
A BOOK ON 
MACEDONIA 

St. Clement in Ohrid 

LUDWfG KUBA 



More than 2000 years have passed since 
then, but the name Macedonia has been pre-
served in the memory of all mankind. It's 
territory is not large (approximately 60,000 sq. 
kilometers). It consisted of valleys of the 
three major tributaries of the Aegean-Varder, 
Struma and Mesta and had natural sea and 
mountain borders. To the east the Rhodopes 
and Rilla, where to the north Karadag, also 
called the Skoplje Cherna Gora with the Shar 
mountain, to west the Albanian mountains 
and the Greek Pindus and Olympus. 
From the ethnographical point of view, 
Macedonia is a continuous Slavic territory, 
pierced by small ones are: Turks, Greeks, 
Albanians, Wallachs, Spanish Jews and 
Gypsies. The majority of the local Slavs, with 
the except of an insignificant Serbian colony, 
have always been considered as a branch of 
the Bulgarian people. 
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I. IN OHRID AND ITS VICINITIES TALE ONE 

11 is unbelievable: ofall Slavic lands, Macedonia and Czechoslovakia, 
. hich joined hands for a great cultural cause, at the very dawn of our 

r.istories today are completely alienated. Our relations date as far 
b ack as the year 863, thanks to the Equal-to-the-Apostles Saints Cyril 
and Methodius, and their disciples Clement and Nahum. 

These ties are now being renewed, not till a thousand years later, 
nanks again to the Macedonians. But instead of the Slavic Lithurgy, 

now they employ different means, which are more consistent with oui 
\mes . First, they tried to glue together the damaged cause, usin; 
Turkish honey and "rakhat lokoum" (a relaxing Turkish delight and 
a stickey eastern sweet), then they used sheep's guts, which were sold 
zartly to the sausage makers, for the production of sausages, and 
partly to the string producing factories, which pleased the 
.arebrained idealists too. All the time, the Ohrid lake offers us 
therwise tempting necklaces, made of artificial pearls, which might 

- loner stand for Czech-Macedonian cooperation, since for their pro-
i . "ion our town of Iablonets supplies glass scales, as silvery and opal 
a - :he scales of the small fish (Alburnus belvica), and Ohrid is already 
-.1 of them. But I feel that in this way, the cause will not be led ofTin a 
alse and artificial direction, despite the fact, that we have sufficient 
. -amit ies of artificial pearls. 

In 1925, the Czech-Macedonian relations embarked on the third, 
— •f-ntially new period, and our sympathies turned into actions. First 

all. Dr. J . Komarek arrived there, to study his namesakes*, which 
eether with tropical malaria caused many evils, and secondly, I 

• " ^ zee'. Kymarek means mosquito. 



myself arrived, to collect folk songs. Even though we felt on our own 
skins that the above-mentioned scientist was studying quite a burning 
issue, I believed that my task was more important, since it was also 
more urgent. Domestic and American capital was taking the utmost 
care of the mosquitoes, in the numerous, and sometimes magnificent 
tropical institutes and malaria stations, but I doubted that anyone 
had shown any interest in the songs until then. And, after all, they 
have been the only practical result of all scientific research. We were 
under the impression that we could catch malaria only from those 
mosquitoes, whose hind parts were raised when they stung. And who 
could possess enough calm and enough bad taste for such observa-
tions as these? 

Therefore, there was nothing personal in the fact that I attached 
greater importance to my project, the more so as some events which 
occured upon my arrival allowed me to do so. I was famous. At least 
along the Nish-Salonika railroad, almost at all stations, where the 
express train stopped at, I was cordially welcomed by gypsy brass 
bands, drums, and castanets. My fellow travellers assured me that the 
attention was meant for them too, and that this habit had been firmly 
rooted here ever since the World War I, but I stole it all for myself. I 
produced a notebook and took notes. As far as the melodies were not a 
foreign echo, it was worth it, especially the rhythm. 

At that time I was on my way to Ohrid. I only stopped for three 
days in Skoplje, so that we (I and my son) could get used to the heat. 
We kept crawling in the thin shadows along the walls: we, the local 
people, the soldiers, the cattle and the dogs. 

But our compatriots kept urging us on. " I t might get even hotter," 
they said. " I t ought to be hot here! It is situated very low, and in a 
hollow at that. Jus t hurry on to Ohrid. The altitude there is 700 
meters and there is a large lake. It 's pleasant. Even the ancient 
Romans . . . . "—"and the young Roman ladies," I intervened—"went 
there for their holidays. On some days the temperature here goes right 
up to 60°C." 

My eyes popped out (in Macedonian, the only thing you do with 
your eyes is: goggle), and asked fearfully: "I guess, you mean, 30 in 
the morning, and 30 in the afternoon?" 

"No, at a t ime" 
We sped along by car, for ten hours on end. It is difficult to use the 

word "straight", though. The road, with its many curves, wound like 
a lashing whip around mountains and valleys. The numerous stones 


