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Little girls in Bribir have 

always had interesting 

hobbies. This isn’t so strange 

in the Vinodol area, where 

you can step outside your 

house into the green 

surroundings of the forest. 

Here, you can hear birds 

singing in the branches, a 

hedgehog might be hiding in 

the bushes, and if you pass by 

an old log in a hurry, a rabbit 

could dash out right by your 

feet.



“It is a lovely day to pick some 

flowers!”, said Ana joyfully. 

The sun was already casting 

its warm rays on a meadow 

behind the houses. Ana and her 

friends were happily admiring all 

the colours of the flowers. On 

the meadow, the girls looked 

like butterflies flying from one 

flower to another. Only these 

were very talkative butterflies. 



“Let’s make headdresses of flowers!”, 

said a girl with braids. “When I 

returned home yesterday with a 

wreath on my head, my mother said 

I was the most beautiful of all the 

flowers.”

It didn’t take much to convince the 

girls to make floral headdresses. Jelena 

and Barbara were the first to start. 



Their fondness for colours 

could be seen in their 

dresses. Ana’s was a 

vibrant green, Barbara’s 

a joyful blue, Katarina’s a 

smiling yellow, and Jelena’s 

a giggling red. It looked 

as if all the colours of the 

meadow were present 

on their dresses. It was a 

wonder there were any 

colours left for the flowers.



The following day, they were in the 

forest searching for blackberries. 

Their fingers and mouths were 

blue with their juice. “They’re really 

sweet when they’re ripe”, the girls 

agreed as they ate. The blackberry 

bushes kept pricking their fingers, 

but who cared? At home, the blue 

fruit would be turned into jam. And 

then, they could lick their fingers 

until they healed again!



The boys in Bribir liked to 

play different kinds of games. 

Instead of looking for flowers 

and blackberries, they would 

climb trees in search of birds’ 

nests. They wanted to check if 

there really were eggs in them 

from which nestlings would 

hatch. Sometimes, they would 

try and jump over the small dry 

stone walls so they could see 

how much more they needed 

to grow. 



Grapes would occasionally 

smile at them from the 

vineyards. Petar, Ivan, Fran 

and Bernardin looked at them 

hungrily. The grapes ripened 

slowly, but the boys didn’t 

mind. Nobody seemed to care 

who the owner of the vineyard 

was. 

“These grapes are much larger 

than the blackberries”, they 

concluded while happily eating 

away. 



Bernardin would sometimes have 

unusual ideas and think of something 

completely new. 

“How do you feel about us climbing the 

steps up to Bribir Tower? And then we 

could walk along the edge of its high 

walls. Nobody has ever done that, so 

everyone would be really impressed 

with us.”



“Who would ever dare to do 

something like that?”, the boys 

tried to reason with him. They 

knew this was the tower of 

Count Frankopan, the Lord of 

Bribir and the eight surrounding 

Vinodol villages. You could fall 

from the walls, which is why he 

would never allow it. 



“We all know the grapes 

are delicious, but are 

you sure that what 

you’re doing is allowed?”, 

Katarina said to the boys. 

She noticed them in the 

vineyard and thought it 

was a good idea to warn 

them. 

“This vineyard has an 
owner. Mum and dad 
said the grapes shouldn’t 
be picked without his 
permission.”



Confused, they looked at each 

other and agreed. The girl had a 

point. That is, everyone except 

Bernardin.

“Why should others tell us what 

we can and cannot do?”, he 

said angrily. He wanted to pull 

Katarina’s braids.



“Some boys can admit when they’re 

wrong, and others can’t”, said 

Katarina to herself while walking 

home. “Our boys aren’t bad; they 

just want to show off sometimes, 

and then they make mistakes.” Ana, 

Jelena and Barbara agreed with her.



The sun had caressed the 

grapes for days until they 

were ripe. People across the 

entire region were preparing 

for the harvest. The most 

diligent and beautiful girl 

during the harvest would be 

named the ‘Rose of Vinodol’.

“When I grow up, I also want 

to pick grapes and become 

the Rose of Vinodol”, the girls 

dreamed. 



And Bernardin? That boy really 

couldn’t stay in one place. He 

walked and walked through 

the greenery, but nobody 

knew what he was looking 

for. And then, right next to an 

old log, ‘hop!’, a rabbit rushed 

out by his feet. 

“I’ll get you, no matter where 

you are! I don’t care that 

you’re as fast as an arrow”, the 

boy thought to himself. 



He searched, and then 

searched some more. He 

listened, and then listened 

some more. He peeked, and 

then peeked some more. He 

knocked and knocked on the 

trees. “Perhaps this will scare 

the rabbit and it will run out 

of its hiding place”, the boy 

thought. He continued until 

‘Ouch!’, he tripped over a 

broken branch and fell. 



To make matters worse, he 

had slid into a pit of some 

kind. The pit was so deep that 

he couldn’t see over its edges.

“Will anyone find me here? 

Will I have to stay here all 

night long?”, he wondered as 

he looked up.



Hours passed, and when 

the boy didn’t return home 

for dinner, his parents 

started searching for him. 

Not only his parents but 

his friends too. Even the 

girls joined in.



“Is this a pit of some kind?”, asked 

Katarina while looking behind a 

tree. “We’ve never seen it before.”

The girls gathered around the 

pit. What they saw inside was 

Bernardin’s smiling face. Or was it 

perhaps a frowning face, since his 

hand had been injured by his fall?



Someone brought a ladder to 

the pit so Bernardin could get 

out. His parents told him that 

if only he would listen to what 

those wiser than him had to 

say, then nothing bad would 

happen to him, and nobody 

would have to go and rescue 

him.



Everyone in the town already 

knew. Without the help of 

Ana, Jelena, Barbara and 

especially Katarina, Bernardin 

would have remained in the 

unknown pit for who knows 

how long. Maybe he wouldn’t 

have been found at all. You 

can really count on help from 

the girls of Bribir.



“It is not so wise to do everything 

that pops into your head”, said 

Count Frankopan. The news of 

the event reached him as soon as 

he returned from the tour of his 

vineyard.

“Those who don’t follow the rules 

might be punished.”



The Count then decided 

to gather the wisest 

people from the nine 

Vinodol towns. He 

wanted them to agree 

on certain rules of 

behaviour so everyone 

would know what 

was and what wasn’t 

allowed. The rules 

would be strict but fair. 

They would apply to 

everyone and would be 

written down. And yes, 

they would protect girls 

in particular.



This was done as the Count ordered. 

The rules stated that ‘whoever takes 

something in the possession of another 

without permission, must give it back 

and pay a fine of 4 coins. The fine for 

large goods is 7 coins.’ It even said that 

‘anyone who pulls a girl’s hair must pay 

a fine of 8 coins, and whoever hits a 

girl has to pay an even bigger fine of 10 

coins.’ 



Picture books:

1. The Wilful Wand

2. The Treasure of Trsat

3. Three Brothers and Three Towers 

4. A Journey on a Bakar Sailing Ship

5. A Grobnik Watermill

6. The Girls from Bribir

7. The Miners from Čabar

8. A Band of Dormice
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