢aonicu?“

,Ne vidjeh nistal“

,Reci mi ili ¢e tvoja sestra umrijeti!”

,Ako umre, sahranicemo je, ali zaista ne vidjeh nista
,Sada me poslusaj” — rece starica. ,,Poslusaj me i odnesi svoju sestru u podrum*

1«

Ibronka je to uradila i iste te veceri, nije se usudila da izade napolje da prede, vec je ostala kod kuce, i sta je
moglo da se desi osim da njen voljeni dode do njenog prozora?






,Lijepa djevo Ibronka, Sta si vidjela dok si virila kroz klju¢aonicu?*
»,Ne vidjeh nistal”

»Reci mi ili ¢e tvoj otac umrijetil!”

»Ako umre, sahrani¢emo ga, ali zaista ne vidjeh nista!“

Ibronka ¢itavu no¢ oka nije sklopila, ali ve¢ sljedeceg jutra, njen otac zaista bjeSe mrtav. Odnijela je oca u po-
drum i otrca, Sto je brze mogla do mudre starice.

,Molim Vas recite mi $ta da radim“ — re¢e ,Utjesite me u ovim teskim trenucima. Sta ¢e biti sa mnom?“

,Ti ne mozes nista uraditi. Zar ne vidi$ kuda sve ovo vodi? Umrijeces. Sada, reci svojim prijateljicama da budu
blizu tebe kada umres. | kada se to desi, posto ¢e se to sigurno desiti, ne smiju iznijeti kov¢eg niti kroz vrata niti
kroz prozor. Moraju napraviti otvor u zidu i progurati kov¢eg kroz njega. Ali ne bi trebalo da ga nose putem, ve¢
kroz baste i stazice, niti da te sahrane na groblju, ve¢ u jarku kraj crkvenog dvorista.”

Nakon toga, Ibronka pode kudéi i pozva prijateljice da im to saopsti. Navece, njen voljeni pride prozoru:

,Lijepa djevo Ibronka, Sta si vidjela dok si virila kroz klju¢aonicu?“
»,Ne vidjeh nistal”

,Reci mi ili ¢es i ti umrijetil”

»Ako umrem, sahranite me, ali zaista ne vidjeh nista!“

Porazgovarala je sa svojim prijateljicama i one konaéno zaspase. Ali kada se probudise, ugledase mrtvu lbron-
ku. Nedugo potom, donesose kovéeg, napravise otvor u zidu i provukoSe kovéeg kroz njega, noseci ga ne ulica-
ma, vec bastama i sporednim stazicama, a potom je sahranise u jarku kraj crkvenog dvorista.

Sljedece veceri, Ibronkin dragi pode njenoj kuci i upita:
,Vrata i prozori, pitam vas, da li je kroz vas izneSena lbronka?“, a vrata i prozori odgovorise: ,Ne, nije.” Zatim
pode do ulice i upita ,,Da li je niz vas odnesen kovceg?“, a ulice odgovoriSe: ,,Ne, nije.” OtiSao je do crkvenog

dvorista i upita: ,,Groblje, reci mi da li je na tvom tlu sahranjena Lijepa djeva Ibronka?“, a groblje odgovori: ,Ne,
nije.”

Ali, kako nista nije saznao ni od vrata ni od prozora, ni od ulice, niti od crkvenog dvorista, sam sebi rece:
,Vidim da to moram sam da saznam. Nabaviéu gvozdene sandale i traZicu je sve dok mi se sandale ne istanje.”

Na groblju ukraj crkvenog dvorista, izrasla je predivna ruza, i jednog dana princ je projahao kraj ruze u svojoj
kociji, ugledao je i ubrao. Kada je stigao kuéi, stavio je vazu, zalio vodom i postavio je ispred ogledala na trpeza-



rijski sto, tako da je mogao gledati tokom obroka. Za veCerom se najeo, a hrane je jos preostalo, pa onda rece
svom sluzi:

,Ostavi hranu na stolu, posto ¢u se vratiti kasnije i pojesti je.”

Narednog jutra, hrane nije bilo, mada je ni sluga ni princ nijesu pojeli. Ovo se desilo nekoliko puta, sve dok princ
ne odluci da osmotri Sta se deSava sa ostacima hrane. Te se veceri sakrio u trpezariji, i dok je mirovao u potaji,
ugledao je ruzu kako se podiZe iz vaze, stresa se i pretvara u najljepsu djevu koju je ikada vidio. Posmatrao je,
ustao iza stola i bas kad se djevojka pripremala da se protrese i ponovo pretvori u ruzu, izasao je iz svog zaklona
uzeo u narucje i rekao joj:

»Mora$ se udati za mene, jer sam se zaljubio u tebe.”

Djevojka je uporno odbijala, ali on je joS viSe pritiskao, govoredi joj da mora pristati sve dok ona nije i pristala,
ali pod jednim uslovom. Rekla je:

»,Nikad ne smijes trazitit od mene da zajedno idemo u crkvu®. Princ joj rece: ,,Ne¢emo ic¢i zajedno u crkvu, mada
ponekad mogu sam tamo po¢i.”

| tako se oni vjencaSe i ZivjeSe u miru i slozi. Nakon nekoliko godina, Lijepa dijeva Ibronka rodi sina, i par godina
kasnije rodi joS jednog. Suprug odvede djecu u crkvu sa sobom, ali Ibronka nikada ne pode sa njima.
Sve bi ovo bilo lijepo, da neko od ljudi u crkvi ne upita princa:

»Zasto uvijek sam dovodis djecu u crkvu, a tvoja supruga nikada ne dolazi sa vama.”

On bi smislio poneko opravdanje za nju, ali to pitanje ga je pocelo opteredivati, i posto je uvijek izmisljao poneki
novi razlog, pocela su ogovaranja, dok jednom ne rece svojoj Zeni:

»Zar nece$ sa nama poci u crkvu?”

,Pristao si da me to nikada ne pitas,” ona ga podsjeti.

»Moramo li se zauvijek drzati tog dogovora?” rece. ,Hajde, pridruzi nam se.”
,U redu, “rece ona. ,Ali, ovo nece iza¢i na dobro.”

Posla je sa njima, a ljudi su se zaista obradovali ugledavsi ih zajedno. ,To je prava stvar”, sloZiSe se.

Na kraju procesije, dok su odlazili, neki muskarac se uputi prolazom, nosedi par istrosenih gvozdenih sandala i
gvozdeni Stap u ruci. Udario je Stapom o tlo i polomio ga od siline udarca, a zatim je rekao:



,Lijepa dijevo Ibronka, zakleo sam se da ¢u obuci par gvozdenih sandala, ponijeti gvozdeni Stap sa sobom, i
krenuti u potragu za tobom, ¢ak i kada bih bos hodio. I, konac¢no, te sada nalazim. Veceras ¢u ti do¢i.”

X ou

Na putu kudi, princ upita svoju suprugu ,Sta je on time mislio?* a ona na to odgovori:, Ne brini, vidjeces.

Ali Lijepa djeva Ibronka vise nije bila mlada dama koja se osjecala nevoljenom. Imala je muZza koji joj je govorio
»duSo moja” i dva sina koji su je zvali ,mama®“, tako da ona viSe nije Zeljela ni da Cuje pitanje, za koje je znala
da ¢e je ponovo pitati.

Kada je on te veceri priSao njenom prozoru i upitao je:
»Lijepa djevo lbronka, $ta si vidjela kada si provorila kroz klju¢aonicu?*
Ibronka odgovori:

»Bijah najljepsa djevojka u selu, ali momka nemah. Jednom, zaZeljeh da mi Bog po3Salje momka, pa makar i sa-
mog davola! Mora da se zbog zaista posebnog nacina na koji sam mu se obratila, to i desilo, jer iste veceri, kada
smo se sakupili da predemo, pojavi se mladic sa ogrtac¢em od ovcje koze i kapom ukrasenom Zzdralovim perjem.
Pozdravio nas je i sjeo kraj mene, i kada sam ispustila vreteno, rukom sam slu¢ajno napipala njegovo stopalo,
ali to, zapravo, nije bilo ljudsko stopalo, vec papak! Zatim sam ga zagrlila, a ruka mi je prosla kroz njegovo tijelo,
ALI, TO JE UPOKOJENA, A NE ZIVA DUSA KOJOJ SE SADA OBRACAM.“

Cijelo vrijeme, stajase on kraj prozora, vicuci iz sveg glasa, nadglasavajuci njene rijeci:

,LIJEPA DJEVO IBRONKA, STA SI VIDJELA KAD SI PROVIRILA KROZ KLJUCAONICU?“

,Potrazih savjet od mudre starice u selu, a ona mi rece da podem u drugu ku¢u da predem, ali on nastavi da
me prati, a mudra starica me savjetova da provuc¢em iglu sa predivom kroz njegovu kapu, i da odmotam predivo
kada krene, i tako pratedi predivo, pronadem put do njegove kuce. Ja to i uradih i pratih ga do crkve, crkvenog
dvoristai groblja.”

Dok je ona izgovarala ove rijeci, on je bio napolju vi¢uc¢i gromoglasno:

,LIJEPA DJEVO IBRONKA, STA SI VIDJELA KADA SI PROVIRILA KROZ KLJUCAONICU?“

,Ali, mora da me je vidio, posto me je pratio do kuce i trazio da mu kazem Sta sam vidjela.”

,KADA S| PROVIRILA KROZ KLIUCAONICU?“

,Skamenjena od straha, izazvala sam smrti svoje sestre, svoje majke i oca moga, ALI, TO JE UPOKOJENA, A NE
ZIVA DUSA KOJOJ SE SADA OBRACAM.“

,LIJEPA DJEVO IBRONKA, STA SI VIDJELA ...“

,Ali, sada da ti kazem da sam pogledala kroz klju¢aonicu, a potom u mjesecinu.”

,KADA S| PROVIRILA KROZ KLIUCAONICU?“






LVidjela sam ga kako raspolucuje glavu lesa.”

»---STA S| VIDJELA?“

,»| kako obije polovine naslanja na svoje usne ...”

,...PROVIRILA SI KROZ KLJUCAONICU?“

,Dok ne proguta mozdanu masu obije polovine, ALl, TO JE UPOKOJENA, A NE ZIVA DUSA KOJOJ SE SADA

OBRACAM.“

Kada to zacu, vrisnu, a od siline vriska zamak se zatrese od vrha do dna i on se srusi u dno prozora. | kad Lijepa
djeva Ibronka baci pogled na mjesto na kojem je stajao, ne vidje nista osim oprljenog parceta zemlje. Odmace
se od prozora, okrenu se i u tom trenutku ugleda muza i sinove, a iza njih sestru, oca i majku. Konacno, svi na

okupu, zbacenih cini bijahu.
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Pretty Maid Ibronka



Pretty Maid Ibronka is a Hungarian fairy tale. | first came across the story in anthology of fairy tales compiled
by the brilliant Angela Carter.

Fairy tales were born from an oral tradition and often contain repetitive words and phrases. Pretty Maid Ibron-
ka is an especially boringly repetitive tale.

Over the course of two weeks, | have been involved with a repetitive and monotonous task, cutting lines of
text from an entire 600 page book of old fairy tales. The lines of text are meticulously cut out with a scalpel
blade and then pasted together to form vast strips of text, which are strewn across the gallery walls. The effect
suggests the form and motion of waves in the sea.

The Jungian psychologist "Marie-Louise von Franz’ wrote "to me, the fairy tale is like the sea, and the sagas and
myths are like the waves upon it’.

The words cut out, are a physical manifestation of the words on the page.

“Then follow the thread and wind it up, and in this way, you will find where he lives’. (Pretty Maid Ibronka)

Pretty Maid lbronka is an interesting story, and while it conforms to the typical structure of the fairy tale, it
deviates slightly in it's telling.

“There was a pretty girl in the village...But what of it, if all the other girls...had a lover and she had none’. Our
assumptions then, are confunded straight away.

With its focus on the female protagonist and her dilemmas, the range of threats and themes are resonant,
possibly universal.

Fairy tales often involve the magical transformation of the most ordinary materials, and 'Pretty Maid Ibronka'
makes no exception.

He saw the rose arise from the vase and shake itself and transformed into the most beautiful maiden he had
ever seen. (Pretty Maid Ibronka)

For the piece 'Transformation; (Rose)', | sourced a second-hand 19th Century night gown, which could have
been worn by a pre-pubescent girl. Using a little pair of scissors | cut out the shapes of petals, leaves and
thorns, then stitched them together to form the shape of a rose. Through a sleight of hand, the rose literally
folds out from the material of the dress.

A mirror hangs on the wall, signalling an expression of identity and growing self awareness.

The incorporation of stitch and sewing paraphanalia in the work, makes reference to the origins of fairy tales,






which were passed down through generations of women, who were involved with tedious tasks of spinning,
weaving and sewing.

The story ends with lbronka finding her voice, and speaking out to the devil. It is through the act of speaking
out, which finally vanquishes the devil once and for all.

In 'Repetition’, the phrase that Ibronka uses to defeat the devil, is scrawled along the length of the gallery wall,
repeated over and over again. It stretches 10 metres, and took two days to complete. The stubs of the pencils

used are displayed on a plinth, as a record of the passing of time, and physicality.

By taking my inspiration from 'Pretty Maid Ibronka', | am attempting to create 'other' meanings associated
with the tale.

Su Blackwell



Years ago in a village there lived a girl named »Pretty Maid Ibronka,« but pretty as she was, she had no lover.
When the girls gathered to spin and sew in the evenings, the other girls all had sweethearts, but Pretty Maid
Ibronka did not, until at last one day she said

»0h, if only God would give me a sweetheart, even if one of the devils own he werel«

That night, all the girls came to Ibronka's house to spin, when there came a knock at the door. In walked a yo-
ung man wearing a sheepskin cape and a cap with crane feathers. He came to Ibronka's side and sat and began
talking to her. So nervous and pleased was she, that she dropped her spindle, and he and she both leaned over
to pick it up. In feeling about to find it, Ibronka's hand chanced upon the young man's foot, and she felt that it
was not a foot at all but a cloven hoof. And then, that night, when they were saying goodnight, they embraced
in the way of the young, and Ibronka noticed that her hand did not hold to his back, but crossed right through
his body.

The next morning she went to see a wise old woman of the village. She told her that she had wished for a lover,
even if he be one of the devils own, and that when the girls were at her house spinning, a young man came.
He was wearing a sheepskin cape and a cap with crane feathers, and he sat by her and talked with her, but that
she had dropped her spindle, and in reaching for it, her hand happened upon his foot, but it was not afoot at
all, it was a cloven hoof. And later, when she embraced him, her hand had passed right through his body.

»And now, kind mother,« Ibronka said: What should | do?«

So the wise woman told her to go, not with the same circle, but to another spinning group, and that she did,
but wherever Pretty Maid Ibronka went, the young man appeared. So, Pretty Maid Ibronka returned to the
wise old woman.

»0ld woman« she said. »l shall never get rid of him’. Who is he? And where does he come from, for | am too
afraid to ask him.«

»Well, then,« said the old woman, »Learn a trick from the young girls who cannot yet spin but wind the thread
in a spool. Tonight, when you are saying goodnight to him, run a needle threaded to a spool of thread into his
sheepskin cape; then as he leaves, unwind the spool until it stops. Then follow the thread and wind it up, and
in this way, you will find where he lives.



That night, the girls were meeting at Ibronka's house, and when the girls had arrived and another knock came
at the door, they all stopped in silence and expectation. In walked the young man and sat at Ibronka's side. And
when the evening was over, and they all had left, Ibronka and the young man drew close to each other, and
talked about this and that. As they embraced, Ibronka sewed her needle into the back of his sheepskin cape.
At last they said good night, and he went his way, and Ibronka began to unwind the spool. Fast did the thread
unwind, and Ibronka began to wonder how much more there could be, and just then, the thread stopped and
no more came off the spool.

Then Ibronka began to rewind it, walking as she wound, wondering where the thread could be leading her? It
led her straight to the church.

»Well,« she thought, »he must have passed this way.« But the thread led her further on, straight into the
church and to the door that opened to the churchyard. Ibronka bent down and peeped through the keyhole,
and whom does she behold there? Her own sweetheart? And what was he doing? As she watched, he sawed
the head of a man in two, separating the two parts, just the same way one might cut a melon in two, and then
she saw him feasting on the brains from the halves. Seeing that, she broke the thread, and in great haste made
her way back to the house.

But her sweetheart must have caught sight of her and briskly set out after her. No sooner had she reached
home and bolted the door safely on the inside, than her sweetheart was calling to her through the window:

»Pretty Maid Ibronka, what did you see when you put your eye to the hole for the key?«
»Nothing did | seel«

»Pretty Maid Ibronka, what did you see when you put your eye to the hole for the key?«
»Tell me, or your sister will diel«

»If she dies, then we'll bury her”

Ibronka did not sleep that night, but the next morning, her sister was dead. Ibronka went to the old woman.

»Wise woman, | need your advice. | did what you advised me to do.«

»What happened then?«

»0h, just imagine where | was led in following the thread. Straight to the churchyard.«

»Well, what was his business there?«

»0h, just imagine! At the door, | did not enter but looked through the keyhole. He was sawing a dead man's
head in two, and as | watched he feasted on the brains of the severed head. | broke the thread and made my
way back home, but he must have caught sight of me because as soon as | had the door safely bolted on the
inside he was calling me through the window:






»Pretty Maid Ibronka, what did you see when you put your eye to the hole for the key?«
»Nothing did | seel«

»Tell me, or your sister will diel«

»If she dies, then we'll bury her, but nothing did | spy.«

»Now listen,« said the old woman, »Take my advice and put your sister in the cellar.«
Ibronka did that, and that evening, she did not dare to go out to spin, but stayed at home, and what should
happen but that her sweetheart came again to the window?

»Pretty Maid Ibronka, what did you see when you put your eye to the hole for the key?«
»Nothing did | seel«

»Tell me, or your mother will diel«

»If she dies, then we'll bury her, but nothing did | spy.«

That night, Ibronka did not sleep, but in the morning, her mother was dead. Ibronka put her mother in the
cellar.
That night, as she waited fearfully at home, her sweetheart came again:

»Pretty Maid Ibronka, what did you see when you put your pretty eye to the hole for the key?«
»Nothing did | seel«

»Tell me, or your father will diel«

»If he dies, then we'll bury him, but nothing did I spy.«

That night, Ibronka did not sleep, but in the morning, her father was dead.
She took her father to the cellar, and then went as fast as she could to the wise old woman.

»0h, what should | do,« she said. »Give me some comfort in my distress. What is to become of me?«

»There is nothing you can do. Can't you see where this is leading? You are going to die. Now, go and tell your
friends to be there when you die. And when you die, because die you will for certain, they must not take the
coffin out either through the door or the window. They must cut a hole in the wall and push the coffin through
that hole. But they should not carry it along the road but cut across through the gardens and the bypaths. And

they should not bury it in the cemetery but in the ditch beside the churchyard.«

Well, Ibronka went home and sent word to her friends, and they appeared when she called and sat with her.
In the evening, her sweetheart came to the window:

»Pretty Maid Ibronka, what did you see when you put your pretty eye to the hole for the key?«
»Nothing did | seel«



»Tell me, or you shall diel«
»If I die, then they'll bury me, but nothing did I spy.«

For a while, she and her friends kept up conversation. At last they fell sleep. But when they awoke, they found
Ibronka dead. They were not long in bringing in a coffin and cutting a hole in the wall and passing the coffin
through it and carrying it off, not on the roads, but cutting across the gardens and bypaths, and they buried her
in the ditch beside the churchyard.

The next night, Ibronka's sweetheart went to the house, and he asked »Doors and windows, was it through you
that they carried Ibronka?« and the doors and windows answered »No, it was not.«

He went to the road and said »Was it over you that they carried her coffin?« and the road answered »No, it
was not.«

He went to the churchyard and asked »Tell me churchyard, was it in your ground that they buried Pretty Maid
Ibronka?« and the churchyard answered »No, it was not.«

So, as he did not get any wiser from doors and windows, the road, or the churchyard, he said to himself, »Well,
| see | shall have to find out for myself. | shall get myself some iron sandals and a staff, and | shall search for
her until I wear them out.«

Now, it happened that over her grave in the ditch beside the churchyard, there grew a beautiful rose, and one
day a prince was riding by in his coach and saw it and went to pick it. When he arrived home, he placed itin a
vase of water in front of a mirror on a sideboard of his dining room, so that he might look upon it even as he
ate. That night, he became full before he finished his supper, and he said to his servant:

»Leave the food on the table; as | may come back and eat it later.«

Next morning, the food was gone, but neither the prince nor his servant had eaten the food

This happened several times, until the prince decided to watch to see what was happening to the leftover
food. He hid himself in the dining room that night, and, when all was still, he saw the rose arise from the vase
and shake itself and transformed into the most beautiful maiden he had ever seen. He watched her eat, then
she stood from the table and, just as she was about to shake herself and become a rose again, he came out of
hiding, and held her with his arms and said to her :

»You must marry me, for | have fallen in love with you.«

The girl insisted that she could not, but he pressed her further, saying that she must do so until she agreed but
set one condition.



She said »You must never ask me to go to church with you.«
The prince said »There will be none of that, though | may go by myself sometime.«

And so they were married and lived quietly. After a few years, Pretty Maid Ibronka had a child, a son, and after
a few more years, she had another. Her husband took the boys to church with him, but Ibronka never went
with them.

Now this might have been fine, but it happened that some of the people in the church said to the prince
»Why is it that you bring your sons to church with you, but your wife never comes with you.«

He would make some excuse or other for her, but the question began to wear on him, and, as there was always
some new reason, tongues began to wag until one day he said to her

»Won't you come to church with me and our sons?«

»You agreed that you would never ask me to do that,« she said.
»Must we abide by that bargain forever?« he said. »Come with me.«
»Very well,« she said. »But no good can come of this.«

She went with them, and it made the people rejoice to see them. »That is the right thing to do,« they said.
At the end of the mass, as they were leaving, a man came up the aisle wearing a pair of iron sandals worn to
holes, carrying an iron staff in his hand. He pounded it on the floor and it broke, and he said

»| pledged myself, Pretty Maid Ibronka, that | would put on a pair of iron sandals, and take an iron staff, and go
out looking for you, even if | should wear them to naught, and at last | have found you. Tonight, | shall come
to you.«

And on the way home, the prince said to his wife »What did he mean?« and she said »Never mind, you shall
see.«

But Pretty Maid Ibronka was no longer that young maid who felt unloved. She had a husband who called her
»my dear,« and two sons who called her »mother,« and she did not wish to hear the question which she knew
would be put to her again.

That night, when he came to her window and asked:

»Pretty Maid Ibronka, what did you see when you put your eye to the hole for the key?«






Ibronka said:

»| was the prettiest girl in the village, but | had no sweetheart. Once, | let it out that | wished God would give
me one, even if one of the devil’s own he were! There must have been something in the way | said it, for that
evening when we gathered to do our spinning, myself and my friends, there appeared a young man in a sheep-
skin cape with a hat graced with the feather of a crane. He greeted us and took a seat at my side, and when |
dropped my spindle, my hand chanced to touch his foot, but it was not a foot at all, but a cloven hoof! Then
when | embraced him, my hand passed right through his body, BUT IT IS A DEAD AND NOT A LIVING SOUL TO
WHOM | AM SPEAKING.«

And all the while, he stood outside her window, shouting at the top of his voice, drowning her words:

»PRETTY MAID IBRONKA, WHAT DID YOU SEE WHEN YOU PUT YOUR EYE TO THE HOLE FOR THE KEY?«

»| sought advice from a wise woman in the village, and she told me to go to a different house to spin, but he
followed me still, then she told me to pass a needle with thread through his cape, and unwind the thread as
he left and to follow it and rewind it to find out where he lived. | did that and followed him to the church and
into the churchyard, the cemetery.«

And he was outside shouting to her:

»PRETTY MAID IBRONKA, WHAT DID YOU SEE WHEN YOU PUT YOUR EYE TO THE HOLE FOR THE KEY?«
»But he must have seen me, for he followed me home and demanded | tell him what | saw,«

»WHEN YOU PUT YOUR EYE TO THE HOLE FOR THE KEY?«

»And through my fear, | brought about the deaths of my sister and my mother and my father, BUT IT IS A DEAD
AND NOT A LIVING SOUL TO WHOM | AM SPEAKING !«

»PRETTY MAID IBRONKA, WHAT DID YOU SEE ...”

»But now I tell you that | looked through the keyhole, and in the moonlight, «

»WHEN YOU PUT YOUR PRETTY EYE TO THE HOLE FOR THE KEY?«

»l saw him cut in half the head of a corpse,«

»...WHAT DID YOU SEE?«

»And place each half to his lips. . .«

»... PUT YOUR EYE TO THE HOLE FOR THE KEY?«

»And he drank the brains, BUT IT IS A DEAD SOUL AND NOT A LIVING ONE TO WHOM | AM SPEAKING !«

And when he heard this, he uttered a cry which shook the castle to its bottom, and he collapsed beneath the
window. And when Pretty Maid Ibronka looked to where he had been standing, there was nothing but a patch
of scorched earth. She turned away from the window, and there saw, standing behind her, her husband and
sons, and behind them, her sister, her father her mother, the spell broken at last.
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