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Together we’re all stronger.

The Miners from Čabar



“Where are my socks? Where are 

my shoes? Where’s my hat?  

I mustn’t be late.”

Matko the miner stretched once 

more before getting out of bed.  

It was morning, and his work was 

not going to get done on its own. 

 



His workmates were already 

waiting for him in the street in 

front of his house. Zlatko, Ratko 

and Natko were always very 

punctual. 

“Matko, are you coming?”, they 

shouted. You couldn’t be late with 

these guys around, even if you 

wanted to.



The four men worked in an iron 

ore mine. Fearlessly, they would 

enter the shafts beneath the town 

of Čabar. Mining was a tough 

job, but with such good friends 

everything seemed easier.



Vavko the dog happily wagged 

his tail to say goodbye to them in 

Matko’s front yard. Of course, this 

was mostly because of his owner, 

but he also spent a lot of time 

with the others. They often visited 

Matko, so the dog had grown very 

fond of them.



On their way to the mine, they 

crossed the wooden bridge over 

the River Čabranka. It was spring 

and the snow was melting on 

the mountain tops, so the river 

was swollen. In summer, its level 

would drop again. 



Fish could be seen swimming happily in the Čabranka.

“In the summer, I’ll learn how to swim”, Matko would 

sometimes plan while observing the fish. His friends didn’t 

know how to swim either and probably had similar ideas.



Everyone was really busy both in and 

around Čabar. Ratko noticed some 

woodcutters in the forest by the road. 

“They must be really strong to cut 

down such big trees”, he thought. 

The fallen trees were then cut in a 

sawmill. The timber was used to make 

furniture. The bed, closet, table and 

chairs in his own home were all made 

of wood.



Zlatko greeted the charcoal burners. 

These people knew how to make 

charcoal out of trees. How did they 

do this? They would put small logs 

in a heap, cover them with dirt, and 

set them on fire. The wood would 

then burn slowly, and after 40 days 

would turn into charcoal, which the 

people in Čabar used in their stoves.



Natko was impressed by the 

blacksmiths. They had a coal 

furnace in their forges. The iron in 

the fire would start to glow from 

the heat. The blacksmiths would 

then take the iron out while it was 

still hot and forge it. Forging meant 

that the iron took on a new shape 

when hit with a hammer. This was 

how nails, handles, bars, shovels 

and swords were made.



If blacksmiths were masters of iron 

and fire, what could be said of the 

workers in the iron smelter? The 

smelter had two large and powerful 

furnaces. Their heat was such that 

they melted iron ore. This was how 

iron was obtained. 



However, the smelters would 

have nothing to smelt and the 

blacksmiths would have nothing to 

forge if it were not for the miners. 

Oh, those miners! Were their faces 

black because they dug for iron ore 

and got dirty, or were they black 

because they worked beneath 

the town in the darkness of the 

underground? 



Matko, Zlatko, Ratko and Natko 

passed by a castle. Count Zrinski, 

the Lord of Čabar, lived here. He 

owned the forest, the sawmill, the 

mine, the blacksmith’s workshop 

and the smelter. 



“Good luck!”, the other 

miners said at the entrance 

to the mine. They had been 

working the entire night and 

were now on their way out. 

This was a traditional miners’ 

greeting. 

“Good luck to you too!” 



The four men always worked 

well together in the mine. 

On this day, they also helped 

each other in everything. It 

was very cramped and dusty 

down there. The ceiling was 

supported by beams and the 

lamps provided little light. As 

if that weren’t enough, today 

they also had water dripping 

on their heads.



The small heap of mined ore 

behind their backs continued to 

grow. Soon, they would have to 

carry it outside, but when strong 

hands worked together, this was 

never a problem.



Matko, Zlatko, Ratko and Natko 

were diligent miners and had been 

working for hours. They had warmed 

up. However, the water above their 

heads was not dripping now but lightly 

running. 

“Hmm, how come there’s so much 

water today?”, the miners wondered. 



The answer arrived sooner than 

they had hoped for. Someone hit 

a rock to dig out some more ore. 

“Boom!” A noise could be heard 

from somewhere. Water started 

pouring into the mine. The amount 

of water inside formed a river. The 

mine was flooding. Where had the 

water come from? From above 

their heads? From the walls? From 

outside, through the mine shaft? 

No one could tell.



The rush of water threw Zlatko against the wall. Natko 

tried to hold on to a beam. Ratko took a step backwards, 

but the water knocked him over. To make matters worse, 

none of them knew how to swim. And what about 

Matko? Where was he? Matko had disappeared.



Everyone tried 

to do something: 

woodcutters, charcoal 

burners, blacksmiths 

and smelters. How 

could they help the 

miners? It was deep, 

narrow and pitch black 

down there. 

The people outside 

noticed something odd 

was happening in the 

mine. A lot of water 

had appeared at the 

entrance. Was it spilling 

out or pouring in? The 

water came from the 

overflowing River 

Čabranka. 



“Hey, grab hold of this shovel!”, a voice appeared out 

of nowhere. It was Matko. The first surge of water 

had pushed him forward, towards the exit. He had 

somehow managed to get to his feet. He rushed 

back in to the spot where his friends were. Ratko 

and Natko did as he told them, and he pulled them 

towards him. Here where he was, the water was 

shallower. They walked in the darkness until the light 

of the exit appeared. 

“And where’s 

Zlatko?”, one of 

them asked.



The three miners went back in. 

Zlatko stood soaking wet against 

the wall of the mine while the 

water poured around his legs. 

They pulled him out too.



Word of the brave miners spread 

through the entire town of Čabar. 

“It’s great when people stick together. 

Real friends help you overcome even 

the toughest hardships. Together 

we’re all stronger”, said the people of 

Čabar proudly.



Vavko barked loudly, as if in 

confirmation. As soon as he saw 

Matko, Zlatko, Ratko and Natko 

coming home, he waved his tail and 

jumped for joy. Vavko was truly the 

fifth member of the gang.



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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