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Janko TroOST -
ZGODBaR

Mag. Marina Gradisnik



Janko Trost - zgodbar

Na pobudo Muzeja Ribnica so Ribnico v obdobju od
oktobra 2011 do decembra 2012 zaznamovali Stevil-
ni dogodki povezani z Jankom Tro$tom, po njem je
to obdobje dobilo tudi ime - Tro$tovo leto. Tako kot
je bil Tro$t nekaj posebnega, je posebno tudi njego-
vo leto, ki $teje 14 mesecev. Zadnji projekt tega leta je
prav izid zgodb, ki so pred nami. Nedvomno se spo-
dobi, da najprej nekaj besed spregovorimo o Janku
Trostu. Tezko ga je opisati v nekaj besedah, pa vendar,
za Janka Trosta (1894-1975), bi lahko rekli, da je bil
¢lovek §tevilnih talentov: bil je dolgoletni ravnatelj in
ucitelj ribniske mescanske Sole, ustanovitelj muzeja v
Ribnici in [driji, slikar, raziskovalec, topograf, lutkar,
zborovodja ...

Rodil se je 20. januarja 1894 v Razdrtem pri Postojni.
Po kon¢anem osnovnem Solanju se je odlodil za uci-
teljski poklic, ki ga je opravljal do upokojitve, v obdob-
juod leta 1930 do 1945 je bil tudi ravnatelj me$canske
Sole v Ribnici. V Solskem letu 1948/1949 je pricel s
do upokojitve leta 1951. Na zivljenje Janka Trosta je
imel mocan vpliv njegov izjemno tankocuten odnos
do dedi$ine. Ze leta 1934 je opravil etnografski tecaj
drzavnega muzeja v Ljubljani in tri leta po vojni Se
konservatorski tecaj. Bil je aktiven kot poverjenik Za-
voda za zas¢ito kulturnih spomenikov Slovenije tako
na Ribniskem in Kocevskem kot na Idrijskem.



V zgodovino se je zapisal tudi kot ustanovitelj dveh
slovenskih muzejev, muzeja v Idriji in Ribnici, ter kot
raziskovalec, ki je prvi strokovno opredelil prostor in
panoge suhe robe. Po vrnitvi iz Idrije, leta 1956, nazaj
v Ribnico, je veliko ¢asa namenil seveda Muzeju, ki ga
je ustanovil in do smrti vodil ter skrbel za ohranitev
suhorobarstva na Ribniskem. Intenzivno se je ukvar-
jal z resitvijo le-tega preko izobrazevanja, publiciran-
ja, njegov posebej velik angazma je bil na podrocju
spominkarstva. Za ¢asa svojega Zivljenja je utrl mno-
go poti in pustil globoke sledi povsod, kjer je deloval,
tako da $e danes zasledujemo rezultate njegovega dela
na vsakem koraku.

V okviru Trostovega leta je bilo v Ribnici organizira-
nih ve¢ dogodkov in prireditev, med njimi sta bila na-
jobseznejsa dogodka razstava, posvecena Janku Tros-
tu, in katalog, kjer so zbrana $tevilna njegova likovna
dela.

Ob zakljucku leta pa predstavljamo $e en njegov ta-
lent - zapisovanje pripovedi in dogodkov. Trost je si-
cer veliko objavljal, njegove Stevilne objave najdemo
npr. v Etnografu, Kjer je objavil $tudijo o suhorobarski
obrti ali v publikaciji Dolenjska, napisal je tudi prvi
turisti¢ni vodi¢ po Idriji. Njegove Stevilne prispevke
zasledimo v razli¢nih ¢asopisih in revijah, predvsem v
strokovnem pedagoskem casopisju Razori, kjer je leta
1935 objavil edino humoresko za casa svojega zivl-
jenja, zgodbo z naslovom Bajtarske. Pri nacinu, kako
so zapisane zgodbe o Ribnici in Ribnicanih, najdemo
precej podobnosti s to zgodbo, zato upravi¢eno skle-
pamo, da je verjetno prav v tem obdobju pricel tudi
z zbiranjem in zapisovanjem ribnigkih zgodb. Vecino
od njih je zapisal verjetno v tridesetih letih 20. stoletja
nekatere, manjse Stevilo le-teh, pa spadajo tudi v cas
med in po drugi svetovni vojni, scenarij igre Veseli ve-
Cer je Trost napisal leta 1962, v okviru II. Ribniskega
festivala. Kolikor nam je do sedaj znano, je to eden
njegovih zadnjih zapisov.



Zgodb ne moremo natan¢no Casovno opredeliti, ker
ne vemo, kdaj so nastale. Nekatere sicer prepozna-
mo: gre za stare, tako rekoc¢ ljudske zgodbe, kar sta
zagotovo Ribniska nova masa ter Ribnican v peklu,
medtem ko so druge pripovedi namenjene predvsem
dogodkom iz vsakdanjega Zivljenja. Glede na to, da je
najve¢ zgodb iz Casa, ko je Trost bival v Ribnici, lahko
predvidevamo, da so zgodbe tudi del njegove osebne
izkusnje.

Ze na zacetku smo omenili, da Tro$ta poznamo tudi
kot karikaturista. Tako karikature kot zgodbe, ki so
pred nami, ga predstavijo kot izvrstnega opazovalca
okolja in ljudi, ki jih zna upodobiti izjemno doZive-
to, neposredno in zbadljivo. Ribnic¢ane na karikaturah
predstavlja v razlicnih komicnih situacijah, na lovu,
v sprevodu, kako preganjajo krizo ali kako sestanku-
jejo v parlamentu. Sel je tako daleg, da je likovno po-
ustvaril samostojna ribniska ministrstva, kjer je po-
sameznim Ribni¢anom dodelil svoj resor, povezan z
njihovim vsakdanjim delom.

Prav ta dar, ki ga zasledimo pri karikaturah, je skozi
duhovite, iznajdljive in so¢ne opise in orise situacij in
ljudi cutiti tudi v njegovih zapisih. Tako kot o znacaju
cloveka, ki ga upodablja na karikaturah, sporoca pote-
za, se tu poteza spremeni v besedo. Ribniski trg preko
zgodb pred bralcem ozivi, gostilne so polne, prego-
vorna ribniSka duhovitost pa je ne samo zabelezena
na nacin kot obstaja, ampak je tudi zapisana v so¢nem
ribniskem narecju.

Ne glede na to, da je Trost veliko ¢asa porabil za svoj
poklic, terensko delo in raziskovanje, je vendarle velik
del svojega Casa prezivljal v Ribnici, v ribniskem trgu.
Kot ucitel]j je seveda zelo dobro poznal Ribnicane, za-
radi svojega zvedavega znacaja pa se je rad zadrzeval
tam, Kjer se je kaj dogajalo, rad se je druzil in pogo-
varjal. Zvecer so se pri Cenetu redno dobivali za »ta
dolgo mizo« ribniski kapiSoni in seveda med njimi




tudi Trost. Prav tu se je verjetno sreceval s prigodami
ribniskih purgarjev - kapi$onov, posebnezev in vseh
teh, ki jih opisuje v svojih zgodbah.

V tridesetih letih 20. stoletja, ki jih Trost v svojih
zgodbah najraje omenja, je §la v Ribnici lesna trgo-
vina »v cvet«, Ceprav ji je gospodarska kriza pokazala
svoje »ostre zobe«, kakor je sam oznacil to obdobje.
Prav tako so Sle »v cvet« ribniske gostilne, kjer niso
manjkali ribnigki posebnezi; Murgelj, Pfefer, Zakelj,
prav tako pa ne razlicni ribniski veljaki - kapisoni ali
pa celo sam dekan. Ribnigki dekan Anton Skubic se je
po navadi s svojo druzbo sre¢eval v Slemencevi gostil-
ni, v Pakizevi gostilni je bil tako imenovani »ribniski
parlament«, znana in cenjena ribnigka gostilna je bila
tudi Ze omenjena gostilna Pri Cenetu, Kjer je Ze leta
1870 delovala prva ribniska ¢italnica.

V Trostovih zgodbah spoznamo Krizmana, ribnigke-
ga trgovca z lesom, ki je imel svojo Zago, poleg tega
je bil zagnan kolesar, ustanovitelj ribniskega kolesar-
skega drustva, iz katerega se je kasneje razvil ribniski
Sokol. V nekaterih zgodbah nastopa tudi tako ime-
novani grajski Marko, Marko Rudez, brat ribniskega
gra$¢aka Antona Rudeza, ki ga spoznamo kot zabavl-
jaca in veseljaka. Pribliza nam kapiSona in oberkapi-
$ona, Pirkerja in Burgerja, prvi je bil trgovec, ki se je
iz Kocevja prizenil v Ribnico, drugi pa usnjar, zadnji,
ki se je v Ribnici $e ukvarjal s to v¢asih zelo razsirjeno
dejavnostjo.

Preko hudomusnih zgodb se dotakne obdobja mo-
dernizacije; vodovoda v samostojni zgodbi Ribniski
vodovod, pa tudi elektrifikacije, prihoda zeleznice idr.

Poleg tega pa v zgodbah najdemo tudi $tevilna zgo-
dovinska in etnoloska dejstva, geografske znacilnosti
okolja in seveda predvsem mentaliteto akterjev vsega
dogajanja, Ribnicanov. Spoznamo, kako je bila Ribni-
ca neko¢ povezana s Strugami, danes o tem prica le



$e ime ulice v Ribnici — Struska ulica. Zavemo se, da
Kocevje ni bilo tako dalec stran, kot se nam zaradi ne-
mskega jezikovnega otoka mogoce zdi, ljudje so bili
med seboj povezani s porokami in z delom, in znanje
kocevicine je bilo pomembno tudi pri sklepanju po-
slov.

Zaklju¢imo lahko, da so zapisi Janka Trosta o Ribnici
in Ribnicanih plemenit zapis vsakodnevnega zivljenja
na Ribniskem, ki bralcu pribliza predvsem takratne
ljudi, ki s svojimi lastnostmi in s svojim humorjem
postanejo podobni danasnjim, s katerimi se lahko po-
istovetimo.

Za konec pa bi rada poudarila, da je k temu, da so da-
nes zgodbe pred nami takéne kot so, prispevala izjem-
na angaziranost Marjane Starc, Ki je v projekt, vlozila
veliko svojega truda in znanja.

Mag. Marina Gradi$nik
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OBLIJUBaA DeLa DOLG

Marjana Starc



Obljuba dela dolg

Pricujoce tako imenovane Trostove zgodbe o Ribni-
ci in Ribnicanih mi je pred leti dal v hrambo gospod
Tone Petek, tudi sam zbiratelj in zapisovalec podob-
nih povedk, rekoc, da bom jaz poskrbela za njihovo
publikacijo. Ta moralna obveza me je spodbudila, da
sem se na pobudo kustosinje Marine Gradi$nik lotila
prebiranja in jezikovnega urejanja le-teh.

Tone Petek mi je povedal, da je zgodbe nasel v Troto-
vi zapudcini, da je resil, kar se je rediti dalo, jih prepi-
sal na roke, pozneje pa fotokopiral in jih izrocil meni.
Lani, v tako imenovanem Trostovem letu, jih je v tip-
kopis prelila Vasja Pavlin in delo je tako steklo. Kam
se je izgubil original, se ne ve.

Vecinoma gre za humoreske, kratke $aljive pripove-
di, v katerih so ljudje in njihova dejanja prikazani v
smesni, vendar ne Zzaljivi ludi, pripovedi, ki hocejo v
bralcih zbuditi dobro voljo s sme$nimi polozaji, zna-
¢aji in tudi besedno. Junaki so smesni po zunanjosti,
imajo sme$na imena, sme$no govorijo in tudi njihova
dejanja so sme$na. Humoreskam Trost pridruzi tudi
anekdote, ki lahko pomenijo neizdan, neobjavljen
spis ali dogodek, ki ga je zgodovinar zamolcal ali pa
kratko, zabavno in manj znano zgodbico, navadno iz
zivljenja kake znamenite osebe.



Tako v njih spoznamo geografsko in osebno oznako
Ribnice in Ribnic¢anov v glavnem iz ¢asa med obema
vojnama pa tudi po 2. svetovni vojni, ribniske kapi-
sone, kar je oznaka za trSke veljake in gospodarje,
ribniske posebneze, zakonsko ljubezen po ribnisko,
vojno in svobodo po ribnigko, zvemo kaj o dogodkih
v Dolenji vasi in ribnigkih sosedih Struzanih, zapisa-
ne pa so tudi ribniske recenice in vzdevki, Veseli ve-
Cer na 2. Ribniskem festivalu 1962. leta ter znamenita
Ribni$ka nova masa.

Vecina pripovedi je zapisana v knjiznem jeziku, v
nare¢ju ali deloma knjizno deloma narec¢no. Pri za-
pisovanju narecja zapisovalec ni bil dosleden, kar je
bilo treba urediti, videlo pa se je tudi, da sam ni bil
Ribnican, zato je bilo potrebno narecje korigirati in
zapisovanje poenotiti. Pod vsako zgodbo je za lazje ra-
zumevanje besedila tudi slovar¢ek manj znanih besed.

Ribniski govor spada v skupino dolenjskih narecij.
Tako se v besedilih pojavljata znacilna aj in u names-
to nekaterih knjiznih dolgih ozkih e in o, oziroma za
praslovanski é in cirkumflektirani o (je blu pred stu
lajta, najssm povajdov, sosajda, nuc je bla ...). Knjizna
dolga Siroka e in o se izgovarjata kot ja (tjata) oz. o
(gora). Dvoglasnika ie in uo sta zapisovana enako, kot
se izgovarjata (piet, ba juokov). Pri kratkih samoglas-
nikih je opazna redukcija predvsem kratkih i in u (ns,
aldje < nic, ljudje) oziroma se namesto njih govori
polglasnik, ki ga zapisujemo z 2 (ka joh je blu vidat),
le pred r ga ne zapisujemo, ¢eprav se izgovarja (prila,
kufréak). O v izglasju se govori u (dobru, drugu). E
namesto a v predponah in predlogih na, za, nad (zetu,
nezaj < nato, nazaj). Pri zapisovanju deleznikov mos-
kega spola ednine zapisujemo -v, kadar se izgovarja -u
(je dav, je vprasav), ali z -u, Ce se tako govori (je Su, je
vidu). Predlog v je poenoteno zapisan z u. Na mestu,
Kkjer je v knjiznem jeziku nj je v ribniSkem govoru j
(kojn < konj). U ponekod reflektira z ii.



Skoda je, ker v zapisu naredja ni slisati melodije pojo-
Ce ribniske govorice, tako znadilne za nas kraj.

Na koncu bi se poleg Ze omenjenih Marine Gradi$nik
in Vasje Pavlin rada zahvalila $e Vesni HorZzen za ure-
janje zgodb in nasvete pri mojem delu, Tanji Debeljak
za lekturo in jezikovne nasvete ter popravke in NezZi
Tanko za racunalniske korekture. Brez njih delo ne bi
bilo opravljeno tako, kot je.

Marjana Starc
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Ribniski furmani!

3]

Ko 3e ni stekla kocevska Zeleznica, sta vezali Ribnico
s svetom cesta proti Ljubljani in proti Kocevju, iz
Zlebi¢a na Bloke in Rakek ter dalje proti Trstu. V
Ljubljano in Trst so vozili rezan in tesan les, krompir,
fizol, seno, slamo, zaklana teleta, pozimi pa zaklane
in ociScene prasice. Promet je bil Zivahen in veselo
pokanje bicev se je razlegalo takrat s cest in furmani
so dobro sluzili. Ob cestah so imeli svoje ostarije?,
Kjer so lahko spravljali vozove in konje, pa tudi sami
so radi dali kaj pod zob in namocili suho in prasno
grlo. Do Ljubljane so rabili do osem ur, ¢e so odhajali
dovolj zgodaj, so se Sele proti veceru vracali. Treba je
bilo konje nakrmiti in odpociti, da so tezke vozove
peljali naprej. V Trst so rabili dva dni. Pod velikimi
klanci so imele gostilne tudi pomozne konje, da so
jih pripregli in vozili - furajtali — z dvema paroma

v klanec. Tako so furajtali v strmi Boncar, iz Velikih
Las¢ pa v Luzarjev breg in na Notranjskem od
Razdrtega pod Nanosom v Senozece itd. V Ljubljani
in Trstu so dobili pri trgovcih razno blago: kavo,
sladkor, tekstilno robo in podobno, da niso $li prazni
proti domu.

furman = voznik
oftarija = gostilna



Blocani so vozili pretezno samo z volmi, ki so jih
mlade kupili kje na Kodevskem, doma so jih obredili
in nekaj let rabili za voznjo, potem pa porejene
prodali mesarjem.

3

Slovele so stare furmanske ostarije, kjer se je jedlo in
pilo na pretek in v njih se je nalagal glavni furmanski
zasluzek. Kjer so gostilne imele kegljisca, so furmani
radi kegljali za visoke denarje, vsaka krogla se je
to¢ila tudi po sto goldinarjev. Tudi kartali so radi:
mausl’ in ajnc” in prevejani bankir® je obral vse po
vrsti, da so se vracali suhi domov. Igre so se vlekle
dolgo v nod¢, konji so stali vprezeni pred gostilnami
in tolkli s kopiti, nihce se ni zmenil zanje. In ko je
bilo treba oditi, se je nabralo pred prvimi kolesi
toliko fig, da jih je moral voznik odkidati, e je hotel
odpeljati.

[=, 06 RN V]

obrediti = zrediti

mausl = kvartaska igra

ajnc = kvartaska igra

bankir = kdor pri kartah skrbi za denar, tudi delilec kart, predvsem pri ajncu



Skrljev kevdrc, Velike Obrnisée in
Miklov vinograd

Pespot v Struge pelje najprej mimo Kradic z redkim
gozdom, ki se vle¢e do Podrebri, to je do vznozja
Male gore, kjer se na desno koncujejo lepi travniki
in Dolge njive. Prav v tem kotu levo od steze so

Se ostanki Skrljevega kevdrca', kamor je njega dni
spravljal stari Skrlj pridelani krompir, repo, pa tudi
seno, da je hodil s trga po potrebi iskat, ker ni imel
doma dovolj prostora.

Skrlj je bil, kakor takrat vecina trzanov, hud kvartac.
Celo v koénji je nosil s seboj karte, da je v senci
svojega kevdrca zaigral s kosci ob malici ali juzini
in jih obral za zasluzek. Rad je v igri kontriral z
vsemi registri: kontra, ré, supra, mort, pa Se enkrat,
pa Se enkrat in nazadnje za kevdrc, poln ali prazen,
samo da je njegova obveljala zadnja. Se danes slisis,
¢e Ribnicani igrajo karte in si drazijo stave, da se

s Skrljevim kevdrcem konca, in vi§je stava ne gre.
Ce od kevdrca zavijes po gozdu levo, kmalu dospes
najprej do Malih Obrnig¢, nato pa do Velikih
Obrnis¢. Pod ovinkom trske ceste v Malo goro se $iri
ob strani velika goli¢ava, danes Ze precej obrasla z
grmovjem.

1 kevdre = majhna klet
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Zemljisce je razdeljeno na Stevilne parcelice, ki
merijo vsaka komaj po nekaj kvadratnih metrov. Kraj
je zavarovan pred mrzlimi vetrovi in se koplje ves
dan v soncu. Zemlja je globoka, ¢rna in mastna. Zato
so Ribnicani tu gojili spomladi sadike zelja, pese,
kolerabe, ki so jih rabili za svoja polja.

Celo v katastrski mapi so bile Obrnisce to¢no vrisane
in oStevilcene. Znacilno za Ribnicane je bilo, kako so
vsepovsod iskali zemljo, ki jo je bilo povsod premalo,
in kako so znali izrabiti vsak najmanjsi koscek, da so
si ohranili svoje hisne vrticke le za domace potrebe.

Nedale¢ od tu proti vzhodu se izpostavlja soncu Zze
davno opusceni Miklov vinograd, oprt v polozno
poboc¢je gore s Skarpami, obloZenimi z lomljenimi
kamni. V 60-ih letih 19. stoletja si ga je sem postavil
zadnji Miklovec.

Miklova hi$a v trgu stoji Se danes pred gradom in
nosi $tevilko dve, grad je imel $tevilko ena, in bo
verjetno med najstarejsimi trskimi stavbami. Desno
od lepega kamnitega portala je v steni vzidana ¢rna
plod¢a z zlatimi ¢rkami, ki prica, da je bil v tej hisi
rojen dr. Arko, zdravnik v Skofji Loki.

Pokojni dr. Alfred Serko, znani psihiater, ki je veckrat
obiskal Ribnico, saj je imel tu $tevilne sorodnike in
znance, je hudomusno trdil, da se v Ribnici Ze rodijo
doktorji in ko dorastejo, postanejo zdravniki.

Pri Miklovih je bila Ze od nekdaj gostilna, verjetno
ena prvih v Ribnici. Znano je, da Ribnicani radi
pijejo kislo dolenjsko vino, po katerega so hodili v
Belo krajino ali tudi v Suho krajino, kjer raste ob
Liscu in Brleski gori pri Zuzemberku najbolj znana
kislica. Tam so meznarji opolnoci zvonili, da so se
kmetje v svojih posteljah preobracali, sicer bi jim
kislo vino prezrlo trebuhe. No, in stari Miklovec je
bil tudi tega mnenja, da vino ni nikdar dovolj kislo in



morda bi ravno ribniska zemlja lahko rodila domace
vino, ki bo vzor domacdega cvicka.

Takrat so prisli v Ribnico Ci¢i? in Primorci, vajeni
obdelovanja kamna, in priceli podirati staro cerkev
ter pripravljati gradivo za novo, ki $e danes stoji.
Stari Miklovec jih je nekaj najel in jih peljal v svoj
tal* nad Obrniscami, da so mu priceli graditi skarpe
za vinograd in pripravili zemljo. Sam se je odpeljal
v Belo krajino po mladike Zlahtne cvickovine, da je
z njimi zasadil novi vinograd. Preprican je bil, da

bo v nekaj letih Ze pridelal in napresal domacega
grizlinga® toliko, da ga bo imel za svojo kr¢mo
dovolj, ¢e mu ga ne bo $e celo ostajalo. Verjetno so
bile mladike vinske trte le prezlahtne sorte in niso
prenesle hladnega ribniskega podnebja. Zajci in srne
so sproti obrali mlado listje in ves trtni nasad ni niti
utegnil vzcveteti. Skarpe ob terasah pa danes $e prav
tako trdno stojijo kakor pred sto leti in to je tudi vse,
kar je ostalo od Miklovega vinograda, ki ni nikdar
rodil in nih¢e ni zobal njegovega grozdja, kaj Sele
zulil pristnega ribniskega cvicka.

w

Cici = prebivalci Istre, potujoci brusadi, popravljalci deznikov in cinarji

tal = parcela

grizling = rizling (sorta vina) ali se je Tro$t malo ponoreval, da je grizling kislo
vino, ki grize po trebuhu
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Ribniski parlament

Ribniski kapisoni so bili redni gostje nekdanje
Pakizeve gostilne v Kravji gasi. Vsak vecer se je

tu zbirala Castitljiva druzba starih trzanov vseh
strok in svetovnih nazorov, tu so se kresale misli

in reSevala vsa domaca in tuja vpra$anja. Zato so
krstili o$tarijo za ribniski parlament. Pri mizi ob
peci so smele sedeti samo velicine, za ostale goste tu
ni bilo prostora. Gostilna je bila kaj navadna, z eno
samo sobo - postregli so ti lahko samo z dobrim
vinom, ki ga je birt stalno dobival iz Vivodine,
pristnim domacim Zganjem, ob slovesnih dnevih
morda tudi s ¢rno kavo. Zemlje in pustne preste si
moral Ze posebej naroditi, da so hodili sproti ponje
v Novakovo pekarijo, z jedili pa niso postregli.
Kdor je prisel v gostilno na cetrt ali pol litra vina,

je malico prinesel s seboj, jo na mizi pred seboj
razgrnil in pocasi pouzil ter zalival z vinom. Takih
gostov se je proti veceru nabralo polno omizje ob
Castitljivi kmecki pedi. Uradnistvo je tako prilezlo

iz svojih zaprasenih uradov iz sodnije in davkarije
ter posojilnice in ko so trgovci in obrtniki pozaprli
svoje obrate ali jih prepustili varnim in zanesljivim
rokam, so sem zajadrali kar v delovni obleki. Zbirala
pa se je tu le trska napredna druzba, le tu in tam

se je med pisano druzbo znasel tudi suhorobar, Se
redkeje loncar. Pravih kmetov pa Ribnica z vso Sirno



okolico skoro ne pozna. Skratka, tu so bili zastopani
vsi stanovi in kaste od najvisjih predstojnikov, preko
navadnih uradnikov in pisacev, vseh vrst trgovcev
in obrtnikov do trskih revezev in klatezev. Pisana
druzba kot le kaj, kar je dajalo gostilni prav poseben
znacaj in pestrost. Prvo besedo so imeli seveda

pri peci kapiSoni, vsi ostali so sprva le spostljivo
poslusali, do besede so prisli Sele pozneje, ko jih

je ogrelo vino in jim dalo dar govora. Stregla je
natakarica Micka, stara in ze betezna zenicka, ki je

s svojo brado segla komaj na mizo. Vsakemu gostu
je postregla kar z miznega vogala, saj s svojo malo
postavo in kratkimi rokami ni mogla segati cez
mizo. Cetrtinko vina in kozarec je nastavila na rob
in ju tako spretno buhnila' z roko, da sta zdrsela

po gladki ploskvi in se ustavila prav pred gostom,

ki je vino narocil. Ostale ribniske gostilne so bile

ob casu zasedanja, ki se je zacelo v mraku in drzalo
do vecerje, docela prazne. Vsakdo, ki si je pozelel
kozarec vina ali se morda sluc¢ajno mudil v trgu, jo je
ob takem c¢asu mahnil v parlament, ker je vedel, da
bo tu nasel vso ribnisko druzbo.

Dnevni red zasedanja je nastajal sam po sebi.
Najprej so pridle na vrsto dnevne tr$ke novice

in vaznejsi dogodki, polagoma je kdo zasukal
pogovor na politiko in opeglal® pretiete’ klerikalce.
Javne obcinske zadeve so prisle Sele tu do pravega
izraza in navzoci zupan klerikalec je imel precej
otepavanja‘, da se je ubranil ocitkov, in kot zaveden
ribniski domoljub je znal vsakomur pritrditi, pri
ob¢inskih sejah pa je take sklepe javnega mnenja
tudi znal spraviti do veljave, sicer bi lahko dozivel
v parlamentu neprijetnosti. Ob takih prilikah pa
zasedanci niso poznali milosti.

S-S S N

buhniti = poriniti, pahniti

opeglati = ozmerjati

pretiet = presnet / zvraga

je imel precej otepavanja = se je moral precej braniti



Ce je kdo kdaj prevec po svoje ukrepal, in to v

javno Skodo, ali kratil ugled castitljivega trga, ga je
parlament javno obsodil in mu vzel mandat, da se ni
dolgo vec prikazal pred njegovo oblicje. Vse javne
zadeve so se najprej obravnavale v parlamentu in tu
storjeni sklepi so se navadno uresnicili. Na ta nacin
je dobila Ribnica svojo mes$cansko Solo, Cetudi se je
ob¢inski odbor hudo branil. Posojilnica si je sezidala
lepo lastno stavbo v ponos trgu. Ribnica si je zgradila
vodovod in dobila elektri¢no lu¢ in e marsikaj.

Seveda so imela v parlamentu vsa napredna drustva
in ustanove najvecjo zaslombo. Sokolu, ki je nad
dvajset let gostacil® po gostilnah in dvoriscih, je
parlament pripomogel do lastnega doma. Teznje
Ciril-Metodove Solske druzbe ter Jugoslovanske
matice pa Planinskega drustva in Se drugih je
parlament obravnaval vedno v dobrem smislu in
povsod vrsil zanje najbolj$o propagando. Tudi ve¢jim
sodnim pravdam in procesom je parlament izrekel
svoje sodbe, zlasti onim s politi¢nim ozadjem. Seveda
se takratna ostra politika ni dosti zmenila zanje.

Ce ni bilo drugace, so v parlamentu govorili tudi o
letini in 0 vremenu, o slabi trgovini, pa o dragem
lesu in premajhnih Zemljah, o Urbanovi kravi, ki se
ni mogla obraviti® itd. Se tako resna stvar se je lahko
zaobrnila na smesno stran, vsakdo ji je dodal ocvirek
ali jo pocehljal z dovtipom, ji nasel podobno in se
bolj o$piceno Zelo, zabavni del zasedanja je prisel in
nikdo ni hotel zaostajati in padale so nove, tezke in Se
tezje Sale. Svoboda govora je bila seveda zajamcena
tako zagovornikom kakor onim nasprotnega mnenja.

gostaciti = gostovati
obraviti = oteliti, povredi teleta



Ce je govornikoma zmanjkalo tehtnih razlogov

za utemeljevanje enega ali drugega staliSc¢a, se je
zivahno prerekanje kaj rado sprevrglo v osebnostna
obracunavanja. Tu sta si kapisona drug drugemu
lahko vse obelila” in si ocitala grehe, ¢e sta jih storila
ali ne, pa tudi, ¢e je kdo kaj zagresil v sedmem kolenu
sorodstva. Od ostale druzbe so nekateri mirili, eni

so se pogovarjali, drugi so natiskali, tretji so se
smejali in sovpadali ter pomagali eni ali drugi strani.
Koncalo se je vedno na enak nacin.

Prvi: »Vaj$, ti ma ne buos pod nusam brbov, sa $e
premajhan, ima$ §e prenizko rt®.«

Drugi: »Kaj pa misla$, de buo$ mjanos macke z nusa
vlajku? Kej sa $e ti, saj sa toku majhan, de te kumaj
videm!«

Ze sta drug drugega popolnoma ponizala in spravila
na nic¢, pa se je zopet kdo od gostov oglasil in dodal
novo podneto’, pa se je prerekanje znova zacelo in
nadaljevalo.

Parlament ni imel predsednika, govori so bili
neomejeni, vladala je popolna svoboda. Gostilnicar
Emil je navadno dremal ob peci in se v pogovore

ni vtikal, v¢asih pa je tudi imel glavno besedo.
Navadno so padali po njem, pa se jih je znal pretietu
braniti. Ce je bila bitka le prehuda, so se navadno
pobotali in splaknili vse ocitke in Zalitve z litri vina,
v¢asih pa tudi ne. Toda prihodnji vecer so véeraj$nji
nasprotniki sedeli spet skupaj in se prijateljsko
pogovarjali, kakor da bi se vCeraj prav ni¢ ne zgodilo.

obeliti = razgaliti
prenizka rt = majhen, me ne dosezes
podneta = netivo, spodbuda, pobuda



Kako so Ribnic¢ani molili

Poleg svojih priznanih vrlin so bili Ribnicani tudi
brumni' ljudje. Vsak vecer so odzebrali ne samo
obicajne molitve, ampak so tem dodajali e svoje
dostavke, ki niso bili nikjer zapovedani in nikjer
zapisani. Hi$ni gospodar je po vecerji prevzel te
dusebrizniske posle in vsa druzina mu je kle¢e po
vseh kotih odgovarjala. Ceravno so radi drazili
sosedne Bloc¢ane, da molijo tudi za tiste duse, ki jih
ni ne tu ne tam, so se sami zahvaljevali Bogu takole:
»Se en ocenas, k nam je bug moZzgane ustvaru in dav
pravo pamet, k nam je dav o¢i, de Se prov vidmo, k
nam je dav usiesa, de poslusamo, k nam je ustvaru
jazak, de se lohku pogovarjamo... « in tako dalje je
$lo prav do rok in nog.

Nekega vecera je nabiral hisni oce take dostavke:

»K nam je vrat potiegnu, de lohku pozieramo, k nam
je zeluodac ustvaru, de bozje daruve lahku uzivamo,
k nam je dav tiid ¢rajva, de jih lohku predajlamo ...«

Sinek, ki je klecal nedale¢ od oceta, pa je bil

vseh muh poln. Kdo ve, kaj si je $e vse fanti¢ek
predstavljal, da je naenkrat bruhnil v smeh. Pa se je
ocetova roka stegnila prav do njegovih udes in ga v
sveti jezi privzdignila od tal.

1 brumen = poboZen



»Posast od otroka! Kaj pa mislag, fanticak, de b blu
zate bule, ¢e b svuje drjake’ u pjasto’ nosu?«

drjaka = ¢lovesko blato
u pjasta = v pesti



Brumni kos

Pri Belnih so bili pobozni ljudje. To si spoznal Ze,
Ce si stopil v hiSo, kjer je kroja¢ Jur pridno ubadal
Sivanko, tik nad njim pa je visela velika slika

sv. Kri§pina - zascitnika krojacev in ¢evljarjev. Gola
hisica s hlevom in kravo pod isto streho je stala tik
ob cesti, brez dvori$ca ali vrticka, kamor bi lahko
zlozil drva in listje iz Ograde v steljniku pod Malo
goro.

Ko so njega dni ze pozno v pomladi snazili steljnik,
je sinek Frenk ujel mladega kosa in ga prinesel v
veliko veselje ocetu. Kmalu so nasli za kosa udobno
kletko in mojster Jur mu je zvizgal od ranega jutra
prav tja v noc - oba sta imela dovolj ¢asa in

prilike - razne vize, ki pa kosu nikakor niso bile po
volji in njegovem okusu.

Nemirno je skakal s $prikle’ na $priklo, ne da bi pri
tem pokazal znak veselja, da mu je viza povseci. Pa
mu je Jur znova zazvizgal:

»Pa ribcam dobru grie,

ks imajo dosta vodie,«

in kosu tudi z besedami dopovedoval o lepoti
pesmice, toda vse zaman.

1 §prikla = vsaka od tankih kovinskih palic




Stara Belna je v¢asih sluzila v gradu in slisala staro
gospo, ko je sedla h klavirju in prepevala pesem o
ljubem Avgustinu, ki je bila v tistih ¢asih Se vedno v
modi in splosno poznana. Se Ribni¢ani so jo zapeli:

»0, moj ljubi Avgustin,
vse je Ze hinl«

Spomnila je Jurja nanjo, ¢e$, morda bi bila kosu le-
ta viza povseci in bi si jo zapomnil. In res jo je Jur
zazvizgal, kos je Ze postal pozoren in kmalu se mu
je kljun odprl, da je znal prvi takt. Kos je bil odprte
glave in kaj kmalu je zvizgal vso pesem v veliko
veselje druzine in Ribni¢anov, ki so hodili mimo
hige.

Ko je pritisnila vrocina, je Jur rad privoscil kosu tudi
nekoliko zraka in obesil kletko pred hiso, da so mu
solski otroci Zvizgali znano pesem in kos ni hotel
zaostajati.

Toda v Ribnici je ze od nekdaj tako, da se vsako $e
tako resno stvar rado preokrene na smes$no. Niti
Belni Jur niti kos nista bila tega kriva, kar se je pa¢
zgodilo. Procesija Resnjega telesa je morala mimo
Belne hige in se je ustavila na Johanovem vogalu
poleg ob¢ine in nedale¢ od Belnih, da bi prejeli tretji
zegen. Bozbirtov stric je postavil kapelico, zenske

so jo okrasile in je spokorna ¢akala, da odsluzi ze

od nekdaj doloceni tretji Zegen. Belni kos je bil
takrat v svoji kletki pred hi$o in je zacudeno gledal
dolgo procesijo otrok, fantov in moz, deklet in Zena
za banderi?in zastavami. Zvonovi so v zvoniku
pritrkovali, cerkveni zbor prepeval, ministranti so
vihteli svoje kadilnice in zvonckljali, vse to je bilo

za kosa nekaj nenavadnega. Pred kapelico se je
procesija ustavila. Tehant’ je Ze pel zadnje obredne
recitative, zbor mu je gromko odpeval. Ljudstvo je ze
pokleknilo, vse je utihnilo. Ze se je tehant obrnil ter

bandera = prapori
tehant = dekan



Se enkrat izpod monstrance? pogledal, ¢e vse kleci
in zapel: »Treska in hudega vremena...« Zbor mu
je odpel: »Varuj nas, o Gospod!« in tudi pokleknil —
skoro smrtna tisina je zavladala po trgu.

Tehant je dvignil monstranco, da bi dal zegen”.
Brumni® kos se je $e pravi ¢as domislil, da bi po
svojih moceh tudi lahko k slavnosti nekaj prispeval
pajo zazvizga:

»0O, moj ljubi Avgustin,

vse je Ze hin.«

Ljudje so sklonili glave in se v tla smejali in gospodu
tehantu so se od smeha, ki ga je za monstranco
zadrzeval, roke zastresle pa je hitro koncal z zegnom,
da se je lahko obrnil in se manj vidno sprostil smeha.

O, ti brumni zvizgavec! Koliko ljudi si takrat spravil v
svoji preproscini iz najvecje resnosti v smeh in dobro
voljo, menda prav vse, ki so poznali tvoj napev.

Ljubi Bog ti tega ni mogel Steti v zlo in ti je tvojo
preprostost rad odpustil.

monétranca = obredni pripomocek
Zegen = blagoslov
brumni = pobozni






Ribnic¢an v peklu

Ko je Ribni¢an Urban umrl, je moral v pekel.

»1, lejte sa no; saj ne buom majnde' sam, kukr sam
biv rad po samnah. Buo, kukr buol« se sam tolazi in
prikrevsa do peklenskih vrat, ki niso imela ne kljuke
ne kljucavnice. Potrka s palico ob bron, da mogocno
zadoni, toda nic se ne gane. Potrka drugi¢ malo
krepkeje - pa $e vedno brez odziva. Jeza ga popade,
da bije ob vratih in krici:

»Vsa hudics, ma buoste pa ja odprla! Tiilku som
monde vrajdan, ku driiga. Ne vajm, zekaj ba jest ne
smu nuotr!?«

Zamolklo zacvilijo mogocna bronasta vrata v svojih
tecajih in na pragu stoji peklenski vratar pa se zarezi
v Urbana:

»A, ti si, Urban iz Ribnice, si vendar priromal k nam!
Toda krosnjo pusti kar lepo pred vrati, kaj bi pocel

z njo v peklu, ko je Ze tako prevec vroce! Kar vstopi,
da greva najprej do vrhovnega poglavarja, ki ti bo
odkazal prostor, kakor si si ga zasluzil!«

»Kukr vajo!’« pravi jezno Urban, odlozi krosnjo in

stopi za vragom, ki mu s smolnato baklo sveti po
zasmojenih hodnikih, dokler ne prideta v ogromno

1 majnde = menda
2 kukr vajo = kakor vedo
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prestolno dvorano. Molce si Urban ogleduje
osmojene stene in vrazje obraze, ki rezijo vanj od
vseh strani.

V sredi dvorane sedi na Sirokem prestolu sam Lucifer
s kar §tirimi rogovi na glavi, da se loci od ostalih, ki
nosijo samo po dva nad ¢elom.

Peklenski poglavar si pase oc¢i nad Urbanom. Mlad
paz s kratkim repom prinese zasmojene debele bukve
in jih polozi Luciferju na kolena. Ta lista po njih,
prebira, se tu in tam zareZi in neznansko spaceni
obraz se mu kremzi, da je videti skoro dobre volje, ko
Urbana ogovori:

»Ze dolgo te pri¢akujemo, Urban iz Ribnice! Tvoje
bukve’so Ze popisane in se mi zdi, da niso utegnili
vpisati vseh tvojih grehovl«

»Kukr oni vajo,« mu tiho in poniZno odgovori Urban
in skoro v zadregi vrti med prsti svoj klobuk pa
poslusa.

Lucifer se znova zarezi in govori nekoliko skozi
nos: »Veliko si jih nakuril po $irokem svetu in dosti
grehov ima$ na sebi, zastonj nisi priSel semkaj!«

»Kukr oni vajo,« pristavi pohlevno Urban, Luciferju
se Ze skoro smili, ko rece: »Toda bodimo pravicni!
Tvoji grehi so prav posebne sorte, ker so bili storjeni
v smehu in z dobro voljo, kar je vsekakor olajSevalna
okoli§¢inal«

»Kukr oni vajo!« se Urban hvalezno prikloni, a Ze ga
Lucifer prekine:

»To bomo upostevali in ti milostno dovolimo, da si
peklensko kazen sam izberes po svoji volji. Toda brez
ognja ne bo §lo, pa tudi peci mora. Z mojim osebnim
pribo¢nikom si pojdita ogledat moje kraljestvo, in ko
se vrneta, bo$ povedal, kak$no kazen si sebi izbral.

bukve = knjige



Pojdita, pocakal bom na vaju!«

»Kukr oni vajol« zopet rece Urban, se ponizno
prikloni in odide za rogatim strezajem.

Ta ga vodi po vseh dvoranah, kjer so gre$nike cvrli

v vrelem olju in pekli na raznju, pa oblivali z vrelo
smolo ali celo z zveplom, jih odirali na meh in mo¢ili
s slano vodo in kisom, pa $e trpin¢ili z mukami, ki
jim Urban ni vedel niti imena. Marsikoga poznanega
je na tem obhodu Urban videl, a ni¢ ni mogel storiti,
¢e ga je siromak tiho prosil: »Urban, pomagaj!«

V temnem in zasmojenem prostoru je videl celo
ribniskega And*, ki je Se v peklu dreke rajtal’.

Sedel je v skodeli velike vage, pod njo je peklenscek
kuril, moz pa je z rokami brodil po drekih in jih
metal v drugo skodelo. Ko se je govna nekaj nabralo,
se je Ana nekoliko dvignil in ga ni vec toliko peklo
v zadnjico, toda druga skodela se je vselej v zraku
prevrnila in je mozZ zopet sedel na zerjavico.

»Pomagaj, Urban, ¢e mores!«

»1, vago ba sa prov udtimov, saj ne sujo sadis, kukr
videm!«

Ni¢ prevec ni bil Urbanu vie¢ ogled pekla, skrbelo ga
je le, ¢e mu bo ratalo, da bi se izvil. Skoro skrusenega
in pohlevnega pripelje priboc¢nik nazaj pred
poglavarjev prestol in Ze ga Lucifer vprasa:

»No, Urban, si si ogledal moje kraljestvo; Kje naj ti
odkaZzem tvoj prostor, kakor sem ti ga obljubil?«

Urban nakrene glavo in kar najbolj ljubeznivo
pogleda Luciferja pa $e hitreje vrti svoj klobuk med
prsti.

Anoa = kapi$on Burger; rad je uporabljal besedo ana (glej zgodbo Diplomatski pogo-
vor ribnigkih kapifonov)
rajtati = Steti



zihr = lahko
fajfa = pipa

»Vajo, prezlahtna gaspud! Sam ranku malu gliih in ne
vajm, Ce som prov slisov, koku ste prajt rjakla, de brez
ogna ne buo Slu pa pect de muore tiid?«

»Prav tako sem rekel in ne bom prav ni¢ odnehal.
Ogenj mora biti pa zgati te mora tudil« §¢ enkrat
ponovi Lucifer.

»Al rajs, prezlahtno gospud, al rajs, prov zerajs? Tiid
jest sam Zjalu in sam sa Ze zbav, Ce Zihr® povajm,« hiti
Urban.

»Torej, povej e, ne utegnem vec imeti s tabo posla. «

»Buom pa povajdov, saj smo mozje in besajde, vajm,
de ne buoste pozrld - saj naj kojn,« se mosko postavi
Urban. »[, kaj ma buoste dala - i, fajfo’ pa kaksan
frakalc domace slivovke pa naj zge, kiilkr ce. Fajfa ne
buo brez ognja, slivovka buo pa tiids Zgala, Ce je kaj
pridal«

Vsa dvorana se je gromko zarezala in sam Lucifer
se je nasmehnil. Ukazal je: »Dajte Urbanu fajfo in
slivovko, kakor zeli, cetudi sem to drugace mislil.
Odprite mu vrata, zanj v peklu ni prostora. Vse
podloznike bi mi lahko spridil.«

»Kukr oni vajo pa zdrave ostanite,« se je $e enkrat
priklonil Urban, kakor se spodobi, in od$el do
peklenskih vrat. Tu ga je ze ¢akal kosmat strezaj, mu
na pladnju ponudil prizgano fajfo in slivovko. Zgrabil
je za fajfo, frakelj pa nagnil k ustom in na dusek izpil.

Globoko se je oddahnil, saj ga je tudi pozgala po
grlu. Strezaja je potrepljal po rami in rekel:



»Fina je! Pretietan® ne buoda, danas sam sa jo pa tiid
zesliizu - recite gospudo, de jih pastim Se ankrat lepu
pozdravat in naj mo ne zemierjo. Nokul ve¢ jih ne
buom nedlegvov!«

Oprtal si je kro$njo, ki ga je §e vedno ¢akala za vrati,
in jo dolgih korakov pobiral v $iroki svet — po kupdiji
seveda, kakor hodi e danes.

pretietan = presnet
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RiBniSki karisSoni



Premocna pokusnja

= b~

Tisto leto, ko se je mladi Cene zenil, je bilo slabo
na svetu. Povsod je gospodarila kriza in se ukierla'
tudi v dezelo suhe robe. Stevilne lesne trgovce in
lubadarje je burja Ze davno posnela, le najbolj Zilavi
so §e vztrajali in hodili vsak dan k dopoldanskemu
vlaku pric¢akovat odre$enika, ki naj bi vsaj deloma
izpraznil z lesom zatrpana skladisc¢a. Ljubosumni
drug na drugega so hodili od vlaka $e k Cenetu,

da bi Se do dobrega preverili, da ni kdo od lesnih
lubadarjev po kaksni skrivni poti zalezel v Ribnico.
Tu jim je Cenetov ata delal slast s svojim poznanim
apetitom do vseh dopoldanskih riht?, ki jih je
zaporedoma pospravil, ko je pojedel jetrca, pljucka,
golaZ in proti enajsti uri narodil Se leberflaj§’. Sele
nato se je vdano potolazil z zagotovilom: »Zdaj pa
magari’ ¢e do juzne nac ne jejm!«

Tiste jeseni je bilo izredno dobro vino in mladi
Cene ga je $el iskat k svojemu tastu prav v Gadovo
Pe¢. Srecno ga je pripeljal prejsnji vecer, naslednje
dopoldne pa spravil v klet.

ukieriti = ugnezditi

dopoldanska rihta = dopoldanski obrok
leberflaj = jeterno meso

magari = cetudi



S postaje se je tedaj pripeljal na kolesu stari Krizman,
grajski Marko je pridefeliral® kar po trgu, dolgi
Pardon pa za vodo. Srecno so se sedli kakor vsak

dan za mizo pod sv. Notburgo, da odzebrajo® svoje
litanije o moreci krizi in slabih casih. Pa jih mladi
Cene povabi v klet na pokusnjo novega vina. Sicer

so se sprva nekoliko izgovarjali na zgodnjo uro, toda
vinski firbec je bil le mocnejsi, zlasti e, ko jim je
mlada Cenetova postregla tudi s prigrizkom.

Ze iz prvega soda je bilo vino kot rzalja’, iz vsakega
naslednjega, ki jih pa ni bilo malo, pa e boljse. Kar
samo je tjaklu po raskavih grlih in Krizman je skoro
nehote zavidal Pardonu za najdalji vrat. Usta so

se jim kmalu razpotegnila do uses in prej Cemerni
pustezi so jih zaceli uzigati po ribanska Sega in so bili
zopet navadni ljudje.

Poldne je ze zdavnaj odzvonilo in treba je bilo
slavnostno pokusnjo zakljuciti. Prvi se povzpne iz
Kkleti dolgi Pardon, ki se je zaletel v prvi kamniti
opornik pred kletjo in ga s svojo dolgo postavo ovil
kakor trta in kar na njem tudi obvisel.

Grajski Marko se mu je sicer $e iz kleti smejal,
toda kmalu je izprevidel, da tudi sam ne more brez
Cenetove pomoci ez nekaj kletnih stopnic. Hitro
ga je Cene spremil v finfarcimr®, ki je bil najblizji in
pripravljen nalas¢ za pijance. Le stari Krizman, kot
nekdanji kolesarski dirkac, je negotovih korakov
poiskal svojo staro sklobiedro’ in jo srecno zasedel.
Privozil je z njo le do Steklickovega vogala, ko je

ze $trbunknil na ploénik: »1, kaj ze vraga je donos s
to mujo koliestro'*?« je premisljeval stari dirkac in
znova skakal na kolo po svoji stari navadi zadaj, ki

hoditi kot v paradi

odzebrati = odmoliti

rzalja = dobro, plemenito vino
finfarcirm = ni¢vredna soba
gklobiedra = kripa, dotrajano kolo
koliestra = dotrajano kolo



pa mu je s svojim prednjim delom uslo naprej, da

je znova padal in padal. Navsezadnje se mu jele s
tezavo posrecilo, da je kolo ukrotil. Toda kod vse ga
je krizem krazem vodilo z ene cestne strani na drugo,
ko ga je nazadnje vrglo v Zorzkovo vezo, Kjer sta se

s kolesom ¢udila drug drugemu. Zorzkova mama je
zasli$ala silni padec in prihitela v vezo pogledat, Ce se
ni morda sesul kamniti baro¢ni portal.

Dobila pa je svojega svaka na tleh, blatnega od
temena do peta, poleg pa njegovo castitljivo kolo,
ki je pa tudi kazalo znake zunanjega in notranjega
pretresa.

»1, sam liibo Bug, France, od kuod te je pa vondr
vrglu, al sa e kaj ziv¢? Koku se muors$ vandr vozat s
takam koliesam, ka ima sjadlu obrnenu in rocice ma
pa tud gliedajo nepraj nemajst nezaj!«

»1, lej nu vraga, som ranku'! rajs neuman, de toga
najsom praj zemierkov!«

11 ranku = kako/nekakor






Ribniski vodovod

Ribni¢ani niso imeli le svojega slovitega loncenega
basa, ampak so si njega dni napeljali tudi vodovod
z loncenimi cevmi. Koliko vode je po njem priteklo,
pa nihce ne ve. Res je pa, da bi Se danes lahko drzal,
e bi cevi poprej ne popokale. Se danes pogledajo

ti konci pri izkopavanju na beli dan, in ¢e vpragas
Ribni¢ana, kaj naj te lonéene ¢repinje pomenijo,

ti bo resno pojasnil, da je to ranku $e od rimskega
vodovoda.

Pa najsi bo s to zadevo ze kakorkoli, Ribnica je dobila
pozneje prov zerajsan' vodovod z zeleznimi cevmi,
vodo pa je dal in jo Se danes daje sv. Francisek v
Jurjevskih stelnikih?®.

Tedaj je v ribniskem trgu odprl novo kavarnico stari
Lovéin, Pertutti, in jo opremil z vsem udobjem. Vode
ni napeljal samo na tocilno mizo, celo v straniscu je
sumljala ter oplakovala steno za malo potrebo. Tu je
blesc¢al tudi pravcati WC, ves v belih ploécicah. Ce bi
bile vse te novotarije $e elektri¢no razsvetljene, o, to
bi bilo $e za danes pravo razkosje.

Novo kavarnico je priSel pogledat tudi mlakarski,
to¢neje sv. Roka list, Nata. To vam je bil prece;

1 prov zerajsan = Cisto zaresen, pravi
2 stelnik = kjer se grabi stelja



zajeten mozakar, s pocasi zaokrozenim trebuhom in
ni mogel sedi s pogledom preko svojega pasu.

V druzbi je bilo veselo petje, saj so bili sami stigalca,
cajzalca inu sanicce. Kdo bi Stel maseljce’, ki jih je
prijazna Ana kar sama nosila na mizo. Potem je ona
vedela za $tevilo in povedala racun. Toda $e taka
posoda se navsezadnje napolni in treba jo je bilo
izprazniti. Nata ni prav ni¢ prenehal in pel §e na
novem straniscu o $tigeljcih in cajzeljcih ter preslisal
vodno Sumenje. Ko se mu je zdelo, da je svoje nujno
opravilo Ze koncal, se mu ¢udno zdi, da slisi $e vedno
$um in brbot vode pa pomisli: »Petnajst al $estnajst
masalcu muore dat tudo tukaj ta suje, kar $e en malu
postujmo Se enmalu zepujmo... naj tjace, naj tjace,
de se buo vidlu dnu!«

Ampak voda $e prav ni¢ ne prestane, §e vedno Sumlja
svojo enakomerno pesem. Cuden srh ga presine po
vsem telesu, kurja polt se mu razleze po kozi in mrzel
pot ga oblije, da nasloni trudno glavo ob mrzlo steno.
Voda pa Se kar naprej suje’. Nic ve¢ ne more tega
prenesti. Ves prestrasen in v ¢udnih slutnjah zakrici

s svojim mogo¢nim basom: »Mozie, pomagajte!
Nesriecal«

Zaskrbljeni kapiSoni prihite na stranisce in vidijo
nesre¢nega Nata, kako ves skrusen tis¢i glavo v zid.

»], Nata, kaj se je pa vendr zgudlu?«

»Nemara se ma je voda utrgala, kar nepraj z mjane
lijel«

maseljc = vréek
suje = teceflije



Nemogoce

Birt' nekdanjega ribniskega parlamenta, pokojni
Emil Pakiz, je bil blaga dusa in se je znal posaliti,

pa tudi od srca nasmejati dobremu dovtipu. Imel

je dobro ali slabo navado, da je po juzini rad malo
zadremal kar ob peci na goli klopi s pestjo pod glavo.
Dopoldne se je vrtel v svoji tkalnici Zi¢nih mrez,
proti veceru in do policijske ure je birtoval v slovitem
parlamentu, Kjer je bil zbran ves razumski in
gospodarski cvet suhorobarske prestolnice, neredko
pomnozen z gosti spodnjega in gornjega konca
Ribniske doline. Zato je v opoldanskem odmoru rad
ujel pet tihih minut, da je lahko ob gostilniski peci
zadremal.

Pa ga pride neko¢ po juzini budit njegov ucenec iz
tkalnice in mu ves prestralen poroca: »Stric, brz
vstanite, u nasa delavenca goril«

Emil pocasi prihaja k sebi, se potiplje za zep pri
suknji¢u in fanticka zavrne: »Siemas$ce’ neumnu, kaj
buo u nasa delavanca gorajlu, ¢e imam pa jest kluce u
arzeta’l«

1 birt = gostilnic¢ar
Siemasce = prismoda
3 varzets = v Zepu






Zamenjani vlogi

Stari Krizman, ki so mu rekli tudi ta basulasta, ker
je imel kravzljaste lase, je bil v mladih letih znan
pretepac, kar mu je zlasti v tedanjih politi¢cno burnih
¢asih prav hodilo. Pripadal je starim liberalcem,

ki so postavili za svojega kandidata v drzavni zbor
dr. Tavcarja, klerikalci pa dr. Sustersica, ki se je rad
pobahal, da je ribniski rojak.

S kapiSonom Pirkerjem sta se namenila razbiti
Kklerikalni shod, ki je bil napovedan pri Vovku na
vecer neke zimske nedelje. V gostilni se je zbralo

ze precej suhorobarjev in loncarjev, med njimi

tudi jezikavi Brbec iz Blat. Prav ta je tukaj osumil
oba liberalca, da nista prisla na shod z najboljSimi
nameni. Opletal je z jezikom okrog in po njiju, da
sta imela kmalu dovolj in se drzala $e bolj trdno

le kota premajhne gostilne. Bojni nacrt je bil takoj
gotov: Pirker naj udari po brleci lampi, Krizman pa
po Brbcevi glavi. Res sta udarila oba hkrati in vnel
se je splosen pretep. Brbca so nasli ele po koncani
bitki dobro opecatenega' pod mizo, ko se mu je zopet
vracala zavest. Shod je bil seveda razbit.

Seveda je vlozil Brbec proti Pirkerju tozbo, ¢e$§ da mu
je le-ta prizadejal tezko telesno poskodbo, Krizmana
pa je predlagal za prico.

1 opecaten = pretepen



Na dan obravnave vprasa sodnik obdolzenega
Pirkerja: »Ali priznate, da ste udarili Brbca po glavi,
da se je onesves§cen zvrnil pod mizo? Ali se Cutite
krivega?«

Pirker: »Nikakor ne morem priznati te nesramne
trditve, da sem Brbca udaril in se ne ¢utim prav nic
krivega.«

Sodnik: »Dobro, bo pa predlagana pric¢a povedala, ce
ste ga udarili ali ne. No, pri¢a Krizman, boste lahko
prisegli, da Brbca obtoZeni Pirker ni udaril po glavi?«

Krizman: »Prisezem, da Brbca ni udaril Pirker.
Kolikor casa je gorelo, sva bila skupaj in bi to moral
videti. Ko je pa lampa ugasnila, pa tudi drugi niso
mogli tega opaziti, ker je bila popolna temal«
Sodnik: »Sodisce je na podlagi izpovedi zaslisane
price ugotovilo, da obtozeni Pirker ni kriv, in ga
obdolzitve oproscal«



Diplomatski pogovor ribniskih kapiSonov

OberkapiSon Marko in njegov pribo¢nik (njegova
desna roka) Pirker sta bila kaj razlicnih znacajev,
toda vedno dobra prijatelja; Marko - dobricina,
Pirker pa skoporitec® in stiska¢ pa prevejan® do
mozga, vendar sta se cudovito ujemala, ne da bi drug
drugemu kratila dobre ali slabe lastnosti.

Vsak vecer sta se sesla pri Ulcarju in pila vsak svoj
maseljc® ali pa skupaj poli¢. Sprva sta oba molcala,
ko se je pa Marko Ze ta suje pribral’, jih je klenkal
od danes in od vceraj prav do njega dni. Mocno pa
je uporabljal v vseh mogocih prilikah svoj anu’ in
ang, pa anga, mu znal dati tudi vse mogoce slovniske
oblike, da nisi vedel, o kom pripoveduje, kaj se je
zgodilo in kje se je zgodilo. Pirker je vecinoma tiho
molcal in poslusal in le, kadar je bil pri volji, dal
pogovoru kratko pripombo.

Tistega vecera si je oberkapison Marko zZe ta suje
pribral in znova pricel razgovor. »Vajs, drago muj
kapiSuon, tu je blu pa le un dan, ks som biv ljanda®.

skoporitec = skopuh

prevejan= zvit, prebrisan

maseljc = vréek (3,5 decilitra)

ta suje pribrati = ta svoje povedati

anu = eno (Marko Burger je rad uporabljal besedo ans, anga... kot jezikovno masilo,
kadar ni znal ali ni hotel osebe ali stvari poimenovati ali o njej kaj povedati.)

6 ljanda = tam

(52 R S



Tamkeja’ se je kar trlu aldi. Pa pravem pr sjaba: »Pa

pajmo an mav pogliedat, pa me Ze srie¢a ana, k som
ga kumaj $e spoznov, saj se najsva ze na¢ kulku cajta
vidla.«

Pirker ga prekine: »1, i, pa koga pravas, de sa
srieCov?«

Marko: »No, vondr, pa unga, k se je kjakeje® przjanu
in je le-uno vzev, kaj ga ne buos poznov!«

Pirker: »Nu, nu, nu, i, i, kaj ga njabal«

Marko: »No, pa ga vprasam, koku kaj unga, koku je
z undm, pa sma prjadrala h unma. Anu pa sma ga ne
vajm kulku ana preangavala®. Kaj bo ga ne, sevajde,
besajda da besajdo; jest de ja, le-un de ne, jest de ne,
le-un de ja, pa tu in unu, pa sam pa ke, in je blu zie
ne vajm kulku ura, ku sam domu prkrevlov. Rjacem
pa, de sam vesev, k som spet unga starga vidu in se
preangavov z njim. Kaj pa ti, kapiSuon, pravs ne tu?«

Pirker: »1, i, i, kaj naj rja¢em, de ma je Zov, k najsam
biv zdravan!«

tamkeja = tam

kjakeje = tja

preangavat = pregovarjati se/pomenkovati



Kdo naj placa cieho'?

Ko sta se oberkapison Marko in njegov pribocnik
Pirker ze dobro namenila?, pravi Marko: »Ti,
kapisuon, denas sam take vuole, de ba dav tud
zeksar® ze cvancgarco’, bom pa jest placov najno
cieho.«

Pirker: »Naka, Marko, moj liibs oberkapiSuon, danas
je cieha muja, pa mirna Bosna, i, i, i, jal«

Marko: »Nekukr ne, kar sam skljanu bom tiid sturu,
besajde ne bom vzev nezaj. Hej, Ulcar, placat!«

Pirker: »1, i, vajs, Marko, zekaj ba se madva sprla ze
tako malenkost, ka je prov vse glih®, kdu jo placa, al
jo placam jest, al jo placas ti, i, i, pa jo daj til«

U1 e

cicha = runda/zapitek

nameniti = pogovoriti

zeksar = manjdi denar, vreden petino krone

cvancgarca = dvajsetica/dvajsetak/srebrnik za dvajset krajcarjev
vse glih = vseeno
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Polhi

o U W R

Marko je v zgodnjem jutru na semanji dan v
Crnomlju urejal svoj §tant'. Iz Ribnice je odpeljal

ze prejsnji vecer in vozil svoje koze preko Roga in
Maverlena’, pa je med potjo kupil od polharjev resto’
polhov. Ker je bilo Se zgodaj in trg brez ljudi in da
ne bi izgubljal po nepotrebnem casa, je vzel Marko
svoj zepni noz in zacel devati polhe iz koze. Odrte
polhe je pokladal na razgrnjeno plahto, kozice pa
navesil na motvoz*, da bi se osusile. Polhi so bili
imenitni, sami starci, dobro podlozeni z mascobo
in za dlan $iroki, da jih je bilo veselje samo gledati.
Kmalu se je nabrala okrog njega druzba domacinov,
ki so Markota radovedno gledali. Iz bliznje gostilne
je pritekla ostirka® in prosila: »Vsaj par polhov mi
odstopite, Marko, h¢i mi je obolela in kar naprej
kaslja pa bi ji polsja mast gotovo pomagala.«

Marko: »Tuds mjane rad kasal drzi, saj som ranku
nedusljive!«

PribliZa se starejsi uradnik, ki bi tudi rad polsjo
pecenko in ravno tako prosi: »Boter Marko, nekaj

Stant = stojnica

Maverlen = kraj na poti proti Crnomlju
resta = niz, vrsta

motvoz = vrv

otirka = kr¢marica/gostilni¢arka
nedusljiv = astmaticen



polhov mi boste pa ja dali. Zena ni ni¢ prava in bi ji
rad kaj dobrega privoscill«

Marko: »Mjana je Zie ta prva od slabusts umrla pa sa
muoram driigo zegvisat’, muj dragal«

Pride boljsa Zenska in v zadregi vrti svoj prazni
cekar: »Meni jih pa boste vendar nekaj privoscili,

to se pravi, ne meni, ampak mojemu mozu, ki ga
kar naprej po trebuhu kolje in vem, da mu bo polsja
pecenka Se najbolj zalegla, pa tudi pomagala. «

Marko: »Kriz bozji! Kaj je u Crnomla Ze vse bovnu
ze pousjo koliko®! Vajste, mjana se pa vse toku zdj,
de ste Crnomalca le gliedat prila, koku so Ribancanje
povhe drla, ka ba jih sami rads pozrla.«

zegvisat = zagotoviti
kolika = kréi v trebudnih organih



Kako je Pirker konju $tatljivost' odpravil

Pirker je bil sila podjeten in se je lotil vsega, kar

je upal, da mu bo neslo. V trgu je imel manjso
trgovino z vsem mogoc¢im blagom, na Mlaki je
zgradil veliko opekarno, seveda s tujimi sredstvi,

v Jelendolu je postavil parno zago, kupceval je

z gradCinami in grascinskimi gozdovi ter hkrati
gradil cesto Sodrazica - Loski Potok. S to cesto si je
nehote zagotovil nesmrtno ime v nekem ovinku, ki
bi ga lahko skrajsal, ¢e bi ¢ez ozko dolinico napravil
majhen nasip. Raje je zavlekel cesto okoli dolinice
in ovinek je dobil ime Pirkarjev komovc in ga tudi
danes nihc¢e drugace ne imenuje. Rad se je sukal v
vsaki druzbi in ¢e je le mogel, rad pil na tuj ra¢un.

Sodraska lovska bratovi¢ina ga je nekoc¢ povabila na
zadnji pogon, kjer ga je ¢akal dober zalogaj divjacine
in dobro vino, ki bi ga nerad zamudil. Imel pa je tisti
dan poslovne opravke na Blokah in se je tja peljal

na vozicku s kobilico, ki je bila sicer krotka in bistra
zival, toda imela je napako, da se je kar nenadoma
ustavila sredi ceste brez vzroka in tam obstala, dokler
se ji ni zazdelo, da je potegnila naprej.

Pirker se je tedaj vracal z Blok Ze na vecer in se mu je
skoro mudilo, saj bi pajto lovsko vecerjo? v Sodrazici
nerad zamudil.

1 Statljivost = trma, muhavost
2 pajta lovska vecerja = velerja, ob Kkateri se poje



Pod Zigmarskim klancem pa se kobilica naenkrat
ustavi sredi ceste in noce ved naprej. Pirker jo sprva
poganja z vajetmi, potem z bicem, toda kobilica se ni
niti zganila. Stopi tedaj s svojega Suparcka’ in prime
kobilico za uzdo, da bi jo spravil ¢ez kocljivo mesto,
toda vse zastonj! Razjezil se je, da bi zaradi konjske
muhavosti zamudil dobrien del lovske pojedine,

in zacel z bi¢em mlatiti po Zivali, najprej s tanjsim,
potem pa kar z debelim koncem. Pa vse brez uspeha.
Kobilica se je pa¢ nekoliko ozrla sedaj na desno, sedaj
na levo stran ceste, dvigala je le svoj rep in ga vihtela
kakor turski prapor, naprej pa ni hotela za ni¢ na
svetu. Ves obupan skoci Pirker na voz, iz toka vzame
samokres, da bo kobilico ustrelil. Z levico drzi za
vajeti v upanju, da se bi morda le spusila‘, z desnico
pa vihti samokres in Zuga kobilici, da jo bo ustrelil.
Se sedaj se ni spametovala in je le vihtela svoj kosati
rep.

»Na, posastl« in Pirker sprozi. Rep se je v trenutku
povesil, kobilica se vzpne na zadnji nogi in z velikimi
skoki oddirja po cesti naprej, medtem ko se je

Pirker pobiral na vozicku, kamor ga je vrgel sunek.
Naenkrat sta bila v Sodrazici pred Fajdigovo hiso,
kjer mu je hi$ni hlapec pomagal izpreci. Kobilica

je bila vsa potna in rep ji je bil prestreljen. S tem je
bila pa ozdravljena svoje bolezni in nikdar vec se

ni skujala in spuntala sredi ceste. Pirker pa je rad

ob vsaki priliki poudaril, da ima $tatljiv konj svojo
bolezen v repu.

Suparcek = vozskoleselj
spusiti se = premakniti se
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Tomazev Polde in Janezek Javornik (Cik - Janez) 69

Tomazev Polde je bil sin zadnjega postiljona!, ki

je vozil posto iz Ljubljane v Ribnico in seveda tudi
nazaj. To je bilo $e njega dni, Se predno je stekla
kocevska zeleznica.” O Poldetu so ljudje trdili, da

je ravno prav gluh in da slisi samo tisto, kar njemu
prav hodi, vse drugo pa da rad preslisi. Kljub tej
telesni pomanjkljivosti je bil moz vnet za glasbo in
je igral bisernico, bugarijo in menda celo berde v
tamburaskem orkestru, in bil sploh prebrisan. Kot
lesni strokovnjak je nabavljal po dolini les, poleti je
vsej soseski klepal kose in sam kosil, pozimi pa je $e
raje presedel marsikatero no¢ pri kartah. Trdil je, da
je glasbeno nadarjenost podedoval po svojem ocetu,
ki je s postnim rogom dramil zaspane Ribnicane s
svojim tra-ra, tra-ra, prav tako pa tudi veselje do
kartanja, ki je rodovini ze moc¢no preslo v meso in
kri.

Po prvi svetovni vojni je lesna trgovina v Ribniski
dolini veselo cvetela in §la v klasje, kdor se je le
kolic¢kaj spoznal nanjo. Tomazev Polde je imel tedaj
dela ez glavo in ga je tezko sam zmagoval. Zato si je
poiskal pomoc¢nika v osebi Javornikovega Janezka, ki
je bil tudi moz svoje sorte.

1 postiljon = voznik postne kocije
2 $e predno je stekla kocevska Zeleznica = pred 1893



Po poklicu je bil cevljar, s tem delom pa se ni ravno
prevec ukvarjal, stare $karpe in Cevlje je flikal®

in popravljal skrivaj, ker ni imel zato obrtnega
dovoljenja. Prva povojna leta je odprl svojo delavnico
sredi kocevske prestolnice, toda Ze prva stranka ga

je pognala na kant’, ker mu je odnesla placilo za
popravljene copate. Napovedal je konkurz’ in se
preselil nazaj v Ribnico. Poznal je tudi nekaj nemskih
besed in prav to je bilo Poldetu kaj dobrodoslo, da ga
je mogel uporabiti za nakup lesa tudi med Kocevarji.
Svoj posel je pricel seveda v gostilni v druzbi trdih
Kocevarjev in jim razlagal: »Unzre firma kaufen
olz!*«Tako je sklenil marsikatero kupdijo in jo tudi
izpeljal. Za likof” Kodevarji niso bili ravno skopi in
vino je teklo od miz, denarja ni manjkalo in Janezek
je pridno ordiniral® podnevi in ponoci. Tomazevemu
Poldetu je postal desna roka in morda se vec.

Neko¢ je Janezek odsel po poslovnih potih na
Kocevsko. Na Frtnatovi® Zagi je Ze primanjkovalo lesa
za rezo, pogodba se je iztekala in treba jo je bilo ¢im
prej izpolniti. Z dobro nabito denarnico se je Janezek
odpravil na pot. Kolovratil je od gostilne do gostilne
po znanih kocevskih vaseh, toda v Ribnico ni hotelo
biti Ze peti dan ne Janezka ne kocevskih furmanov ne
lesa. Zaga je e pocivala, pa $e nikogar od nikoder,
niti najmanjse vesti o Janezku, lesu in denarju.
Poldeta je vseeno zaskrbelo, kako naj bi ga poiskal in
pripravil nazaj. Dolgo ¢asa je gruntal in nazadnje le
pogruntal, da je treba za Janezkom poslati tiralico, ki
jo je z velikimi ¢rkami kar sam napisal in obesil na
cestni telegrafski drog.

(91 ]
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flikati = krpati, popravljati

pognati na kant = napraviti ga revnega, ubogega / spraviti ob vse
konkurz = stecaj

Unsere Firma kauft Holz. (nem.) = Nade podjetje kupuje les.
likof = pitje po kon¢anem delu

ordinirati = pregledovati bolnike / v prenesenem pomenu popivati
Frtnatovi = Fortunatovi
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Glasila se je pa takole: »Zatekel* se je Janezek
Javornik - cigansko ime Devesi - je $picastega
obraza in dolgega gobca, postave je srednje in
suhljate pa temne polti. Gleda bolj ¢ukasto, na levem
licu nosi bunko od ¢ika! Hodi bolj krevljasto, obleka
ni¢ prida, klobuk brez pankelca't. Kdor ga najde
zivega ali mrtvega, dobi nagrado.«

Janezka pa je prignala bolj prazna mosnja kakor
domotozje zopet domov. Dolgo casa je stal

pred lepakom s svojim opisom, morda je samo
podzavestno slutil, da ni nekaj v redu, kajti prebrati
ga ni mogel, ker ni bil pismen.

Vsekakor pa sta bila nasa mozakarja pristna in
svojska pa drug drugega vredna. Oba prebrisana sta
si ob dnevih suhih krav'* kaj rada ocitala storjene
grehe, kako sta drug drugega ali skupno druge
goljufala. Seveda je ostalo le pri besedah, kajti kupcija
je kup¢ija in Unzre firma ni mogla poslovati, $e manj
pa obstajati brez predstavnikov take kompanije'’.

Janezek, Ze po naravi bolj slaboten, se je na svojih
poslovnih potih sluzbeno prehladil in resno v postelji
oblezal. Vrocina ga je kuhala, izgubljal je zavest in
blodil pa vpil v sanjah nerazumljive besede, le tu in
tam se je Se zavedel. Polde je gledal s skrbjo nanj in
ze obupoval, da ga bo za vedno izgubil. Janezek je
zopet premeteno pogledal okrog sebe in s slabotnim
glasom potozil: »Ve§, Polde, slab sem, slabl«

Polde je seveda brz poprijel: »Res je, Janezek, morda
bo pa le prav in dobro, ¢e bi poslal po gospoda? Sam
stopim v farovz", Ce to zelis!«

zatekel se je = izgubil se je

pankelc (pri klobuku) = trak, trakec
dnevi suhih krav = dnevi reviine, bede
kompanija = podjetje z ve¢ solastniki
farovz = zupniice




Janezek se je zamislil, ga svetlo pogledal in mu
odgovoril: »Ni¢ ne recem, da bi ne bilo prav. Toda ti,
Polde, ves za vse moje in najine lumparije. Ce gres Ze
v farovz, jih gospodu kar tam povej pa mu bos pot
prihranil, da mu ne bo treba do menel!«



Prezlahtna cvetica

»Prezlahtna cvetica,
ko mas tako lastnust,
de kmieta, gaspuda
prpravas u norust!«

Stori je sluZil za hlapca v nekdanji kolodvorski
restavraciji. Bil je ze v pametnih letih, vendar 3e
nezanesljiv in je rad popustil, e je prilika nanesla,
zlasti pri vinu in veseli druzbi. Sicer je vodil svoje
posle v redu tako v hlevu kakor na dvoriscu in
gostilniskem vrtu. Gospodar Johan se je ze skoro
nanj zanesel in mu marsikaj zaupal, Ceravno si ni bil
svest', da ga ne bo polomil.

V gostilni je zmanjkalo cvicka in treba je bilo v
naglici ponj. Johan pokli¢e Storija in mu narodi,
da zapreze voz, nalozi prazni sod in se odpelje

v belokranjski Maverlen po vino. Stori prikima,
vzame pismo z naroc¢ilom in denarjem ter se
lagodno odpelje ¢ez kocevske in roske klance proti
Beli krajini. Ustavi pred znano zidanico, izroci
gospodarju pismo in denar, polozi konju krme in
gazdi’ pomaga privaliti sod v zidanico.

1 si ni bil svest = ni bil prepri¢an
2 gazda = gospodar



Ze duh po vinu je Storija zapeljal, kaj $ele polna
majolka, ki jo je gazda postavil predenj.

Sod¢ek je bil kimalu napolnjen, toda konju je bilo
treba e pocitka, majolko pa je bilo treba veckrat
napolniti, da se ga je Stori posteno natreskal. Ze
pozno popoldne se je odpravil nazaj proti domu in
tezko je lahki konjicek privlekel obe polni posodi
do vrha, kjer se roske planjave zacno spuscati proti
kocevski dezeli. Navzdol je seveda $lo hitreje, skoro
%e prehitro. Stori je sprva pel svoje pesmi, toda

vino ga je nazadnje le premagalo, da je zadremal in
v sladkih sanjah prepustil vso svobodo konju, saj

je bil pametna Zival in skoro ni poznal ne bica ne
zavore. Toda klanec je bil le prehud, teza na vozu
precejinja in v zadnjem koprivniskem klancu konj ni
mogel ve¢ obvladati poloZaja. Slo je na desno in na
levo - nazadnje ¢ez cestni rob in v dolino. Le Stori
se je sre¢no prekucnil z voza in obsedel na mestu,
sod se je kotalil in odskakoval in bil prvi na ravnici.
Konjicek se je vedno bolj zapletal v ojnice in vajeti ter
izgubil vsako oblast nad njimi, rad bi se resil vezi in
jo prosto odkuril kamorkoli ze. Nekaj ¢asa se je tako
vrtilo, voz in konj, slednji¢ je moral konj oblezati s
polomljenimi nogami in voz brez koles.

Stori ni poskusal na voz niti na konja in jo je kar pes
udaril naprej proti Kocevju in Ribnici.

Johan je racunal, da bo vecernim gostom lahko
postregel z novim vinom, toda Storija ni hotelo

biti od nikoder. Vso no¢ je Johan prebedel ves v
skrbeh in navsezgodaj Ze napregel drugi voz, da bi
$el naproti, pa jo Stori brez voza in konja prizvizga
po dvori$¢u do Johana, ki ga je strmo gledal. Stori je
zardel in vedel, da mora nekaj reci: »Gaspud Johan,
samu de smo $e zdraval«



Pfefer - revizor

Pfefer ni hodil rad raztrgan, obladil se je gosposko,
saj se ga je od Stevilnih soSolcev vsakdo rad ¢imprej
odkrizal, da mu je zavalil' ponoseno obleko, perilo
ali cevlje in Se kaks$no kravato povrhu. Nekaj ¢asa

se je kot pravi gospod sprehajal po trgu, dokler ni
pritisnila susa?®, da je moral novo obleko pretopiti’ in
poiskati staro.

Zeleznigki postajenacelnik Celofiga je pri¢akoval
uradni obisk - revizorja. Pri zadnjem vecernem
vlaku izstopi ¢edno oblecen gospod z melono*

na glavi in malim kov¢kom v roki. Celofiga ga
oceni, da mora biti prav ta napovedani revizor in
nih¢e drugi. Prijazno ga pozdravi, stopi k njemu

in se mu predstavi. Gospod nekaj zamrmra in ze

se mu postajonacelnik ponudi, da bi $la skupno

v kolodvorsko restavracijo, ¢e$ da revizije vendar

ne bo zacel ob taki pozni uri. Gospod se je takoj
znasel in vabilo rade volje sprejel. V restavraciji se je
kmalu zbrala vesela ribniska druzba in se ob dobrem
prigrizku in $e boljsi pijaci zabavala pozno v noc.

zavaliti = dati/podariti
susa = Zeja

pretopiti = prodati
melona = polcilinder

W



Milega gosta so koncno le spravili do sobe, mu Zeleli
prijeten poditek in naj se zjutraj nikar prevec ne dviza
k reviziji.

Ko sta se v sosednji sobi kr¢mar Johan in gospa
Matilda odpravljala k pocitku, je bistra Zena vseeno
izrazila mozu svoj dvom: »Ves, vse se mi tako zdi, da
ta gospod ni nihée drug kot Pfefer!« In resni¢no je
bil, kajti prihodnje jutro ga ni bilo ve¢ v sobi in ne v
pisarni zelezniske postaje. Ko je o mozu podvomil
tudi sam gospod Celofiga, je takoj poravnal racun
vesele gostije in prosil Johanove, naj mol¢e o vsej
zadevi, kajti lahko bi se nasel $kribar®, ki bi znal
napisati Gogoljevega Revizorja v ribnigki izdaji.

gkribar = pisar



Pfefer - geometer

Pfefer pride v pozni jeseni v Struge. Kmalu najde Se
dva pajdasa, da vsakemu v roke dolgo palico, sam
pa vzame lesene kolicke, meri z dolgim metrom in
zabija kolicke Cez njive in vrtove, postavlja figuranta'
s kolcem $e dalje, kakor da bi merili za cesto ali
zeleznico.

Skraja so Struzanci molce gledali zemljemerce,
majejo z glavami, kon¢no le nekdo spregovori in
vprasa:

»SliSjo, gaspud, kaj bo pa s toga ratalu’?«

»Zeleznica bo v par mesecih stekla tod,« odgovori
Pfefer in veli figurantu, naj postavi palico skozi
vezo bliznje hide. Strmecega gospodarja obliva pot,
zena obupuje in joka: »Pa vondr naj trajba, de ba sla
streka’ glih cez* naso hiso!«

»Ni¢ se ne da predrugaciti, mora biti tako, tak je
cesarski ukaz. Ovinkov ne bomo delali, Zeleznica
jih ne trpi, torej bo $la proga kar skozi vezo in
potem naprej! Tako bo in ni¢ drugace! Figuranta, s
$pago pojdita dalje skozi veZo in jo potegnita skozi
kuhinjsko okno na dvorisce!

figurant = pomoZni delavec pri zemljemerskih delih
ratalu = nastalo

§treka = proga

lez = skozi

W



Hlev, ki je tam v napotje, bomo pa podrlil«

Hisna gospodinja se je skoro sesedla od strahu, ko je
izvedela, za kaj gre.

Motz se je bojece priblizal Pfefru in ga pocukal
za rokav cesarske suknje ter ga povabil v hiSo na
kozarec mosta: »Zjana buo pa tiid rada kaj ¢ez
ponu’ vrgla, e buoste tlo, samu de se buomo mi
pogovurlal«

Pfefer je velel ustaviti delo in odredil odmor, saj je
tega komaj ¢akal. Zjana je ves dan cvrla in pekla,
odmor se je povlekel ze v no¢, ko jo je komisija sita
in napojena ucvrla po najblizji poti zopet ¢ez Kurji
gri¢ v Ribnico.

ponu = poneyv, narecno



Sodnijski sluga Murgel

Sodnijski sluga Murgel je bil Spasen mozicek, majhen
po postavi, toda z rokami je prav lahko segel do tal,
da se mu ni bilo treba pripogniti, Ce si je zavezoval
evlje ali se je hotel popraskati po gleznjih. Zena je
bila pobozna in je rada hodila v cerkev, sam pa je
zivel v veri, da je dovolj, ¢e obiskuje cerkve od zunaj,
ostarije pa od znotraj. Dolgo vrsto let je shajal s svojo
vero, toda nazadnje, ko se ga je lotila huda bolezen,
se je le dal pregovoriti Zeni, da se bo spravil z Bogom'
in izrazil Zeljo, da ga obi$ce sam gospod dekan.

Po jutranji masi stopi Zena v zakristijo in prosi
dekana, da bi osebno prisel previdet’ bolnega moza.
Dekan Dolinar da zeni koretelj® in $tolo*, Ces naj

to nese domov in pripravi vse potrebno, sam bo pa
priSel pes, ¢im bo to utegnil. Zena prihiti domov in
polozi koretelj s $tolo na mozevo posteljo, pripravi
vse, kakor ji je dekan narodil, ter ga vdano ¢aka na
hi§nem pragu.

Murgel gleda pripravljeno mizo, pogrnjeno z belim
prtom in prizganimi svecami na vsaki strani kriza,
pa vidi tudi koretelj in $tolo na svoji postelji, ki ju je
prinesla Zena gotovo zanj, da se bo opravil. In res si s

W

spraviti se z Bogom = sprejeti zakramente pred smrtjo
prevideti = podeliti zakramente umirajo¢emu

koretelj = kratko belo liturgi¢no obladilo katoligkih duhovnikov
§tola = $irok trak okoli vratu kot znamenje duhovnidtva




tezavo povlece koretelj ¢ez glavo in obesi $tolo okoli
vratu ter potrpezljivo ¢aka na dekanov prihod.

Dekan Dolinar pride kmalu, stopi v sobo in vidi
Murgla v koretlju in $toli za vratom. Na ves glas se
zalne smejat in vprasa bolnika: »Ja, gospod Murgel,
kaj ste se pa tako nasemili?«

Murgel mu pa hiti pojasnjevati svoje mnenje: »Vajo,
gaspud, tiehant®, som vajdu, de so tu ceremonje,

prajdan clovk odrajza ne le-uns svajt; de so pa take,
taga pa najsom mislu!«

5 tichant = dekan



Uradne ure

Stari Murgel je bil na ribniskem sodiscu ekseku-

tor — izterjevalec. Med uradnimi urami je rad stisnil
pod pazduho nekaj uradnih spisov in odsel po robo
v bliznjo gostilno Pri Pildarju ali se raje v Pickovo
Stacuno, kjer so toc¢ili tudi zganje, da si je duso
privezal. Sodni svetnik Meja¢ ga je takrat seveda
zastonj klical in iskal, da bi mu dal svoja posebna
navodila.

Nekega dopoldneva, ko je Murgel razkladal svojo
pravno ucenost trskim mojstrom, zbranim vsak s
svojim frakeljckom' v roki, pri Picku, ga je svetnik
Mejac zastonj klical in iskal po vseh uradnih
prostorih, celo sodne zapore je pregledal. Seveda
Murgslna nikjer. Ves nedolzen, pa seveda tudi
primerno nakresan, je Murgel pribentil do svoje
uradne mize in jezno vrgel Sop uradnih spisov po
njej, ko ga po dolgem iskanju vendar zaloti svetnik
Mejac. Brez vsakega uvoda in izpraSevanja ga zaéne
o$tevati in mu ocita zanemarjanje uradnih dolznosti
in tudi pijanost v sluzbi.

Murgel, $e vedno pokrit z visoko uradno kapo, ga je
poslusal stoje; ko pa je svetnik Mejac koncal s svojo

pridigo, mu Murgel mogoc¢no salutira in v svoji pozi
javi: »Gospod svetnik, sedaj so uradne urel«

1 frakelj¢ek = steklenicka za osminko litra






Danski Golob

1 fejst = dobro

Kaksen vri$¢ je nastal vselej v vasi, kadar je prisel
danski Golob. Celo krdelo otrok je $lo za njim.

»Golob, ure, ure popravit!« so vpili in ga oponasali,
on pa jim je pretil in se jih otepal z debelo palico.

Bil je majhne postave in Sirok. Na glavi je nosil
vcasih klobuk, vcasih pa staro kapo kakega trikega
uradnika. Oblecen je bil snazno. Na nogah je nosil
velike Cevlje, ki ocividno niso bili njemu umerjeni.
S seboj je nosil svezenj obleke in nekaj kles¢. Ker
je bil urar — samouk, je nosil na sveznju kot znak
privezano $tevil¢nico od ure.

Ko je prisel v kaksno hiSo, se je najprej ozrl, ce ura
stoji. Zatem je Sele vprasal, ¢e imajo kaksno uro za
popravit. »Znam fejst’,« je trdil.

»Ja, kje imas§ pa kramp?« ga je v¢asih kdo vprasal.
»Kogd?« je vprasal z zateglim glasom.

Vasih, kadar je bilo vec fantov skupaj, so se zmenili
in mu prinesli v popravilo kaksno staro uro. Jakob jo
je razdrl, razlozil kolesje po mizi in ga nato brisal in

Cedil s petrolejem. Fantje so mu med tem radi skrili
kak del ure. On se je zacel jeziti in storilca oStevati.




Nato so mu tisti del skrivaj vrnili in ga drazili, da pac
slabo vidi. Ako se mu je posrecilo, da je ura stekla, je
z velikim zadovoljstvom zatrjeval: »Ste videli, kako
zname«

Ce ura po popravilu ni hotela stedi, jo je skrivaj
pobral drugam.

Nekega dne je prisel v vas z velikim zabojem na
rami in z veliko trobento pod pazduho. Navdudeno
je pojasnjeval ljudem: »To je gramofon: igra, poje,
govori in se krega. Ce boste kaj placali, ga bom navil,
da boste poslugali.« Ko mu je nekaj ljudi placalo, so
ga prisilili, da je gramofon pognal v tek. Seveda vsi
niso placali, ki so poslusali, kar ga je silno jezilo.

Ker je bil gramofon tezak in neroden, ga je prodal in
si kupil aparat za elektriziranje.

»Halo! Dajte se elektrizirat! Je zdravl«
»Kaj bo tista tvoja elektrikal« mu je kdo ugovarjal.

»Bos videl, kako ti bo vilo parklje! No, kdo da gros?«
je ponujal. Placati je bilo treba vnaprej.

»T1i, ta mlada, sem pojdi! Bo§ drzala, bo$ videla, kako
sijel«

Zbralo se je vedno dovolj radovednezev, ki so se
norcevali iz njegove naprave. Ako ga je kak Saljivec
le prevec ujezil, je svoj aparat tako zavrtel, da ga je
posteno vilo in si je to zapomnil in ni ve¢ rad prijel
za njegov aparat.

Posebno pa je ta clovek ljubil pernice. Ko je prisel v
kaksno higo, je $el rad potipat posteljo. Ce je zalotil
pernico, je zacel takoj barantati za ceno prenocisca.
Ce se je le pogodil, je potem leZal na pernici in ga
tudi po dva dni ni bilo na spregled.



Golob kot jedec

Klatez Golob se je moral dostikrat boriti s teZzavami
popotnistva. Lacen in Zejen je prikolovratil v vas in
hodil od hiSe do hiSe, da bi dobil kaj za pod zob, vsaj
zgance in mleko ali nekaj krompirja in zelja. Ljudje
so poznali njegovo ucenost in spretnost pri popravilu
ur in ga poéiljali naprej, da so se ga ¢cimprej znebili.
Ker ni 8lo drugace, je moral zategniti pas Se za
luknjo ali dve, sicer bi zgubil hla¢e. Kadar mu je bilo
nebo milostno, je tudi naletel na izobilje, zlasti po
praznikih in semanjih dnevih, da si je lahko privos¢il
vsega, Ce tudi jedi niso bile vse tako sveze in vabljive.

Na pustni torek je prikrevsal k Cenetovi mami, ki
mu je rada privoscila vsega, kar je lahko pogresila.
Postrgala je kangle od golaza, jeter in pljuck, zalila

z govejo in suho juho, nalozila $e krompirja in mu
navrgla kruha. Vsega Ze za dober pominjek'. Cenetov
ata, tudi sam dober jedec, ga je od strani opazoval

in mu prigovarjal, da mora vse pospraviti. Golob

je samo z glavo kimal, hlacni pas si je ze dvakrat
odpenjal pa jedel naprej, da je kar z usesi migal. Vse
je pospravil v dobri veri, da bo tako vsaj za nekaj dni
preskrbljen. Celo pijace mu je prinesel ata: »Se to
popij, da ne bos zejen!« Tudi vino je popil in gosti so
ga ze hodili gledat, ko jim je ata povedal, da je Golob
gladko pospravil za cel pominjek golaza.

1 pominjek = posoda za pomine
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Veliki jedec se je samo smejal in rad polokal vino, ¢e
mu je kdo kaj prinesel. Na praznoto navajeni zelodec
pa se je zacel upirati in po drobu ga je zacelo zvijati.
V dve gube zvit se je zavlekel na dvorisce, hodil sem
patja in stokal od bolecin. Raznekov Francek ga je
pred hlevom opazoval in kmalu ugotovil, da ga bo
razneslo. Brz najde pomagaca in Ze sta si edina, da je
treba Goloba povezati z vrvjo, ¢e ne bo trebuh pocil
ko bomba. Le-ta, ze ves brez volje, se je dal povezati
na tesasko kozo in skrbno sta mu moza povila trebuh
z vrvjo. Raznek je prinesel celo staro zlajdro?, ki sta
jo zategnila okoli trebuha. Ljudje so ga hodili gledat
in zbijali $ale. Nekdo ga je celo vprasal: »Golob, ali ti
je ze kaj odleglo?«

Z jokavim glasom je odgovoril: »Odleglo mi $e ni,
ampak bolj brez skrbi se ¢utim!«

Zlajdra = veriga



Godovno voscilo

Raznekov Francek je bil za svojih mladih let
auskneft' pri Cenetu in razprezal ter naprezal je
vprege furmanov?, ki so prihajali in odhajali iz
Ribnice. Docakal je ¢ez osemdeset let, seveda ni

bil v tej dobi vec za rabo. Imel je tudi razglaseno
harmoniko, ki jo je rad raztegnil ob vsaki priliki,
seveda bolj za smeh kakor zares. Hodil je sreco voscit
vsem trskim gospodarjem in gospodinjam in je imel
vse te godove rdece zaznamovane v svoji pratiki.

V tem svojem poslanstvu ni izpustil niti gra§¢aka
Rudeza niti tiehanta®. Pa se zgodi, da je tisto leto
tiehanta smrt pobrala. Ker pa je dobival za svoja
voscila po srebrno krono in $e kos belega kruha

in kozarec ta zakmasnega® vina, je bil Francek v
zadregi, kako naj napravi, da pride do svojih rednih
prejemkov.

Na kresni dan, ko je bil dekanov god, pride Francek
kakor ponavadi v farovz s svojo harmoniko in jo
raztegne, da je vse hre§calo. Novi dekan prestraleno
pogleda iz pisarne, kaj naj to pomeni.

W

auskneft = hlapec/pomo¢nik (iz nemskega Hausknecht)
furman = voznik

tichant = dekan

ta zakmasno vino = bolj$e vino, ki se pije pri masi



Francek mu skromno pojasni: »Vajo, gaspud, som
priu rajncomy’ tiehanto gud vuoscat - pa kruonca
naj ma dado!«

Francek, nekoliko omejen mozic, toda prefrigan®

in prevejan, kadar mu je $lo za svoje koristi, je na
pojasnilo novega dekana: »Moj god je Sele o boZicu!«
odgovoril: »No, buom pa $e takrat priul«

5 rajnca = pokojni
6 prefrigan = prebrisan



Raznekov Francek in Zakelj

Raznekovega Francka so trzani radi drazili in vlekli
za nos ob vsaki priliki. O¢itali so mu, da je v mladosti
zivel na koruzi' s Cotarjevo Mico, ki bi kmalu imela z
njim otroka. Francek se je tudi zavedal svoje nizkosti
in se ni ravno prevec razburjal zaradi tega. Pa¢ pa

je nagajivce potolazil: »No, no, no, kar mol¢imo,
molc¢imo! Ti pa lazes, ¢e pravas, de ba imajla Mica z
mano otroka. Pa ga naj imajla nakuls; ceprov je bla
trinajst majscu Sroka’ pa se je pol vse zlajpa rezslu!«

Otroci so Raznekovega Francka radi drazili s tem,
da so vpili, kjer so ga videli, najbrz zaradi dolge
zapete suknje: »Zakelj, Zakelj, dva moza!« Francek
je bil seveda hud, nekaj ¢asa jih je lovil po vezah in
vrtovih, ujeti pa ni mogel nikogar.

Nekega vecera pride Johanov Toncek klicat svojega
oceta v PakiZevo gostilno, tam pa je tudi Francek
zulil svoj frakelj, ko ga Toncek zagleda. Se bolj
samozavesten in e predno je povedal ocetu svoje
narocilo, je stopil do birta Pakiza in vprasal: »Stric,
ali je ta zakelj (s poudarkom), ki je v vezi, va$, ali naj
ga zanesem k Johanovim?«

1 Ziveti na koruzi = Ziveti v skupnosti, a ne biti porocen
2 Siroka = noseca
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mier = mir

Francek je ob tem vpra$anju kar vztrepetal, Toncek
pa se je seveda stisnil k ocetu in mu na uho povedal
mamino narocilo.

Francek je popustil Zganje in stopil do Tonckovega
oceta ter ves ogorcen potozil: »Sramota, gaspud
Johan, de imajo tacga sina, k prava mjana zenalas¢
zakol in me ne posti pr mierd’. Le dajte gal«



Komotni' prosjak

Raznekov Francek je bil tisti ¢as med brezposelnimi
v Ribnici. Cenetov ata se je nad njim razjezil, ga ostel,
da je uritnil® in 3el le¢ v senco. Ko se je tam naspal,

je bil lac¢en in Zejen, toda tudi Cenetova mama ga ni
mogla z nobeno besedo pripraviti do tega, da bi mu
mogla postreci z jedjo. Bil je uzaljen do smrti in bi
tudi raje umrl od lakote, kakor pa pri Cenetovi hisi Se
kaj okusil. Ze star, bil je pri osemdestih, in nadloZzen
samemu sebi in drugim, se je Francek odlocil, da bo
pac beracil po trgu, ce mu bo kdo kaj dal.

In tako priprosjaci do Zaskadnikarja, kjer je skozi
okno v prvem nadstropju gledal tr$ki uditelj in
opazoval Zivljenje po zivahnem trgu. Francek
pogleda proti oknu in prosi: »Gaspud, al vajo, sam
tak rajvez, najmam ne ocieta ne matere. Ce ba moa
kaj pomagalal« Ucitelj zbere ves drobiz, ki ga je imel
pri sebi in mu ga vrze skozi okno na tla. Drobiz se
je seveda raztekel v bliZini. Francek to bogastvo
nekaj casa gleda, se ozre zopet na okno in zaklice:
»Gaspud, vajo, e ba prslo Se pobrat!«

1 komotni = udoben, na lahko
2 uritniti = uZaljeno oditi






Ribniska previdnost

Pokojni Gavzelj je bil sicer dobricina, toda z vsemi
Zavbami' namazan in vedno brez denarja. Krene

k Pildar¢ku z desno roko v hla¢nem zepu, kakor

da tiplje za denarjem, ter zahteva Cetrtinko vina.
Pildarcek ga nezanesljivo gleda, vendar prinese vino
in ¢aka na placilo. Gavzelj prime ¢aso z levico in
dobro polovico odpije in potegne prazno desnico

iz zepa. Pildarcek je takoj izprevidel, da ne bo dobil
placila, zagrabi neizpito ¢aso in skoro vzdihne:
»Rajdimo, kar se rajsot dal«

1 Zavba = mast, krema
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Pakizev Lipe

Ko je bil Pakizev Lipe dvajset let star, bi se ze rad
ozenil. Korajzno stopi pred oceta in mu pove svojo
zeljo.

Oce ga je mirno poslusal pa mu je polozil roko na
¢elo in zmajal z glavo in mu z vso resnobo govoril:
»Tjaba, fanticak, je u glava hodu. Pajda no k maters u
kuhno pa naj to novieZe ¢jasna okul vrata, de to buo
odljaglu. Lej, lej, Ze par dni se ma je dozdajvalu, de te
najkaj vroc¢ina kuhal«
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Ni vsakomur dano, da bi norel

Jare je bil dolga leta v ribniski grascini za pastirja.

Ni bil prov skuza' in prevec brihten tudi ne. Grajska
sluzin¢ad se je rada z njim ponorcevala, prav zato je
bil najraje pri svoji Zivini, ki jo je v hlevu glajstal’ in
pasel za gradom in po Ugarju. Vsak vecer je prignal
¢redo na Bistrico, jo napojil in spravil v hlev. Nekega
vecera ga opazuje z mosta mladi grascak Rudez in

se mu zahoce, da bi se s pastirjem pogalil, pa mu
zaklice:

»Jare, pravijo, da se Zeni§ pri Bobkovi Marjanci. Kdaj
greva snubit in za prico ti bom Sel!«

»Hm, hm, gaspud Rudez, kaj pa norite, ¢e vam naj
danul!«

1 prov skuza = iznajdljiv
2 glajitati = gladiti, krtaditi
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Piltavor in izgubljeni jezik

Piltavorjeva hisa z dvoris¢nim' hlevom je stala

na ovinku tedanje Posojilnice. Piltavor je imel

vse lastnosti pravega Ribnicana. Velik in mocan,

s ko$atimi brki, ki sta mu krasili obraz kakor dva
veveri¢ja repa. Bil je samo kro$njar v pravem
pomenu besede, zgovoren, zaljiv in zafrkljiv, nikdar
pa surov, kakor je pac naneslo, in pripovedovati

je znal svoje zdomarske prigode v najbolj Cisti
ribni§¢ini na svojski nacin, da se mu je vse smejalo.
Nic zato, Ce si je tu in tam pomagal z laZjo, ali kaj
po svoje napihnil, vselej je tako povedal, da je imelo
rep in glavo in tehtno Segavo vsebino. Krosnjaril je
po Liki in Dalmaciji in s konji¢kom vozil suho robo
od kraja do kraja, pa prifural’ zopet domov z nabito
denarnico. Zena se je doma sama ubijala z otroki in
zemljo in huda je bila na moza, ki se doma ni hotel
oprijeti dela, ampak je le hodil po krémabh, praznil
pollitre in zabaval goste. Ce se je Zena razsrdila, je
bil pri hisi tihi teden, zastonj jo je moz ogovarjal in ji
dopovedoval - za vse na svetu mu ni odgovorila.

Piltavor, ki se je rad menil s komerkoli in bi se tudi

z zeno, zlasti Ce se je natreskan vrnil domov, bi ji rad
povedal marsikaj, za kar podnevi ni bilo prilike ali pa
je 8lo le trdo z jezika.

1 dvori$¢ni hlev = v Ribnici so imele tr$ke hise hleve na dvoriscu
2 prifural = pripeljal z vozom



Dolgo casa je gruntal, kako bi jo te tate’ odvadil,
konéno se mu je to posrecilo. Kaj kmalu se mu je
ponudila tudi prilika. Zena je zopet kuhala svoj

rilec in to se je vleklo Ze v drugi tihi teden. Tiho je
prinaSala mozu na mizo zajtrk, juzino in vecerjo

in prav tako tiho zopet odnasala prazno posodo.
Zastonj je moz skusal izvleci besedo iz nje, nobena
beseda, ne lepa ne grda, ni prijela. Nekega vecera

je izvlekel svoj voz iz podstraze* in zacel nalagati in
ravnati nanj obode, §kafe, podna in drugo leseno
ropotijo. Zena, ki mu je pri takem delu navadno
pomagala, ga je le molce opazovala skozi kuhinjsko
okence in ni prisla blizu. Piltavor je §e pregledal
vprego, ki je s komatom visela pred hlevom, vse je
bilo torej nared in pripravljeno, da gre zdoma. Odsel
je v bliznjo trafiko, se oskrbel s tobakom za svojo
nepogresljivo fajfo, napravil Se majhen ovinek do
Pakiza in zvrnil Se pol litra cvicka ter se kmalu vrnil
domov, povecerjal in legel v posteljo brez besede.
Zjutraj je bila $e tema, ko je vstal in odsel v hlev, da
nakrmi in opremi konja ter vse uredi za odhod. Zena
mu je med tem pripravila zajtrk, ki ga je Piltavor
hitro pospravil - vse brez vsake besede. Ze je vstal
in prizgal vozno lampo, vzel iz kota bi¢, $el v hlev po
konja ter ga zapregel. Skoro bi ze pognal z dvorisca,
ko se necesa domisli in zacne iskati pod voznim
sedezem, dvigne odeje, sname svetilko in pregleduje
po vozu in pod njim - toda zaman. Zena ga ves Cas
za¢udeno opazuje, mozakar gre tiho mimo nje s
prizgano svetilko naravnost v hiso, sveti pod mizo
in pod klopjo, pobrska v podpecku, spodi speco
macko - vse brez uspeha. Stopi e v kamro in se po
vseh stirih plazi po tleh, gleda pod posteljo in pod
omaro in godrnja sam zase: » Pretietu buoda, saj
vandr naj toku majhnu, de ba ga ne muogu najt!«

§tata = navada
podstraza = spodniji del strehe



Sedaj pa je bilo tudi Zeni Ze prevec in se oglasi: »1, kaj
pa vondr i$ces§?«
Piltavor se klece zravna in globoko oddahne: »Pa

tuj” jazok — hvala bogu, de sam ga vendr njasu®! Kar
sprieza’ — ne griem nakamr!«

~1 o

tuj = tvoj
njasu = nasel
sprieza = izprezi
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Mojster LukezZ in Zena Jera

Mojster Lukez in Zena Jera sta hodila vsak vecer
slozno v ostarijo. Jera naprej, LukeZ pa za njo. To pa
zato, ker jo je moz tezko dohajal. Jera je bila dolga
suha rangla', LukeZ pa majhen in Sirok mozicek.
Nekega dne sta se sporekla in Lukez jo je zvecer sam
pobrisal k Ulcarju. Jera ga je seveda kmalu nasla.
Lukez se je ze ustradil, ko jo je zagledal na vratih in bi
jo najraje kam pomaknil. Jera pa se hitro usede poleg
njega in mu z grmecim glasom zavpije: »Vouk, ké* se
daj! Ne buo§ vsaga sam pozaru!«

1 rangla = drangla/prekla

2 ké =tja







Vsak pol

Gavzelj je bil nakladac lesa na zeleznici ali vagonar.
Bil je Ze dokaj v letih, dolg in suh in gledal je
nekoliko navzkriz. Pa oZenjen je bil tudi in Saljivec

in dobricina, kakrsen je bil, je svojo Mico vedno
imenoval lintver'. Le kadar je bila poleg njega, je bila
lintvercek. Rad ga je pokronal, ¢e je imel le denar, ker
je trpel na vecni in neugasljivi Zeji.

OD sobotah, ko je prejel tedenski zasluzek, je seveda
takoj zavil k Pildarcku ali k Ulcarju in popil pol litra.
Mica ga je vedno poiskala, da bi moz vsega zasluzka
ne pognal po grlu in pa, ker ga je tudi sama rada
srknila. Tiho se je prikradla v gostilno, sedla poh?
moza s pozdravom: » Vouk, ke’ se bal daj, ne buo$
vsaga sam pozarul« In potem se je zacelo: Zena je
bevskala in revskala ter pila, Gavzelj pa samo pil,
gladil in Zeno pregovarjal, kako jo ima rad in bi rad
zanjo vse storil, samo ¢e bi mu pustila ve¢ denarja za
njegovo osebno uporabo.

Nekega vecera sta se vracala domov ¢ez most proti
Mlaki, ko je Mica e vedno vrescala nanj, pa ji
Gavzelj stvarno dokaze svojo ljubezen: »Glied, Mica,
zekaj me zmieraj $puotas, ko vondr vajs, de ba vse

1 lintver = zmaj

2 poh = poleg
3 ke = tja




zate stury, tud v udo* skuocam zate, lejl« in Ze se
zakadi ¢ez kamniti zid sredi mosta naravnost v sicer
pohlevne valove Bistrice. Ko pa si vroco ljubezen

v vodi ohladi, zaklice zeni: »Mica, pu ti, pu jest, pa
pridem van, ¢e ne’ se pa rajsi potopim!« Mica pa
nazaj: »Tok toku! Hudica raji vse prvuoscas, kukr
mjan! Griem pa polej raj s hudicam nespu®, ku s
tabo, ti mo kar dnar gor vrza, potlaj pa pajdo hudico

ur...l«
4 vudo =vvodo
5 ¢e ne = drugade

6 nespu = na polovico












Voina in svoBODa
PO RIBRISKO



Kako so Italijani Ribnico zasedli

Ko je leta 1941 nesmrtna italijanska vojska po
herojski borbi mirno prikorakala in zavzela
suhorobarsko trdnjavo Ribnico, so se heroji najprej
razlezli po hisah, ¢e bi dobili kaj za pod zob. Vse
macke so pri prici izginile. Postale so prve in edine
krvave Zrtve herojske borbe.

Nekaj teh junakov zaleze tudi na Mlako, ribnisko
predmestje, k Urbanovim. Mogki so se ze davno
porazgubili in iz svojih skrivaliS¢ oprezovali nove
goste. V kuhinji si je dala opravka le hi$na mati,
héerka pa je vsa trda opazovala prisleke, ki bi radi
kupili jajca ali koko$. Tega pa ni znal Zeni nobeden
dopovedati. Pa tudi ce bi poznala njihovo zeljo, jim
verjetno ne bi hotela ustre¢i. Med vojaki je bil tudi
burkez, ki je preizkusil $e zadnje sredstvo. Da bi Zeni
z gesto dopovedal, kaj je to gallina' in uova’, je mahal
in krilil z rokami in ¢epe drsal po tleh oponasaje
naskakujocega petelina.

Urbanova mati nekaj ¢asa gledajo, nato pa zaklicejo

héerki: »Jezas’, otrok, brz po kahlo, saj vidas, de se
buo glih zdaj uliv!«

1 gallina (ital.) = koko§
2 uovo (ital.) = jajce
3 Jezas = Jezus
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Nezazelen gost

V gostilno k Pildarcku stopi takoj po osvoboditvi
Zejen in lacen gost in vprasa:

»Imate kaj pijace?«
»Najmamo!«

»Imate kaj za pod zob?«
»Najmamo!«

»Kaj pa pravzaprav imate?«

»Svobodol«



e)?gmma reforme:
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Docobki v DoLen)i
vasi



Dolenjevaska zadruga

1

Njega dni so dolenjevaski loncarji veliko krosnjarili
z lonceno robo po svetu. Marsikaj koristnega so
videli po tujih krajih in te novotarije tudi kaj radi
presajali na rodna tla. Videli so, da po ve¢jih vaseh
ustanavljajo zadruge za nabavo vseh mogocih
zivljenjskih potrebscin in dobrot zadruznim clanom.
In so si ustanovili loncarji tudi tako zadrugo. Z
nabranimi zadruznimi delezi so nakupili, kar je
potrebno za zelodec in telo, uredili trgovino in priceli
prodajati vsakovrstno robo svojim ¢lanom. Ker niso
svojemu poslovodji prevec zaupali, so sklenili, da se
bodo samo tako slucajno vsak dan shajali v zadruzni
trgovini.

Skladi$ca skoro da niso potrebovali, saj so imeli
polne vrece kave, riza, pa zaboje s cikorijo
postavljene kar po prodajalni. Mozje odborniki so
imeli svoje sedeze kar na njih in nazigali svoje fajfe'
in modrovali o vseh vsakdanjih in nevsakdanjih
dogodkih sveta in svoje prelajpe Ribanske doline.
Mosko so sedeli na polnih vrec¢ah; vsakdo je moral
dobiti vtis, da se ocaki v polni meri zavedajo, da
sedijo na svojem.

fajfa = pipa, smotka



Pridno so prihajali odborniki na zadruzne seje v
prodajalno. Pod tezo skrbi za ob¢i blagor loncarske
soseske so se zalele vrede ze vdajati in vsak vecer so
bile ranku® niZje, da so mozje sedeli ze skoro na tleh.

Poslovodji se je mo¢no ¢udno zdelo, da se kava in riz
in druga roba v vrec¢ah vendar niso mogle pod tezo
odbornikov tako skréiti, da so vidno upadale in se
njih vsebina znizala do tal. Pa se je mozu poblisnilo
in si je kmalu vso stvar pravilno razlozil. Mozje
odborniki, ki so sedali na vrece, so s prsti neopazno
segali v vrece in si polnili Zepe s kavo in sladkorjem
in rizem. Vse vrece in zaboje je naravnal na svoja
mesta in cakal prihodnjega velera.

Dostojanstveno in vazno so mozje zopet zasedli svoja
mesta po skoro praznih vrecah in zabojih. Se bolj
vazno stopi poslovodja nenadoma prednje in rece.
»Mozje odborniki! Zadruzno trgovino bomo danes
zaprli. Kar ste nakupili, ste tudi dobili, saj vidite, da
sedite na praznih vrecah.«

ranku = mogoée, morda



Mili osli

Lesni trgovec Rambovsek je zivel v Ribnici nad
Stirideset let, ne da bi se priudil slovenskega jezika.
Po rodu je bil namre¢ Ceh, po drzavljanstvu Italijan,
zivel je pa kljub vsemu v Ribnici in dobro izhajal. Za
silo se je z vsakomer zmenil, tudi ¢e vsega ni dobro
razumel. Kot lesni trgovec je hodil veckrat v Italijo
in od tam marsikaj prinesel tudi drugim, ¢e so mu
narocili.

Nekoc¢ ga prosi trgovec Mrhar iz Dolenje vasi, da

bi mu preskrbel dvajset osel - brusnih kamnov za
ostrenje kos iz Bergama, ki da so na dobrem glasu.
Rambovsek ga je razumel, naj mu poslje dvajset
oslov, ki jih je v Italiji tudi nakupil, nalozil v vagon in
naslovil na Mrharja.

Vagon oslov dospe na ribnisko postajo, Mrhar se
izgovarja, da jih ni narodil in da jih ne bo prevzel.
Slednji¢ so se le nekako pogovorili, da bo tudi
dolgouhce zZe nekako oddal kamorkoli Ze, ker je bila
cena ugodna, zival pa ze mocno sestradana. Osle so
kon¢no le iztovorili in jih gnali skozi Ribnico proti
Loncarjem. Ljudje so gledali in se smejali nenavadni
¢redi, ki se je lagodno pomikala po cesti.



Utitelj Joze Zupandic, pravi kolofohtar!, jo je
pogruntal in se odpeljal na kolesu v Dolenjo
vas do ostirja’ Naceta Mrharja, kjer je bil v kotu
gostilniskega vrta se od zadnje gasilske veselice
spravljen slavolok z napisom »Dobrodosli, mili
gostil«

Kar hitro je bil gotov. Z nozem je spraskal ¢rko g,
¢rko t pa z malo truda spremenil v 1. Brz je nasel
dovolj pomagacev, da so postavili slavolok v pozdrav
prihajajo¢im dolgouhcem: »Dobrodosli, mili osli!«

Se dolgo ¢asa potem se je Ribniska dolina smejala na
racun slavnostnega sprejema redkih uhatih gostov v
Dolenji vasi.

kolofohtar = $aljivec, pavliha
otir = gostilni¢ar



Pridiga

Ribnicani, tako resetarji kakor tudi loncarji, so bili v
dobrih in slabih ¢asih kaj brumni’ ljudje. Hodili so
radi v cerkev in tudi na svojih zdomarskih potih so
pred vaskimi cerkvami ob nedeljah in praznikih radi
razlozili svojo robo in jo prodajali ze med maso, Se
bolj pa po masi.

Nekoc je pot prinesla loncarja v vas z veliko cerkvijo,
ki je slovela skoro za boZjo pot. Loncar je slidal, da
imajo tu velikega pridigarja, ki je znal tako ganljivo
govoriti, da je pripravil vso cerkev v jok. Take prilike
ni hotel in tudi ni mogel opustiti. Pod mizo je razlozil
svoje sklede in lonce in narocil svojemu fanticku, naj
malo popazi in nahrani utrujenega konjica. Sam pa
stopi v cerkev in se pomesa med moze in fante kar
pod korom, da bo po masi ¢imprej zunaj.

Fajmoster” je stopil ne leco’ in sprva govoril

z utiSanim glasom, nato pa vedno glasneje,
prepricevalno, vzneseno in ganljivo, da so zadele
najprej zenske smrkati. Tudi moskim so s¢asoma
polzele solze po licih, da so si jih zaceli otirati z
velikimi rde¢imi robci. Le loncar je stal med njimi,
kakor da bi bil gluh, ali pa da se ga vse besede ni¢ ne
ticejo.

1 brumni = pobozni, kr§¢anski / prizadevni, vneti
2 fajmoster = duhovnik
3 leca = priZnica



Pa ga pocuka star mozak za rokav in vprasa: »Kaj
tebe nic ne ganejo besede, da nimas solz?« Loncar
se ozre na moza, dene roko plosko ob usta in mu
poltiho odgovori: »Sevajde me ganejo, jest ba tiida
juokov, ampak jest najsom s tie farel«



Korl' - §pica

Pokojni knezoskof Jegli¢ je birmal Loncarje v Dolenji
vasi. Na slavnostno kosilo je Zupnik Skulj povabil
tudi domacega Zupana in druge veljake, ki jih je
skofu predstavil: Karol Hribar, Karol Mrhar in Se
nekaj samih Korlnov, da se je $kof zacudil ce$: »Karol
Skulj, zupnik; Karol Hribar, zupan; Karol Mrhar,
cehmoster?; ¢udno, sami Korlnil«

Pa se oglasi zupan:

»Ja, prevzviSeni, v Dolenji vasi je vsak Korl $pica -
same $picel«

Ribniski dekan Skubic, ki nikakor ni hotel zaostati, je
pogovor brz obrnil na Ribnico in zadel:

»V Ribnici je pa drugace. Anton Rudez, grascak;
Anton Skubic, dekan; Anton Schifrer, zdravnik;
Anton Meja¢, sodni nadsvetnik itd. in moram
pristaviti, da kdor hoce biti v Ribnici patron’, mora
biti pa Anton!«

1 Korl = ribniska oblika imena Karol
2 cehmoster = cerkveni kljucar (oskrbnik cerkve)
3 patron = zavetnik, v prenesenem pomenu veljak
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RiBniSKiI sosepie STRuZanl
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StruZani — prebivalci Strug

RiBnISKI soseD3e
STrRUZani®



Dojencek iz Strug

1 bat = bat

Struge Ze tezijo k Suhi krajini, kamor je Bog svoj
bat' zagnal, ko je svet ustvaril. Polja je malo in $e to
je pusto in kamenito ter brez vode. Ob susi morajo
ljudje dalec po vodo, v¢asih celo v Krko.

Mogki najdejo delo po Mali gori z napravljanjem drv,
oglja in apna, Zenske se same ubijajo doma z otroki
in na skopi zemlji. V Ribnico nosijo prodajat solato,
jajca in lesnike. Najblizji zdravnik je bil Struzancem
vcasih v Ribnici, ta je imel stiriindvajset kilometrov
po cesti ali pa poldrugo uro pe$ ¢ez Baselj in greben
Male gore. Redko so ga videli in huda sila je morala
pritisniti, da so poslali ponj.

Zdravniske posle je dolgo let opravljal v Strugah

dr. Janez Orazem, okrajni zdravnik v Ribnici. Neko¢
ga pride iskat Struzanec, da bi $el k zeni, ki se ne
more rediti bremena v tezkem porodu. S seboj je imel
konja na povodcu, toda brez sedla, da bi ga zdravnik
zakobalil in tako prejezdil dolgo pot do Strug.
Nocilo se je ze, ko sta stopila pod streho in v hiso s
tezko porodnico. Sele proti jutru sta bila re§ena mati
in otrok, zdravnik pa, do smrti utrujen, je legel k
peci, da bi vsaj trenutek pocival in si opomogel za
povratek ¢ez Malo goro. Komaj je nekoliko zadremal,
ko ga bolnica poklice:



»Gaspud, saj ne vajm, kiilku boste placila zehtajvala,
ku pa no¢ najmam, de ba vam dala. [, vajste kaj, kar
tagale crvicka, ka ste ma ne svajt pomagals, s sabo
vzemite, laZje ga buoste prezavajla kukr jest. Kar ze
luon® ga vzemite!«

2 luon = placilo, zahvala



Hardigata'

Struzanke in Zenske iz Suhe krajine so rade nosile v
Ribnico prodajat jajca in maslo, spomladi regrat in
berivko, jagode, maline, jeseni pa hruske, lesnike in
orehe. Ni bilo veliko zasluzka, toda nekaj je vendar
bilo vsaj za najpotrebnejse. Ko so si nakupile po
ribniskih trgovinah raznih dobrot, so se vracale zopet
¢ez Kurji gri¢ na svoje domove. Samo steza vodi,
toda iz Ribnice v Struge v poldrugi uri prekobalis
Malo goro.

Sodni nadsvetnik Mejac je imel uradni opravek v
Strugah in jo je nekega jutra zlozno ubiral proti
Kurjemu gri¢u. Pred njim je la Struzanka, ki jo

je vidno zvijalo po drobovju. Stokala je in tozila
sama sebi, toda ne dolgo. Hudi vetrovi so nasli svoj
naravni izhod pa ji je odleglo. Vsa zavzeta in reSena
notranjih tezav je vzkliknila: »Hardigatal« in to se je
$e veckrat ponovilo. Vselej, ko ji je ponovno odleglo,
je vsa sre¢na skoro zavpila: »Hardigatal«, ne da bi se
ozirala, Ce je kdo slisi ali ne.

Komaj se Na pocivajnu® usede, da bi se oddahnila, ze
zagleda nadsvetnika Mejaca, ki je bil takoj za njo in
sliSal vse njene hardigate. Vsa prestradena, gospoda
je dobro poznala, skoro zavpije: »Jezas, gaspud - pa
grieste Zie dovgu ze manuoj?«

1 hardigata = prekleto, presneto, vraga (iz nemskega hardi gatti)
2 Na pocivajnu = mesto / prostor za pocitek (geografski pojem)
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»Prov od prve hardigate!« ji smeje se odgovori Mejac,
jo preide ter koradi zlozno napre;j.

s
o

.‘-‘.ﬁ



Krajncani na ohceti

1 Jazas = Jezus

Nekje v Strugah so svatovali. Pred staresino prineso
na mizo peceno kokos, da bi jo razrezal in razdelil
svatom vsakemu svoj kos, kakor je bil tedaj se
ohcetni obicaj. Stara in trda kura ni dala zlepa do
sebe, pa tudi staresina ni bil vajen takega posla in
izpod mastnih prstov se mu je pecenka izmuznila in
padla pod mizo. Hi$ni Pazi, ki je ¢akal pod zapeckom
na kosti, plane, da bi se je polastil, in Ze zavpije
stara botra stareSini: »Jazas', pas jo buo odniesu!l«
Staresina se pa mirno zasmeje: »Ne buo jo ne, saj
drzim noguo ne na!«
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RiBniSKke anekpoTe



Ribniske gospe

Ribniske gospe so sedele v kuhinji na obisku

in srebale kavo pa se pogovarjale o raketi, ki je
fotografirala Luno od druge strani. Pogovor je
posludala mlada Nezka, ki je pomivala posodo. Vsa iz
sebe je dvignila mokre roke in nehote vzkliknila:

»Adijo, nebiesa!«






Ribnic¢an in Darwinova teorija

Je zasedal nekega vecera po vojni zenski zbor pri
Frantarju ob turski kavi - seveda. Glavno besedo

je imela Kramarc¢kova Anka. Razlagala je zbranim
zenam razvoj ¢loveka od zacetka do danasnjih dni. V
gostilnisko sobo stopi Johanov Mirklac, Ze nekoliko
nasekan, in je samo gledal, v koga bo zapicil svoj
nabruseni jezik. Pa mu da Anka sama priliko, ko ga
ogovori: »Ti, Mirklag, ti tudi veliko ve$ in beres in si
ze ne vem kaj vse prebral. Kajne, da izvira ¢lovek iz
opice?«

Mirklacu se nekoliko zasvetijo modre oi, ko jih
obrne proti govornici, in Ze ima Zelo pripravljeno.

»Moram priznati, da nisem poznal tvojega ocetal!
Mislim pa, da ne bo dalec¢ od tam, kamor sama
sodis!«






Zorzek - usmiljeni trgovec

Otroci so hodili po trgovinah prosit $katle od srajc
ipd. za igranje. Zavrnil jih je: »Najmam, ne muorm
dat, kaj bom pa jest imu!«

Rad je potozil: »Koku so aldje zleht, pravjo, de
golfam, de je pr mjana vse predragu!«

Ljudje so zatrjevali, da je v njegovi trgovini zares
predrago, da je oderuski.

Branil se je: »Koku je predragu? Koku de odieram?

Saj ze en dinar kupem, samu ze dva pa prodam. Kaj
je tu prevec? Koku, saj je tu samo en procent drazje?«






Dosledna stednja

Pri Ulcarju so bili zelo $tedljivi'. V hisi je odmerjala
¢as velika kmecka ura v posebni omari, sicer le
podnevi. Vsak vecer, ko je odsla druzina spat, je hisni
gospodar varno odprl urino omaro in ustavil muho,
e$ da ponoci nihce na uro ne gleda, slisi pa lahko
vsako Cetrt, ki jo bije cerkvena ura, ki je samo Cez
cesto.

Tudi otroke so odganjali od oken, ¢e$ da se s pogledi
skoznje stekla nucajo’.

1 Stedljiv = varcen
2 nucati = rabiti
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Preklican pozdrav

Stari Jergec in ribniski dekan Skubic si nista bila
prevec na roke'. Ko je umrl Jergcev pomocnik Prajs,
ki je bil luteran, ni dekan dovolil, da bi ga pokopali
v blagoslovljeno zemljo, in od takrat je to sovrastvo
datiralo.

Nekega zimskega vecera sta se Jergec in dekan Skubic
zopet srecala na trgu. Morda je bil Jergec zamisljen
ali kar si ze bodi, pa se je odkril in pozdravil: »Duobr
vecier!« Seveda mu je dekan odzdravil. Ko je pa
Jergec zasliSal dekanov glas, se je zavedel svojega
starega sovra$tva, se obrnil in zakrical za dekanom:
»Gaspud dekan, preklicem - ne velal«

1 si nista bila prevec na roke = se nista preve¢ razumela
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Gorenjski Papez'

Iz gorenjskega Papeza so se v veseli druzbi radi
ponorcevali, naj da svoj Zegen. Papez se je vzdignil
za mizo, stegnil dolge roke in s sklonjeno glavo
odgovoril:

»In nomine patri et filijo?,
kdor noce pit, ga pa silijo!«

1 gorenjski PapeZ = higno ime iz Gorenje vasi
in nomine patri et filijo = gre za posnemanje latinske molitve (v imenu Oceta in
Sina ...)






Oce in sin

Mati poslje sinka v ostarijo, naj pripelje oceta domov,
¢e je Se toliko pri moci, sicer bo zapregla Suparcek’

in ga §la sama iskat. Sinek najde oceta Ze precej
okajenega in mu pove materino narocilo. Moz je bil
pri volji in tako sta ubrala pot proti domu, le noge so
bile kot kuhani makaroni, pa vendar je $e nekako slo.
Sinek je drzal oceta za roko in ga lovil, da ni prevec
opletal, pa ga vprasa:

»Oce, koku pa je ¢lovajka, kadar je pijan?«

Oce mu odgovori: »1, koku, ba to povajdov? Lej, tam
griesta dva ¢lovajka. Ce ba biv pijan, ba tiers vidu!«

Sinek pa: »Oce, al je samu edon!«

1 Suparéek = voz/koleselj







Ribnican in ljubljanski neboder

Ko so zidali ljubljanski neboti¢nik, pride Ribnican

v Ljubljano in vprasa pred Figovcem Ljubljancana:
»Gaspud, sliste, kaj pa buo tu ze en grad, ka je toku
vasokul«

Ljubljancan ga spozna po narecju, da je iz Ribnice, in
se hoce posaliti: »To bo pa norisnica za Ribnicane!«
Pa ga suhorobar takoj zavrne: »Ja, ja, som djav', da ba

blu ze Lublan¢ane ranku® premajhnu!«

1 som djav = sem rekel
2 ranku = kakor






Uganka

Lajs ne lajs, platnu vmajs, Stiers duse, piet aldi.

Resitev: (10qa130d s Ut WaI[IWr Z BISDY BYSI[IU)
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Ribniske redenice

(prepisano v skladu z originalnim zapisom)

Neroden kot rajne butare narodje.

Brihten za sedem neumnih.

Laze, kot bi kole lomil.

Se drzi, kot bi mu pod nosom smrdelo.

Kaj mislis, da sem kaksen kurji kaselj?

Tako je slab, da bi ga s smrkljem ubil.
Izgledas kot smrtno kosilo.

Reva na revo leze. (Ce se dva revna vzameta — porocita.)
Cesna si navezi okrog vratu pa ti bo odleglo.
Uma gresa. (Je neumen.)

Tukaj ni¢, tam nic, pri Sv. Ani pa poldne.
Poje kot brljav $¢inkovec.

Potrpi, $e¢ Mozincek se je peklu privadil.

To stvar pa delajo kakor sv. Lucije stolcek.

Ce gre macki glava skozi luknjo, tudi rep lahko za seboj
potegne.



V Kotu ob najboljsi letini pridelajo péenice, da jo imajo
dovolj od velike mase do sv. Roka.'

Naj bo skleda al pa lonc, vsake stvari je enkrat konc.
Sam gobec ga je kot mladega kosa rit.

Se smeje, kakor ¢e bi se na boben vrgla.

Racun so pisali z vilicami. (Visok.)

Kaso je treba s kruhom pihati. (Ne zaleZe.)

Ves je pasji, samo glava je prasicja.

Ce se macka ne goni, ni mladih.

Ce sem obljubil, $e nisem dal.

Bog ze ve, zakaj je kozi rep prikrajsal.

Ima sreco kot Spendic. (Ki so ga brez vzroka obesili.)
Dolga suknja — dale¢ domov. (Kmet s hribov.)

Stiri vrste ljudi je na svetu: - prvi delajo z glavo, drugi z
rokami, tretji z ritjo, Cetrti pa od vseh Zivijo.

Hodi skozi bukov gozd po fratje’.

Zenska je kar naprej bolna, samo od ¢asa do ¢asa je malo
boljsa.

Se drzi kot afna na kameli.

Kdor to zna, tudi kravo s svedrom odere.

Kadar svetniki rajzajo, Bog ¢udeze dela.

Koristna laz ne $kodi.

Tako se je najedel, da bi mu na popku koso sklepal.
V sveto olje so ga dali. (Propadel je - prodali so mu.)
Voda ga reze. (Siten je.)

Ce ima hudi¢ mlade, jih ima trikrat.

Midva sva lahko brata, toda najini mosnji Se nista
sestrici.

od velike mage do sv. Roka = od 15. do 16. avgusta
fratje = grmicevije, ki raste na posekah



Tako je skop, da $e od svojega dreka nekaj od$cipne.
Prav ti je, ¢emu si Sel drek o$pidit.

T1i si kakor rajna Kordula, ki je morala imeti od vsakega
dreka svoj muster®.

Ce ljudje o &loveku slabo govore, je sam kriv.
Od krivice zivi biric¢, ne od pravice.

Advokat in fajmoster samo tedaj zastonj zineta, kadar
jima meso z vilic pade.

Lepo bi bilo na svetu, ¢e bi birici za pravico skrbeli.
Farska bisaga in beraska malha nimata dna.
Cagav* fant ni Se nikdar pri punci vasoval (spal).
V $panoviji (zadrugi, skupnosti) e pes crkne.

Ce bi Se ni zajca ujel.

Za pogrebom iti je dolg, ki se ne da vrniti.

Po smrti, Ce mi raste travca al' pa ne.

Fajfo spucat pa babo pretepst ni nikoli odvec.

Ce ti je usojeno, da bo$ obesen, ne mores utoniti.
Enkrat z betom, drugic¢ s psom.

Nenti ¢izem - nenti bos. (Niti obut - niti bos.)
Jutranji dez pa starega dedca ples ne trajata dolgo.
V uho me pisi, sebe in mene.

Pri govorjenju se dosti besed preslisi.

Vsako tele ima svoje veselje.

Ptica po perju prej spoznas kakor po petju.
Govori tako, kakor ti je kljun zrasel.

Kaj noris, ce ti ni dano!

Boljsa je us v zelju, kakor brez mesa.

muster = vzorec
cagav = neodloden



Krajnc¢an pari buse®, bog pa ljudi.

Ce bog z Ribni¢anom &e$nje zobal, se bo§ moral
zadovoljiti s peclji.

Je tako skop, da bi u$ odrl.

Porcijon® pa tak, da bi ga pes zalajal.

Le $e pridite v vas, pa kaj s seboj prinesite.

Najprej skupno pojejmo, potlej pa Se vsak svoje.
Reci mu ti, da je osel, ¢e ne bo on tebi.

Se tako hitrega konja vprezi h kravi ...

Ce bi bil vedeZ, ne bi bil revez.

5 busa = krava
6 parcijen = porcija



Ce se Ribni¢an napije vina, ni pijan, ampak:
" donosen, makaron, naladan, melén, nabit, nabran,
o t nabrisan, nacejen, nacuzan, nacikan, nadelan,
\ nadrglan, naduzlan, nafajhtan, naflosan, nakacan,
- "f_‘} nakidan, nakomatan, nakuhan, nakurjen, nakvasen,
fﬁi 1 nalukan, namigan, namocen, namrdan, namrkan,

3 ' naphan, napolnjen, nasekan, naseklan, nasmojen,
nasmoljen, nasoljen, nastrgan, nasut, napicen,
nastulen, natreskan, natrt, navrtan, nazuljen,
nazvizgan, nazvrgljan, nazvrgolen, obeljen, pecen,
pripaljen, rojen, v drugem stanu.






Vzdevki

babjek = Zenskar
babji gregor = tak, ki se pusti komandirati Zenski

basuljc = mocan fant kratke pameti (basulja = svinja
za pitanje, tolsta svinja)

bizgec = nekoliko omejen clovek
butalec = zelo neumen ¢lovek
buzakljun = neumen, neroden clovek

¢encalu/Cencar = kdor vsebinsko prazno govori ali
pripoveduje neresnicne vesti

dragoletnik = oderuh, $pekulant

golobin = golobcek

grabez = grabezljiv clovek

heher peter = visok gospod

huncvet = malopriden, malovreden ¢lovek
jevkar = tak, ki stoka, cvili, jamra

kidalu = tak, ki pocenja neumnosti, lahkomiselnosti,
pocasne

kocajder = neurejen ¢lovek
krizmek = vascan Gorice vasi

kurji britof = tisti, ki slabo zgleda
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lahkokruhec = kdor zivi brez dela, truda
maslar = podasen, okoren ¢lovek
mehkosrcen = usmiljen, dobrosrcen clovek
mrdalu = zgoraj in spredaj

prdalu = spodaj in zadaj

mrdalu prdalu = majhen clovek

mrdel = kurja rit

mutlak = tak, ki gleda v tla, neprijazen, potuhnjen
mezgé = pocasne

nosobrbec = te¢noba, drobnjakar

ogulenc = kdor je slabo, zanemarjeno oblecen
pesjan = hudoben ¢lovek

plavsar = osvajalec

potulenc = potuhnjenec

prevarant = goljuf

prismodé = nespameten, neumen clovek
prpalenc = neumnez, omejenec

psoglavc = hudoben, nasilen ¢lovek

ritamaza = mamin sinek

ritevpikar = tak, ki pika, je teCen; tak, ki pikro zbada
rokomavh = malovreden, ni¢vreden clovek
skoporitec = skop clovek

slamopukec = kdor nespametno govori
slanamur = kdor drugemu pamet soli

srutcok = duhovni in fizi¢ni revez

$irokoritec = pozeruh in nastopac

$rokec = pozeruh in nastopac

tapa (tapca) = neodlocnez



tesné = lesen, neroden clovek
trobenta = tak, ki trobi/govori kot trobenta, je glasen

trobezlalu = kdor nepremisljeno in veliko govori,
pripoveduje

trobezlé = kdor nepremisljeno govori, pripoveduje
vritdrezalec od 1 do 5 = kdor se v vse vtika
zohar = §Curek

zuzné = kdor vsebinsko prazno govori

Zuznjalu = kdor nerazlo¢no govori






Veseli vecer!

1 Besedilo je J.

V gostilni
Osebe:
Ribnic¢an Urban
gostje
natakarica
godec

(Gostje za mizo pijejo, godec igra, nekaj parov plese;
zabava je hrupna.)

Ribnican (vstopi): Duobr vecier, moZje in Zenie in
vso driiga! (Gre k prazni mizi, odlozi krosnjo, sede za
mizo in pokli¢e natakarico): Kielnarca!

Natakarica (vstopi): Kaj bo novega?

Ribnican: I, kaj bo novga? Noc in dosto. Imas kaj ze
pat?

Natakarica: Kaksnega boste? Belega ali ¢rnega?

Ribnican: Daj pu litre ta bajvga? Imas Se kaj ze pod
zuob?

Natakarica: Danes, ko je Zegnanje, se lahko dobi vse
sorte jedace.

Troét napisal za I1. Ribnigki festival leta 1962
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Ribni¢an: I, pa ma prnesa eno klobaso pa ziele. Pa
klobasa naj buo pocass okruogla!

Gost: Od kod pa prihajate, stric?
Ribnican:

Som z5 Ribance, Urban,

po cajlom svajta znan,

jest brihtne sam glavie,
pa zlice imam novie.

Gost: A, iz Ribnice ste. Pa kaj je tam doli novega?
Ribnic¢an: Prou dosta ne; samu staru popravlamo.
Gost: Pa kaj prodajate?

Ribni¢an: Predajam, predajam!
Som rieku, kjer je veselica,

ba se predala kuova Zlica,

som samkaj se podav,

de ba jih kaj predav.

Gost: A tako. Zlice prodajate? Pa e kaj drugega
zraven?

Natakarica: No, pijaca je tule, klobasa pa tudi.

Ribnic¢an: Hitra sa bla. (Jo prime okoli pasu.) Prou
pridna sa. Vis, tako ziensko ba $e jest nucov.

Natakarica (se ga otrese): Poglejte ga, dedca
nemarnega. Ze ves siv je, pa mu gredo e Zenske po
glavi.

Ribni¢an: No, no, kaj se buo§ repienclal Saj od rokie
naj se nakula nac ratalu. (Se loti jedi.)

Gostje (se smejejo, godec zaigra, plesejo.)

Gost: Pa imate kaj dobro robo?



Ribnicani: Take najso $e nokuls vidu! Ampok:

Jest hvalat se ne smajm,
le tiilku vam povajm,
de take ruobe naj,

ne ljata ne drgaj.

Gost: Kaksno robo pa pravzaprav delate?
Ribnican:

Jest dajlam zlice vsake suorte,

kar se jih le zmisalt muorte;

ribazne in katalce
pa tiid kithavance.

Gost: Vi ste pa tic. O Ribnicanih smo Ze dosti slisali.
Pa kako ste prisli sem: z vlakom ali pes?

Ribnican: Ja, en cajt z vlakam, en cajt pajs,

en ¢as h ndgam, kar je pa Se ostalu pa cufus.

Gost: Do kod pa ste §li z vlakom?

Ribni¢an: Mau monj kukr do zadnaga $tacjuona. Tu
je blu pa toku. U Ribanca sm se vsev kar u vaguon.
Pa pride adn u plavom gvanta in je ne vsako vizo
tu? od mjane imat karto. Prov do Zlabi¢a sam mo
dopovdvov, de jo najmam, pa de karta mjana na¢
mar, de dovolj franku placam. Ta plava kruota® pa
toga nej tajla zestuopat.

U Zlabi¢s me je zgrabu ze kruogslc, me vrgu z
vaguona, zravan me je pa Se z noguo siinu u zadno
plat. Pa me naj ugnov. Skocu sam ne driigo stran in
se spiet lopu vsev u vaguon. Pa mo ta plava kruota Se
naj dala miera.

je tu = je hotel
kruota = krastaca



U Ortnieka sam spiet fréov z vaguona. Jest pa spiet
ne driigo stran pa u drug vaguon. Tu se je ponavljalu
ne vsakom $tacjuons®. Nezadne so me oldje le
vprasals, kam se pelam. Rjeku sam, de do tle, kjer
sam zdaj, ¢e buo muja zadna plat zdrzala.

No, je blu pa brc le preve, som od zadanga $tacjuona
do tle prSu kar h nogam®.

Gostje (se smejejo.)
Gost: Potem je pa vasa zadnja plat Ze mocno utrjena.

Ribnican: Je, ampak ze take oslarije ne. Jest som
unmy, ku me je z vaguona mjatov, rieku, de se od
nakej poznama, de se mande® od sudatov, $e ku sma
bla pr zibcenarjah’, pr 17. regemjants, pr Janezah, pa
vseglih naj tu prov nac slisat. Vrjev pa ms je, de sma
bla skupaj pr sudatah, ka sam glih slucajnu triefu,

de je biv tud on pr 17. regemjants. De buo pa $e bal
jezan, sam mo povajdov tisto raj¢, ze katiero ba biv pr
sudatah hmala pru u pajzal®.

Gost: Kaj pa je bilo pri vojakih? Kaksna stvar se vam
je pripetila?

Ribni¢an: Mjans na¢, ampok driigom. Tu je blu pa
taku. Ku sam biv potrjen k sudatam, me ta raj¢ naj
prov nac veselila. Tulku ¢asa sam hodu ne maruode -
vizite, de so me dals v kithno ze koba”. Tu naj pasalu
pa mujim komaratam, zetu se ma je vsak vecier adon
podajlov u muj skarp'. Saj vajste, de se v kasarna
skarpe pred vrats pusca. Jest sam vsaku jiitru ¢izom!"
lapu osnazu pa nobene Ziignu'. Ku sam biv kar tihu,
so se tiid muji komaratie nevelicals podajlavat u muj

$tacjuen = postaja

h nogam = pes

mande = menda

pr zibcenarjoh = pri vojakih 17. polka
pajzal = zanemarjen gostinski lokal
kob = pomoénik v vojaski kuhinji
gkarp = Cevelj

¢izom = Cevelj, Skoren;j

Ziignu = rekel, izustil



¢izam in so se zmajnils, de buodo s tam prenichala.
Tu so mo enkat ziitraj tuda povajdalo. Jest som biv
toga jaku vesiev in som jim takrat svecanu obliibu, de
se jim ne buom nikdar vec u tisti kofe polulov, ku so
ga imajls vsak dan ze friistak.

Tu sam povajdov tistma sitnema dajdcas, ku me je
mjatov z vaguona. Ta se je pa taku strasnu, rezjezu,
taku de je bla ta zadnja brca $e posiebnu moéna.

No, zdaj mislam, de me pa zie kar dobru poznate.

De buom pa jest Urban
pr vas $e bal poznan,
le-tu vam zdaj povajm,

k naj znanu vsam aldjem.

Jest dajlam $kafe in resieta,
rajte”’, briente', vsaga $ienta®,
som majstr jest od zlic,

Cebru, koblu'®, kablic".

Pa s tam najsom $e koncov, zetu pa:
Poslusajte vsa narpraj,

kar se vam zdaj povaj,

od zli¢naga gradu,

ka je tam par sklajdneku®.

Koku je lajpa ta posuoda,
kjer se spravla siiha ruoba,
le-tu je tista grad,

ko hrana muj zeklad.
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rajta = reta (veliko sito)

brienta = lesena posoda (za grozdje), se nosi na hrbtu

$ient = vse mogode stvari

kabal = nizka lesena posoda z dvema uesoma

kablica = manj$a posoda z enim ufesom

sklajdnek = kos pohistva v kmecki hisi za shranjevanje skled



Gost: Pa imate res dobro robo. In Zlice imate tudi
prav nove?

Ribni¢an: Kajpak! Ka buom moré stare predajov?
Ja, ja:

Kok zaloston ta svajt
je biv zerajs poprait,
k naj tacoh blu sldj,
de ba Zlice dajlali.

S skuorjama so ziipo jejla
so sklajdo ne kolajna dajla,
tu rajs naj blu alpu,

od ujst je kapalu.

Gost: Pa kako ste Ribnic¢anje prisli do tega, da ste
priceli izdelovati zlice?

Ribni¢an: Kielnarca, daj ga Se pu litra! Kamr je $u
bak, naj grie pa $e $trk. Koku smo prslo do toga? I,
prov lahku.

Prebrisana mozje,

od Svietga Primoza aldje,

se zmislajo nerpraj,

kar se vam zdaj povaj.

Od sruocah ujst so miero vzjels,
so zlice dajlata zeciels,

so stiirla ruobe te,
ze cajle dezelie.

Gost: A tako je bila ta stvar! Potemtakem ko je bila
roba gotova, ste jo zaceli pa prodajati?
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Ribnican: Tu pa, tu! Saj $e nada pajsom pravo:

Potam so 3la po svajta,
pozima in polajta,

pa ne samu mozie,
kar lajze inu grie.

Krizem svajt so se podala,
sitho ruobo poniijals,

vsa majsta in vasi,

s0 z Zlicama obsli.

Tuds jest som $u z ruobo okuls, kar $e danas dajlam.
Pa se mo je ankat u Lublano prpjetlu tuds tu-lej.
Prespat som muogu, pa som $u h ta Starma Tiglarjo
u Kolodvorsko. Fajn sam spav. Ziitraj sam vstov

in $u po sujoh opravkah. Ze som biv u majsta, pa
zamierkam, de najmam marajle. Vrnu sam se nezaj
k Tislerja. Ku pa ¢am it u sobo, kjer sam spav, som
sliSov, de je edon Zie nuotr. Sevajde, med tom cajtam,
ku sam jest odsu, sta se vselila dva mladoporodjanca.
Narbrz sta bla zie u puojstls, zekaj sliSov sam, koku je
on sprasvov: »Cigava je ta bradicka?«

Ona pa: »Tvoja.«
»Cigave so te ocke?«
Ona: »Tvojel«
»Cigava so ta licka?«
Ona: »Tvojal«

In toku neprajt. Ze en ruozankranc' je blu toh
vprasajn. Nezadne som se pa neveli¢ov ¢akat in som
pred vrato zevpu: »Ku buosta prsla pa do marajle,
tista je pa mujal«

Gostje (se smejejo.)

Gost: Pa kako vam gre kaj prodaja od rok?

ruezankranc = rozni venec



Ribni¢an: Tu je pa toku.

Vsak muore bot ucan,
predajat ruobo sam,
¢e muodru govori,

sa Zie kaj prdobi.

Lamboro® mlajka so zgovarja,

u tuorbo kritha, u mosdno dnarja,
ku ruobo vso preda,

naj dnarja, naj blaga.

Gost: Pa ste Ze bili kdaj v Ljubljani?

Ribnican: O, ti posast frdamana, Zie pu svata som
obrajzov. Ampok ku sa Zie ti mjan rieku, de som ta¢,
ta buom pa jest povajdov, kasna tica so pa u Lublana.
Tu je blu pa toku. Pridem u Lublano, pa sriecam
Matievza, s katierm sma bla skupaj pr zibcenarjsh.
Malu sma ga spila, pol me je ta Sent®! spravu pa u
kino.

Se nakuls najsam Kaj tacga vidu, ne dozivu. Pred
nama je blu veliku bajlu platnu, ne njama s3 pa vse
suorte vidu. Od kraja so se najkaj tjapls in narrajss
ba $e jest eno zgago* malu mahnu, de ba se jenkar*
malu ohladu. Pol sta prsla pa en fant in ena punca.
Vidat je blu, de se imata strasansku rada, saj je ona
van in van silla vajnga. Takrat sem pa zevuohov, de
okul najkaj strasansku smrdi, ku ba bla u svinaka.
Tiids driigs okuls so vihala nosuve in gliedals okul
sjabe.
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lamboro = vedro

Sent = vrag

zgaga = kdor povzroca neprijetnosti, tezave

jenkar = verjetno v tem kontekstu pomeni mladenica



Glih toku se ma je zdajlu, de sumjo mjane. Pred
mano pa je sodu en fantalin, se ozierov nezaj in
se tihu smijav. Sujmo sosajdo je pa prpovdvov, de
goluobcke spusca.

Takrat sam pogruntov, zekaj toku smrdi. Vstov sam
in fantieta pred sabo rieku: »Vajs, ¢e buo$ e neprajt
goluobcke spuscov, to buom golobnjak rezbu!«

Gostje (se smejejo.)

Natakarica: Policijska ura! Treba bo iti!

Gostje (placajo in odidejo.)
Ribnican (Ze malo natrkan, poje):

Ku ruobo vso preda,
naj dnarja ne blaga,
naj dnarja ne blaga,
ku vse ze vinu da.

(Vstane in odide.)






Ribonska nova masa

Takrat, ku je bla v Ribancs nova masa, se je pisalu
lajtu 1850. Biv sam povablen pa sam $u. Novo maso
pa sam zemiidu kar deviet dni: jest tri dni, muj kojn
tri dni in muj bagrle tri dni; vse skupaj glih deviet
dni.

Pa sam Su pred farovz, tam je blu vse povnu aldi,
majhnah in velikah. Vsak je imu piisalc pa zijalu je
vse. Pa se je zeCielu vse od farovza pomikat prts nam.
Narbal neprajt je u tists, ku je polajnce grizu, Se
narbal neprajt je $u tists, ku je u latiico glavuo tis¢ov
in $e narbal neprajt je $u tista, ku je pajn zagov, pa

Se narbal neprajt je Su tista, ku je z glavuo kimov in

s palco mahov, pa Se narbal neprajt je Su tista, ku je
$u ta prve, pa Se narbal neprajt so §le device in fantje,
mozje in Zenie, pa Se narbal neprajt je Slu dosts ladi,
pa Se narbal neprajt so §lo fajmostr in gaspudje, ta
narbal zad pa je §lu tu srutasce od novomasonka. Ze
njim je pa drlu vse povnu aldi, ku so §lo narbal zad.
Pa smo u cierku prila, pa so sviete pavke zepajle, pa
Castitlove pajvca zedonajla, uorgle so pa masa lepu
Spiljale, sviet bas je riencov, narbal se je pa tisto potiv,
ku je majh podiv.

Srutasée od novomasanka je prslu pred oltar, tam se
je ne an rdec stov vsajlu, mi smo med tom cajtam pa
ano lapuo pridgo posliisala. Pol je bla pa masa, pa



so kadila novomasanka, pa je tu srutasce pokimalu,
ancas de Ce Se. No, pa so ga $e polej malu. Vajste, kaj
niica, ku je blu pa slajpu: Stierindvajst svaj¢ je gorajlu,
pa sonce je sjalu, pa tu srutasce $e naj znalu brat in
ma je muogu adan s prstam kazat. Pa so djals, de je
petnajst lajt u $ulo hodilu. No, pa je blu pol le enkrat
kong, ¢eprov so jaku dosta pocivala.

Pol smo &lo pa nezaj u farovz; so djals, de buomo
jlizno imajla. Pa je blu tiilku riht, de vam jih ne
muoram vsah nestat. Povajdov vam buom samu tiste
rihte od mlajka in kompierja. Imejla smo sruovu
mlajku, s pod krave, mladovnu, gorku, zevrajtu,
zekiihanu, postojanu, zmatranu, shlajanu, kislu,

s smieteno, sograjtu, pinjenu, sasierjenu, Kislu,
sestojanu, sasjedenu, nepinjenu, topljanu, in e jaku
dosta suort mlajka.

Pa kompierja, kompierja! Jejls smo u oblicah,
nevadoan, ne ziip, u komasnah, postuokan, zebajlen,
tienstan, cajv, olliplen, kisu, ne solata, zeruostan, siih,
pjacen, kithan, nezabajlen, polit, in $e jaku jaku dosta
suort kompierja. Pa som rjeku: taga ne buo ne konca
ne kraja, pa som nepriegu sujga kojnicka, pa som
domu pognov, pa sam tiilku $ajdesna prnjesu, de smo
ga Se deviet dni jejlo, kiilker sam novo maso zemiidu.
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Janko TroST -
a STORYTeLLEeR

Marina Gradisnik, MA



Janko Trost - a Storyteller

At the instigation of Museum of Ribnica numerous
events associated with Janko Trost took place in Ribni-
ca in the period between October 2011 and December
2012, and this period was also named the Year of Janko
Trost. Trost was a very special man and so is his year -
it namely lasts for 14 months. The final project of this
year is the publication of the stories collected here.

At the beginning it is by all means fitting to say a few
things about Janko Trost himself. It is difficult to de-
scribe him in a few words only, but it can be said that
Trost (1894-1975) was a man of many talents: he was a
long-time headmaster and teacher at the higher prima-
ry school of Ribnica, the founder of museums in Ribni-
ca and Idrija, a painter, a researcher, a topographer, a
puppeteer, a choirmaster, etc.

He was born on 20 January 1894 in Razdrto near Po-
stojna. After completing his primary schooling, he de-
cided on the teaching profession, which he pursued up
until his retirement, while in the period between 1930
and 1945 he was also the headmaster of the higher pri-
mary school in Ribnica. In the school year 1948/1949
he took on a job in Idrija, where he was a teacher at the
lower gymnasium until he got retired in 1951. His life
was profoundly influenced by an exceptionally sensitive
attitude to heritage. In 1934, he completed an ethnog-



raphy course held by the state museum in Ljubljana,
followed by a conservation course three vears after the
war. He was very active as a trustee of the Institute
for the Protection of Cultural Monuments, both in the
Ribnica - Koclevje Region and in the area of Idrija.

He went down in history as the founder of two Slovene
museums (in Idrija and Ribnica) and as a researcher
who was the first to define the area where woodenware
was made and the individual woodenware branches.
After returning to Ribnica from Idrija in 1956, he devo-
ted a lot of his time to the Museum, which he establis-
hed and then managed until his death. He made every
endeavour to preserve the woodenware cottage industry
in the Ribnica region, in particular through education
and various publications, and was especially committed
to the field of souvenir-making and selling. During his
time he pioneered a number of things and he left his
mark in all of the fields he was active in, and the results
of his work can still be seen everywhere even today.

Several events were organized in Ribnica as part of the
Year of Janko Trodt, whereof the two most comprehen-
sive ones were an exhibition dedicated to Trost and a
catalogue in which a number of his fine art works have
been collected.

To round of the year we would like to present another of
Trost's many talents: his talent for writing down stories
and writing about events. A lot of Trost's work has been
published before, for instance in the Slovene Ethnograp-
her, where his study on the woodenware craft was inclu-
ded, or in the publication Dolenjska. He also authored
the first guidebook on Idrija. His numerous contributi-
ons have been included in various different newspapers
and journals, in particular in the pedagogical journal
Razori, where his story Bajtarske (On the People of Baj-
te) was published in 1935, as the only humorous story
of his published during the time of his life. There are qu-



ite a few similarities between this story and Trost's sto-
ries about Ribnica and its people in terms of how they
are written, and there is every reason lo believe that it
was in this period that he most likely also started collec-
ting and writing down the stories about Ribnica. Most
of them were probably written down in the 1930s, whe-
reas some, a smaller number of them, also date back to
the time during and after World War II; the script for
This Merry Evening was written in 1962, as part of the
II. Ribnica Festival. To our knowledge, this is one of the
last things written by Trost.

It is not possible to place the stories within a specific
time period, as it is not known when exactly they were
created, but some of them can nevertheless be identi-
fied. A number of them are old folk stories, which is cer-
tainly true of the stories the New Mass of Ribnica and
Peddler Urban from Ribnica in Hell, while others are
mostly focused on events from everyday life. In view of
the fact that most of the stories are from the time when
Trost was living in Ribnica himself, it may be assumed
that the stories are also part of his personal experience.

As previously mentioned Trost is also known for being
a caricaturist. Both his caricatures and the stories pre-
sented here set him apart as an excellent observer of
the environment and the people, who he is able to de-
pict in an exceptionally perceptive, straightforward and
teasing way. In his caricatures he depicts the people of
Ribnica in different comical situations: they are hun-
ting, walking in processions, chasing away the crisis or
having parliamentary sessions. Trost even went so far
as delivering fine art depictions of independent minis-
tries of Ribnica, where locals were assigned their own
sectors connected with the work they did otherwise.

This talent of his, which is easy to notice in his caricatu-
res, can also be felt in his stories; he delivers witty, inge-
nious and rich descriptions of situations and people. In
his caricatures he uses the strokes of his brush to present
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the personalities of the people he is depicting, while here
these strokes turn into words. Through his stories the
market town of Ribnica comes alive in front of readers’
eyes, the inns are full of people and the proverbial wit
of the local people is not only noted down in the way it
actually exists, but the juicy dialect of Ribnica is actu-
ally used.

Regardless of the fact that Trost spent a lot of time pur-
suing his profession, doing field work and research, he
nevertheless spent a large part of his time in the market
town of Ribnica. As a teacher he was of course well fa-
miliar with the local people and owing to his inquisitive
personality he loved spending time wherever there was
a lot going on, he loved hanging out with people and
talking to them. In the evenings, kapisoni, the bigwigs of
Ribnica, would get together at the »long table« at Cene's
Inn and Trost was one of them. It was here that he most
likely came across the adventures of the townspeople,
the local bigwigs, eccentrics and any other characters
described in his stories.

In the 1930s, which seem to be the time that is menti-
oned in Trost's stories most often, the timber trade in
Ribnica was in its prime although the economic crisis
had »shown its sharp teeth«, as Trost himself described
it. The local inns were also thriving and this is where
the local eccentrics Murgelj, Pfefer or Zakelj were never
missing from; the same goes for the local men of note
- kapisoni or even the dean himself. Anton Skubic, the
dean of Ribnica, usually got together with his company
at Slemencev Inn, while PakiZ Inn was where the so-
called »Parliament of Ribnica« was in session. Another
well-known and popular inn was the aforementioned
Cene's Inn, where the first reading society was active in
as early as 1870.

One of Trost's protagonists is Krizman, a timber mer-

chant from Ribnica, who owned a sawmill; he was also
an enthusiastic cyclist and the founder of the Ribnica



Cycling Society, from which the Ribnica branch of the
Sokol society was set up. Another frequent character in
Trost's stories is Marko Rudez, who was the brother of
the Ribnica castle owner Anton Rudez, and who is pre-
sented as a very jovial person. Trost also presents two
other Ribnica bigwigs: kapiSon Pirker and oberkapi-
Son Burger; Pirker was a merchant, who married into
Ribnica from Kocevje, while Burger was a tanner and
leather merchant, the last one still involved in this for-
merly all-pervasive activity.

Through his witty stories Trost also touches upon the
period of modernization; he mentions the waterworks
in an individual story, but there are also stories about
electrification, the arrival of railway, etc.

His stories include a number of historical and ethnolo-
gical facts, geographical characteristics of this area and
are also focused on the mentality of the main protago-
nists, the people of Ribnica. We learn that in the old
days Ribnica was in many ways connected with the vil-
lage of Struge; the name of one of the streets in Ribnica
(Struge Street) is the only one to still bear witness to
this today. We also find out that Kocevje was not as far
away from here as it may seem because of the German
language island; people were connected with one anot-
her through marriages and work, so the knowledge of
Gottschee German was of big importance for doing any
sort of business.

It can be concluded that Janko Trost's stories about
Ribnica and its people are a precious record of the dai-
ly life in this region, which brings readers closer fo the
people of those days. Through their characteristics and
their sense of humour they become similar to the people
today, who we can identify ourselves with.
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To finish off I would like to emphasize that we would
not have the stories here today the way they are without
the exceptional enthusiasm and endeavours of Ms Mar-
jana Starc, who devoted a lot of her efforts and kno-
wledge to this project.

Marina Gradisnik, MA






A Promise Mabe Is a
DesT Unpaip

Marjana Starc



A Promise Made Is a Debt Unpaid

The presented stories by Janko Trost about Ribnica and
its people were in my keeping since they had been given
to me years ago by Tone Petek, who had been devoted
to collecting and noting down similar tales himself; he
gave them to me saying that I should make sure they
get published. This moral obligation and the initiative
of the museum curator Marina Gradisnik have encou-
raged me to set about reading the stories and editing
them linguistically.

Tone Petek told me that he had found the stories in
Trost's legacy; he had saved as many as he could, co-
pied them by hand, and then at a later time photoco-
pied them and then handed them over to me. Last year,
during the so-called Year of Janko Trost, the stories were
turned into a typescript by Vasja Pavlin and the work
was off to a good start. It is however not known where
and when the original was lost.

The texts are for the most part humorous stories, short
comic narratives, in which people and their deeds are
presented in a comical, yet inoffensive way, as well as
stories that aim to cheer people up by revolving around
funny situations, characters and words. The main pro-
tagonists are funny in terms of their appearance, they
have comical names, talk in a funny way and their acti-
ons are also funny. In addition to these humorous tales
there are also a number of anecdotes that may include
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some previously unpublished essays or events that the
historians had kept secret or short, entertaining and less
known stories, usually from the life of a famous person.

Through these stories readers get to know the geograp-
hical and personal characterization of Ribnica and its
people, mostly from the period between the two world
wars, as well as the time after World War II, get fami-
liar with the so-called 'kapiSoni’, i.e. local men of note
and landowners, local eccentrics, the matrimonial love,
war and freedom Ribnica style, and also learn about
the events that took place in the village of Dolenja vas
and in the neighbouring village of Struge. And there
are also a number of local sayings and nicknames, This
Merry Evening at the 11. Ribnica Festival in 1962 and
the well-known Ribnica New Mass.

Most of the stories are written in standard Slovene, in
the dialect or partly in the standard language and part-
ly in the dialect. In writing down the stories, Trost was
not consistent, which had to be edited; it was evident
that he was not a local of Ribnica himself and it was
therefore necessary to correct the local dialect and make
its written form uniform. To make the text more easily
understandable each story also includes footnotes with
a glossary of less known words.

The Ribnica speech belongs to the group of dialects from
the Dolenjska Region. It has many specific characteris-
tics and uses a number of distinctive wovels, diphthongs
and vowel reductions.

Unfortunately the written version of the language can-
not convey the melody of this singsong dialect that is so
typical of this place.

Texts included in the chapter with the title ‘Other texts/
Ostalo’ in the Slovene part, i.e. local proverbs, idioms,
similes and expressions for describing drunkenness, the
play written by Janko Trost for the II. Ribnica Festival
in 1962, as well as the well-known Ribnica New Mass,



have not been translated into English. The editorial bo-
ard has decided against translating these texts because
they are mostly written in the dialect of Ribnica and
their meaning would therefore be lost in translation or
may even be untranslatable.

In addition to Marina Gradisnik and Vasja Pavlin,
which I have mentioned above, I would last but not
least also like to give my thanks to Vesna HorZen for
editing the stories and advising me on my work, Tanja
Debeljak for the proofreading and linguistic advice and
corrections, as well as NeZa Tanko for computer correc-
tions. Without their contribution I could not have done
my work.

Marjana Starc
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Horse and Cart Drivers from Ribnica

Before the Kocevje railway was built, Ribnica had been
connected with the rest of the world with roads towards
Ljubljana and Kocevje, as well as roads leading from
Zlebic to Bloke and Rakek and from there on to Trieste in
Italy. The Ljubljana - Trieste road was used to transport
all sorts of goods: sawn and hewn wood, potatoes, beans,
hay, straw, butchered calves, as well as slaughtered and
cleaned pigs. The traffic was busy and the merry cracking
of whips could be heard from the roads back then; horse
and cart drivers were making good money. There were inns
along the roads where the drivers could store their carts
and horses, get something to eat and pour some drinks
down their dry and dusty throats. It took them up to eight
hours to get to Ljubljana and if they left early enough in
the morning they had the habit of returning on the same
today in the evening. The horses needed feeding and some
rest, so they were strong enough to carry the heavy carts
back. The journey to Trieste took them two days. At the
bottom of steep hill roads, before they had to go uphill,
the inns had extra horses waiting, which were harnessed
and the carts were then dragged uphill with two pairs of



horses. This way goods were transported uphill across the
steep Boncar, and from Velike Lasce up the LuZarji Slope
and in the Notranjska Region from Razdrto, a village on
the foothills of Nanos, fo SenoZece, efc. In Ljubljana and
Trieste they were given all sorts of goods by the merchants,
so they would not make the return journey ‘empty-handed':
coffee, sugar, textiles and other goods. The people of Bloke
mostly used oxen, which they had bought as young animals
somewhere in the Kocevje area; they would rear and fatten
them at home for a while, use them for making journeys
for a few years and then sell them to butchers when the
animals got nice and fat. There were some well-known old
horse and cart drivers'inns, where the food and drinks were
in abundance and where most of the drivers spent their
earnings. Some of the inns had bowling alleys, where drivers
loved to bowl for large amounts of money; each ball could
be up to one hundred guldens. Card games, for example
»mausl' « and »ajnc’«, were another very popular thing and
the cunning card dealers fleeced them all of their money,

so they returned home stony-broke. The games would drag
on well into the wee hours, the horses were left harnessed
standing in front of the inns and would trample with their
hooves, but nobody paid any attention to them. When it
was time to go, there were so many horse droppings lying
under the front wheels, which the drivers had to shovel
away if they wanted to leave.

mausl = a card game
2 ajnc = a card game

=

Skrlj’s Cellar, Velike Obrnisce and Miklov Vineyard

In the beginning, the footpath to the village of Struge
runs past Kracice with a sparse forest, which stretches to
Podreber, at the foothills of Mala gora, where beautiful
meadows and the fields of Delge njive come to an end. In
this very corner to the left of the footpath, there are some
remnants of Skrij's little cellar, where old man Skrlj used
to store the home-grown potatoes and turnips in the old
days, as well as hay, so he could come from the town and
get some if needed, as there was not enough room for it at
home.

Skrlj was — as was the case with most of the locals at the
time - a tough card player and gambler. Even during
haymaking, he would bring his cards along, so he could



play some cards with other haymakers in the shadow of his
cellar durmg lunch breaks and fleece them of their money.
He loved raising the stakes with anything he had, again and
again, and to top it off for his cellar, empty of full, as long as
things ended his way. Even today, when the locals play cards
and raise the stakes, you can hear that each stake always
ends with Skrlj's cellar, meaning it does not go any higher
than this, seven times the original amount.

Carrying on from the cellar, taking the left turn through

the forest, it does not take long to get first to Male Obrnisce
and then to Velike Obrnisce. There is a vast expanse of
barren land at the bottom of the turn of the town road

in the direction of Mala gora; however, today lots of it is
overgrown with bushes. The land is divided into several
small plots, each measuring barely a few square metres. The
Place is sheltered from cold winds and basks in the sunshine
all day long. The soil is deep, black and greasy and because
of it even fifty or sixty years ago the locals still used to grow
all sorts of seedlings here in the spring: cabbage, beetroot
and kohlrabi, which were needed for their fields. Both places
were even included in the land registry map and numbered
accurately. It was typical of Ribnica that people were trying
to find land just about everywhere; it was very sparse and
they learnt how to make use of even the smallest plot of
land, so they could keep their home gardens for their own
household needs.

Not far from here towards the east, Miklov vineyard, which
was abandoned years ago, faces the sun. It is propped
against the gently sloping side of the mountain with
escarpments covered in broken stones. It was built by the
last member of the Miklov family a hundred years ago.
Miklova house stands in front of the castle even today. Its
house number is two — number one was reserved for the
castle — and is most likely one of the oldest buildings of the
then market town. There is a black plaque built into the
wall to the right of the beautiful stone portal, which bears
witness to the fact that Dr Arko, a physician in Skofia Loka,
was born in the house.

The late Dr Alfred Serko, a well-known psychiatrist, was a
frequent visitor to Ribnica; a number of his relatives and
acquaintances used to live here and he often said waggishly
that some people in Ribnica are born as doctors and when
they grow up they become physicians.

The Miklov family had always owned an inn, it was
probably one of the first inns to open in Ribnica. It is a well
know fact that the locals are very fond of drinking a sour
wine from the Dolenjska Region, which they often fetched




from Bela krajina or even the Suha krajina region, where
the best-known sour grapes grow on Lisec hill and Brieska
gora mountain near Zuzemberk. There, the sextons were

in the habit of always tolling the church bells at midnight,
so the farmers could wake up and remember to turn in
their beds, or else the sour wine would have eaten into

their stomachs. Well, the old Miklovec believed the wine
could never be sour enough and thought the soil in Ribnica
might be able to bear local wine that would be the best of all
cvicek' wine.

At that time, Ci¢i® and people from the coastal Primaorska
region came to Ribnica. They were used to carving stone,

so they started pulling down the old church and preparing
materials for a new one, which is still there today. The old
Miklovec hired a few of them and took them to his parcel of
land above ObrniiCe to start building an escarpment for the
vineyard and prepare the soil. In the mean-time he set off to
Bela krajina to get some shoots of the vintage cvicek vine, so
he could plant then in his new vineyard. He was convinced
it would only take him a few vears to grow and press so
much of home-made wine that it will be enough for his inn,
if not even some leftovers. But the vine shoots were most
likely too sensitive and could not bear the cold climate of
Ribnica. The hares and the deer had eaten all of the young
leaves before they even managed to grow properly and the
vine plantation did not even manage to flourish. However,
the escarpments along the terraces are still standing there,
just as they did one hundred years ago, but this is just about
everything that is left of the vineyard, which has never born
any vine and nobody has ever nibbled at its grapes, still less
sipped a genuine cvicek wine from Ribnica.

b—

cvidek = Slovenian wine from the Dolenjska region (Lower Carniola)
Ci¢i = inhabitants of Istria, travelling whetters, umbrella repairmen and tinsmiths



The Parliament of Ribnica

Kapisoni' from Ribnica, the local bigwigs, were regular
guests at the former Pakiz Inn in Kravja gasa. A whole
company of venerable townspeople of all walks of life

and worldviews would meet here every evening; they
would come up with all sorts of ideas and solve local and
foreign issues and this is why the inn was nicknamed the
Parliament of Ribnica. Only the bigwigs were allowed to

sit by the farmhouse stove, there was no room for other
guests there. It was a rather ordinary inn with a single room
- guests were only served good wine, which the innkeeper
was regularly supplied with from Vojvodina, authentic
home-made brandy and on special days black coffee. Bread
rolls and Shrovetide pretzels had to be ordered separately,
so they would go and get them from the Novak bakery,
while other dishes were not served. Whoever came to the
inn to have a quarter or half a litre of wine would bring

a snack along, spread it out on the table in from of him

or her and then slowly eat it, washing it down with wine.
As the evening was drawing near, all of the tables by the
magnificent farmhouse stove were full of such guests. All

of the clerks would come out of their dusty offices at the
court house, the tax office and the loan bank; and when the
merchants and the craftsmen had closed their stores and
workshops for the day or handed them over to other's safe
and reliable hands, they would sail into the inn before even
changing their overalls. But only the more advanced of the
local market town society would meet here, woodenware
makers were few and far between in this colourful company,
and still fewer potters. As for proper farmers, there are
hardly any in Ribnica and its wider surroundings. In short,
all social classes and castes were represented here, from the
highest superintendents, ordinary clerks and scribes, to all
sorts of merchants and craftsmen, as well as local paupers
and tramps. It does not get much more colourful than this
colourful company, which made the inn very special and
gave it variety. The first to have a say sitting by the stove
were naturally kapisoni, the bigwigs, all of the others would
in the beginning only listen respectfully and then get to add
their opinion later, when the wine had already warmed
them up and gave them the gift of speech. Drinks were
served by the waitress Micka, an old and feeble woman,
whose chin did not reach much higher than the table. She
would serve every guest from the table corner, as she was
unable to stretch across the table with her short arms and

1 kapisoni - local wealthy, influential or powerful people, men of note, bigwigs



being so small. She placed a quarter of the wine and a glass
on the table edge and pushed it with such skill that they
slid across the smooth table surface and stopped right in
[front of the guest who had ordered it. The Parliament of
Ribnica was in session here. All of the other inns in Ribnica
were completely deserted during parliament sessions, which
started at nightfall and lasted until dinner. Anyone who felt
like a glass of wine or was accidentally in town at that time
of the day, would make it over to the parliament, as the
whole of the Ribnica society was bound fo be there.

Things were put on the agenda just like that, on its own.

At first, the daily market town news and more imporfant
events were on and then somebody would turn the
conversation to politics and curse the darned clericals.

It was here that the public municipal matters became of
particular interest and the »clerical« mayor, who was also
present, was very busy fending off people's reproach. As a
patriot and a proud local of Ribnica he knew how fo agree
with anyone and was in municipal meetings also able to put
such people’s resolutions into force or else he could have had
trouble at the parliament. People attending the parfiament
sessions showed no mercy on such occasions. In anyone had
taken measures bending the rules and thus caused damage
to the public good or had tarnished the reputation of the
venerable market town, the »parliament« convicted him
publicly and took his smandate« away, so he was expelled
[from the parliament for a long time. All public matters were
first discussed at the parliament and most of the decisions
were realized. This is how Ribnica got its higher primary
school, although the municipal board had been advocating
against it. The loan bank built a beautiful building of its
own that was the pride of the market town. Ribnica also
had waterworks constructed, had electric lighting installed
and many other things.

Of course, all of the more advanced societies and
institutions had the largest support at the parliament. The
parliament helped the SokolF organization, which had for
over 20 years carried out its activities at local inns and
courtyards, get its own premises. Aspirations of the School
Society of Saint Cyril and Methodius and the Yugoslav
matica, the Mountaineering Society and some others were
at the parliament also always dealt with a positive attitude
and were supported to the best of the parliament’s ability.

Sokol = organization/society dedicated to the physical and cultural advancement of ifs
members; literal translation Taleon’



The parliament also delivered its own verdicts about

bigger lawsuits and trials, in particular about those with a
political background. But, of course, the rigid politics of that
time did not pay much heed to them.

If nothing else, they also discussed the harvest and the
weather and the trade not going well and expensive timber
and bread rolls that were too small or Urban's cow, which
couldn’t get pregnant, and so on and so forth. They would
make even the most serious thing sound funny; everybody
would add something waggish or a pun, think of something
similar or an even cleverer wisecrack. The entertaining part
of the session was on and as nobody wanted to lag behind,
new and clever and even cleverer jokes would be told. The
freedom of speech was guaranteed for both those speaking
in favour of an opinion as well as those against it. If the
speakers ran out of cogent arguments for substantiating
one or the other point of view, the lively quarrelling could
quite easily turn into private pummelling. If this happened,
the two bigwigs would reproach each other for sins they
had committed and those they had not, as well as fault
committed by relatives seven times removed. Some of those
present tried to calm the two down and talked, others
cheered them on, still others laughed and chimed in, or
helped one or the other person quarrelling. The whole thing
always ended in the same way.

The first one: »You know, you're not gonna mess with me,
you're not big enough for that, your buttocks are still too
low«.

The other one: »What d'you think, that you're gonna pull
the snot out of my nose? You're so short I can hardly see
you!

When they had degraded each other completely and made
each other feel worthless, one of the other guests would
again chime in and add fuel to the whole thing, so the two
would again start quarrelling with no end in sight.

The parliament had no chairman, the speeches were
unlimited and they enjoyed complete freedom. The
innkeeper Emil would usually snooze by the stove and did
not meddle with the conversations, although he did have
the main say at times. He was usually on the receiving
end of people falling over, but he knew well how to defend
himself. Whenever things got out of hand, they would
usually make up and wash all of the reproaches and
insults away with litres of wine. And even when this did
not happen, the next evening yesterday's opponents would
again sit together and have a friendly conversation, as if
nothing at all had happened the day before.
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On How People from Ribnica Said Their Prayers

Besides having other acknowledged virtues, people from
Ribnica were also devout. Every evening, they would not
only say their usual prayers, but also added other things
that were not obligatory and were not written down
anywhere. After dinner the master of the house would take
on pastoral duties and the entire family would answer
kneeling in corners around the whole house. Although they
loved teasing people from the neighbouring Bloke Plateau
about also praying for those souls that are »neither here nor
theres, they themselves thanked the Lord by saying: »One
more Our Father, coz God gave us the brain and a proper
mind, coz he gave us eyes so we can still see ok, coz he gave
us ears for listening, coz he created a language for us so we
can talk; and so on and so forth until they have mentioned
all body parts, including the hand and the feet.

One evening the father added the following things: »Coz he
made our neck longer, so we can swallow, coz he created our
stomach, so we can enjoy God's gifts, coz he also gave us the
bowel so we can process them all...«

The little son, who was lying close to his father, was full of
all sorts of ideas. And who knows what the little boy was
imagining at that time, so he burst out laughing all of a
sudden. But his father’s hand reached all the way to his ears
and lifted him from the floor in rage. »You little monster!
You think, little boy, you'd be better off carrying around
your pooh in your hand?!?«

The Devout Blackbird

Members of the family known as ‘Pri Belnih’ were extremely
devout people. This was noticeable as soon as you got
into their house, where Jur, the tailor, was hard at work
threading a needle; hanging right above him there was

a large picture depicting Saint Crispin, the patron saint
of tailors and cobblers, which used to adorn the altar of
the old parish church of the tailors" and cobblers' guild.
The bare house with a stable and a cow under the same
roof stood right beside the road, without a courtyard or a
garden, where they could have put chopped wood or the
leaves from the enclosure in the woods below Mala gora,
where they got litter for the animals.

One day a very long time ago, when they were cleaning
the enclosure late in the spring, the little son Frenk caught



a young blackbird and brought it home to his father's
great delight. They soon found a comfortable cage for the
blackbird and master Jur would whistle to it from early in
the morning until late in the night — they both had enough
time as well as opportunity — all sorts of different tunes
which the bird did not like in the least.

It would jump from one stick to another without giving
away a single sign of joy showing that it liked the tune. And
then Jur would once again whistle one about the fish:

»And the fish are doing well, as they have water to spare,«
and then he would also tell the blackbird in other words
about how beautiful the song was, but all in vain.

The old woman Belna used to work at the castle and heard
the old lady, who was sitting at the piano, sing a song about
the darling Augustine, which was back then still a popular
and widely known song. Even the locals of Ribnica would
sing it: »Oh, my dear Augustine, nothing any more is finel«

She reminded Jur about the song, saying that the bird might
like the tune and may remember it. So Jur whistled it, which
caught the blackbird's attention and it wasn't long until the
bird opened its beak and already knew the first part. The
bird was a rather brainy sort and it didn't take long for it to
whistle the whole song to the great delight of the family and
the local people that walked past the house.

When it got really hot, Jur wanted the bird to get some

air and hanged the cage in front of the house; the children
walking to or from school then whistled one of the known
songs to the blackbird, which didn't want to lag behind and
also started whistling.

However, as had always been the case in Ribnica, they loved
to turn just about any serious thing into a funny one. But
what happened was neither Jur's nor the blackbird's fault.
The Corpus Christi procession had to go past their house
and stopped at Johan's corner next to the town hall, not far
from the house, to get their third blessing. Bozbirtov uncle
set up a small chapel, which was then decorated by the local
women; the chapel stood there, waiting peacefully to serve
the purposes of the third blessing as had long before been
decided. During the procession, the blackbird was inside its
cage in front of the house and was watching it all, amazed
at the long procession of children, lads and men, as well as
girls and women behind the banners and flags. The bells

in the belfry were chiming merrily, the church choir was
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singing, the altar boys were swinging their censers and
tinkling, which was all very unusual to the blackbird. The
procession stopped in front of the little chapel. The dean was
singing the final liturgical recitals and the choir singers were
singing back in stentorian voices. The people had already
knelt down and everything became silent. The dean turned
around and looked from under the monstrance to see if
everybody was kneeling and sang: »Protect us from the
thunder and bad weather.« And the choir sang back at him:
»Protect us, ol Lord!« and also knelt down — it got almost
dead silent in the town. The dean lifted up the monstrance
to give a blessing. And right at that time the devout
blackbird got the idea that it could contribute to the whole
festivity itself, and sang:

»Oh, my dear Augustine,

nothing any more is finel«

People put their heads down and were laughing looking

at the ground; the dean’s hands started shaking from the
laughter he was trying to hold back behind the monstrance,
s0 he quickly ended the blessing, turned around and was
[finally able to laugh without everyone seeing him.

Oh, you devout whistler! How many people have been
totally serious, but you being so plain and innocent have
made them burst out laughing and feel cheerful?! Quite
possibly all of those who knew your tune. Dear Lord surely
didn't hold it against you and was more than happy to
forgive you your plainness and innocence.

Peddler Urban from Ribnica in Hell

When peddler Urban from Ribnica passed away, he had to
go to Hell.

»Well oh well, surely I won't be here all alone, with all the
time I've spent going around fairs. Whatever will be, will
be!« he tried to comfort himself and hobbled to the door to
Hell, which had neither a deorknob nor a lock. He knocked
on the bronze using a stick, which caused a thundering
sound, but nothing moved. He knocked for the second time,
this time with a little bit more force — but still no response.
This made him so angry that he started striking against the
door and shouted:

»Bloody devils, come on, open the door! Surely I'm worth
just as much as others. I don't know why I shouldn't be
allowed in?l«



The mighty door made a dull squeal turning on its hinge
and there was a doorkeeper to the Hell standing on the
doorstep, grinning at Urban:

»Oh, it's you, Urban from Ribnica, you've finally made it!
But youd better leave your basket at the door, there's no use
for it in Hell, it's too hot as it is! Come on in, let's go and see
the headman, who'll assign you to the place you've earned!«
»As you sayl« Urban said angrily, put down his basket

and followed the devil, who lit the way along the scorched
corridors using a resinous torch, until they came to an
enormous hall with a throne inside. Urban kept silent,
looking at the scorched corridors and the devils' faces
smirking at him from all sides. In the middle of the hall,
there was Lucifer himself sitting on a wide throne; he had
as many as four horns on his head whereby he differed from
other devils who only had two on their foreheads each. The
chief of Hell feasted his eyes on Urban. A young page boy
with a short tail brought over thick scorched books and
placed them on Lucifer's knees. Lucifer leafed through the
books, laughed out loud here and there and screwed up his
terribly monstrous face so he seemed almost in good mood;
and then he addressed Urban:

»We've been expecting you for a long time, Urban from
Ribnica! Your books are written all over, but it seems they
didn't manage to list all of your sins!«

»As you think is right!« Urban replied quietly and humbly,
while listening to Lucifer and turning around his hat in his
hands feeling almost embarrassed.

Lucifer laughed out loud again and said somewhat through
the nose: »You've stirred up many a person in the whole
wide world and you've got a lot of sins to answer for, you've
come here for a reason!«

»As you think is right« added Urban meekly and the
Lucifer almost felt sorry for him when he said: »But let's

be fair! Your sins are of a very special kind as they've been
committed with laughter and good mood, which is certainly
an extenuating circumstance!«

»As you think is right!« Urban bowed gratefully, but Lucifer
interrupted him straight away:

» We'll bear this in mind and we'll mercifully allow you to
choose your infernal punishment on your own. But no can
do without fire and it has to burn as well. My right-hand
man will take you around for you to see my kingdom and
when you're back you can tell me what punishment you
have chosen for yourself. Off you go, I'll wait for you!«

»As you think is right« said Urban once again, bowed
humbly and left walking behind the attendant with horns.




The attendant took Urban around all of the halls where
sinners were being fried in boiling oil or roasted on spits;
boiling hot resin or even sulphur was being poured all over
them, they were being skinned and soaked in salty water
and vinegar, and tortured in many other ways that Urban
did not even know the names for. He saw quite a few
peaple that he knew during this tour, but there was nothing
he could do for the poor sods if they quietly asked him:
»Urban, help!« He even saw Burger, a bigwig from Ribnica,
in this dark and scorched room; even in Hell, the man was
still counting the shit. He was sitting in a scalepan of a

very large weighing scale; a fire lit by one of the devils was
burning underneath the pan and the man was collecting
the shit with his hands and then throwing it into the other
scalepan. When some ordure accumulated, the pan with
Burger sitting inside moved higher up and his bottom was
not burning so badly any more, but while up in the air the
other scalepan overturned every time and he was again
sitting on top of the hot coals.

»Help me, Urban, if you canl«

»Well, you'd better fix your scales right, you're sitting on
your own, if I see right!«

Urban did not like the tour of Hell in the least, he was
worried if he could get himself out of the whole thing. He
was almost remorseful and humble when the attendant
brought him back to the main devil's throne. Lucifer asked
him straight away:

»Well, Urban, you've seen my kingdom. Which spot should
I assign you to, as promised?«

Urban tilted his head to the side and looked at Lucifer as
kindly as he could, while turning the hat around in his
hands even more quickly.

»You know, noble Sir! I'm a wee little bit deaf and I don't
know if I heard you right — did you say before that there has
to be fire and it needs to be burning?«

»That's exactly what I said and I insist on it. There has to be
fire and it needs to burn tool« said Lucifer one more time.
»Really, noble Sir, for real? I wanted it too and I've already
made my choice, if I may tell you« Urban hurried up
talking.

»Ok, say it then, I have no more time to deal with you.«
»Ok, I'll tell you then, after all were all men and I know you
won't go back on your word - hard words break no bones, «
said Urban in a very manly way » Well, what you're gonna
give me — a pipe and a dram or two of home-made slivovitz,
and let it burn as much as it likes. The pipe surely wont' be
without fire and slivovitz will burn too, if it's any good!«



The entire hall burst out laughing very loudly and even
Lucifer himself smiled. He ordered: »Give Urban a pipe and
slivovitz, as much as he likes, even if I had different ideas
about the whole thing. Open the door for him, there's no
room for him in Hell. He could end up corrupting all of my
serfs.

»As you think is right. And stay well.« Urban bowed one
more time, as one should, and walked towards the infernal
gate. A hairy servant was waiting for him there and
offered him a tray with a lit pipe and some slivovitz. Urban
grabbed hold of the pipe, put the dram to his mouth and
emptied it in one gulp. He finally began to feel at ease since
slivovitz did burn his throat. He tapped the servant on the
shoulder and said:

»It's a nice one. Damn right, I did earn it today - give your
master my regards again and no hard feelings. I won't
bother him ever again!«

He put his basket, which was still waiting for him behind
the door, on his back and walked off into the wide world
taking long strides — and you can still see him walking
around like this today.




Bicwics From RiBnica

Wine Tasting Gone Overboard

That very year, when young Cene got married, things in the
world were not looking up. The whole world had been hit by
the crisis and the land of woodenware was no exception. A
great many timber merchants and others involved in wood
trade were long gone, only the most tenacious ones persisted
and had a daily habit of going to the train station to wait
for the midday train and hopefully a saviour who would at
least partly empty the warehouses crammed with timber.
Jealous of one another, after the train station they made
another stop at Cene's Inn to make sure none of the timber
merchants had managed to sneak into Ribnica taking some
kind of a secret route. At the inn, the old man Cene would
make their mouths water with his well-known appetite for
morning meals that he was in the habit of eating one after
another, such as liver, lung and goulash; and closer to eleven
in the morning he would then order some other liver meat
dish. It was only then that he was feeling content: »I'll be ok
even if I don't eat anything else until lunch!«

That autumn, the wine was extremely good and young
Cene went to Gadova pec to fetch some from his father-in-
law. He broughr it over successfully in the evening and then
stored it in the cellar the morning after.



At that moment the old KriZman came cycling from the
station, the castle owner’s brother Marko came walking
across the square as if marching in a parade and the tall
Pardon came from along the water. Just like any other day,
they got together happily at the table under St. Notburga,

a statue of Saint Mary, to share anything they had to say
about the nightmarish crisis and bad times. And then
young Cene invited them to the cellar to taste some of the
new wine. At first, they wouldn't go, saying it was still
early, but then the urge to see what the wine was like won,
especially when the young lady of the house served them
some snacks.

Even the wine from the first barrel tasted like a good, high
quality wine, and from each following barrel - and there
were anything but few of them - even better. The wine was
slipping down their hoarse throats almost on its own, and
Krizman almost envied Pardon for having the longest neck
of them all. It didn't take long for them to start grinning
from ear to ear and what used to be sulky bores were now
three ordinary people starting to have fun the way people
from Ribnica usually did.

The church bells had long since tolled noon and it was time
to call it quits and end the festive tasting. The first one to get
out of the cellar was the tall Pardon, who bumped into the
first stone pillar in front of the cellar, wrapped his long body
around it like grapevine and was left hanging on it.

At first Marko was laughing at him while still in the

cellar, but it didn't take him long to realize there was no
way he could get up those few cellar stairs without Cene's
help. Cene quickly got him into the so called good-for-
nothing room, purposely ready for drunkards. Only the old
Krizman, who used to be a competitive cyclist, managed
to walk unsteadily to his clapped-out bicycle and sat on it
successfully. He only made it as far as Steklicek's corner,
where he came tumbling to the ground. »What the Hell is
wrong with my bike today?!« thought the old cyclist before
getting onto the bicycle again, from the rear side as usual,
but the bicycle moved forward and its front part got away
from him, so he kept falling down. He was struggling to
tame the bicycle but he finally managed to do so. Higgledy-
piggledy, the bicycle took him from side of the road to the
other until he finally came crashing into the doorway of
ZorZek house, where the bicycle and himself looked at
each other in amazement. The lady of the house heard the
thunderous tumble and came rushing to the doorway to see
if by any chance the stone baroque portal had collapsed.
But instead she caught sight of her own brother-in-law lying
on the floor covered in mud from head to toe and next to




him his venerable bicycle, which was also showing signs of
external and internal shock.

»Qooh, dear Lord, France, where d'you come flying from,
are you still alive? How can you ride such a bicycle with
the saddle turned upside down and the handlebars facing
forward instead of backward!«

»Well, I'll be buggered, I'm really silly I haver't noticed this
bejbre!«

The Waterworks of Ribnica

The people of Ribnica did not only have their own famous
earthenware bass', but in the old days also had waterworks
laid out with earthen pipes from Predklanec. Nobody knows
how much water flew through them. But it could still be
doing the job today, if the pipes had not broken in the past.
Even today parts of the pipes can be dug up and if locals of
Ribnica are asked what these earthen shards mean, they
will most seriously explain that this is still from the Roman
waterworks.

May there be some truth in it or not, Ribnica later got
proper waterworks with iron pipes, while the water was
supplied (and still is) by St. Francis in litter forests around
the village of Jurjevica.

And then the old man Lovsin »Pertutti« opened a coffee
house at the Ribnica square and had it all fitted for the
comfort of his guests. He did not only have the water
installed to the counter, but even in the toilet, where it was
murmuring and flushing the wall for doing number one.

A real proper toilet covered in white tiles was dazzling the
guests. If all of these novelties had also been illuminated
with electricity, oh, this would be luxury even today.

One of the visitors to the new coffee shop was Nata, from
Mlaka, or to be more precise, from Sveti Rok. He was

a rather corpulent man with a well rounded belly who
couldn't see past his waist, There was lots of singing and
merry-making. Nobody counted the pints that the lovely
Ana kept bringing to the table on her own. She kept the
number in her head and later told people how much they
had to pay. But even the largest vessel fills up eventually
and needs emptying. Nata did not stop for a single moment
and kept singing the songs even while in the toilet, so he did
not hear the water murmuring. When he thought he was
done doing his thing, he found it strange that he could still

I earthenware bass = londeni bas’, a folk instrument



Impossible

hear the murmur and babble of the water, so he thought:
»Fifteen or sixteen pints do their own thing, so let's stay here
a wee little bit longer and sing another one... let it flow, let it
flow, so we can see the bottom!«

But the water still wouldn't stop, it kept murmuring its
monotonous song. Nata suddenly shuddered all over his
body, got the goose pimples and a cold sweat broke out, so
he leaned his tired head on the cold wall. But the water
kept flowing and he could no longer stand it. Terrified and
imagining the worst he called out with his powerful bass:
»Folks, help! Accident!!«

Concerned local bigwigs came running to the toilet only to
see the unfortunate Nata totally low-spirited leaning his
head on the wall.

»Oh, Nata, what on earth happened to you?« »Perhaps the
water has broken, it won’t stop pouring out of mel«

The innkeeper of the former Parliament of Ribnica’, the late
Emil Pakiz, was a tender soul, but also loved both to crack a
joke and to have a good laugh at one too. He had this good
habit - or a bad one, depends how you look at it - of always
having a little nap after lunch, lying next to the farmhouse
stove on a bare bench with a fist under his head. In the
mornings, he was busy in his wire mesh workshop, and
spent the evenings up until the curfew working in the inn at
the famous parliament, where the créme de la créme of the
intellectual and economic world of the woodenware-making
capital would come together, often joined by guests from the
lower and upper parts of the Ribnica Valley. He would thus
use the opportunity for a couple of quiet moments during
the midday break and have a nap next to the farmhouse
stove at the inn.

But then one day, one of his pupils from his mesh workshop
came over after lunch frightened to death, woke him up and
told him: »Uncle, get up, quickly. Our workshop's on fire!«
Emil slowly came to himself, groped in his coat pocket

and said to the boy: »You silly, foolish boy, how can our
workshop be on fire, I've got the keys in my pocket!«

1 Parliament of Ribnica was the nickname given to Pakiz Inn in Kravja gasa, where
lots of venerable townspeople would get together every evening, discussing all sorts of
ideas and solving local and foreign issues.



Swapped Roles

At a young age, the old man Krizman was a well-known
brawler, which came in rather handy in those politically
turbulent times. He was a member of the old liberals,

who chose Dr. Tavcar as their candidate for the national
assembly, while the clericalists appointed Dr. Susterfic, who
loved boasting about being the soldier of Ribnica.

Krizman and kapison® Pirker decided to disrupt the
clerical meeting that was supposed to take place at the

inn Pri Vovku, on a Sunday in mid-winter. Quite a few
woodenware makers and potters came together at the inn,
including the mouthy Brbec from Blate. It was him who
suspected the two liberals hadn't come to the meeting with
good intentions. He was mouthing off, going on about
them, so it didn't take long for them to have had it with
him and were sticking to the corner of the inn even more
determinedly. The plan of action was made straight away:
Pirker was supposed to hit the flickering lamp and Krizman
aim for Brbec's head. They did indeed both hit at the same
time and a fight broke out among all of the people in the
inn. Brbec wasn't found until the end of the battle, lying
under the table totally drunk, just when he was regaining
consciousness. Naturally, the meeting had been disrupted.
As expected, Brbec filed a lawsuit against Pirker, accusing
him of having inflicted grievous bodily harm and proposed
Krizman to testify.

On the day of the trial, the judge asked Pirker, the
defendant: »Do you admit hitting Brbec on the head so he
toppled over and landed under the table unconscious? Do
you feel guilty?«

Pirker: »There’s no way I can confess this brazen accusation
that I hit Brbec and I don't feel guilty. Not in the slightest. «
Judge: »Good, so we'll let the proposed witness say whether
you hit him or not. Well, witness Krizman, can you swear
that the defendant Pirker didn't hit Brbec on the head?«
Krizman: »I swear it wasn't Pirker who hit Brbec. For as
long as the lights were on, we were sitting close together, so
I would've seen it. And when the lamp went out, there was
no one who could have noticed it, it was pitch-dark/«
Judge: »Based on the statement given by the witness
examined in the court of law, the court pronounces the
defendant not guilty and is herewith acquitted of the
charge!«

Krizman was often called »the frizzly one'«, his hair was
namely curled.

kapison = an influential or powerful person, a bigwig



A Diplomatic Conversation between Two Bigwigs from
Ribnica

Oberkapison' Marko and his sidekick (his right-hand man)
Pirker were two men of very different personalities, but had
always been good friends; while Marko was a very good-
hearted man, Pirker was a penny pincher and as cunning as
it gets, but they were a wonderful match without meddling
with each other's good or bad qualities.

Every evening they would meet at Ulcar's Inn, where they
had a half pint each or shared a pint. At first they would
both keep quiet, but when Marko had already downed a
few, he talked enough for today, yesterday and tomorrow.
On every occasion he would often use »one« to refer to
people, or he or she or it, using all sorts of different forms,
mixing them all up, so it was impossible to know who he
was talking about, what had happened and where it had
happened. Pirker would mostly keep quiet listening to
Marko, and would only occasionally, when he felt like it,
make a remark.

That evening the oberkapison Marko had already had a
few and started the conversation again: »Y 'know, my dear
kapison?, that was one day when I was there. The place was
teeming with people, so said to myself Let's go 'n see what's
goin'on', when I meet this guy that I hardly recognized coz
I hadn't seen him for ages.«

Pirker interrupted him: »Who do you say you met?«
Marko: »Well, y'know that guy, the one who married into
that house, married that woman, you gotta know him!!«
Pirker: »Well, well, how wouldn't I?!«

Marko: »Well, so I asked him how that one was doing

and then we started talking about that other one. And we
talked for I don’t know how long. And why not, of course
one word led to another: I said yes, he said no, I said yes, he
said no, and this and that, and here and there and it wasm't
until the wee hours that I crawled home. All I can say is I'm
happy I saw that old one again and talked to him. So, what
have you, kapison, to say to this? «

Pirker: »Well, y'know, what can I say, only that I'm sorry I
wasn't with youl«

1 oberkapison = the head kapifon, the most influential or powerful person, a bigwig
2 kapison = an influential or powerful person, a bigwig
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Who Should Pay for the Round?

When oberkapison' Marko and his sidekick Pirker had
already downed a few, Marko said: »You, kapisorw’, today I
feel like giving out some money, so I'll pay for our round.«
Pirker: »No way, Marko, my dear oberkapison, today the
whole round is on me, and thats it, vipee, yipee, yeah! «
Marko: »No way Jose, I'll do what I said I would, I won't go
back on my word. Hey there, Ulcar, the billl«

Pirker: »Well, y'’know, Marko, why argue about such trivial
things. It's all the same who pays, either I do it, or you do it,
so why don't you.«

I oberkapison = the head kapison, the most influential or powerful person, a bigwig
2 kapison = an influential or powerful person, a bigwig
Dormice

On fair day, Marko was in Crnomelj setting up his stall
very early in the morning. He had left Ribnica the evening
before, taking the way across Rog and Maverlen to bring his
skins to the fair. On the way there, he also bought a bunch
of dormice from dormouse hunters. And as it was still early
in the morning and there were no people in the square yet,
he did not want to waste time and thus took his pocket
knife and started skinning the animals. He put the skint
dormice on a canvas cover that he had spread out and hung
the skins on a rope to dry. The dormice were all magnificent
specimens, all of them old, with plenty of fat and wide as

a hand, so they were a pleasure to look at. It did not take
long for a group of local people, who were all eyeing Marko
curiously, to gather. A tavern-keeper came running over
from the tavern nearby and asked him: »Can you at least
give me a couple of dormice, Marko, my daughter’s fallen
ill, she keeps coughing and dormouse fat is bound to help
her.«

Marko: »I get the cough quite often too, as I'm probably also
asthmatic!«

An older clerk came closer, also wanting some dormouse
meat, and asked: »Marko, come on, give me a few dormice.
My wife's a bit under the weather, I'd like to treat her to
something nicel«

Marko: »My first wife passed away from being so weak, so I
have to make sure I get another one, dear!«



The Story about How Pirker Cured His Mare of Being

Stubborn

A woman seemingly a bit better off came over as well
looking uneasy, turning her empty straw basket in her
hands: »Come on, you'll be kind enough to give me a few,
well, that is, not fo me, but to my husband, who's always
having stomach problems and I know some dormouse roast
meat will do him good more than anything else.«

Marko: »Good God! Have all of the people in Crnomelj
come down with dormouse stomach ache?! You know, to me
it seems that you lot have only come here to see how we skin
dormice coz youd like to eat them yourselves.«

Pirker was a very enterprising man and would try his hand
at anything he hoped would turn out well. In the market
town, he had a small store with all sorts of goods. He built
large brickworks in Mlaka, of course with other people's
funds. He set up a steam-powered sawmill, traded in manor
houses and the accompanying woods, and at the same time
built a road connecting the villages of Sodrazica and Loski
potok. This road unintentionally made his name immortal
- one particular turn actually, which he could have made
shorter if he had had a mound made across the narrow
valley. But instead he had the road built around the valley
and the turn was given the name »Pirkar’s Elbow«. Even
today the turn is still not called anything else but this. He
loved to mingle in any sort of company and if possible he
would gladly drink at other people's expense.

The hunting fellowship of SodrazZica once invited him to

the final hunt, where some nice game and good wine was
waiting for him, so he would hate to miss out on it. He did
however had some business things to take care of in Bloke
that very day and went there on his mare-driven cart. The
mare was a tame and bright animal, but did have one flaw:
she would suddenly stop in the middle of a road without
reason and keep standing there until she felt it was time to
move on.

It was already evening when Pirker was getting back from
Bloke and he was almost in a hurry as not to be late for

the hunting dinner with singing in SodraZica, which he
would have hated to miss. But then the mare all of a sudden
came to a halt just before the Zigmarski rise and would

not move. At first Pirker used the rein to make the mare
move, then the whip, but the animal still wouldn't move.
Then he got off his cart and got hold of the mare's bridle



to get her over this difficult spot, but it was all in vain! The
thought of missing the better part of the feast because of the
mare and her fickle behaviour made him so angry that he
started giving the mare a thrashing with a whip, first with
the thinner and then with the thicker end. But it was all in
vain! The mare did look to the right and then to the left of
the road, kept lifting its tail and spinning it like a Turkish
flag, but wouldn't move for the world. In total despair
Pirker hopped back onto the cart and took a handgun out
of the holster to shoot the animal. He was holding the rein
in his left hand hoping the mare would suddenly decide

to move, while in his right hand he was brandishing the
handgun, pointing it at the mare and threatening to shoot
her. But even this did not make the mare come to her senses
and she kept moving her bushy tail. »'There you go, the
beast!« called out Pirker and fired the gun. The mare’s tail
dropped in an instant, she rose on her rear legs and galloped
away along the road, while Pirker was busy picking himself
up from the floor of the cart, where he was thrown when the
mare took off. They made it to Fajdig's house in SodraZica
in the blink of an eye; and the farmhand helped Pirker
unharness the animal. The mare was covered in sweat and
its tail has been shot through. But this made her recover
[from her moody disease and she never again changed her
mind and rebelled in the middle of a road. And Pirker used
every opportunity to tell people that it was the tail where a
stubborn horse’s disease was hidden.



EccenTrIcS FROM RiBNICa

Tomazev Polde and Janezek Javornik (Cik - Janez)

Tomazev Polde was the son of the last mail coach driver,
who used to take the mail from Ljubljana to Ribnica and of
course vice versa. That was in the old days, eighty years ago,
before the Kolevje railway was constructed. People would
often describe Polde as being deaf just as much as suited
him and that he could only hear what suited him right

and ignored all the rest. In spite of this physical disability
he was very fond of music and could play the bisernica,

the bugarija and supposedly even the berde in the local
tamburica’ orchestra; and he was also a very cunning man.
As a timber expert, he purchased timber all over the valley,
in the summer he sharpened scythes and did the grass
cutting in the whole neighbourhood, while in the winter

he spent many a night playing cards. He claimed that he
had inherited his musical talent from his father who would
in the old days wake up sleepy locals of Ribnica with his
French horn going »tra-ra, tra-ra«, and the same could
have been said for his love of playing cards, a habit which
had become second nature to the whole family.

1 tamburica = refers to any member of a family of long-necked lutes popular in Eastern
and central Europe, particularly Croatia, Serbia and Hungary. It is also known in
Slovenia.
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After the First World War, the timber industry in the
Ribnica Valley was thriving and was at its peak, at least

to those who knew at least a little bit about it. TomazZey
Polde was up to his eyes in work at the time and could not
do all of it himself, so he found an aide, Janezek Javornik

- who was a bit of a character himself - to help him out.

He was a cobbler by profession, but did not do much of
cobbler’s work, as he had no trade licence and thus cobbled
and repaired old cracks and shoes in secret. After the war,
he opened his own workshop in the middle of Kocevje,

but already the first official customer took the money for
the repaired slippers and made him go bust. He filed for
bankruptcy and moved back to Ribnica. He knew a few
German words, which came in very handy to him, as he
was able to use them to trade in timber with Gottschee
Germans. He set about his business at the inn in the
company of tough Gottschee Germans, explaining to them:
»Unzre firma kaufen olzl*« and thus managed to strike
many a business deal. When it came to drinking to celebrate
a successful business deal, the Gottschee Germans were not
the stingy kind, so the wine was flowing freely; there was no
shortage of money and Janezek was busy downing drinks
day and night. He became TomaZey Polde’s right-hand man
and maybe even more than that.

On one occasion, Janezek went on business to the Kocevje
region. At the Fortunatova sawmill they were already
running out of timber, the time to carry out the contract
was also running out and obligations had to be met as soon
as possible. Janezek set off with a wallet chock-full of money.
He was wandering from one inn to another all over the
well-known villages of Kocevje, but neither Janezek nor the
cart drivers from Kocevje with the timber would show up
in Ribnica by the fifth day. The sawmill came to a standstill,
but nobody showed up from anywhere and there was no
single news about Janezek, the timber or the money. Polde
got worried and gave a lot of thought about how he should
look for Janezek and bring him back. Finally he came up
with the idea that a warrant had to be taken out against
Janezek. He wrote it with capital letters himself and hung

it on a telegraph pole. It went like this: »Janezek Javornik

- gipsy name Devesi — has gone astray. He has a pointy
face and a long gob, is of medium-height and scrawny and
dark complexion. He has this astonished expression on his
face and a cigarette butt swelling on his left cheek. He is
walking rather crookedly, his clothes are no good and his
hat without a ribbon. A reward for whoever finds him dead
or alive.«

Unsere Firma kauft Holz. (German) = Our company buys timber.



But finally Janezek made it home, persuaded more by the
empty wallet than by being homesick. He was standing in
front of the notice with his description for quite some time,
maybe had an inkling that something was not ok but was
unable to read it being illiterate.

Our two chaps were by all means one of a kind, quite
peculiar and it was certainly the case of the pot calling the
kettle back. They were cunning and whenever things were
not going all that well, they would reproach each other for
the things they had done wrong, for how they had swindled
each other or others together. Of course, they left it at
words, because a deal was a deal and »Unzre firma«, our
company, could not do business, and still less exist without
all of the co-owners.

Janezek, who was rather feeble by nature, had caught a
cold while going around on business and ended up in bed
being seriously ill. He was feverish, was going in and out
of consciousness and was shouting unintelligible words in
his dreams, and only came round now and then. Polde
was getting very worried about him, desperate that he was
about to lose him for good. But Janezek looked slyly around
himself and complained with a weak voice: »You krniow,
Polde, I'm not good, not good!«

Naturally, Polde seized the opportunity straight away:
»True, Janezek, it might be a good idea for me to fetch the
Reverend? I'll make my way to the presbytery myself, if
that's what you'd like!«

Janezek seemed lost in thought, gave Polde a bright look
and said: »I'm not saying it's not the right thing to do.

But, Polde, you know all about my and your shenanigans.
Ifyou're at presbytery, you might as well tell it all to the
Reverend yourself while you're there, so you save him from
having to walk all the way herel«




The Noble Scent of Wine

»Oh thee, noble scent of wine,

you are so fine,

you make the peasant and the lord,
go overboard!«

Stori earned his living as a hired man at the former
railway restaurant, He was af that age when he was
already supposed to know better, but he was still unreliable
and would often slack if only the opportunity arose, in
particular when wine and merry company were involved.
He did however do his work well, both in the stable and the
Sfarmyard, as well as in the inn outdoor area. His employer
Johan almost thought he could rely on him and entrusted
him with many a thing, although he was not yet totaily
convinced that Stori would never again mess it up,

This one time, the inn ran out of the cvicek' and they were
in a hurry to go and fetch some, so Johan called Stori and
asked him to harness a horse to a cart, load an empty
barrel and head to village of Maverlen in Bela krajina to
get some wine. Stori nodded, took a letter with the order
and the money and set off on a leisurely ride along the
windy roads of Kocevje and Kolevski Rog towards Bela
krajina. He stopped at the wine storage shed in the middle
of the vineyard, handed the letter and the money over to
the vineyard owner, gave the horse some fodder and helped
the man roll the barrel into the cottage. Even the scent of
the wine itself was tempting Stori, even more so the jug
full of wine that the owner placed in front of him. It did
not take long for the barrel to fill up, but the horse needed
some more rest and the jug was filled up several more
times, so Stori got very drunk. Late in the afternoon he set
off again, going back home, but the horse had it difficult to
pull both of the wine containers to the top, where the plains
of Kocevski Rog start sweeping gently towards Kocevije and
the surrounding area. It went much faster down the hill, of
course, almost too fast. At first Storli was still singing his
songs, but finally the wine got the better of him, so he dozed
off and while dreaming his sweet dreams left the horse do
his own things, as it was a very clever animal, which had
hardly ever needed whipping or being slowed down. But the
slope was too steep, the load on the cart was rather heavy
and in the last slope in Koprivnica it was all too much for
the horse to handle on its own. The cart was skidding to the

I cvidek = Slovenian wine from the Dolenjska region (Lower Carniola)



right and then to the left and finally over the road edge into
the valley. Stori was the only one to tip over and off the cart
unhurt and ended up sitting on the ground, while the barrel
kept rolling over and jolting down the hill and was the first
one to end at the bottom. The horse got more and more
entangled in the reins and lost control over them completely,
struggling to get rid of the bonds and to run away wherever.
It went on like this for a while, the cart and the horse
twirling around and finally the horse ended up lying with
broken legs and the cart without the wheels.

Stori did not even try getting back on the cart or the horse
and struck out in the direction of Kocevje and Ribnica on
foot.

Johan was counting on being able to serve the evening
guests with the new wine, but Stori was nowhere to be seen.
Johan stayed up all night worried about the whole thing
and just when he had harnessed another horse in the small
hours to go and meet Sorli halfway, Sorli came walking
across the farmyard towards Johan whistling. Johan was
astounded to see Sorli without the cart or the horse and
Sorli blushed and knew he had to say something: »Sir, what
matters most is that we're still in good health!«

Pfefer - the Inspector

Pferer was not particularly fond of walking around in
ragged clothes and loved wearing smart attire. Luckily for
him, all of his many schoolmates were very keen on getting
rid of him as quickly as possible by giving him second-hand
suits, or some underwear, clothes or shoes to wear, and a tie
or two to top it all off. He would walk around the square as
a proper gentleman for a while until he was skint again and
had to make some money out of it and get an old one.

One day, the railway station master Celofiga was expecting
an official visitor — an inspector. A neatly dressed gentleran
wearing a bowler hat on his head and carrying a small
suitcase in his hand got off the last evening train, Celofiga
looked him up and down and though this must be the man
and nobody else. He greeted the man kindly, walked up

to him and introduced himself. The gentleman mumbled
something, while the station master suggested going to the
station restaurant together, saying it was too late for the
inspection to start work at such a late hour. The gentleman
jumped at the opportunity and was happy to accept the



invitation. It was not long until a whole lot of merry locals
came together in the restaurant, and they had fun over
some good food and - even better - drinks late into the
night. Finally they helped the gentle guest to his room,
wished him a good night and told him not to be in a hurry
to start the inspection early in the morning.

When the innkeeper Johan and his wife Matilda were
getting ready for bed in the room next door, the lucid wife
decided to tell her husband about her doubts: »You know,
it seems to me this »gentlernan« is no one else but Pfefer!«
And it was him indeed: the next morning he was nowhere
to be found, neither in his room nor in the railway station
office. When station master Celofiga started having doubts
about the man too, he settled the bill for the merry feast
straight away and asked Johan and his wife to keep quiet
about the whole thing; a writer could have namely turned
up who would have decided to write the Ribnica version of
Gogol's The Government Inspector.

Pfefer - the Surveyor

In late autumn, Pfefer came to the village of Struge. He
quickly found two buddies to help him, gave each of the
two a long stick to hold, while he himself took some wooden
poles, did the measuring with a long tape measure and
hammered the poles across the fields and the gardens; he
told his surveying assistant to stand even further away,
looking as if they were doing the measuring for a road or a
railway.

At first, the locals would just quietly observe the surveyors,
shaking their hands, but finally one of them spoke up and
asked:

»Listen, Sir, what is this gonna bef«

»The railway will be constructed her in a few months’
time, « said Pfefer and told his assistant to place the pole in
the hallway of the nearby house. The astounded owner of
the house was standing there in cold sweat, while his wife
was looking desperate and was weeping: »But, I'm sure
there's no need for the tracks to go straight through our
housel«

»No changes can be made, it needs to be the way the
Emperor has ordered. We'll make no bends, the railway
can't have any, so the tracks will go through the hallway
and from there forward! It'll be like this and no other way!
You two, assistants, take the rope through the hallway and
pull it through the kitchen window onto the farmyard! The



table is in the way and will need to be pulled down!«

The housewife almost collapsed with horror when she heard
what this was all about. Her husband came up to Pfefer
timidly, tugged at the sleeve of Pfefer's emperor's coat and
asked him to come to the house for a glass of new wine:
»My wife will be happy to throw something into the pan, if
you'll have it, as long as we can have a bit of a talk!«

Pfefer ordered the other two to have a break, he could
hardly wait for it himself. »The wife spent the whole day
frying and baking and the break dragged on late in the
evening, when Pferer and his buddies — now full of food
and drinks - finally set off taking the shortest way across the
Kurji Gric hill towards Ribnica.

Murgel - the Bailiff

Murgel, the bailiff, was a funny man; he was short, but
was able to reach with his hands all the way to the floor, so
he did not need to bend down whenever he tried tying his
shoes or wanted to scratch his ankles. His wife was a very
devout woman and loved going to church, while Murgel
himself believed it was enough for him to see the church
from the outside and the pubs from the inside. He managed
just fine with his faith for a number of years but in the end,
when he got fatally ill and his wife managed to persuade
him to make peace with God, he wanted the dean himself to
pay him a visit.

After the morning mass, Murgel’s wife goes into the sacristy
to ask the dean to come over in person and pass the
sacraments to her ill husband. Dolinar, the dean, gives her
his cassock and the stole to take come and get everything
ready, while he promises to come on foot as soon as possible.
The wife rushes home and places the cassock with the stole
on her husband’s bed, gets everything ready as requested by
the dean and then devoutly waits for him on the doorstep.
Murgel is looking at the table all set up, a white tablecloth
laid on it and candles lit on both sides of the cross and sees
the cassock and the stole on his bed, certainly brought over
by his wife for him, so he can get ready. He manages to pull
the cassock over his head, puts the stole around his neck
and then patiently waits for the dean to arrive.

It does not take long for Dolinar, the dean, to come; he gets
into the room and sees Murgel wearing the cassock and the
stole. He starts laughing out loud and says to the ill man:

» Well, Mr Murgel, why are you all dressed up like this?«
And Murgels reply: »Well, Dean, I knew there'd be all sorts
of formalities, but I didn’t expect this«
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Office Hours

The old man Murgel worked at the court of Ribnica as

an exactor - debt collector. He was a short man, but had
extremely long arms, so he was able to scratch his ankles
without having to bend down. During office hours he would
often clutch some of the documents under his armpit and go
to get some »stuff« from the nearby Pildar's Inn or - what
he liked even better - from Pick's store, where brandy was
also served, so he could quench his thirst. During those
times, the judicial councillor Mejac would sometimes

call Murgel looking for him to give him some special
instructions, but — of course - in vain.

One morning, when Murgel was going on and on about his
legal scholarly stuff, talking to the local men, who had all
come together at Pick's store and were each having a small
bottle of wine, the councillor Mejac was calling Murgel in
vain, looking for him in all of the offices and even had a
look in the prison. Of course, Murgel was nowhere fo be
found. As if nothing was wrong, but also suitably plastered,
Murgel came to his desk grumbling and threw a bunch

of documents on the desk angrily. when councillor Mejac
finally found him after having looked for him for ages.
Without any sort of introduction or questioning, Mejac
started scolding Murgel and reproached him for neglecting
his official duties and also for being drunk at work.

Murgel, still wearing his tall official cap, listened to him
standing and when Mejac was done with his lecture,
Murgel saluted him with full force and announced: »Mister
councillor, the office hours have started just now!«

Golob from Dane

Whenever Golob' from Dane came to the village, there was
always a lot of whooping and a whole bunch of children
followed him around.

»Golob, clocks, there are clocks to fix!« they would shout
and mimic him, while he threatened them and tried to keep
them away with a big stick.

He was a short and wide man. Sometimes he would wear
a hat and sometimes an old market town clerk cap, as well
as tidy clothes and large shoes which were obviously not

a good size for him. He would always carry a bundle of
clothes and some pairs of tongs with him. And since he was

I golob = literal meaning: pigeon



a self-thought clockmaker he would as a sign always wear a
clock face tied to the bundle.

Whenever he came to a house, he first always had a look
around to see if the clock was keeping time or not and then
he asked if they had any clocks to repair. »I can do it well«
he claimed.

»Yeah, but have you got your pick?« people would ask him
sometimes.

» Who?« he would ask with a tight voice.

Sometimes, when several boys came together, they would
decide to take an old clock for him to fix it. Jakob would
take it apart, spread all of the clockwork on the table, clean
and clear it using paraffin. In the mean-time the boys loved
to hide one of the parts, so he would get angry and scold
whoever had done it. Then they would secretly give the
hidden part back and tease him about his eyesight not being
ok. If he managed to get the clock going, he would say with
a lot of satisfaction: »Did you see, how well I can do it?!«.
But if the clock would not work even after he had tried to
repair it, he would secretly toddle off.

One day he came into the village carrying a large chest on
his shoulder and a big trumpet under his armpit. He kept
explaining to people excitedly: » This is a gramophone: it
plays, it sings, it talks and it quarrels. If you re willing to
pay, I'll wind it and you can listen to it.« After a few people
had paid him, they made him get the gramophone going.
But, of course, not all of the people listening paid, which
made him very angry.

As it was very heavy and clumsy, he decided to sell it and
then bought an electrification device.

»Hello! Have yourself electrified! It's good for you!«

»What good's gonna come off that electricity of yours!«
people would protest.

»You'll see how your hooves are gonna get curved! Well,
who gives a penny?« he offered, wanting people to pay in
advance.

»Hey you, young thing, come on over! You'll hold it and see
how it shines!«

More and more nosy parkers would get together, all making
fun of his machine. But if any of the jokers managed to
make him too angry, Golob would spin his machine so
much that the joker got really shaken, remembered it for
next time and would not touch his machine again.

One of the things he loved most were eiderdowns. When he
came in to a house, he would go and touch the beds.

If he came across an eiderdown, he would start haggling




over the price of accommodation.If he managed to score a
good price, then he would lie on the eiderdown and would
not show up again until two days later.

Golob - the Great Eater

Golob, the tramp, often had to deal with all sorts of travel
related problems. He would wander into a village feeling
hungry and thirsty, and would then walk from one house to
another to get something to eat, if nothing else at least some
Zganci' and milk or potatoes and cabbage. People knew
about his knowledge and skills in repairing watches and
clocks, so they would tell him to go over to other people’s
houses to get rid of him as quickly as possible. As there was
no other way he had to tighten his belt further, or else he
would have lost his trousers. Whenever the gods were kind
to him, he was given copious amounts of food and drinks,
especially after holidays and fair days. On days like this, he
was able to treat himself to everything, even if the dishes
were not all that fresh and inviting any more.

On Shrove Tuesday, he hobbled to Cene’ house, where the
lady of the house loved to treat him to anything she was
able to spare. She scraped cans of goulash, roasted liver and
lungs, poured beef and dry soup” on top, added potatoes
and gave him some bread to top it off. All of it amounted

to a plentiful amount of pigswill. Her husband, who was a
hearty eater himself, was watching Golob from the side and
kept telling him he should eat it all up, to which Golob did
nothing but nod. He had to loosen his belt twice and kept
eating and eating so much that his ears started moving.

He ate it all up in good faith that he would not need any
more food for at least a few days. The old man even brought
him some drinks: »Drink it up, you don't wanna end up
thirstyl« So Golob drank the wine as well and the guests
were now coming over to have a look at him, after they were
told that Golob had eaten a whole bucket of goulash. And
Golob, the big eater that he was, was just smiling and was
more than happy to drink wine whenever one of the guests
brought him some. But his stomach, used to being empty
most of the time, started revolting and he got cramps in his
bowels. Stooped down, he crept to the courtyard and paced
up and down, moaning from the pain. Francek Raznek

was standing in front of the stables watching Golob and

Zganci = hard-boiled corn mush, a traditional Slovene dish, often eaten with milk
dry soup = soup made out of water which smoked meat was cooked in



Good Wishes

soon realized the man was about to burst. He quickly found
another guy to help him and they agreed that Golob had to
be tied all over with a cord or else his stomach would blow
up like a bomb. Golob, who now had no free will left, let
them tie him to a carpenter’ trestle and then the two men
carefully tied a cord around his belly. Raznek even brought
an old chain, which they tightened around Golob’ belly,
Other people came over to have a look and were cracking
jokes about the whole thing. One of them even asked him:
»Golob, are you feeling any better?«

Golob replied with a whimpering voice: »I'm not feeling
better yet, but I'm not that worried anymore!«

on Name Day

When he was young, Raznekov Francek was hired by Cene's
Inn to help harnessing and unharnessing the yokes of horse
and cart drivers who were travelling in and out of Ribnica.
He lived to be over eighty, but of course, at that age he was
no longer of any use. He also had an out-of-tune accordion,
which he loved to play on every possible occasion, more

for larking about than playing properly. He would go and
wish luck to all of the local landowners and housekeepers
on their name days and had all of the dates marked in his
farmer's almanac in red.

On this mission of his, not even Rudez, the lord of the castle,
or the dean, were left out. But then one year the dean met
his death. And since Francek had always been given a silver
crown, a slice of white bread and a glass of the good mass
wine by the dean, whenever Francek came to congratulate
him on his name day, he was now ill at ease about what to
do to get what he had always been given by the deceased.
On Midsummer's Day, the dean’s name day, Francek carme
to presbytery with his accordion as usual, and started
playing so loudly that there was no shortage of crackling
sounds. The new dean peeked from his office looking all
startled and puzzled about what this was all about. Francek
explained humbly: »You know, Sir, I've come to wish the
late dean good luck on his name day — and they should get
me a crown!«

The dean replied: »My name day is not until Christmas!«,
but Francek, a somewhat slow man, yet nevertheless a
cunning and resourceful one whenever his benefits were at
stake, had an answer ready in no time: »Well, in this case,
I'll come again then!«



Raznekov Francek and a Sack

The locals loved to tease Raznekov Francek and pull his leg
on every imaginable occasion. They accused him of having
lived in sin with Cotarjeva Mica when he was young, and
that she almost had a baby with him. Francek was well
aware of his lowly position and didn't get foo upset about it,
so he would usually say to the teasers: »There, there, you'd
better keep quiet, keep quiet! You're lying if vou're saying
Mica'd have a baby with me. She never did have one;
although she was thirteen months pregnant and everything
turned out ok!«

And whenever they saw him, the local children would
always tease him by calling out »One sack, another sack,
two menl«most probably because of the long buttoned up
coat he was wearing. Of course, this made Francek mad, so
he would chase them around the doorways and gardens,
but could never catch any of them.

One evening, Johanov Toncek came fo Pakiz's Inn looking
for his father. Francek was also there, slowly sipping on his
dram of brandy and Tonlek caught sight of him. He got all
self-confident and before even passing the message on to his
father he went up to the innkeeper Pakiz and asked: »Uncle,
is that sack (emphasizing it) standing in the hall yours or
should I take it home?« This question made Francek jump,
while Toncek went up to his father and whispered the
mother's message to his ear. Francek left his dram on the
table, walked over to Toncek's father and complained feeling
totally outraged: » This is a disgrace, Mister Johan, to have
such a son who calls me a sack on purpose and who won't
leave me in peace and quiet. Give him his due! «

The Easygoing Beggar

At that time, Raznekov Francek was among the
unemployed in Ribnica. When one day the old man Cene
got mad at him and scolded him, Francek got offended and
went to lie in the shade. When he got enough sleep, he felt
hungry and thirsty, but there was nothing Cene's lady could
say to make him eat something that she'd prepared. He
couldn't have been more offended and would rather die of
hunger than ever again eat something at Cene's. Old and a
nuisance to both himself and others, Francek decided to go
begging for money in the square, to find people willing to
spare some money.



And so one day Francek cornes begging all the way fo
Z'sk'dnikar, where the local teacher is looking through the
window in the first floor, watching the life go by in the lively
square. Francek looks up at the window and asks: »Good
Sir, y'know, I'm such a pauper. I'm almost eighty and have
no father, no mother. Could you spare some change!« The
teacher gets all the money he has on himself together and
throws it out of the window and onto the ground. Of course,
the loose change gets scattered all over the place. Francek
keeps eyeing the riches for a bit and then looks up once
again, calling out: »Good Sir, could you pick it up for me as
wellll«

Ribnica and the Need to Be Cautious

Pakizev Lipe

The late Gavzelj was a good sort, but cunning as a fox and
always without money.

One day he went over to Pildar's Inn, with his right hand
in the pocket of his trousers as if he was groping for money,
and asked for a quarter of a litre of wine. Pildar gave him a
mistrustful look, but brought him the wine nevertheless and
then waited for the payment. Gavzelj held on to the goblet
with his left hand and drank more than half of it, taking
the right one out of the pocket with no money in it. Pildar
realized straight away he would get no money, got hold of
the half full goblet and almost sighed:

»Let's save what there’s to savel«

When Pakizev Lipe was twenty he wanted to get married,
s0 he mustered up the courage and told his father about it.
The father listened to Lipe calmly, put a hand on his
forehead, shook his head and said, in all seriousness: »Your
head, boy, is not totally ok. Go over to your mother in the
kitchen and let her tie some garlic around your neck, so
you'll start feeling better. Well oh well, I've had a feeling for
the last few days that you've been a bit feverish!«
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Not Everyone Is Meant to Go Crazy

For years Jare worked at the Ribnica castle as a shepherd.
He wasn't particularly bright or clever, so the castle servants
would often make fun of him. Because of this he preferred
spending time with the animals, which he brushed in the
stable and put out to pasture behind the castle and all over
Ugar. Every evening, he would drive the herd across the
Bistrica River, gave the animals water and brought them
inside the stable.

One evening, Rudez, the young lord of the castle, was
watching Jare from the bridge and felt like a little joke, so he
called out to him:

»Jare, rumour has it that you're gonna get married to
Bobkova Marjanca. When do you wanna go and woo her?
I'll be your best man!«

»Hm, hm, Mister RudeZ, why are you going crazy if you're
not meant to be?!!«



MatTrimonal Love, RiBnica
STYLe

Piltavor and the Missing Tongue

Piltavor's house with a farmyard' stable stood on the corner
of the then loan bank. Piltavor had all characteristics of a
native of Ribnica. He was tall and had a thick moustache
adorning his face like two squirrel tails. He was a peddler in
the real sense of the word: talkative, insulting and a tease,
but never rude, depending on the situation, and knew how
to tell stories of migrant workers in the most genuine form
of the local dialect in a way that made everyone laugh out.
Never mind if he used a little lie from time to time or blew a
story out of proportion, he always told a story in a such way
that people could understand perfectly, and was waggish
and convincing to top it off He peddled around Lika and
Dalmatia and took woodenware from one place to another
on his little horse and a cart and then returned back home
full of money. His wife had to work her guts out at home on
her own taking care of the children and the land and was
angry with her husband because he would not do any work
at home; instead he spent all of his time going from one

inn to another, drinking and entertaining guests. If she was
really cross, she would give him the silent treatment all week

1 farmyard stable = in Ribnica the market town houses had stables in the farmyard



long; he tried talking to her in vain — she would not reply,
not for the world.

Piltavor, who loved talking to just about anyone, including
his wife, especially whenever he came home sloshed,

would have loved to tell her many a thing that he either
did not have the chance to say during the day or found it
difficult to say. He was mulling over how to cure her of this
disobedience and stubbornness for a long time and finally
came up with an idea. Not long after he got a chance to try
it out, His wife was once again boiling with anger and was
giving him the silent treatment for the second week in a row.
She brought breakfast, lunch and dinner to her husband on
the table without saying a word and fook away the empty
dished again silently. He was trying to get a word out of
her, but in vain; no word, neither a nice one nor a bad one
would do the trick. So one evening, he took his carf from
under the roof and started loading the side-rims, the pails
and the rest of the woodenware. The wife, who had usually
helped him do such work, was this time only watching

him silently through the kitchen window and would not
come any nearer. Piltavor then checked the yoke which was
hanging in front of the stable along with the horse-collar;
everything was set and ready for him to leave. He went

to the nearby tobacco shop and got some tobacco for his
indispensable pipe, then took a slight detour to Pakiz's Inn,
had half a litre of cvicek® and then returned home, had
dinner and went to bed without saying a single word.

It was still dark in the morning when he got up and went
into the stable to feed and harness the horse and get
everything ready to leave. In the mean-time his wife made
him some breakast; Pildaver ate it quickly without saying
a word. He got up and lit the cart lamp, took a whip from
the corner and went to the stable to get the horse and
harness it, He was just about to leave when he thought

of something and started looking for it under the seat; he
lifted the blankets, took off the lamp and looked all around
the cart and underneath it - but all in vain. His wife was
watching him in astonishment the whole time; Piltavor
then quietly went past her with a lit lamp straight into the
house, shone the lamp under the table and under the bench,
went searching under the stove, chased away the sleeping
cat - all in vain. Then he also popped into the small room,
crawled on the floor on all fours, looked under the bed and
the closet, the whole time murmuring to himself: »Dammn it!
It can't be so small that I couldn't find it!«

cvidek = Slovenian wine from the Dolenjska region (Lower Carniola)



Now this was all too much for his wife, so he she finally
spoke up again: »What on Earth are you looking for?«
Piltavor still kneeling on the floor, straightened up and
sighed with relief: »Well, this tongue of yours — thanks God,
I finally found it! Take a break — I'm not going anywhere!«

Master Lukez and His Wife Jera

Half Each

Master Lukez and his wife Jera would go to the inn every
single evening, always is the same way: Jera walked at the
front, Lukez right behind her. The reason for this was that
the man had difficulties keeping up with her. Jera was tall
and skinny, a proper beanpole, while Lukez was short and
wide.

One day they had a quarrel and in the evening LukeZ took
off and went to Ulcar's Inn on his own. Of course it did not
take long for Jera to find him. When LukeZ caught sight
of her standing at the door, he got scared and had he had
the chance, he would have moved straight away. But Jera
quickly sat down next to him and said with a thundering
voice: »You, devil, move over. You're not gonna down it all
yourself!«

Gavzelj was a timber loader at the train station, some sort
of a »wagon man«. He was well over the hill, tall and skinny
in appearance, and had a squint. He was married and the
joker and the good sort that he was he used to call his Mica
»lintver«!. Only when she was with him, he would call her
»lintvercek«, a little dragon. He loved to down a drink or
two, if only he had the money for it, his thirst was quite the
unquenchable kind.

On Saturdays, when got his weekly wage, he would always
go straight to Pildar's or Ulcar's Inn and had his half a
litre. Mica always went looking for him, so he would not
squander it all on booze and also because she was quite
fond of having s drink or two too. She would quietly sneak
into the inn, sit next to her husband and greet him: » Move
ovet, you silly old man, you're not gonna drink it all up
yourself!« And then it all began: the wife started yelping,
jabbering and drinking, while Gavzlej kept drinking

1 Iintver = a dragon
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himself, ironing out the disagreements and trying to
convince her how much he loved her and that he would do
anything for her, if only she would leave him more money to
spend it any way he wanted.

One evening they were on their way home walking across
the bridge towards Mlaka. Mica wouldn't stop yelling

at him, so GavZelj decided to prove his love in a rather
tangible way: »Look, Mica, why are you always telling me
off, vou know I'd do anything for you, 1'd even jump in the
water, lookl« And there he was rushing over the stone wall
in the middle of the bridge and jumped straight into the
calm waves of the Bistrica River. When his hot love cooled
off in the cold river a bit. he called out to his wife: »Mica,
half for you, half for me, and I'll come out; if not I'd rather
drown!« Mica replied: »So thats how ity gonna be?! You
devil, youd rather give anything to others than me! If that'’s
so I'd rather hang out with the devil than you, just throw
the money up to me and then sod off, you old bugger!«



War anp FrReepom, RiBnica
StyYLe

On How Ribnica Was Occupied by the Italians

After a heroic battle in 1941, the immortal Italian army
peacefully marched into the woodenware stronghold of
Ribnica; to start with the »heroes« walked from one house
to another looking for something to eat. All of the cats
disappeared straight away and thus became the first and the
only bloody victims of the »heroic« battle.

Some of these heroes also made it to Mlaka, the suburb of
Ribnica, to Urban's family. The men had disappeared long
before and were secretly watching the new guests from their
hideouts. The mother was the only one keeping herself busy
in the kitchen, the daughter was standing frozen with fear
watching the men who had come over wanting to buy eggs
or a hen. But nobody was able to get the message across to
the women, and even if that had happened and she would
have understood what they wanted, she probably would not
have been willing to help them out. One of the soldiers was
a bit of a clown, a jester, who decided to try out something
as a last resort. To make the woman understand what

a »gallina’« and »uova’« were, he was waving his arms

1 gallina (Italian) = hen
2 wova (Italian) = eggs



around and dragging on the floor kneeling and imitating a
rooster chasing a hen.

The mother eyed him for a while and then called out to her
daughter: »Jesus Christ, child, bring a chamber pot quickly,
you see he'll do number two any second now!«

An Unwanted Guest

Right after the liberation, a thirsty and hungry guest walks
into Pildar’s Inn and asks:

»Have you got anything to drink?«

»We have not!«

»Have you got anything to eat?«

»We have not!«

»Is there anything you have?«

»Freedom!«



On WHat WenT On In
DoLensa Vas

The Co-operative in Dolenja Vas

In the old days, potters from Dolenja vas often travelled
around peddling their ware. They saw many useful things
in foreign lands and loved introducing these novelties in
their native country. They saw that co-operatives were
being set up in larger villages for the selling and purchasing
of all sorts of necessities and treats for the co-operative
members. And so sixty years ago the potters founded their
own co-operative. They collected the co-operative shares
and used them to buy everything needed for the stomach
and the body, set up a store and started selling all sorts of
goods to their members. But since they did not particularly
trust their manager, they decided to get together at the co-
operative store every day, as if by chance.

Sacks full of coffee and rice, as well as boxes with chicory
were placed all around the store, so there was hardly any
need for a warehouse. Cooperative board members would
use these sacks and boxes to sit on and then they would
light their pipes and talk about the usual and unusual
events around the world and in their beautiful Ribnica
Valley. They would sit on the full sacks in a very manly
manner; everybody had to get an impression that the

men were fully aware that they were sitting on their own

property.



They would hardly ever miss coming to the board member
meetings held at the store. Under the weight of care for the
prosperity of the potters’ conpnunity, the sacks started to
collapse and got a bit lower every evening, so the men were
now sitting almost on the floor. But the manager found this
very strange; he thought it was impossible for the coffee,
rice and other goods in sacks to shrink under the men's
weight so much that their amount would drop visibly and
end up just above the floor. He lifted up a coffee sack with
great care to check it and find the reason for this strange
phenomenon, but a few beans poured out onto the floor.

It did not take him long to find out there were only a few
beans left in the sack that was otherwise completely sawn
up and sealed. Same story in the rice and lentil sacks. He
then lifted up a chicory box - it was almost empty, as was
the sugar cubes one. But where did it all go without any
traces of the goods that had disappeared from the sacks and
the boxes?!

And then it dawned on him and he found a proper
explanation for the whole thing. Committee members
sitting on the sacks had secretly been reaching into the sacks
and filling up their pockets with coffee, sugar and rice. He
put all of the sacks and boxes back to where they belonged
and waited until the next evening.

The men came again and occupied their places on almost
empty sacks and boxes with dignity and vainglory. But the
manager came forward even more vaingloriously and said:
»Dear committee members! The co-operative store will be
closed down today! There is neither any money nor any
goods left, as you can see yourself, since you 're sitting on
empty sacks.«

Dear Donkeys

The timber merchant Ramboviek lived in Ribnica for

over forty years, but had never learnt Slovene. He was
Czech by birth and Italian as far as citizenship goes, but
nevertheless lived in Ribnica and was doing just fine. He
somehow managed to talk to everyone although he did not
understand it all, far from it. As a timber merchant he often
travelled to Italy and if people asked him to bring them
something from there, he happily obliged.

This one time, Mrhar, a merchant from the village of
Dolenja vas, asked him to get him twenty ‘osels” —

) osel (Slovene) = a colloguial word for a whetstone, the same word also means a
donkey’



2 Loncarija =

The Sermon

whetstones for making scythes sharper, all the way from
Bergamo; they were supposedly of very good quality. But
Rambovsek thought Mrhar asked him to bring him twenty
donkeys, so he bought them, had them loaded on a wagon
and sent to Mrhar.

The donkey wagon arrived at the Ribnica railway station,
but Mrhar claimed he had not ordered them and did not
want to take them. In the end it was agreed he would
somehow try and arrange to give the donkeys away to
whomever, the price was namely a good one and the
animals were starving as it was. Finally, the donkeys were
unloaded and taken through Ribnica in the direction of
people from Loncarija’. People were watching all of this,
laughing at the unusual herd, which was leisurely moving
along the road. Seeing this, JoZe Zupancic, a teacher and a
proper joker, suddenly had a light bulb moment; he rode his
bicycle to Dolenja vas and Nace Mrhar's Inn, where an arch
was still stored in the corner of the inn garden; it had been
left there after the last village féte and the inscription on it
said: »Welcome, dear guests!«

It did not take him too long to finish it. He used a knife to
change the lettering on the inscription and then quickly
found some people to help him erect the arch in greeting of
the long-eared donkeys that were just about to get there:

» Welcome, dear donkeys!«

For a long time after, the whole of the Ribnica Valley

kept laughing at the expense of the festive reception of the
unusual big-eared guests in Dolenja vas.

Land of Pottery

People from Ribnica, both woodenware makers and potters,
were very devout and zealous people, in good as well as in
bad times. They loved going to church and even when they
were away on their peddling trips they would display their
goods in front of village churches on Sundays and holidays,
so they could sell them during the mass and even more so
afterwards.

Once upon a time a potter found his way into a village
with a large church that was on a good way of becoming

a pilgrimage site. The potter had heard that they had a
preacher in the church who could talk in such a moving way
that he made the whole church cry. He would not miss an
opportunity like this for the world. He spread out his bowls



and pots under a table and told his littie boy fo keep an eye
on the horse and feed it. Then he walked into the church,
commingled with the men and the boys under the organ
loft, so he would be able to get out after the mass as quickly
as possible.

The priest got onto the pulpit and started talking, at first
with a lowered voice and then more and more loudly,
persuasively, enthusiastically and movingly, so all of the
women started sniffing. And it was not long until men had
tears rolling down their cheeks too and they started wiping
them down with large red handkerchiefs. The potter was the
only one standing there as if he was deaf or as if the words
did not concern him in the slightest. So an old man tugged
at his sleeve and asked: »Aren’t you moved by his words as
you're not crying? « The potter looked at the man, placed his
hand flat next to his own mouth and replied: »Of course,
I'm moved, Id cry too, but I'm not from this parish!«

Korl - Nothing but the Best

The late prince-bishop Jeglic was confirming potters in the
village of Dolenja vas. The parish priest Skulj also invited
the local mayor and some other bigwigs to the festive lunch
after the conformation and introduced them to the bishop:
Karol Hribar, Karel Mrhar and some other Korls', nothing
but them; there were so many actually that even the

bishop himself was astonished about this: »Karol Skulj, the
priest; Karol Hribar, the mayor; Karol Mrhar, the church
caretaker; that's weird — nothing but Korls!«

The mayor responded: »Yes, Your Excellency, in Dolenja vas
every Korl is simply the best - all of them nothing but the
best!«

Skubic, the dean of Ribnica, who did not want to be
outdone by anyone, quickly turned the conversation to
Ribnica: »In Ribnica things are a bit different. Anton Rudez,
the lord of the manor, Anton Skubic, the dean; Anton
Schifrer, the doctor; Anton Mejac, the judicial councillor
etc. I do need to add that whoever wants to be a man of
note in Ribnica must be called Anton!«

1 Korl, Karol, Karl = all variants of the name Karel (Charles)



PeoPLe FROM THe
NeiGHBOURING ViLLaGe OF
STRUGe

A Baby from Struge

The village of Struge is part of Suha krajina, where God
threw his club at when creating the world. There are few
fields and those that do exist are barren, rocky and even
without water. In drought-stricken times, people need to
walk very far to get water, at times even all the way to Krka
River.

Men make their living on Mala gora by chopping up wood,
making charcoal and lime, while women have it difficult
being left at home alone with the children and working

on meagre soil. They go to Ribnica to sell lettuce, eggs and
hazelnuts.

In the old days, the nearest doctor for the village of Struge
was in Ribnica and had to either take twenty-four ke on
the road or walk for an hour and a half across Baselj and
the Mala gora ridge. They did not see much of him and it
really had to be a case of emergency for people to fetch him.
Medical care for the village was for many years provided
by Dr. Janez Orazem, the district general practitioner in
Ribnica.

There was this one time when a man from Struge came to
ask the doctor if he could come over to help his wife, who



Hardigata'

was having problems delivering the baby during a very
difficult childbirth. The man brought a horse on a leash,
but had ne saddle for the doctor to sit on, so he could ride
the long way to the village. It was getting dark when they
finally made it over to the house where the woman was in
labour. It was not until the morning that both the mother
and the baby were finally saved and the dog-tired doctor lay
down next to the farmhouse stove to have at least a bit of a
rest and to recover before making his way back across Mala
gora. He had only been napping for little, when the mother
called him over:

»Doc, I have no idea how much money you'll be wanting
Jor the help and I have none to give you. You know what,
you'd better just take this little mite that you've helped
deliver with you. It1l be easier for you to support it that for
me. Just take it instead of the money!«

Women from Struge and other villages around Suha krajina
would often go to Ribnica to sell eggs and butter, dandelion
and lettuce, as well as strawberries and raspberries in the
spring, and pears, hazelnuts and walnuts in the autumn.
They did not make much money, but they did make enough
to buy the bare necessities. After they bought all sorts of
treats in the stores in Ribnica, they would go back home
across the Kurji gric hill. There was only a footpath, but in
an hour and a half one could make it from Ribnica to the
village of Struge via Mala gora.

One morning, the higher court councillor Mejac had some
errands in Struge and was slowly walking in the direction of
the Kurji gric hill. A woman from Struge, who looked like
she was having cramps in her stomach, was walking right in
front of him. She was moaning and whining to herself, but
not for long. The strong gas found its way out on its own,
she broke wind and felt better. Feeling enthusiastic and
freed from all of the problems inside her body, she called
out: »Hardigata!« and repeated it over and over again.
Every single time she felt better, she called out as happy

as could be: »Hardigatal«, without looking back if anyone
could hear her or not.

I hardigata = an exclamation expressing surprise, a mild swearword; Blimey!|
Darn itl; it is derived from 'hardi gatti’ (German)



As soon as she sat down to have a bit of a rest beside the
road she caught sight of the higher court councillor Mejac,
who was right behind her and had heard her every time she
called out. Feeling startled and alarmed, she knew the man
well after all, she said out loudly, almost shouting: »Dear
Lord, Sir, have you been walking behind me for a long
time?«

»Ever since the first ‘hardigatal’« replied Mejac laughing out
loud at the same time, went past her and kept on walking

People from Suha Krajina at a Wedding

There was a wedding celebration somewhere in the village
of Struge. A roasted hen was brought to the table and
placed in front of the senior villager for him to cut it and
share it out fo the wedding guests; a piece to each of them,
as was the habit at weddings back in the days. But the old
and stiff hen would not give in easily and also the man
was hardly used to doing this sort of thing, so the meat slid
under his greasy fingers and landed under the table. Pazi,
the house dog, which was waiting at the fireside hoping
for some bones, leapt on to get the hen, but right at this
moment the old godmother called out: »Dear Lord, the dog’s
gonna get it!l« But the village senior just laughed calmly:
»He's not. I've got my foot on itl«



AnecpoTtes FrRom RiBnICca

The Ladies of Ribnica

The ladies of Ribnica came over for a visit and were sitting
in the kitchen, sipping their coffee while talking about

the rocket that took a photo of the moon from the other
side. Nezka, a young girl, who was washing the dishes,
was listening to their conversation. Completely beside
herself, she lifted her wet hands in the air and called out
unintentionally:

»Good heavens!«

A Man from Ribnica and Darwin’s Theory of Evolution

One evening after the war, a group of women got together at
Frantar's Inn to have a bit of a chinwag, over Turkish coffee,
of course. Kramarckova Anka was talking most of the time,
explaining to all of the other women about the evolution of
men from the beginning to the present day. At one point,
Johanov Mirklac came into the room, feeling somewhat
squiffy already, and the sharp-tongued sort that he was he
was on the lookout for a victim to speak to. Anka started
talking to him and thus gave him a perfect opportunity



herself: »Hey you, Mirklac, you secem to know and read a
lot, you've read all sorts of things. Isn't it true that man
originated from the monkeys?«

Mirklac's eyes lit up and as soon as he turned over to Anka,
his sting ready to attack.

»I gotta admit I didn't know your father! But I do think it's
not far from where you belong yourself!«

Zorzek - a Charitable Merchant

Children went around the stores asking for boxes otherwise
used for storing shirts etc. to have something to play with.
ZorZek turned them down: »Haven't got any, can't give you
any, I can't do without them!«

He would often complain: »People are so mean. They say I
cheat, that everything I sell is too expensive!«

People really did claim that everything in his store was too
expensive, that his prices were extortionate.

How would defend himself saying: »What do you mean
too expensive? What do you mean I overcharge people? I
buy something for one dinar and sell it for only two. How
is this too much? How, it's only one percent more expensive
anyway!?«

Consistent Frugality

The Ulcar family was a very frugal one. They had a large
country-style clock in a special cupboard, but they only used
it to tell the time during the day. Every evening, after the
family has gone to bed, the master of the house would open
the clock cupboard and stop the clock, saying that at night
nobody checked the time anyway and that they could hear
the church clock just across the road chime every quarter of
an hour.

They also had a habit of chasing the children away from the
windows, because the glass would get worn out if they were
looking through them.



Taking Back the Greeting

There was no love lost between the old man Jergec and
Skubic, the dean of Ribnica. When Jergec’s aide Prajs passed
away, the mayor would not allow Prajs to be buried in
consecrated soil as Prajs had been a Lutheran. And this is
when all of this hatred actually started.

One day, on a winter evening, Jergec and Skubic bumped
into each other once again in the main square. Jergec was
probably absorbed in thoughts or something, so he took his
hat off and greeted Skubic »Good evening«, and the dean, of
course, greeted him back. But when Jergec heard the man’s
voice, he suddenly remembered his old animosity, turned
around and called out after him: »Sir, I'm taking it back -
the greeting is off!«

Gorenjski Papez!

Whenever people got together for a bit of merry-making
they often made fun of Papez, asking him for his blessing.
Papez got up behind the table, stretched out his long arms
and said with his head down:

»In the name of the Father and of the Son,

lets all drink one!«

1 Gorenjski Papez = "The Pope from Gorenja vas, a nickname given to a man from this
village
A Father and His Son

A mother tells her son to go to the inn and fetch his father,
if the father is still able to make it home, that is. If not, she
says, she will get the chaise and go and get him herself.

The son finds the father, who is already feeling rather tipsy,
and tells him what the mother has said. The father feels like
walking, so they head home on foot; his legs feel like cooked
macaroni, but the two manage somehow nevertheless. The
son is holding his father's hand and is trying to catch him,
prevent him from stumbling. He asks:

»Father, how does one feel when he's drunk?«

The father replies: »Hm, how do I put it in words?! Oh look,
there's two people walking over there. If I was drink, I'd see
four of them!«

To which the son replies: »Father, there IS only one man!«



A Man from Ribnica and the Skyscraper in Ljubljana

At the time when the famous skyscraper in Ljubljana is
being built, a peddler from Ribnica comes to Ljubljana,
stops a local man just outside of Figovec Inn and asks: »Sir,
listen, what's this building gonna be, it's so tall?!«

The man recognizes the man’s dialect and attempts to make
a joke: »It'll be a madhouse for people from Ribnical«

But the peddler has a reply up his sleeve: »Well oh well, 1
reckon it's not even gonna be big enough for the people from
Ljubljanal«

A Riddle

Wood on wood is seen, some linen in-between, four souls,

five people.

Solution: (stauvaqipd puv Apoq pvap ays ynum uiffor v)
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THe LIST OF CarRICaTURES
BY Janko TROST

Seznam Trostovih originalnih karikatur, ki jih deloma
preoblikovane najdemo tudi v pricujo&i publikaciji. Za
njihovo aktualizacijo je poskrbela Barbara Koblar.

Podatki pri delih si sledijo v naslednjem zaporedju:
naslov, leto nastanka, tehnika, velikost v centimetrih,
signatura in datacija dela, lastnik in opis.

The list of Janko Tro5t's original caricatures, which have
for the purposes of this publication been somewhat
redesigned by Barbara Koblar and are included here as
well.

Artworlc details are listed in the following sequence:
the title, the year of origin, the technique, size in cm,
the author’s signature and date, the owner and the
description.



Agrarna reforma, /, risba, 28 x 20,
/., Muzej Ribnica,
moski z biCem, ki ukazuje Zivalim.

Pravosodije, /, risba, 28 1 20,

d. sp.: 1. Trodt, Muzej Ribnica
moZ, I<i ima v eni roki muho, pred
njim je Zaba.

Trgovina, /, risba, 28 » 20,

d. sp.: ITrost, Muzej Ribnica,
moZ z desko v rokah, za njim je
prasic.

Prosveta, /, risba, 27.5 x 17,
d. sp.: ITrost, Muzej Ribnica,
moz z »jokerjems« v narodju.

Sume inrude, /, risba, 28 x 20,

/, Muzej Ribnica,

moZ z rudo v rokah in plesalkami
v ozadju.

Zdravstvo, /, risba, 28 x 20,

d. sp.: ITrost, Muzej Ribnica,
zdravnik s poSkodovanim sololom
v roki.

Agrarian Reform, /, drawing,

28 x 20,

/. Ribnica Museum,

a man with a whip driving animals.

Judicial System, /, drawing, 28 x 20,
bottom right: 1. Trot, Ribnica
Museum,

aman holding a fly in his hand;
there is a frog in front of him.

Trade, /, drawing, 28 x 20,
bottom right: 1Trost, Ribnica
Museum,

aman holding a board; there is a
pig behind him,

Education, /, drawing, 27.5 x 17,
bottom right: 1Trost, Ribnica
Museum,

aman holding a »joker«.

The Woods and the Ores, /, drawing,
28 n 20,

/. Ribnica Museum,

aman holding ore in his hands;
there are some dancers behind him.

Health, /, drawing, 28 x 20,
bottom right: 1Trost, Ribnica
Museum,

a doctor holding an injured falcon.



Promet, /, risba, 28 x 20,

/, Muzej Ribnica,

moZ pred smerokazom »na
Stacjonc.

Flajstrajne v Ribnici, 1931, tempera,
papir, 50 X 47.5,

d. sp.: pin. J. Tro3t 31, Muzej Ribnica,
karikatura s prizorom tlakovanja
ceste v Ribnici.

Ribniski jagri, 1929, tempera, papir,
36 %65,

L.sp.: . Trost Foc. 1929, Natasa
Podboj.

Tu pregajnejne iz krize u Ribend,
1932, tempera, papir, 62 x 48,

/. Ivan Pelc,

na humoren nacin prikazuje
preganjanje gospodarske krize v
Ribnici.

Ribniski kapisoni v domaem
parlamentu, 1927, tempera, papir,
46.50%71,

d. sp.: Joh. Trostvs, Emil Pakiz,

na humoren naéin prikazuje
zasedanje ribniskega parlamenta
Pri PakiZu, pri peci s klju¢em v roki
sedi lastnik gostilne Emil Pakiz.

0d tih nashih kapishonu, /,
lepljenka, 43 x 29.5,

d. sp.: 1. Trost, Ana Bercé,

Marko Burger in Rudi Pirker v
vrodi razpravi, spodaj je napisan
komentar na dogajanje.

Transport, /, drawing, 28 x 20,
/, Ribnica Museum,

a man at the »To the station«
signpost.

Paving in Ribnica, 1931, tempera,
paper, 50 x 47.5,

bottom right: pin. J. Tro5t 31,
Ribnica Museum,

a caricature depicting paving a road
in Ribnica.

The Hunters of Ribnica, 1929,
tempera, paper,

36 % 65,

bottom left: J. Trost Foc. 1929,
NataSa Podboj.

Chasing Away the Crisis in Ribnica,
1932, tempera, paper, 62x48,

/, Ivan Pelc,

the caricature depicts the crisis in
the 1930s in Ribnica.

Kapisoni of Ribnica at the Local
Parliament, 1926, tempera, paper,
46,50 X 71,

bottom right: Joh. Trostvs, Emil
Pakiz,

the intellectuals of Ribnica are
having a meeting at a table ina
local inn. Emil PakiZ, the inn owner,
is sitting at the furnace holding a
key in his hands.

On These *Kapisoni' of Ours, /,
cardboard, 43 x 29.5,

bottom right: J. Tro5t, Ana Bercé,
the picture shows Marko Burger
and Rudi Pirker having a heated
discussion. There is a comment
on what is going on in the picture
written at the bottom.
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MUZE] RIBNICA

MUSEUM OF RIBNICA

... S postaje se je tedaj pripeljal na kolesu stari Krizman, grajski
Marko je pridefeliral kar po trgu, dolgi Pardon pa za vodo.
Srecno so se sesli kakor vsak dan za mizo pod sv. Notburgo,

da odzebrajo svoje litanije o moreci krizi in slabih ¢asih. Pa jih

mladi Cene povabi v klet na pokusnjo novega vina. ...

... At that moment the old KriZman came cycling from the station,
the castle owner’s brother Marko came walking across the square as if
marching in a parade and the tall Pardon came from along the water.
Just like any other day, they got together happily at the table under

St. Notburea, a statue of Saint Mary, to share anything they had fo
say about the nightmarish crisis and bad times. And then young Cene
invited them to the cellar to taste some of the new wine. ...




