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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 maijor 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

Itis unbelievable: of all Slavic lands, Macedonia and Czechoslovakia,
which joined hands for a great cultural cause, at the very dawn of our
histories today are completely alienated. Our relations date as far
back 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,
thanks again to the Macedonians. But instead of the Slavic Lithurgy,
now they employ different means, which are more consistent with ou
umes. First, they tried to glue together the damaged cause, using
Turkish honey and “rakhat lokoum”’ (a relaxing Turkish delight and
a stickey eastern sweet), then they used sheep’s guts, which were sold
partly to the sausage makers, for the production of sausages, and
partly to the string producing factories, which pleased the
harebrained idealists too. All the time, the Ohrid lake offers us
otherwise tempting necklaces, made of artificial pearls, which might
sooner stand for Czech-Macedonian cooperation, since for their pro-
duction our town of [ablonets supplies glass scales, as silvery and opal
as the scales of the small fish (Alburnus belvica), and Ohrid is already
full of them. But I feel that in this way, the cause will not be led ofTin a
false and artificial direction, despite the fact, that we have sufficient
guantities of artificial pearls.

In 1925, the Czech-Macedonian relations embarked on the third,
essentially new period, and our sympathies turned into actions. First
of all, Dr. J. Komarek arrived there, to study his namesakes*, which
wogether with tropical malaria caused many evils, and secondly, I

w'x Coeck Komarek means mosquito.
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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 untit 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 nota
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. “It might get even hotter,”
they said. “It ought to be hot here! It is situated very low, and in a
hollow at that. Just 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 time”’

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

A o
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and holes threw us up into the air, and instead of sitting down again,
we crashed down into the seats which despite all their softness seemed
to be made of stone. At the curves, between Gostivar and Mavrovo
Polle, we passed through the clouds of the same dust that we had
raised below. When we finally saw the glittering Lake Ohrid, em-
braced warmly by the blazing mountain ranges, spiritually, we were
cheerful admirers of their grandeur, but physically, we were dead
beat. In the evening, it was easy to understand the joke, which was
meant for us, from the next table: “Our roads are excellent, for
aeroplanes.”

The joke gave us the courage to ask, what those big fires were, that
twinkle like stars in the Albanian mountains?

“The Albanian shepherds are cooking their supper.”

It was difficult to go to sleep that night. On the one hand, while
dozing off the car would keep racing violently, again and again,
swerving over and along the steep edge of the precipice over the
Radika river, and with a shudder each time, I would shake the
nightmare and the uneasiness off, and on the other hand, my small
room faced south and was like a crematorium, which made me start a
mental agrument Skoplje friends: “So it’s cooler here, isn’t it?”

In desperation, I lit the gas lamp, took out a list of addresses, and
while crossing them out one by one, began writing postcards, sending
my warmest greetings to friends of mine (those were the only greet-
ings I could send).

Dead tired, I fell asleep late, with a lot of unanswered questions
such as: how was I going to complete my work in this heat? What
about the drawings and the songs? Could one do anything else here,
except sweat?

But on the next day, when I was climbing up a steep street, under a
vine arch and the bluish azure, which had found a place to show off,
and was ploughing across the lake, visible through the houses, with
their jutting out upper storeys, all my passions were quickly forgotten,
and my spirits became radiant like the local sunshine especially so
when presently I heard a song coming from somewhere. My first
Macedonian song! I drew nearer stealthily, so that I wouldn’t start
the singer, and listened carefully to the notes, almost subconsciously,
' and in a short while I identified the melody and the words:

-re

Oh, my mountain, you're so high,
my dear, you're so far . . .
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I was amazed: that was one of our own songs! A song of which
famous Czech scholars have been writing about for years, and still do,
as of one exceptionally and purely Czech.

At that moment however, the fact that the song was neither only
Macedonian, nor only Czech, did not disturb me at all, (since as early
as 1834, it had been published in Moscow, in Maksimovich’s collec-
tion of Ukranian folk songs, in 1863, in four versions, in Roguer’s
Polish collection, afterwards, it was sung in Rumania, and may be
elsewhere). At the moment, I accepted it as a special attention from
this Slavic land, neglected by me for so long. I was not sorry that my
notebook had remained unused. I would find another time to make up
for it.

In Guand

It was easy to get up early. The cock, which at daybreak announced in
its esperanto the approaching sunrise right under my window, had
enough strength only to unglue my eyelids, while shortly, the snow-
white mosque, next to my window started glowing and the air
quivered with the drawled singing of the muezzin, and through the
open window I could clearly hear how he frequently drew breaths, in
order to sing each sentence at one go and draw it out as long as
possible.

I could not restrain myself. I went near the window and watched
the priest; not that it was something new tome, but it had always been
a pleasant delight. I experienced the efforts of the crier. The instant
was marred only by my regret, that not being a Turk, I could notdo it
‘instead of him. I knew of no better human greeting to the playful day.
True, our bell-ringing, as long as anyone does it anymore, also
possesses grandeur, but what a performance it is, pulling the bell rope
like a pig’s tail or shaking it like a foot during a soccer game! The
skillful Russian ringing, where the sexton stands on all fours, as if
swimming in the air, and leads a whole “flock™ of different sized bells,
above him, below him, and around him, is still acceptable. So what
can bring greater delight, than walk up the slender minaret and stand
up in the peaceful calm of the night air, eager and happy to greet the
waking world and the endless unknown?

The muezzin fell silent and I started dressing. In the meantime, his
singing was substituted with similar melodies by the boys that carry
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around the fresh bread: “Yes, buns, yes, warm buns, yes, yes...”
Added to this counterpoint of quarter notes was the faraway braying
of a donkey and the piercing barking of a dog, the result being an
uneven three-voiced singing that was no match for the magnificence
of the glorious moment, but was a nice transition from the religious
mood, which breathes each morning, to the daytime clamour, the din
of everyday life, consisting of perpetual petty squabbles or more
whopping scrimmages.

I saw no one when I went out. The “charshiya” (market place) was
deserted. Only the coffee shops were begining to open. An old “effendi
(or gent),” whose asthma, most probably, did not allow him to sleep,
was already sitting in one of them drawing on a long chibouk, with a
cigarette stuck on one end, and occasionally sipping black coffee. A
pig was rooting about in the deep holes of the rutty street, looking for
goodies. It paid attention to nothing and no one, as 1 will, when I
begin reading the proofs of this tale. A chicken, with carefree ease,
without any fear of donkeys, mules, and people, and with scientific
concentration and knowledge, was studying everything that could be
subjected to analysis, which was in abundance, especially in the early
morning. A few dogs, with the purposeless shyness of the unem-
ployed, were wandering from corner to corner, as if looking for some
“place”. They lived in want, the poor souls. None of them had a
master, and all they could do was to enjoy the happiness of freedom,
which none of them thought of at all happy. Tempted by a boy’s voice,
a veiled Turkish woman, hiding her face with her yellow coloured
fingers, opened the uncomfortable gates and had difficulty in choos-
ing a loaf for her children, who were stretching their hands towards
her. Otherwise, nothing much happened. Only the first rays, as
arrows through a shield, spreading over Petrin, spyingly penetrated
through the narrow streets, where, with a divine, unprejudiced
equity, they clothed everything they penetrated in a golden fleece,
including those things, which man, owing to the narrow-mindedness
of his miserable attitude, calls disorder. And he would overgild and
make an enchanting poem out of it, because the principle of reality is

_unknown to nature, and nothing makes any difference to it.

I succumbed, as a child yearning for everything, and did not know
what to begin with.
We arrived last night at sunset and I already felt, that I did not know

- where to start from. Everything was beautiful! I could have gone to
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the nearby beach and contemplated the lake, which under the veil of
the early morning mist still dozed in its bed among the mountains. In
the town, I could have walked among the antique houses, that looked
so youthful in their southern style, perched one over the other. I could
also have climbed up, above them, to the ancient, scarlet, brick
temple of Saint Cyril, from which a marvellous view of the whole lake
opened up, and from where I could see the pear shaped Ohrid
peninsula stemming from the lake. The uneven cobblestones
threatened to make me reject the thought, but I hoped that among the
tall houses, crowned with vines, I might be able to find gaps, through
which the malachite lake glistened. It would be a pretence for a rest,
since the climbing was quite inconvenient. I also felt like running
towards- the western end of the town, protruding from the rocky
island, on which the poetic church of Saint Ivan Bogoslov stood out,
like an old and wrinkled falcon and where I could carefully listen to
the great, divine silence, which reigned over the surface, and I could
look down into the precipice, towards the famous lake Ohrid springs,
where people always went for water or their washing, as the folk song
“Beliana was bleaching a sheet at the Ohrid springs” said.

I was also tempted by the dew — sprinkled valley, connecting the-
town with the foothills of Petrin to the east, and forming real garden,
full of branchy trees and lush vegetation, so rare in late summer, that
just the sight of it in the heat was like a refreshing drink — at least for
the eye.

Whither then? The sun advised me: hurry upwards, the earlier the
better!

I decided to follow its advice. I stumbled in the narrow streets,
where light-footed peasent women were hurrying with their burdens
to the market, and at the same time, without stopping, were knitting
socks. I found myself on the northeastern side of a two-humped
peninsula, densely forrested on its southern side, and barren, bald,
and dry on the northern one. Its beauty was not marred, though. I
looked to the north and to the east. 'T'he lake was edged on all sided by
fields, still partly shaded by the mountains. I took the road by which
we had arrived from the smiling town of Strouga, which was gleaming
out white in the distance, below the Albanian mountains. That was
the northern-most point of the lake.

I remembered all the details of vesterday’s trip. A magnificent
feeling recurred in me: when after a whole day’s trip we turned into
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the Strouga valley and glimpsed at the enormous lake! Cherni Drin,
the wide mouth of lake Ohrid, was calmly flowing against us amidst
the fresh alfalfa and the reed swamps. It was enjoined to flow into the

» gorge, which we had just left, but it had shyly reflected for a moment,
wound, and divided into arms. Its ““‘mouth” (that was what it was
called there), by which it separated from the lake, was in Strouga. A
wooden bridge, which once, while it had still been decorated with
shops, could have been compared to Venetian and Florentine
bridges, served as its Arch of Triumph into the town.

™

* A street in Ohnid
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On the other hand, the rows of antique shaped barks still stood at
salute; they stuck out of the water as antedeluvian hippopotami. They
did not look very lively. Their sides were widened with beams, so that
the fishermen could run to and fro when they cast or pulled up their
nets. They raised their front parts inquisitively, like wooden rafts,
reminding one of the local water-buffaloes, which raised their muffles,
while bathing, in exactly the same manner, so that they would not
swallow any water.

Our car shaking all over scared away the aquatic and wading birds
into the dense screen of the lake: the careful storks and the elegant and
diverse herons. We caught a glimpse of some albatrosses and pelicans
as well. The rare animals reminded us of Herodotus’s history, accord-
ing to which even lions had once lived in the Balkan peninsula. We
could only make a mistake with a play upon words, by saying: je Ivi*’
which we saw at every step. They were not very shrewd when they
crawled out of the corn and sometimes allowed themselves to get run
over and killed. Until not long ago, the tropical animals had been
represented by the camels. Forithousands of years they had been the
main means of transportation along the Via Ignatia road, leading
from Ohrid to Constantinople, but the new age deprived them of their
means of subsistence.

The old times still manifested themselves in very diverse ways,
though. In the fields and the gardens, for example, one could see from
a far the large mill wheels. On the top, a man leaning on a wooden
door drudged tirelessly (properly speaking: very tiredly). He went
around in circles, drawing lake water for the dry fields. At the same
time, one could see excavators working in the lake. They were digging
the silted-up lake, so that the marshes could be drained and rid of the
mosquitoes (or the malaria). Reluctantly we calculated in our minds,
how fast would those wretched people have to go around, and how
much more would they have to sweat, when the excavators had
finished their work.

I climbed up towards the one-time castle and I met an old lady.
The older women were dressed in dark, even black clothes. There was
a preference for that colour generally, in Southern Europe. A silk
scarf, whose ends were crossed at the back and wrapped the head in
such a way, that they may be tied in a small knot above the forehead and
drop along the back. I greeted and asked if I was following the right
road towards Saint Clement.
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“Yes, of course.”

I thanked, and was about to continue, looking to my right and left,
when the woman asked: “Bendisash Ohrid?”’

I didn’t know what ‘““bendisash’’meant, but I knew the word “be-
negisvan,” which comes from Turkish and means: to like. So I had no
difficulty in answering. My only thought was, should I shake my head
or should I nod it, when I pronounced the word yes? In the Balkans it
is done in the oriental manner-in exactly the opposite way. Nothing
serious could have happened here, as it did to one of my compatriots
in Serbia while travelling on an express train. Not knowing the
difference, he had remained in his seat until the last stop, because the
conductor had always shook his head, and another time he had got
off, when the conductor had nodded his head. Still, it would have
sounded comical saying, in the local meaning, different things with

Ohrid Architecture
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my lips and my head. I managed my performance delicately. The old
granny smiled happily. The people from the South, more than any-
where else, listen with pleasure to someone who is praising their
native land. Immediately, she started a quick dialogue, which seemed
to me a lecture in the local dialect, and I welcomed it. It was a pity
that the neighbours soon took away the woman who was passing by
me. “Sadi se zdravlye” (good health), I parted with a greeting,
learned quickly yesterday. ““Aerliya ti saat!” (happy times) answered
the granny. ’

I neared the platforms stealthily, that connected the two parts of
the peninsula, which in the past, at times of war had been converted
into an island. Undoubtedly, the foundations of the medieval fortifi-
cations were much older, because the ancient fortress Lychnidos had
been situated here, as far back as the third century B.C. For a
hundred years it had belonged to the Romans. Christianity was
introduced in the third century A.D. by the legendary martyr
Erasmus, the first Bishop of Ohrid, whose success forced the Emperor
Maximillian to kill 20,000 of his followers.

After that, the fortress had been revived by the Slaves. The great
Bulgarian Tsar Simeon had his second capital in Ohrid, and a
hundred years later, Tsar Samuoil (who believed himself to be a
successor of Alexander the Great) raised Ohrid to the highest pedes-
tal of glory. He had conquered almost the whole Balkan peninsula
and had established a Bulgarian Patriarchate with 30 Metropolitans
here. The wars, which he had constantly waged, had not prevented
him from taking care of education, in all its spheres. He had tried to
drain the drenched and malarious region, he had built roads and
bridges, and had taken measures towards a flourishing economy.

Those were Ohrid’s most glorious days. After that, neither the
Bulgarian Tsar Assen II, nor the following (for a hundred years)
Serbian domination could bring them back. Ohrid had declined, and
it was a decline in the national sense, as well. Greek culture had
increased all the time and had acquired greater power, which it had
managed to preserve during Turkish times.

I walked around a Turkish tulba (grave), looking like a stone
alcove, overarched over four pillars. It was desolate. A wandering
swine was rooting in the dense weeds that were now taking care of the
forgotten grave, as if with malica towards the deceased, for whom it
had been an “unholy” (sinful) animal. For 504 years the crescent had
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ruled here, and now this contemptible creature should dare do such
things! The deceased did not resist. He couldn’t. But such is the
meaning of the Koran: submit to the new authority. One epoch
devours another. Time is its own enemy, as man is of man, and the
new generation of the old one.

The proof was everywhere. A square-shaped ruin, whose walls had
overgrown with wonderful ivy, was standing in front of us. Its
scratched face, at least the unveiled part, was begging for sympathy.
But we ignored it. Not because it was the ruin of a mosque, which
before that had been a temple of Saint Pantheleimon. Saint Clement
himself had founded the temple, and in accordance with his will, he
had been buried there. When the Turks arrived, in 1408, the Christians
had to move the Saint and make place for Allah. They had first moved
the relics in a temporary grave, but later they were laid to rest on the
hill above, with the Virgin Mary, who had received the holy relics,
but had lost her name. The church has been called Saint Clement
since then.

At this point, the town descended down the steep slope, towards the
shores of the lake. The millenial basilica Saint Sofia could be seen
below, founded no one knows when, towards which men had always
behaved as real masters, as they had behaved divinely towards the
thousands of tenants, without ever evicting them. When the Turks
arrived, the Christian God had to step aside, only to return half a
millenium later. Gods are not supposed to loathe living one after the
other. Mankind demands greater patience from them, than it de-
mands from itself. And with full light, since it allots them more
wisdom.

I walked past the palace, which had been destroyed, like everything
else around. I saw the seat of the local bishop (boyar), the place from
where until 1872 the Greeks had led the fiercest of battles against the
Slaves. The danger nolonger exists, thanks to the Bulgarian patriots,
and especially to the Miladinov brothers, who helped win the battle in
the sixties of the past century.

Following Greek fashions had vanished, because it never was
significant, except on the surface. In the marketplace, one could still
see a small shop which resembled an office. The sign suggested that it
was used by a lawyer with the Greek family name of Demosthenes. I
remembered that yesterday in Strouga we found another such sign -
insignificant in size, but with a great name on it - Aris - totles. Hail, if
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you are descendents from your famous namesakes! You must be busy
enough carrying the burdens of your names! It should be compara-
tively easy for the first one, if he has decided to surpass his glorious
namesake in his early period, when he was rather clumsy and couldn’t
make a decent speech.

Lake Ohrid

A description? How on earth could one describe a mirror? It was only
an image of the opposite side, wasn’t it, and this one was just the light
blue nothing of the vault of heaven. Therefore, we shall speak only of
the frame of the mirror. In the distance it was blue—violet, while
nearer brownish—yellow or grey—green, richly modelled by the
famous masters of which we learn from geology. Time, unworthy of
praise itself, had taken care of the finer decorations, since it could
engulf anything, except itself. Here, it had managed to carve out a
blend of exquisite lines, and, one must confess, with a worthy of
recognition national and political impartiality (the western coast is
Albanian, while the eastern one Slavic).

The natural amphitheater, stretching for 20 kilometers, is majestic.
The azure surface smells of the sea and resembles a gulf. One’s eyes
wander along it without any obstacle. Why, if it was just an image of
space? Our thoughts penetrate through it and disappear. They escape
reality and wander in the past. They escape local boundaries and flow
off towards all Slavdom. They flow to our native land, to the mother-
land in the north, from where they dream coming back here.

There was nothing odd. Two men, who once, as disciples of the
Apostles Cyril and Methodius, had worked laboriously in our land for
15 years and had had the intention of becoming our compatriots
forever, and could not have done so only because of Svatoplouk,
rested here. Afterwards, for a quarter ofa century, they had worked in
this enchanted retreat and had developed the seed of Cyril and
Methodius’s language with such zeal, that they had layed the founda- '

‘ tions of the Slavic — even the Pan-Slavic-alphabet.

The grave of one of them, the Temple of Saint Clement, rising
above Ohrid, offered us a shade to rest in; the grave of the other, the
Saint Nahum monastery, could be glimpsed at for a moment, im-
mediately vanishing in the next, as a white spot on the opposite
(southern) side of the lake. !

M e St W
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We pressed close to the wrinkled walls of the old building, whose
ancient tiles shone with all the colours of baked clay and variegated
Gichen. It was like a tangle, with its octagonal vault and interlaced
bricks, and its appeaance was moving, like an affable old lady. With
s past, it was an age-old chronicle, which Byzantine architecture
Sad supplied with a rare binding.

We remembered the fatefui summer of the year 885, when Saint
Methodius died in our country. After his death, his disciples had
sither been jailed or banished from the country. Three of them:
Clement, Nahum, and Ahghelarii had started via the Danube and
Belgrade for Bulgaria, towards its capital Preslav, where the newly
converted Tsar Boris had happily accepted them, and a couple of
vears later, without Ahghelarii, who had died in the meantime, had
sent them to the westernmost boundaries of his country, to Ohrid.

" They had remained in the apostolic mission, which the Eastern
Church respected as Sveti Sedmochislenitsi* (since, plus Cyril and
Methodius, it added Sava and Gorazd), as first after the founders.
Clement had been fated to perfect the written Slavic language,
created by Cyril, and to strengthen and spread it around to such an
extent that it would sound forever in the.churches of Southern and
Eastern Slavs (even in Rumania the Old Slavonic language had been
" dominant in the church and the state until the 16th century, and in

lLiterature until the 19th).

Had Clement anticipated the greatness of his cause?

Did Slavdom respect him properly?

In our country, in the Emausi (Na Slovaneh)**monastery, Church
Slavonic already existed during Charles’ IV reign, and in the land of
Lugiicka, in the beginning of our century, Dr. Aronost Mouka found
an Old Slavonic manuscript in the Germanized community Goswar,
i Lower Lugiick, dated from the 16th century. Therefore, with the
exception of the Poles, Cyril and Methodius’ language was an All
Slavic language.

Such was Clement’s cause. And if Salonika had been the birthplace
of the first literary Slavic language, Ohrid had become its cradle. If
Cyril had been the one that had planted the seed, Clement had
cultivated it. He had had 3 500 pupils in Ohrid, who had copied and
spread the holy books among the whole Slavic world.

i wloen Sedmochislenitsi — The Holy Seven. Transl. note.
wa Nz Slooaneh — At the Slavs’. Transl. note.




20

The credit for substituting the difficult, original alphabet, the
Glagolitsa (which is still preserved in the western, Catholic parts of
the Southern Slavs, the Croats), with a more convenient one, later
called Cyrillic, was ascribed to him. But further research showed that
it had occured in the eastern part of Bulgaria, in the court of Tsar
Simeon.

Five branches had steammed from the trunk: five modified pro-
vinces: Czech, Slovac, Serbian, and Russian, plus the original
Bulgarian. History is still full of mysteries and unanswered questions.
Some of the scholars maintain the view, that Church—Slavonic does
not belong to any of the present Slavic nations, while Kopitar and
Miklos claim that it is the language of the extinct Panonian (Hunga-
rian) Slavs. They arrived at that conclusion, because of the closeness
to the Sloven language, on the one hand, and on the other hand,
because by chance, the holy brothers at Prince Kotsel’s court on lake
Balaton, had won over Clement, when stopped there during his
journey to Rome. But thé overwhelming majority of scholars believe .
that it was the language, which had been spoken in Cyril and
Methodius’s birthplace, Salonika, therefore the language of the
Macedonian Slavs (Sloveni, who later on. together with the rest of
their co-tribesmen, had adopted, according to their country, the
name Bulgarian. That is why, the Old Slavic language is also called
Old Bulgarian. i

These mysteries are a constant subject for the research of
scholars — linguists and historians, but they arouse the curiosity of
non-specialists as well. The Polish Slav scholar A. Bruckner believes
that one of the greatest and wisest acts of Svatoplouk, has been the
rescuing of his country from the Eastern Church in favour of the
Western, but he is probably too far carried away by his catholicism; it
is obvious that the Catholic Church, with its results among the Polish
people, cannot be placed higher than the Orthodox priests. The
friendly attitude of the Orthodox priests (clergymen) and believers
has always had a benefecial influence on the souls of the people, in a
democratic sense, with which the Balkans have always had a superi-
ority over the rest of Europe, and which is one of its advantages and
attractions. Even though Bruckner’s view is controversial, one thing
is certain: Cyril and Methodius’ books had come earlier to us than
they had to the Bulgarians; and if Clement could have remained in
our country and worked without any obstacles for the same cause, as
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i Ohrid, it meant that he would have worked in the center, and not in
the periphery of the Slavic world, for the Slavs at that time had lived
2s far as Hamburg and the Rhine. And it is also quite clear, that the
Panonian Slavs, bordering the Slovins, would hardly have vanished
forever, and that the Elbe Slavs would hardly have been assimilated
so quickly, so that the continuous German territory can today reach a
poant, which is only five hours by foot from Prague. Our language
would have acquired a different sounding — most probably it would
Save been the real Czechoslovak language, and undoubtedly, the
Folish language would have been influenced, and the language divi-
ssom would have been smaller.

Such thoughts were haunting me, while my eyes wandered over the
&ake’s surface.

Clement had been of an exceptional spirit. With his assistant
Nahum, he had taken care not only of the schools and churches, but
2550 of the mundance aspects of life: agriculture, fruit growing, the
soomomic development of the country. The memory of him is so vivid
among the people, that they think of him as the First-After-God. Even
mow . the local people are sworn in his name.

In the region of Ohrid, which had already been populated with
Siaws for 200 years, the proper Slavic period, which had reached its
semith 2 hundred years later, under Tsar Samouil, had begun with
Clement. The partiarchy, established by Samouil, had been en-
wrusted to the born in Debarsko St. Ivan Bigorski, serving in the
Samous monastery of the same name, north of the Drina river, on a
wondy . steep mountain slope. Ohrid’s glory as a tsar’s capital had not
ssennued for long. In 1018, the Greek Emperor Basil I1 — Bulgars-
“ever: had destroyed Samouil’s state, liquidated the patriarchy, and
& owed only the priviledge of independence to the Ohrid church.
Semce then, Ohrid has not had Church—Slav leaders (until 1872,
wien the Bulgarians had acquired an Exarchate).

Bt Slavic literary tradition had been maintained. The famous
%sd Gospel is an important record of Slavic linguistics. The
Soseene Psalter was written during 1230-1241, and the Psalter of
Seanko Miadenvich in 1346 (during the reign of Doushan). As far
Sk as the 16th century, the famous local Archbishop Prochor, a
“seeek. had allowed the copying of Slavic manuscripts. The Greek
“smsuaee here had played a role similar to that of the Latin language
% swer church, and no other meaning can be ascribed to Doushan’s




22

words, when he had called the local church “Greek”. The accelerated
Hellenization had started only in 1777, but it had been unsuccessful.
The area, with minor exceptions, was Slavic, as was half of the town
with its 15 000 inhabitants. The other half were Albanians, converted
to Mohammedanism, a few Rumanians (Tsintsars), and least of all
Greeks, who only provided the town with lustre, owing to their
schools. Two young men, the Miladinov brothers from nearby
Strouga, had managed to erase it quite quickly, when they had won
over the craftsmen and the richer families, followers of Greek fa-
shions. One could read an interesting sign in the church of our saint.
Among the rich decorations, which filled the inside of the church from
the floor to the dome, under the portrait of Ostoi Raiakovich, it was
written that he had been a relative of Krali Marko.

A treasury, with rare antiques, may be found in the church. One is
fascinated by the dimmed with old age shades of the frescoes, the
golden iconostasis, the fantastic outlines of Archbishop Prochor’s
throne, especially if the Archbishop, in his majestic, violet uniform, is
sitting on it. The frescoes, the icons, St. Clements coffin, the valuable
embroideries, and the wooden statue of the saint — all create a
pleasant atmosphere. The library, containing over 120 old, printed
editions and manuscripts, is a permanent subject of research work for
many scholars. Two of them are well known in our country. Both of
them are Russians: the scholar and politician P.N. Miliukov, who had
sometimes visited us as an emigre after the war, and the Byzantologist
N.P. Kondakov, who had fallen in love with Czechoslovakia as a
young man, during his first visit, and after the Russian revolution had
sought here and found refuge and a career, and again three years
later—his grave too, in our country.

Today, only modest traces are left of Ohrid’s glorious past, which
had belonged to the whole Slavdom; And no wonder. A thousand
years have passed since the Christmas tree of Slavdom, lighted by
Clement, had glowed here. When he died in 916 (six years after the
death of his associate Nahum), the glorious light was already on the
wane. Today, what is left is but a crematorium. A pile of ashes after
the fireworks, that had cast its light far and wide.

I left Clement’s grave and fixed my eyes on Nahum’s in the dis-
tance, not noticing the beauty of the lake.

i
|
f
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Jemmo Birdianin’s ““Chinar” (or Plane-tree)

‘Chinar’ is a Turkish word and means sycamore (or plane—tree).

There were two of them in Ohrid. That is, there may have been
more, but these two wereso big, that even Trieste’s and Dubrovnik’s
famous sycamores, prescribed to the obedient tourists in Baedeker,
could not rival them.

The larger one convered a whole square with its shadow. Those of
vou who are familiar with the South may exclaim: “We know what a
square down there is like, like Piazza Grande in Corchulya, for
example, which is no bigger than an anniversary postage stamp. I
agree that Ohrid’s square can hardly be compared to Place de la
Concorde, but you would probably be surprised, if I told you that the
carved hollows of the Ohrid giant had until not long ago accom-
modated three cafes and a shoemaker’s shop. Now, three very decent
water fountains, which were constantly surrounded by thirsty people,
had been built in, while on the northern side of the fabulous trunk the
cafe-keeper from across the street had a subsidiary of his company,
where one could sit down and drink black coffee quite pleasantly, if it
was early morning or late afternoon, when the numerous crows,
inhabitting the hospitable crown, were still (or already) asleep.
Otherwise, something very wet could start dripping from the branhy
tree, which served as a public umbrella when it was raining, and the
mexperienced foreigner could not avoid it, or might even not notice it,
except if the bird decided on its own to sweeten his coffee.

But even such an inappropriate joke from the evil bird did not make
us hate that harbour, open for all kinds of elements, a mixture of
different patterns and costumes, a chaos of most colourful figures,
from the lively seller to the tall dervish, with the high, white hat. The
horse caravans, and especially the stubbornness and obstinacy of the
donkeys, sweetly (at least for those watching) increasing the chaos
around the Sunday market, because the thirst had lured every crea-
ture towards the green fountain.

That was what the first sycamore, the heart of Ohrid, was like.

The second one, I agree, was a bit smaller. But what a past it had
Bad! It was called Jemmo Birdianin, the alleged one-time master of
Ohrid, and the event connected with it was real, since it had been
published in such a famous book as Vuk Karadjich’s collection of
Serbian folk songs.




24

That sycamore was also carved out, but an old lantern was sus-
pended (aslant, as if hanged) inside, and its light twinkled shyly.

I't twinkled because of Jemmo Birdianin, who had been hanged on
the tree by Krali Marko’s ow}n hands. The song, which told of this,
had originated in Herzegovina, and presented us with basic data of
Ohrid: that its lake boasted a lot of fish, and that the fish boasted with
its taste, famous even in faraway lands.

The action started in the castle of Prillep, 120 kilometers to the east
(we shouldn’t be frightened by such distances; as we shall see, they
mean nothing to Marko and his horse Sharkoliya).

It was St. George’s day, and Marko was celebrating “krusno
imme”’, the patron saint’s day of his home. Such guests as befitted him
had gathered: '

/"Q'f-v"\f-' i
¢ Ochrigé

The Chinar in Ohrid’s Square
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Two hundred priests and three hundred monks,
also twelve Serbian voivods (chieftains)
and-other guests uncounted.

There was “‘a lot to drink and different guests”, and only one
shortcoming, which was soon noticed by a greedy monk with the
words:

There is no fish from Ohrid.

This angered Marko. He ordered that his guests be given enough
food and drink, while he went to prepare Sharkoluya and himself for
the trip.

Mother Yevrosima, when she saw how he was girding himself, said
anxiously: “Don’t take any weapons with you! You are too used to
blood. You may desecrate your patron’s day”.

Jemmo Birdianian’s Chinar in Ohrid
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It was difficult for Marko to start off without any weapon, but it was
even more difficuit not to obey his own mother. He started off bare-
handed.

He was nearing the river, when a horseman stepped on the opposite
side of bridge. He crossed his legs and started toying with a heavy
mace. He threw it up, above his head, and caught it “in his white
hand”.

They greeted each other. The foreigner asked: “Unknown hero!
Aren’t you from Prillep? Aren’t you from the suite of Marko
Kraleviti? Is Marko home? Does he have many guests?”

Krali Marko answered: ‘“Unknown hero! Early this morning I was
in the Prillep castle! Marko is doing honour to his saint, and glorious
guests he has, uncounted!”

“Let him have them. I will cover his table with blood, and him, I
will hang on the door! He has killed Mousa, my brother.”

Marko was astounded. It was Jemmo himself! And now what? Ifhe
revealed himself to the Turk without a weapon, he would be killed,
and if he allowed the Turk to go on, his guests would die. So he
shouted: “I am Marko Kraleviti!” and he spurred his horse, so he
could run away.

Jemmo turned his horse around, threw his mace, and Marko ““fell
on the green grass”.

Jemmo tied and chained Marko to the tail of his horse mounted
Sharkoliya and led his horse with Marko towards Ohrid. He wanted
to hang him there. When he started preparing the gallows, the
Christians pleaded with him: “Don’t hang Marko! Our grapes will
not yield, and neiher will our wheat! Take three loads of gifts
instead!”

The idea appealed to Jemmo. His greed prevailed over his heroism,
so he took off for Valchitran (another 200 kilometers beyond Prillep,
but, of course, neither the singer’s head, nor his feet ached from
them), raised the gallows as a fair merchant’s shop, recieved the
ransom with deception and started for Mitrovitsa (which is not so
far), in order to continue his trade. It is difficult to say how long he
would have been occupied with this pleasant and profitable activity,
since according to folk songs, Marko lived for 350 years. But once he
was very thirsty. “Show me an inn!” he said to Marko.

“Heroes do it another way,” Marko said. “They kill a falcon or
slaughter a horse and drink hot blood from their throats™.
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Poor Marko! His advice was ill-fated. The Turk drew his sword and
shouted: “I shall cut your throat and drink from it, instead!”

Marko could use nothing but cunning. “I know an innkeeper, the
cursed Yana,” he said. “But she will revenge me. I have never paid
when I have drunk at her inn.”

Jemmo hurried towards her inn. She was standing at the door and
Marko winked at her. She understood. She shouted happily to
Jemmo: “Welcome you hero of the heroes! Oh, I thank God in
heaven, that you have captured Marko. I will wine you for nothing,
for three days and three nights”. And she was already fulfilling her
promise. :

Thirstily drank his wine, Jemmo the Turk,
Always raising his glass to Marko Kraleviti.
Raising it, but never letting him drink.

Yana constantly refilled his glass. She brought better wine, all the
time, and mixed it with some herb, until the Turk was fast asleep. She
then released Marko and the two of them tied up and chained the
Turk. Marko started drinking himself. He kicked Jemmo with “his
shoes and his spurs,” and said:

“Get up Jemmo! Let’s clink glasses!”

Now Marko was drinking red wine,
Always raising his glass to Jemmo Bidianin
Raising it, but never letting him drink.

Then, they started back the same way. Everywhere the people
“offered him three loads of gifts” to hang Jemmo, but Marko, who
never takes anything, returned the ransom.

For Jemmo, the journey ended in Ohrid, at the sycamore by the
road, leading to Strouga. While Marko was hanging him, he looked for
the last time towards his seat, the Ohrid Castle.

The Turks still respect his memory and light the lantern in the
sycamore. Of course, after they had ceased to be masters here, the
lantern often met some obstacles in its activity. When we arrived, at
dusk, it was lighted by chance, but the small flame quivered before us,
as if shaking with fear.

The song adds, shortly, that Marko returned back to Prillep on time
to celebrate his saint with his guests, but it is difficult to believe, even if
one is disposed to, except of course, if St. Georges day wasn’t con-
tinued at the expence of the other saints.







