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This book is dedicated with deep love and
gratitude to my wife, Slavka Alice, and to our
children, my daughter, Virginia, and my son,
Nicholas. Their love and devotion has been a
great inspiration to me.

Foreword
I met my wife at a Valentine dance in Granite City, Illinois. The
young lady I fell in love with was Slavka Alice Doucleff, a beautiful
brunette with large, dark eyes. A few weeks later we became engaged,
and we were married onJune4, 1939. We did not go on a honeymoon;
I had to return to Indianapolis and work. The honeymoon came 40
years later - a delightful trip to Western Europe and to the Balkans,
the area of my birth.
We have two wonderful children: daughter Virginia, a graduate of
the School of Journalism at Butler University, and son Nicholas, a
graduate of Wabash College and of the School of Law at Indiana
University. They have blessed us with five grandchildren and two
great-grandchildren.
I began writing the story of my life as a gift to my children and their
descendants. It was only after I had written most ofit that I realized it
could illustrate for American readers, who have no personal ex
perience of oppression, the blessings offreedom and liberty.
I feel deeply indebted to myoid friends, Dr. Ivan Sipkov, of
Washington, D.C., and Dr. ChristoOgnjanoff, of Salzburg, Austria,
for their encouragement to go on and complete this book, which in
part is a tribute to the opportunity we have enjoyed in the United
States, our adopted country.
I am also indebted to my friend, Carl Henn Jr., an experienced
journalist, who volunteered to read and edit the manuscript. His
advice has been invaluable. And special thanks go to Ms. Anna
Heyob, whose nimble fingers typed and retyped my copy.
The road from Macedonia to the cotton mills of New England, the
Press Bureau in New York City, the Macedonian Tribune in
Indianapolis, and the Indiana Journalism Hall of Fame took me a
lifetime to negotiate. It was at times a tedious journey, often
discouraging and full of pitfalls, calling for years of diligent work and
complete devotion to a cause. But, curved or straight, it was the road I
wanted to travel from the time, at age 16, that my first article was
published in a daily newspaper in Sofia, Bulgaria.
Indianapolis, Indiana
March29,1985
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FIRST HEARD OF AMERICA in the fifth grade ofour Bulgarian
school in Resen, Macedonia. I remember the first paragraph
in my geography text. It read: "America is a nation of many
nations blended together to form a great people who have carved a
continent out ofa wilderness."
In those early childhood days, I could not suspect that the time
would come when I myself would be one of those Americans of many
nationalities.
Crossing the Atlantic, except for the intermittent storms, was
uneventful. The excitement, the exaltation and jubilation came when
we approached New York Harbor and saw the Statue of Liberty .
Beautiful and imposing, the great lady who welcomes newcomers to
the New World with upthrust arm and lighted torch stood there
before us and we felt as ifhypnotized .
In the background we could see the massive Woolworth Building,
at that time the tallest structure in New York. Except for its height
and the American ingenuity oOts construction, however, it had no
meaning for us. The Statue of Liberty, on the other hand, was
symbolic of America. It stood for what America offered then, and
offers today - freedom, opportunity to better one's life, and equality
before the court oflaw.

These concepts were still new and revolutionary for the part of the
world we had left behind. In our part ofthe globe, liberty and equality
in the court oflaw were only words in the dictionary.
I had my first taste of American freedom on the first evening in the
new land - April 22, 1922. The processing at Ellis Island took more
,time than was expected and we missed connection with the trains that
were to carry us away from New York. A kindly man from the
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Travelers Aid Society took us to a dingy hotel at 23rd Street and
Seventh Avenue.
Before I signed in I handed the clerk my passport. The man behind
the desk took a quick look at it, smiled, and handed it back to me,
saying something in English. When he realized that I did not un
derstand him, he asked me if! spoke German, a language I knew well
at the time. I still remember, word for word, what he told methen.
"Young man, you are in the United States and you need no
passport, no identity card. You are free to go anywhere you please in
the country."
This was new to me, new to all of us. In our part of the Old World,
we could not leave the house without an ID card.
As I go back in my mind to that first evening, I believe that, sub
consciously at least, it was the moment when I fully realized that
America would truly become my home and I would become part of
that great American people so well described in my fifth-grade
geography textbook.
Many years later, when given an opportunity to write an article on
freedom and opportunity for The Indianapolis News, I took for my
text what America had meant for the people who came here from my
small area of Europe.
During the 150 years following 1820, when immigration records
began to be kept, some 45 million immigrants reached the shores of
the United States. Ninety-five percent of the Europeans coming to
America before 1883 were from Great Britain, France, Germany, and
other Western and Scandinavian countries. After 1900, 81 percent of
the immigrants were from the Austro-Hungarian Empire, Greece,
Bulgaria, Macedonia, Serbia, Rumania and other Southeastern
Europe countries.

The Macedono-Bulgarians, to which group I belong, were late
arrivals in America. It was not until after the Balkan Wars of 1912-13
and World War I (1914-1918) that many Bulgarian immigrants came
from Macedonia. The total number was not more than 70,000.
They came from rural areas in the old country, looking for a better
life in the New World. Former plowmen, shepherds, small farmers,
few of them had more than a fourth-grade education and none of
them knew a word of the English language. They were strangers in a
strange, but free, land.
Those who came to Indiana settled mostly in the industrial centers
such as Indianapolis, Fort Wayne, and Gary. Their first paychecks
were also their first contact with the American system of free en
terprise. The checks came from steel mills, railroads, and mining
companies, whose names they could not pronounce, but they knew
the essential thing: the checks were not issued by the government.
After my countrymen acquired some knowledge of the English
language and became acclimated to the ways oftheir new country, the
nature of their occupations began to change. The factory, railroad,

ii

and coal mine workers now aspired
restaurants, groceries, shoe repair
and laundries. Later they bra nched
success, into wholesale dis tributio
bakery products; into hotels and m
insurance and real estate agencies.
loan associations.
By 1950 the number of various
small ethnic group from Maced
estimated capital investment of more
None of this would have happene
opportunities there for enrichment
had the necessary preparation for
rigidly controlled by the central goven
here, barely existed. Controls were
a permit to breathe. There was little
development of private enterpris1e. 11
chance to better their lives.
The contrast with the life I had
evident to me when, after my re .
prolonged trip to Europe. We . .
Curtain, to see relatives, old frien
schools I attended.
The visit was pleasant, but the panj
was heart-breaking. He embraced
for a few brief moments. Tears were
spoke:
"Christo, you are the luckiest of
grew old in a free country. I am ha
never abuse it. Listen to me. I do not e
may have; I do not envy you your
appliances. But I envy you, I
would be content to live in a broken
and water alone, if! could only live m
what I like, go where I please. Go. Go
There is a tendency in this country
and the blessings we have, to believe
country owes it to us. This attitude l
leads t6 complacency. And com pIa
and decline.
I remember how well it was said
philosopher, Johannes Fichte: "F
precious thing in the world. But hi
appreciate it most after we have lost itJ
We still have our blessings and om
everything we can to guard our freedcl
ourselves, for our children, and fOT

tgy

hotel at 23rd Street and

y pass port. The man behind
• and banded it back to me,
e realized that I did not un
an, a language I knew well
. what he told me then.
ed States and you need no
to go anywhere you please in

onr part ofthe Old World,
IDcard .
evening, I believe that, sub~
hen I fully realized that
and I would become part of
rescribed in my fifth-grade
mnnity to write an article on
polis News, I took for my
pIe who came here from my
• when immigration records
igrants reached the shores of
of the Europeans coming to
in, France, Germany, and
es. After 1900, 81 percent of
Hungarian Empire, Greece,
'a and other Southeastern
group I belong, were late
r the Balkan Wars of1912-13
Bulgarian immigrants came
ot morethan 70,000.
country, looking for a better
t. sh epherds, small farmers,
e education and none of
They were strangers in a
,J in the industrial centers
Gary. Their first paychecks
eriean system of free en
-·s. railroads, and mining
pronounce, but they knew
Wed by the government.
; knowledge of the English
1)'5 oftheir new country, the
mge. The factory, railroad,

and coal mine workers now aspired to be self-employed. They opened
restau rants, groceries. shoe repair and dry cleaning shops. dye houses
and laundries. Later they branched rapidly. and with pronounced
success. into wholesale distribution of groceries and meats and
bakery products; into hotels and motels. automobile dealerships. life
insurance and real estate agencies. farms, banks. and savings and
loan associations .
By 1950 the number of various business enterprises owned by this
small ethnic group from Macedonia exceeded 12,000. with an
estimated capital investment ofmore than $250 million.
None of this would have happened in their area of Europe. The
opportunities there for enrichment were limited, even for those who
had the necessary preparation for business and finance. Life was
rigidly controlled by the central government. Free trade, as we know it
here, barely existed. Controls were everywhere. People almost needed
a permit to breathe. There was little room for personal initiative and
development of private enterprisie. The American system gave them a
chance to better their lives.
The contrast with the life I had left behind was made abundantly
evident to me when, after my retirement in 1971, my wife and I took a
prolonged trip to Europe. We visited Bulgaria, behind the Iron
Curtain. to see relatives. old friends. the home I lived in and the
schools I attended.
The visit was pleasant. but the parting with a close childhood friend
was heart-breaking. He embraced me and both of us stood in silence
for a few brief moments. Tears were flowing from our eyes. Then he
spoke:
"Christo. you are the luckiest of our group of six. You lived and
grew old in a free country. I am happy for you. Prize your freedom,
never abuse it. Listen to me. I do not envy you any material wealth you
may have; I do not envy you your home, your car, or the modern
appliances. But I envy you, I really do envy you, your freedom. I
would be content to live in a broken-down shack, to subsist on bread
and water alone, if I could only live free offear, say what I think, write
whatI like, go where I please. Go. Go with God and remember us."
There is a tendency in this country to take for granted the freedom
and the blessings we have, to believe that we are entitled to it, that the
country owes it to us. This attitude is wrong and it is dangerous. It
leads to complacency. And complacency is the twin sister offailure
and decline.
I remember how well it was said by the great 17th-century German
philosopher. Johannes Fichte: "Freedom is precious, the most
precious thing in the world. But freedom is like our health - we
appreciate it most after we have lost it."
We still have our blessings and our freedom. Let us do everything,
everything we can to guard our freedom, protect it, and preserve it for
ourselves. for our children. and for posterity.

iii

.J
Life in Our Village

~ ANKOVETZ, A SUBURB OF RESEN, was nota town and it could

hardly pass as a village. Most ofits inhabitants were Resen's
~
storekeepers, artisans, moneylenders and goldsmiths. Resen
was a city of perhaps 5,000 and the seat ofthe county government.
The police, the malfunctioning courts of law and the prison were
located there.
Both Resen and Yankovetz stood on the Via Ignatia, the old
Roman highway which stretched from the Albanian town of Duratso
to the Turkish capital of Istanbul. That road was still in use and in
good shape when I was born in 1903 and while I grew to young
manhood. No one can dispute the fact that the Romans could build
good roads using slave labor. The caravans to and from Solun to
Duratso, through BitoIa, Resen, Ohrid, Struga and Debar in
Macedonia, passed through our village carrying manufactured
products, sugar, coffee and salt. On many occasions they stopped in
Resen or Yankovetz to rest men and animals.
The local inns had ample accommodations for the horses or the
water buffaloes which carried these loads, but rooms for the men were
few; many of them were satisfied if they obtained a spot in the
haystack.
The village had no clubhouses or saloons. Two coffee houses, one ·
. across from the other, operated by two rivals for clientele, served as
gathering places for the village men. They were forbidden grounds for
members of the opposite sex. They served small cups of Turkish
~.

1

.~

coffee, tea and rahat lokoom, a special Balkan delicacy. Seldom wine
or rum . The clients were not pretentious. They came to spend their
idle hours, talk, and relax after a hard day's work at their stores or
fields. In that respect the coffee houses acted as social clubs where
ideas were exchanged, news of the world was sifted and the new
arrests by the Serbian authorities were reported.
- Sitting on homemade wooden chairs around crudely made tables,
which never saw a tablecloth, they played cards and rolled the dice.
No money was involved. This was all for fun and the loser paid for the
coffee served at the table.
Although their almost puritanical view of life did not permit
gambling and drunkenness, someone every once in a while took in too
much wine and left the coffee house slightly inebriated. The stares
and sarcastic remarks he encountered on the way home had a
sobering effect and made him realize that he had broken one of the
ru les oflife.
The villagers talked about their work in the fields, the progress of
their crops, the need for more rain. They discussed the rising prices of
imported goods, such as sugar, kerosene and salt. They thrashed over
village problems. But most often they talked about politics and
especially of international politics, a subject close to the hearts of
oppressed people. It was a subject of lively interest to all present.
More often than not, however, theirs was a discussion with erroneous
interpretations, for the news that trickled to our village was very
sparse. Most of the facts were either exaggerated or were hiced with so
many additions that one could hardly tell the fact from the fiction.
Except for the government-appointed village official, who usually
was appointed from Serbia and therefore was an unreliable source of
information, no one in the village received a newspaper. And since all
the newspapers entering that part of Macedonia were published and
edited by Serbians, the people did not have faith in them . So they
refused to read them.
News of the outside world, significant or not, was usually tran
smitted by local people whose business carried them to Bitolia, the
provincial capita\. Many of our own people in that city read
newspapers from Western Europe, mostly from Rome and Vienna.
The readers would whisper the important news to the visitor from
Resen or Yankovetz. If the news was about some important event of
shifting European diplomacy, the chances were that by the time the
bearer of the news arrived home he was prepared to garnish it with a
few details of his own in order to make it sound more dramatic and
effective. Regardless of the remoteness of our area, however, our
people somehow instinctively made intelligent evaluations of the news
oftheday .
As I gr.ew older, this fact intrigued me a great deal. The recollection
oftheir perception surprises me even today. They had a clear vision of
the superiority and importance of each ofthe great powers in Europe,
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and of the interests of those governments in the international chess
game.
The only unkl10wn factor was the United States of America. Until
World War I no one considered America to be a military power,
although it was obvious that, if circumstances warranted, the U. S.
had unlimited resources - manpower and wealth - to shift the
balance from one side to the other.
Most of the time, however, the villagers concentrated on the news
that related to the Balkans. The war of 1912 against the Turks , and in
1913 the war among themselves, had ended with tragic consequences
for our people. This part of Macedonia, predominantly Bulgarian in
character , history and language, was supposed to have been handed
over to Bulgaria after the defeat of Turkey. But the Serbians had
reneged and kept the land against the will of the people .
When conflict again loomed in 1914, our people were still under
Serbian domination. And because of this duplicity and forced
denationalization, there was no love lost between us and the Belgrade
administration. Our people felt cheated and oppressed. They had
fought the Turks for decades at great sacrifice, only to exchange one
ruler for another - a Moslem oppressor for one that was Christian.
That is why, in discussing the news of the world, what our people
wanted to hear was: What are the European powers going to do about
our plight? Who is going to alleviate our burden as Austria and Serbia
get ready for war? Will the Austrians and the Germans be able to
extend their positions all the way down to our own coun try and sweep
away the Serbian regime? Will Bulgaria join in the fight for
Macedonia? And what if Dedo Ivan (Grandfather Russia) is on the
other side? After all, Dedo Ivan is big and strong - the strongest of
all.
At this point one would hear the calm voice and measured words of
Dedo Stefo, the village wise man, who had spent many years in
Istanbul and Odessa, who spoke Russian and knew the Russians well.
His words would fall like gushes of hot water over the heads of those
present.
"Listen to me," old Stefo would say, "do not count too much on
Dedo Ivan. Russia is looking not after us, but after herself. If her own
interests dictate, she will help for our liberation , but ifher interests do
not dictate, she will do nothing. Remember that." After a puff on his
cigarette, Dedo Stefo would add: "All great powers are like that.
They look after themselves; that is why they are great."
Angered to no end, the old Russophile Tashka would pound on the
table, stand up, for hewas short and fat, and sayin a loud voice:
"Tell me Stefo, tell me! Did not the Russians liberate Bulgaria?
Answer me that, ha?"
"They did," replied Stefo, "but you know why? They wanted to
make of her another province of Russia so as to get easy access to the
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Bosphorus and Istanbul- the dream of every Russian emperor. But
Stefan Stamboloff, God bless his soul (and here old Stefo made the
sign ofthe cross), stopped them. He thanked them for helping to drive
the Turks out of Bulgaria, then asked them to kindly leave and let the
people enjoy their freedom."
IN THE COFFEE HOUSE forum many heated debates raged on
political subjects. At such times the dice stopped rolling, the cards lay
spread on the tables and everyone was tuned to the discussions. But
when the one seated by the door spotted the approach of the police or
of one of the two police informants, the subject was dropped and the
card games were resumed full blast.
~ As had their fathers and grandfathers before them, born and raised
under the oppressive Ottoman regime, they instinctively knew when
and how to end a political discussion. They were also accustomed to
the curfew. This penalty had been added for not conforming to the
wishes of the alien government, which they resented but were helpless
to overthrow.
When the sun set behind the Galichitsa Planina and the veil of
darkness descended over the village, the stillness outside the coffee
houses was broken only by the footsteps ofthe patrons trotting back to
their homes, locking themselves behind heavy gates and high walls.
This was the time of the evening when, one by one, a hundred
kerosene lamplights would appear as if an unseen hand had placed
small stars in the curtained windows of the village homes. Then,
except for the occasional bark of a dog, hardly a sound could be
heard.
Were these people actually sleeping, or plotting? The night patrol
could never determine the answer. But the danger of an uprising was
always present. It lurked at every comer, behind every tree.
I remember well the home in which I was born and grew up. My
grandfather had built it like a fortress. It was larger than the ten
others surrounding it, the 11 forming a circle whose back yards were
accessible to every family in the group. Our home was surrounded by
high walls. A small but heavy door provided entrance to the front yard
and the house. Next to the door there was a wide, two-winged gate,
made of heavy wood, that was opened only at harvest time or on
occasions when a wagon was to be admitted. Another heavy door,
always locked at night, was the inner entrance to our home. On the
ground floor there were two bedrooms. The upper floor had three
more, each with a fireplace, and a wide veranda, large enough to hold
SO people. The veranda had no glass windows, but wooden shutters
kept out the rain and the snow. 
The storage room was on the ground floor. Wheat, corn, flour,
salted meat and everything needed for the winter months was kept
there. In the front yard there was a bake oven and a water well. These
were primarily for emergency use. In case of danger, or search by
police, one could escape by just opening the door to the back yard and
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crossing to the back yard of another home. Our home also had a secret
room in which the two Nizamoff families, those of my father and his
brother, Yakim, kept their valuables and their always-loaded
Mannlicher rifles. The house had been searched many times, but the
Turks and the Serbians had never come close to finding the secret
room.
My father, whose name was Nicola, was the youngest of three
brothers and our bedrooms were on the ground floor. Yakim'sfamily
occupied the bedroom.s on the upper floor, which also had a large
room called the reception room or guest room. The oldest brother,
Dimitri, housed his family elsewhere.
Sitting on heavy and comfortable straw mattresses around the
fireplace after curfew, our family would discuss the rumors of im
pending searches and arrests. But we as children spent much ofthe
evening listening to our parents tell stories which they had heard from
their own fathers and mothers. My mother's name was Maria; my
brothers were Krusto and Boris, and my sister's name was Veselinka.
Many a night my brothers, my sister and I fell asleep listening to
our mother tell Bible stories and speak of the meaning of God, the
sacrifice of Christ and the need of prayer. She would also tell us about
the heroic death of her brother, Clement. He had lost his life while
serving in the ranks of the Internal Macedonian Revolutionary
Organization in the fight for a free and independent Macedonia, one
in which all of its peoples - Bulgarians, Greeks, Vlahs and Turks
included - would have equal rights and responsibilities. Uncle
Clement was the first one to fall in a skirmish with a regiment of
Turkish soldiers. He lost his life a few months before the Ilinden
insurrection of 1903.
My father, on the other hand, would dwell on the heroic exploits of
. Gotse DeIcheff, a legendary revolutionary leader in our country. My
father never forgot to remind us that one winter night in 1901, he and
his friends had been summoned by DeIcheff to a discussion in the
mountain village of Zlatary, some five miles from our place. They had
braved freezing rain and the danger of meeting a Turkish patrol and
had reached Zlatary at the break of dawn.
"He was a great man, son, a great man," my father would say, "A
highly educated and dedicated man. The Turks feared him." The
story would end with my father singing his favorite songs which the
people in Macedonia had woven about DeIcheff and his heroic ex
ploits.
My father had a melodious voice. Three years before he died atthe
age of 93, a professor from the folklore institute of Vienna visited him
at his home in Yankovetz and recorded a few ofthe folk songs he liked
best and one that was almost ofhis own creation.
Father surely was elated by this honor. He must have felt he was
making an important contribution to folklore. More than that, the
tape perpetuated the memory ofhis beloved hero, Gotse DeIcheff.
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I believe these stories and songs were lessons to prepare us for the
struggle that lay ahead, and for adulthood . Our parents wanted us to
realize the plight of our own people and to understand that salvation
lay only in winning freedom.
"We are not free," my father would say, "but we are not slaves,
either. Not as long as we know how to stand and defend our God-given
rights. "
I Iistened-to my parent's stories with delight and innocence. Many
times I daydreamed of becoming a member of Delcheffs group. How
good it would have been to see that great man and be ordered by him
to perform some useful service for the freedom of our people! I did not
know then that my hero, the great man, had been killed in a skirmish
with the Turkish army five months before I was born.
Since most of the homes in our village were built next to one
another. and each was linked with a neighbor's house through the
back yard, the imposed curfew had very little effect. The streets were
empty but neighbors visited each other, played cards and told stories.
Their social contact was not disrupted. One of the men who had
joined the village administration, and pretended to be on the side of
the occupiers. secretly was one of our most trusted people. He found
ways to let us know when a search was planned and who was to be
interned. The suspect would suddenly disappear, having crossed into
Greek or Albanian territory, and would make his way to Bulgaria or
to the United States.
I remember clearly that when Serbia declared war on Austria and
Belgrade issued an order for full mobilization. most of the men
between 18 and 35 found their way into Albania. Why should they
fight for a regime they hated? The few who were caught unaware and
put in uniform later deserted .

ONE INCIDENT THAT AROUSED much fear and excitement in our
home is still very fresh in my mind. It happened in the early spring of
1911.
By order ofthe Macedonian Revolutionary Organization, a relative
of ours assassinated a renegade and traitor who had joined the Turks
and revealed to them some organization secrets. As a challenge to his
former leader, the renegade had kidnapped 'his 3-year-old nephew
and cut the boy to pieces. The assassination ofthe traitor took place
on a Sunday morning in Resen when the streets were almost bare.
Everyone was either in church or getting ready to go there. The Turks
surrounded the town and searched the gardens and the cornfields,
but the terrorist had disappeared. By prearranged plan he hid under a
bridge. half covered by water and mud, and stayed there until dark.
Then. using all the byways known to him, he arrived unnoticed in
Yankovetz where, also by prearrangement, the front door ofthe home
of one of our neighbors was left unlocked. He got into our back yard '

and from there into the secret hiding room. We. the children. knew
nothing ofthis.
The next morning. almost every house was thoroughly searched but
the Turks found no trace of the man. A few days later he made a
successful escape and joined the revolutionary group. This man was
well educated. a member of a very distinguished family in Resen. His
uncle. Andrea Lipscheff. was for seven years prime minister of
Bulgaria before the advent ofthe communist government.
The evening ofthe escape. the man who assisted the assassin came
into our store in Yankovetz just before closing time. He whispered
something to my dad. I remember how my father filled a large wine
glass with rakia (whiskey) and said to him: "Drink. Lazo. this is on
the house. You did a splendid job."
I saw this and I heard it. but I never breathed a word of it to anyone.
not even to my mother. except for my beloved cousin Zorka. a fanatic
and a patriot to the marrow of her bones.
In 1912. against the objection of the whole Nizamoff family. Zorka
married a like patriot. knowing that he was tubercular. All that
mattered to her was that he was a devoted member of the Committee
and no promise or threat would disuade her from marrying a sick
man.
Because Yankovetz was fenced in by thick forests on three sides and
the air was fresh. cool and clean. he moved into our home to
recuperate. He slept on a makeshift bed on the veranda.
At night I could hear him cough incessantly. a deep. loud cough
which tore his lungs apart. I could hear him scream from pain and
from a high temperature that could not be brought down because
there was no ice to be had. His suffering broke my heart. Every
evening. before I went to bed. my prayer was for his early recrvery.
In retrospect. I wonder if my concern was for the man who was the
husband of my beloved cousin or for the dedicated fighter for
freedom. He died a year later. leaving Zorka with a three-month-old
son.
His suffering and his early passing left a wound in Zorka's heart.
She lost the desire to live. Life had become an unbearable burden and
her delicate body began to melt away. I could not look at her. I wanted
to remember her as she had been - strong. vibrant, a fighter against
oppression. a fearless person ready to jump in the fire in the name of
freedom and justice.
She died in the fall of 1923. after I had emigrated to America. The
tragic news reached me in New York City. where I had moved from
Connecticut. For a few days I felt numb and paralyzed. I was alone
and lonesome in the big city with no one to share my deep sorrow, no
one to console me. I stayed in my room. cried and cursed, cursed and
cried.
Then. one afternoon. I dressed and went to the Russian Eastern
Orthodox Church on East 94th Street. There was no one in the
church. I lit a big candle in front ofthe icon of St. Mary. fell on my

knees before the holy altar, and prayed. I prayed for Zorka and her
husband, I prayed for my family, and I prayed for my oppressed
homeland.
The next day I went back to work.
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II
Kote Nizamojf,
Patriarch oj the Family

IlJ!ll

Y B'RTH TOOK PLACE on Septembed, 1903, barely two week,
before the end of the unsuccessful Macedonian insurrection
~ against the Turkish regime. My father, who had taken an
active part in that uprising, had just returned home in time to change
into his civilian clothes and hide his gun before the birth took place.
As I grew I wanted to know more about our family and this is what
he told me:
My great-grandfather, whose name my father did not know, went
to Istanbul to find work and there was hired to run a vegetable gar
den. During a visit to his home he decided to take back with him to
Istanbul and put to work his 14-year-old son, Kote. Great
grandfather died a year later, leaving Kote alone in Istanbul. The
young man was taken in by a friendly Christian Arab family. Whether
he kept on gardening we do not know, but he grew up to become a
handsome, strong and fearless man. Although illiterate, he became
fluent in Turkish, Greek, and French, as well as Bulgarian.
At that time the Sultan of Turkey wished to placate the rebellious
Bulgarians in his wide empire. He appointed Stephen Bogoridi, a
Bulgarian nobleman, as governor ofthe island of Mete lin in the Sea of
Marmara. The governor wanted a countryman to accompany him to
the new post and the large Bulgarian colony in Istanbul recom
mended my grandfather.
The exact nature of my grandfather's duties is not known, but there
is speculation that he was appointed tax collector. The custom in the

~

Turkish empire was for some of the tax money to remain in the
pockets of the collector. At any rate, when my grandfather after 10
years returned to his home town of Yankovetz he was one of the five
richest men in the county. My father considered him to be the founder
ofthe family and its patriarch.
Kote Nizamoff bought a lot of land and a flour mill in Yankovetz,
bu ilt the fortress-like home I have described, and invested in property
in the center of Resen. He married, fathered three sons and two
daughters, and settled for good in his home in Yankovetz.
When the villagers began collecting money to build a new
Bulgarian Eastern Orthodox Church, Grandfather Kote supplied
most of the funds needed. In tribute, the villagers decided that when
he died, he would be buried in the back of the church where, ac
cording to tradition, only the local priest could lie. The demise of my
grandfather was followed by a division of his property, with the
largest share going to his oldest son, Dimitri. · My father became a
grocer.
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III
My First Lesson in Conspiracy

Ii

UOS WAS ONE OF THE well-,a-do families in 'he village and my
mother was always concerned about those who did not have
the material blessings we enjoyed.
At harvest time, when the freshly threshed wheat or freshly milled
flour was brought into our home to carry us through the severe
winters, she filled special containers and it was my duty and my
sister's to deliver them to the families she was trying to help. The same
was true in the late fall when two hogs were butchered. We went to the
same homes with generous helpings of pork, lard, and sausage.
Other well-to-do families did the same. In this respect the village
had a kind of unofficial welfare program, one that helped but in no
way degraded the recipients.
Teta Dina, a poor widow, lived on the far side of the village in a
small, unpretentious home that had been built by her husband.
Neatly whitewashed, with flowers all around, it looked like an
oversized doll house. Teta Dina was always on my route ofdeliveries.
Many years have passed since then, but I still have a vivid memory
of my last visit to her in 1914, when the Serbian armyliad replaced the
Turks in our part of Macedonia ~ one oppressor exchanged for
another.
Except that her cupboard probably was empty, there was nothing
in the one-room home to indicate that its sole occupant was
desperately poor. The earthen floor was neatly treated with
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homemade paint. This paint was obtained from the topsoil ofa ravine
close to the village monastery. When soaked in warm water, the
particles of soil dissolved into a reddish solution. Left overnight, it
produced a creamy substance that was used for coloring and polishing
floors and brick walls.
My father used to say that in any industrially developed country,
this topsoil would be turned into a money-making enterprise. But our
village had neither the knowledge nor the money to develop it.
On the right side of the room there was a medium-size window
whose wooden shutters were painted blue. On the floor, underneath
the window, lay a straw-filled mattress covered by a homespun
yambolia (bed cover). The fireplace was near by. Over the fireplace
and on both sides of it there were wooden shelves holding dishes and
cups, mostly products of the local pottery makers. (Resen was noted
for the art and quality of its pottery production). Handmade doilies
covered the shelves.
Above the fireplace was the icon of St. Dimitri, the family saint and
protector. The icon was the product of a local, self-taught artist who
made a good name for himself after an exhibit in Bitola, our
provincial capital. A lighted wick flickered constantly in a glass jar
filled with water and olive oil. In days of need and loneliness - and
these may have been many - Teta Dina stood solemnly before this
icon, made the sign of the cross and prayed. Her prayer and faith in
ner patron saint sustained her and gave her strength to carryon.
The area on the left side of the fireplace was almost bare. Two
crudely-built chairs covered with beautifully embroidered cushions
stood invitingly against the wall. Their unworn appearance indicated
that the home had few visitors. A few steps farther on there was a
locker made of polished oak. Its door was sturdy and had a padlock
on it. Above the door were vases with indoor plants.
On the day of my last visit I entered the small front yard, was
greeted by the old dog, and knocked on the door. Teta Dina lifted the
cover ofthe peephole, smiled and let me in.
As a peasant woman she had never learned to read and write and
had never crossed the boundaries ofour county. But, like many in our
country, she possessed natural intelligence and the manners ofa well
bred person. She bowed and shook my hand, a custom prevalent in
Macedonia in those days, then inquired about the health of my
mother and father and the rest of the family, mentioning everyone by
name.
When this traditional ceremony was over, she politely accepted the
container I was delivering and uttered thanks that my mother had
remembered her. She invited me to sit on one ofthe chairs and went to
the corner of the room to remove the contents from my dish. Then she
went out through the back door, washed the dish and handed it back
tome.

'.

Teta Dina was ofmedium size, slim and lively. Her dark brown eyes
retained much of the flame that had sparkled there in her youthful
years, but they also reflected a deeply buried sadness. Her prominent
forehead, the high cheekbones, the silky black hair tinted here and
there with gray clusters protruding from under the black kerchief she
wore (a sign that she was a widow) gave her the appearance of a
classical beauty. Her pretty face bore faint furrows, the inescapable
marks ofa hard and lonely life.
.
I took the container, rose, and was prepared to leave.
"Y ou must wait a few minutes," she said. "Please sit down."
She went to the corner of the room, lifted a white cover and
unlocked a small trunk. Presently she came back with two small,
beautifully embroidered handkerchiefs.
"These are for your mother and sister," she said. "Give your
mother my best regards and my thanks. And this is for you." She
handed me an apple and bade me goodbye.
Teta Dina had not accepted the food I brought as charity but as a
gift from a friend, and she returned the dish to my mother with her
own gift, her own token of appreciation. She was a proud woman who
would rather die from hunger than beg. And she had other ways of
showing her appreciation.
Whenever my mother was ill, or heavily occupied with house
chores, Teta Dina came to lend a hand. Traditionally our family
celebrated the feast of St. Nicholas with a lavish dinner for our
relatives and friends. We also celebrated the name days of my father
and myself, which fell about a week apart in December. Teta Dina
was always there to help clean the house, bake delicious pastries and
cook.
On one such occasion in December ·of 1914, when the political
situation in our country had deteriorated and relations had worsened
between our people and the Serbian occupiers, Teta Dina overstayed.
It was past ten and the imposed curfew hour was nine p.m. The
Serbian police were on the lookout for Macedonian revolutionaries
and deserters who did not want to serve in their army. Like most
Macedonians, our family was on the official blacklist. We considered
that an honor.
It was unthinkable to let Teta Dina go home by herself. In those
days in Macedonia, no respectable woman ventured out by herself at
night. It was also unthinkable for my father to go with her. The police
were looking for any reason to place him under arrest. My father said
I was old enough to take Teta Dina home. Armed with a strong stick
to protect her and me from the village dogs, I went out.
It was agreed that on my return I should not knock on the door.
That might alert the patrol. My father told me to throw three small
rocks over the wall, one byone, as a signal that I had returned.
On my way back a stray dog spotted me and started barking; I
could hear the footsteps ofthe patrol coming my way. There was a full

moon and I could see their shadows as they turned the corner. I hid
under a wagon loaded with hay and held my breath. Fortunately the
do~ had disappeared. The men on patrol came closer and spoke in
whIspers. They looked around, saw nothing, and left.
I reached home safely and threw the three pebbles over the wall. My
father must have been standing right by the door for it opened im
mediately after the third pebble. My father was not overly sen
timental. But this time he put his hands on my shoulders, brought me
close to him and said, "You did a man's job tonight."
It was now very late. I went to bed with a self-satisfaction I had
~ev~r experienced. before. The conspiratorial part of that job
fascmated me. As It happened, it was to follow my tracks until I left
the country and came to the United States.
OURS WAS NOT THE ONLY FAMILY who helped the needy. Others did
that, too. All who had a little more shared with the less fortunate
purely an act offriendliness and neighborliness.
But many saw starvation and death during the last phase of World
War I. The Serbians had been driven from our land; the frontier, ten
miles from our village, was defended by the German army. The
military had requisitioned every available edible product and had
imposed strict food rationing.
During those crucial months my father was head mayor of
Yankovetz and eight surrounding villages. The feeding ofthe people
was under his jurisdiction, but the army had left nothing to feed them
with. He had the cou pons but not the flour, wheat, corn, meat or
milk.
I was home from school, and I saw hunger and suffering and death.
I saw how our village gardener and his family became the first victims.
I re~embe.r old Evtim, a tall man, very quiet, slowly dying from
starvatIOn. HIS vegetable garden was just two blocks from our home. I
saw him wither slowly and one day faii dead on the street, not far from
our house, carryi?g under his arm wild greens he had picked in the
meadows to alleViate the hunger of his wife. His daughter Vasilka,
who had been. a classmate of mine in the lower grades, lost her mind
and one mornmg was found dead in the river. I cried for her.
It took a long time for me to get over this unnecessary tragedy, this
useless waste o~ human beings. I remember the pain, the anguish of
my father a~ bemg u.n~?le to obtain from military storage some ofthe
food suppJtes reqUisItioned from our people. Day and night the
storage area was guarded by armed patrols. My father had a stormy
meeting with the commandant, Rudolph Kwiring. It would have
become a fist fight if the Bulgarian interpreter, Vangel Malakov, had
not stepped between them.
A few weeks after this dramatic scene the aIlied forces broke the
German resistance. The Germans left in a hurry and abandoned the
stored food. But it was too late for E"iim, his wife and daughter, and
countless others who became victims of a war they did not start, or
want.
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IV
The Devotion oJ Our People
For Their Church

IW
I

N ADDITION TO THE TWO COFFEE HOUSES, the church was
another place where the villagers got together. But, while the
coffee houses were the exclusive domain of the men, the
church was open to all. The frequent services, held even on weekdays,
were well attended. It was considered a mortal sin to miss church two
or three times in a row.
The Eastern Orthodox Church has been blessed with many saints
and martyrs who have performed commendable service for God, or
have sacrificed their lives to preserve their Christian faith. But the
merits of some of those designated for sanctification have not been
fully explained by the church.
Take for example St. Theodora, one of the few women whose
images adorn the church inconostas and our calendars.
By all known accounts she was a woman of questionable reputation
who, during the early Christian era, moved aboutlerusalem and parts
of Egypt. Disguised as a man she entered an all-male monastery.
When her true identity was revealed, she was ejected and forbidden to
return to that holy place.
Finding herself on the streets, broke and destitute, she did
whatever she could to survive. But not for long. This ambitious and
determined woman entered a female monastery and soon after
reached the post of mother superior. Nothing more is known of
Theodora. But she is listed in the Eastern Orthodox calendar and her
feast is celebrated on September 11.
o

Even on insignificant feast days the church was opened for services.
In rainy or wintry weather these were welcome occasions for the men,
if for no other reason than to break the boredom of staying home, or
as a change from the daily visit to the coffee house, since all the
rumors and gossip could be exchanged at church.
Although our people were deeply devout, many ofthem - in some
cases even members oftheclergy-were but vaguely familiar with the
tenets and dogma oftheir religion.
Simply put, the church was the home of God where they went to
pray. God was the creator of life, the p~wer th~t moved ~veryone an.d
everything in the world. They worshlped Hlm and dlrected thea
prayers to Him. They attended Sun~ay Mass regularl~ , sat through
the divine liturgy, listened to the readtngofthe Holy Scrtptures, made
the sign ofthe cross and silently asked for God's mercy and help.
They revered the saints. They lit candles in front of the icons. They
bowed before, and reverently kissed, the images oftheir patron saints
when celebrating their feast days.
The church rituals spoke to them eloquently. In every move, in
every intonation of the priest they responded to the mysticism oftheir
faith - the many images of Christ on the Cross, those of Mother Mary
and the Child, the likenesses of saints and martyrs adorning the
iconostasis on the altar, the flickering flames of the candles, the voice
of the priest and the chants of the cantors- all ofthese gave force and
spiritual meaning to the ritual, made hearts throb and brought tears
ofjoy and repentance during the High Mass. At its beginning. . . .

*****
THE DOOR ON THE RlGHT SIDE ofthe altar opens. Silence descends
as the priest appears. No one moves. The worshipers stand like
statues cemented to the floor.
The priest in ornate vestments, preceded by an altar boy holding
the incense burner, walks with measured tread towards the altar
door. Holding the chalice in one- hand and the cross in the other, he
intones:
"Blagoslovi, Gospodi, ludytvoya ee darydostoyanietvoye." (Bless,
o Lord, your children and make tMm worthy ofyou .)
The worshipers bow their he~ and make the sign ofthe cross.
The priest climbs the steps leading to the altar, the chalice in his l~ft
hand, the cross in his right. He holds them above his head and, wlth
eyes raised to heaven, intones in solemn, measured v~ice:
.
"Da buded volya Gospodnya ot ninye ee do veka. (May the wtll of
God prevail from ages into ages.)
.
.
"Amen," respond the worshipers. Then, In a fatherly VOlce, he
commands:
"Preeidite poklonitsya ee pripadet Kon Hrista." (Bow your heads,
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step forward and kneel before Christ, your Lord.)
The worshipers kneel on the concrete floor. They rise again when
the priest, waving the cross, announces: Blessed are those who believe
in the Lord and ask for His mercy.

*****
THE SYMBOLISM OF THESE RITUALS added beauty and solemnity to
the service; it brought the worshipers closer to God, sustained and
deepened their faith in the Almighty.
What else is there to religion than faith, deep and sincere faith?
The ordinary people possessed that faith and it was enough for them.
Dogma and theological discourse were the province and the
responsibility of archbishops, patriarchs, popes, not ofthe people.
The foundation of religion, what held it in place century after
century, was deep and sincere devotion to God Almighty. Nothing
more was needed than fervent belief in the Crucifixion and
Resurrection of Christ, the Son ofGod.
In the hearts and minds ofthe people, nothing else mattered. The
constant theological debates, the mountain of books on the existence
of God, had changed nothing in 20 centuries. Either one believed, or
one did not.
They clung to that simple definition of religion. They fought for
their national church and preserved it from extinction during five
hundred horrible years of Islamic rule followed by the encroachment
ofthe Byzantine patriarch.
They were proud of the historic fact that since the year 865, when
the pagan Bulgarian tribes were converted to Christianity under the
saintly King Boris the First, the services in their churches had been
conducted in their own Bulgar-Slavonic language. This was much to
the chagrin of the pope in Rome and the Patriarch in Constantinople,
who between them had decreed that all religious services should be
conducted only in Latin, Greek and Hebrew. But King Boris, who
had asked the Macedonian brothers, Cyril and Methodious, born in
Thessalonica, to translate the scriptures and all prayers into the
Bulgaro-Slavonic language, did not abide by that arbitrary rule.
"Our people understand only our own language," he is reported to
have said, "therefore we will praise God in our language." And they
did.
Cyril and Methodious were called before a church tribunal in
Venice. There the Romans and Byzantines pressed them to ban the
religious services in the language ofthe "barbarians."
But the two brothers stood their ground.
"God, who created us all," stated Cyril the philosopher, "un
derstands our language, too. The Romans and the Byzantines have no
monopoly on God's words."
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The meeting adjourned in disarray. The two brothers and their
students were persecuted, but the language remained. Thus, the
forefathers of the people in our village created their own church, with
their own language, their own saints and martyrs.
THE OTTOMAN TURKS DESTROYED much of the old Bulgarian
cultural institutions along with monuments and books. But some
elements were preserved in the monasteries built in the deep forests or
in inaccessible mountain places. And when in the early part of the
18th century the oppressed Bulgarians began their revival, the first
strong voice came from Mount Athos. It was the voice of the monk
Paisy of Hilendar. He had traveled through central Europe to gather
documents and compile the first Bulgarian history following the
Turkish conquest towards the end ofthe 14th century. The spark that
came out of Mt. Athos ignited all of the Bulgarian lands in the
Balkans, including our own village ofYankovetz.
The St. Mary Monastery, nestled in the thick forest above the
village, stood as a living monument tothe uncompromising and fierce
struggle to preserve the faith of their forefathers. It added strength,
not only to their devotion but to their national pride. It sustained
them through the constant flow ofdifficulties.
The struggle reached its final point in the 1860s, with Istanbul at
the center. That city was the capital not only of the Ottoman Empire
but also of the Byzantine Patriarchate. The young Bulgarians who
had gone there to earn a living had taken active part in that historic
struggle and had brought it to its final victory.
In 1870, the Grand Vizier announced the Sultan's Firman granting
independence to the Bulgarian Eastern Orthodox Church. Jubilation
spread over the Bulgarian lands including, of course, all of
Macedonia. The Greek patriarchate retaliated by branding the
Bulgarians as schismatics, but that had no effect. The days when the
curse of a pope, or a patriarch, caused pious people to tremble had
passed.
In Resen, my grandfather Kote Nizamoff, one ofthe richest men in
the county at that time, celebrated the victory by buying a large,
beautiful home in the center of town and announcing that it would be
for the exclusive use ofthe bishop, whose official residence, following
historic precedent, was in Ohrid, _capital of the ninth century
Bulgarian King Samuel.
Resen could boast of its contribution to the cultural and political
life of pre-communist Bulgaria. It had given the new country two
prime ministers, two appellate judges and one supreme court justice,
one brigadier general and five colonels, more than two dozen
educators in various disciplines, three doctors and four attorneys, as
well as one very distinguished journalist, literary critic and historian
- my cousin, Simeon Radeff, who eventually became ambassador to_
the United States.
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In the late spring of 1916 when I returned from Sofia, my maternal
grandfather and some other elderly people wanted to know, first of
all, not if I had seen the King of Bulgaria, or some high-ranking
generals; they wanted to know how many bishops and archbishops I
had seen. Did I see the palace of the Holy Synod? Was it big, ornate?
Did I attend service in the National Cathedral Alexander Nevsky, the
largest in the Balkan Peninsula, built by the Bulgarian nation as a
tribute to Tsar Alexander of Russia who in 1878 helped liberate
Bulgaria from the Turks?
I still remember the puzzled expressions on their faces when I told
them that the Synodal Library was a large, tall building with rooms
and shelves bulging with theological books.
. Why all those books? asked one ofthe oldsters. "Don't they believe
what the Holy Scripture says?"
"Of course they do. They do. But these books explain and detine
every word ofGod and what it means to us."
"What is there to define?" said my grandfather. "I read the
Scriptures and I understand them. Why can't they? Is this what they
teach in those schools down there- dispute the word of God?"
"A waste of time and money," added another. "And mark my
words. Someday one of those overeducated people will start telling us
that there is no God, that Christ was not crucified. They will start
telling us that Moses invented God to save himself from the anger of
the rebellious Jews. And you know that that will be the end of the
Church."
.
"And probably the end of the world, too," said another. "God will
punish us for such blasphemy."
"Don't you think that books of this kind are of great value?" I
asked.
My grandfather said, "Of course books are of great value, but on
different subjects, not on God, not on the Scriptures. Books on
history are valuable - good, true history. Books on Alexander of
Macedonia, whom the Greeks have falsely proclaimed to be one of
them, on how he conquered the whole world with some 35,000
sold iers. Books on the Ital ian Col urn bus who discovered America, for
instance. The writing of that great man Jefferson who is supposed to
have said that God has created all men equal and that all men should
be free to govern themselves. Or books on medicine, on agriculture,
books to make life healthier and easier. That is what is needed. Not
books on the Scriptures."
"Graudp.a~ "lsaid, "¥illlmissed nne category: books on folk songs
and dances, and, of course , books on freedom."
I knew the word freedom would spark a heated discussion. And I
was right. That discussion lasted for hours, while my grandmother
kept the wine glasses full and the Turkish coffee on the fire.
"Well," said Uncle Stefo, "at least those books inspire you and
instill in you love of freedom. Take us, for instance. We live in
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Macedonia, but most of us are of Bulgarian nationality and we have
struggled for our own Bulgarian schools and churches. Yet, what
happens?
"The Balkan Christian countries got together to kick the Turks out
of Macedonia, and they did. But our part of Macedonia, which was
supposed to be given to Bulgaria after the war, was kept by the
Serbians. And whllt did the Serbians do? Proclaim us, against our
will, as Serbians, close our Bulgarian schools and churches and force
us to speak their language. Even the Turks didn't do that.
"Now, in this raging war, we are under Bulgarian civil rule and we
are happy, but the military are mostly Germans. And the Germans
are losing the war all over. So what is going to happen to us when they
leave, when Germany and Bulgaria are defeated? The Serbians will
come back and start all over again to Serbianize us.
"God, is there going to be an end to the sufferings of our people in
Macedonia? What matterS if we are Bulgarians, as long as we obey
the law and are good citizens?"
I saw sadness in their faces , as ifthey had a premonition ofthings to
come.
It was the last time I had a chance to talk to these village sages as a
group. Old age was hanging heavily on them, with death creeping
close behind.
The war continued in our sector as it did all over Europe. Day and
night the guns echoed across Lake Prespa and around Mt. Galichitsa,
ten miles away. Life in our county took a radical change for the worse.
Food was scarce. Bread, the staple of our people, was rationed, and
meat was unobtainable. Most of these sturdy old men died of
malnutrition.
.
Then, in October of 1918, the allied armies broke the German
Bulgarian resistance on the Macedonian front. During a panicky and
dangerous evacuation I again found myself in school in Sofia, staying
with my aunt, while my family remained in Resen. For more than two
years I agonized, not knowing whether they were alive or dead.

Kote Kizamoff, family patriarch, is shown in 1898 with three
grandchildren, all of them cousins of the author: Zorka (seated),
Alexander (left) and Jivko. Within the cane, the author said, was
hidden a sword.
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Family group in 1915. Author's aunt, Lenka Boyadjieva Veleva (center), is surrounded by nieces and
nephews. Identities available only f or the back row (from left): author's sister, Veselinka; cousin, Radko Ev
timo//; cousin, Andronia Veleva, and her sister, Slavka. Author is at right rear.

Author's family: mother, Maria Boyadjieva Nizamova (seated, left); father, Nicola Nizamoff (center); aunt,
Lenka Boyadjieva Veleva (seated, right); brother, Boris, and cousin, Penka Alecso Evtimova, and (front)
Penka's daughter, Elenka.

en

Reunion in Connecticut, 1926. Front: Christo Nizamoff(left) and
cousin Jivko Nizamoff. Rear: Christo's brother, K rusto (left) and
Jivko's brother, John.
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When the Men Went Away

OOHE

CHURCH WA< NOT mST A PLACE wh,,, on, wo"hip"d
God. There, after services, one met friends, exehanged
-J
views, added something to the latest political rumors and
nllage gossip, and greeted the men recently returned from far-off
places, such as America. Some of these came to services adorned in
rheir best outfits - sometimes extreme, even ridiculous - to impress
the local folks.
I remember one of our villagers who had spent his time in America
in t he city of St. Louis. I know it was St. Louis because I used to write
e letters sent to him by his wife. It was the middle of July and a
blistering hot day. He came to church dressed in a pair of blue denim
cm-eralls which were a little too long and a little too large. His white
r km an's gloves reached almost to his elbows and he wore a railroad
n's winter hat with the flaps down covering his ears.
He obviously wanted to look like the men who laid the rail tracks
m St. Louis to Montana or North Dakota. He was a moving
sca.recrow.
One of our villagers had known the man in America. He told my
_atheT that the only time the returned man had seen a train and a
k was when one stopped at the St. Louis station to discharge
?as.sengers and unload mail. The scarecrow was employed there to
pick u p the accumulated trash and wash the toilets. As the true story
got around. the man never again appeared in public in that silly
outfit.
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The one who had unmasked him was more interesting. He had
worked on the railroads in Montana and South Dakota, but came
back dressed as a Texas cowboy - wide-brimmed hat, jacket, boots
and spurs. The only things that were missing were the horse and the
_ six-shooter. As it turned out, the "cowboy" had never been in Texas
and never on a saddle. He had copied the outfit from the ten-cent
movies he had seen in Miles City, Montana.
He was a pesky and obnoxious man, a man easy to dislike. He
repeatedly used the American expressions "okay" and "all right,"
words unknown to our people. He wanted to make it seem that after a
three-year absence he could not find the proper words in his native
language. Then it became common knowledge that he had worked on
the railroad with a gang consisting of his Bulgarian countrymen, and
that his English was limited, more or less, to those two expressions.
Most of the villagers who returned from a foreign land were modest
and considerate, not full of hot air like our ersatz cowboy, and the
people respected them. But since the cowboy was detested by almost
all who knew him, the local men devised a way to put him in his right
place. My father was one of the plotters.
One Saturday evening they went to the wooded grounds behind the
church and dug a hole about three feet wide and four feet deep. They
filled it with mud and runny cow manure , then covered it with freshly
cu t grass.
The next morning, after the services, while the women were busy
exchanging blessed bread and boiled, sugar-coated wheat in memory
of the dead, the men as usual retired to the church grounds. At the
right spot the plotters started arguing among themselves as to who
would be the first one to cover 60 feet and reach a particular point on
threejumps.
They took off their jackets, rolled their pants and started. Each
managed, as agreed, to jump weakly and end upeight to ten feet short
of the target. Our cowboy took the bite .
He removed his jacket, pulled up his boots and said, "I have never
seen five more clumsy men . Let me show you how it is done." He '
stepped back , cast a casual glance at the target, then at the crowd.
tightened his belt and set forth. He hit the target and plunged into the
hole. At that point he realized that the whole thing was set up to
embarrass him and deflate his ego. After that he adjusted to the
normal village life. He wore his boots to plow his field, but the spurs
were gone, and so was the arrogance.
As A YOUNGSTER, WATCHING THEM come and go, I both admired
and pitied the "pechalbary," the men who went to foreign lands to
earn a living. It took a great deal of courage and self-reliance for them
to embark on such an adventure - a journey carrying them to the end
of the world, as the old people pictured America. They spoke no
language except their own. They had no vocational training. or
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knowledge of what might await them at that "end ofthe world". They
had to traverse six or seven countries. coping with different people
and different languages. to embark on rickety ships and cross the vast
expanse of the Atlantic. How I admired the daring of these men! In
my young heart I felt jealous oftheir adventurous spirits.
My pity stemmed from the fact that in order to earn a living they
had to leave behind their wives and children for as much as three to
fi ve years or more.
Some children grew to adulthood scarcely knowing their father.
without ever sharing a secret or a doubt with him. bereft of a fatherly
hug or kiss. I was happy that my father was near me, whether to scold
or to praise.
.
The return to home was almost always temporary. The money
earned in that far-off land went to pay debts accumulated by the
fa mily for groceries and other necessities. Some had to repay the cost
of their passage to America. Only seldom did one bring back enough
to buy land sufficient to earn a living at home.
For most of the pechalbary the stay at home was about one year.
After that they mortgaged their home. or the land they bought. for
money to return to America.
The heads of at least half of the homes in our village were una
hujbina" - out ofthe country. Under the circumstances one would
think that a young wife, without a husband beside her year after year.
would shut her eyes, break the traditional moral code and engage in
illicit love. This seldom happened. But when one did, and the village
learned of it, she was ostracized - avoided by relatives and friends.
Breaking the code was a mortal sin. condemned by the church and
by the people. There was no point in arguing about natural needs and
impulses; they had to be suppressed. Propriety and faithfulness were
·mponant. That is how parents and grandparents lived, and how
heir offspring should live.
Such a scandal aroused the whole village. Relatives made it known
o the husband away from home. Then the letters and checks stopped,
causi ng hunger and misery. The most pitiful victims were the
children, who suffered humiliation and deprivation. By the father's .
requ est the children then were taken by close relatives . There was no
rourt order for this. But it was how it had been done for generation
fteT generation, and that law superseded all others.
remember onesllchcase~ Thellu_sban<! was in America and the
rie. Bimba, lived with her mother-in-law, a woman with a very strict
oral sense and boundless pride.
ight after night a neighbor noticed the opening and closing ofthe
front door after midnight. Then the young woman began to suffer
headaches and constant indisposition. Because of the unexplained
ess, the mother-in-law confined her at home. In church, at the
Jage store (which was my father's), or at the water fountain. the
otbeT-in-law's explanation was that some mysterious illness had

befallen her daughter-in-law. She attributed this to illwishers and to
witches who had put a curse on her daughter-in-law. One night the
old woman carried the incense burner to all parts-of the home, and to
the front and back yard, a few minutes after midnight to break the
spell of the witches, but nothing improved. For this reason she kept
the young woman at home and the front door always locked.
Baba Kata, the village busybody, who had spent many a night
trying to uncover the mystery of Bimba's illness, one day saw the
mother-in-law at the store and rushed to her house. The old woman
had left the front door half open. Baba Kata entered the front yard
and noticed Bimba sitting under a tree . Surprised and a little con
fused, Bimba invited the unwelcome visitor into the house.
"You must be very, very sick, young lady," said Baba Kata. "Your
stomach is unusually puffed up. What is wrong, my child? Have you
been to the doctor in Resen?"
"Something is growing inside me, something like a large tumor,
but mother does not know exactly what it is," Bimba replied. "She
treated me with a salve of wild herbs, she took me to the monastery
and I slept all night inside the church, but nothing has hel ped."
The explanation did not fool Baba Kata. For more than SO years
she had been the village midwife. She had brought the young lady into
the world.
Now she knew the story. Bimba was pregnant, and the baby should
arrive within the next few weeks.
The news spread quickly in our village. Bimba's house fell under
constant siege by the curious despite -the protestations of the stout
mother-in-law, who claimed that Baba Kata's diagnosis was wrong,
that her daughter-in-law suffered from some unexplainable malady
that no doctor could cure. She cursed the malicious gossipers who
were seeking to ruin the reputation of her family. "Gossip , gossip and
nothing else," she kept saying. "And who is spreading that gossip?
That old witch Kata, who never found a husband and never married.
If she was good and proper, even as ugly as she is, still some one-eyed
man would have married her. But even her neighbor, Kelesh Tase,
refused her. I will have her sentto an insane asylum."
The brave words of the proud old woman impressed no one,
although everyone in the village felt sorry for her and for her son, the
husband far away.
What hap,pened to the baby after it was born was a mystery while I
was still at home. But a year or so later, the son sent money and asked
a friend to bring his mother to America. Bimba disappeared from
Yankovetz and no one knew where she went. Some said she married a
man from a remote village in Kichevo, about fifty kilometers from
Resen and Yankovetz.
The mother and son lived for a while in a small mining town in
Western Pennsylvania. Embarrassment and shame over the event,
even though it was not his fault, had driven him to the desolate
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community, its streets covered with coal dust. Nothing resembled the
tidy village, with its flowers and trees, that the mother had left
behind . Even worse, there was no one but her son with whom she
could exchange a word. She found herself a prisoner in her son's
home.
The yearning to go back arose in the first month, but she was torn
by her code and her mother's love. How much would this hurt her son,
her only child? And was it not her duty to be with him, to help him
ou t1ive the shame cast on him by his unfaithful wife? Are not mothers,
after all, to suffer for their children?
The proud old woman suppressed her anguish and pain and
remained with her son. Then one day he decided to marry a local
woman, a widow whose husband had met his death in a mining ac
ident, and the mother was elated. But things did not tum out the way
she expected. This was America, not Macedonia. Here, not the
mother-in-law but the daughter-in·law commanded the household .
And this one knew how to rule and howto torture the mother-in-law.
The proud old lady could not stand it any longer. Broken in heart
and in spirit, she asked the son to send her back. She had only one
wis h: to die in her homeland and be buried next to her long-departed
husband.
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VI
The Pain of Leaving Ilome

~,

THE 'UMMER of 1918 wo" off. 1 w", p"pacing to go to
school In Sofia. For wecks there had been constant rumors
that the combined Allied forces were getting ready for a final
h to break the Bulgarian-German lines on the Macedonian front
od. by capturing the Balkans. to outflank the Central Powers. Ifthe
ies accomplished this. they would enter Resen and Yankovetz and
ewould again have a new ruler .
This. which the elders feared most, they believed might really
ppen . But youngsters of my age, basking in the temporary freedom
e enjoyed. discounted the rumors as enemy political propaganda
-ng spread to demoralize our people.
avin g pride in the fighting and enduring capacity of the Bulgarian
diers . and trusting in the undisputable ability of the German High
mma nd. we sought to dissipate those vicious rumors and assure
~. ~ryo n e that the AlIied offensive would be crushed before it started.
e sa id the Anglo-French armies and the contingents of Serbian and
I-reek troops would either have to lay down their arms or swim across
Aegean Sea to reach a safe haven. But our youthful military and
alegic perception proved completely wrong.
That is why, when our lines were broken and the order was given to
uate, we knew the return of the Serbian regime was inevitable.
"e were stunned and all our visions of the future disappeared. The
Bulgarian occupation of our part ofthe country was coming to an end
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and, with that, the comparative freedom we had enjoyed after 500
years of Turkish rule and three years of Serbian domination - 1912
1915.
For, despite all of the shortages and the burdens of a brutal and
unending war, for the first time in many centuries we had enjoyed a
semblance of the freedom for which our grandfathers and fathers had
fought and shed their blood - first against the Turks, then against
the equally cruel Serbian regime.
Our Bulgarian schools and our churches, operated freely under the
rule of the Ottoman Turks, had been ordered closed by the Belgrade
rulers, our books burned, our language forbidden. Now, during the
short-lived Bulgarian occupation, the schools and churches had been
reopened, the language restored. We could sing without fear our
beloved patriotic songs, read our books, speak as we pleased and
proclaim without fear of recrimination our Bulgarian heritage. That
is why we bore stoically the wartime inconveniences and sacrifices
demanded of us. Freedom was so precious that it outweighed the
scarcity of goods at the corner store, the shortages of bread and other
staples. We thought peace, after the victory, would bring all the
blessings of freedom - the dream of our generation and many
generations before us .
But then, one dayin early October ofthatfatefulyearof1918, all of
our hopes and illusions melted away. We had to face the reality ofthe
moment. The Anglo-French forces had broken the main Bulgarian
German line at Dobro Pole, some 80 miles to the northeast of us. That
put in great danger the forces in the sector some ten miles from Resen .
We had to decide whether to stay or to follow the retreating Bulgarian
army and seek refuge in Bulgaria proper.
Major Daskalov, military commandant in Resen, told my father
there was no immediate danger. He assured him that it might take
more than a week for the Allied forces to break the line south of us. At
the same time, he ordered defensive trenches dug on the hill behind
Yankovetz and Resen to guard the road to 0 hrid.
As he was reasuring my father , a group offriends and relatives from
Resen passed through our village on their way to Skopie and then to
Sofia. My father urged me to pack my things and join them, but I did
not want to leave without him. I was afraid that, as mayor of
Yankovetz and nine surrounding villages and as a prominent citizen
and patriot, he might be persecuted by the invaders.
My mother had already declared that she would not leave the house
under any circumstances. She said to my father: "You go, both ofyou
go. I am a woman and the other three children are too small. We
cannot all go and leave the house. What will happen to it? Nicola, you
go, and after the war, when things settle down, you may be able to
come back. But Christo, he should stay in Sofia and study."
My mother was a tiny, dark-haired woman endowed with enormous
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in ner strength and beauty and the fervent patriotism of her brother,
Clement, who in 1902, in a battle with Turkish soldiers, had given his
life for the freedom of Macedonia. Her sparkling, dark-brown eyes
gave no hint of what it was costing her to send us away. I know it was
reaking her heart, although she revealed no sign of it.
Early the next morning a dozen of us, with three horses carrying our
ost necessary belongings, began a long and grueling trip as refugees
- victims of a war that did not settle the European problems, a war
on on the battlefield, lost at the Paris Peace Conference.
There was disagreement about which road to take: the road to
Ohrid, the ninth century capital of the Western Bulgarian Kingdom,
~k en northeast to Galichnik and Gostivar to Skopie; or the straight
t mountainous and rough road over the Bigla Range to the village
ot Boishta, then Kichevo. Kichevo was connected to Skopie by a
arrow-gauge railroad, built jointly by the Bulgarians and the
Germ an army to carry supplies to the war front.
My father knew this terrain well. As an armed participant in the
great Ilinden insurrection in 1903, he with his group had guarded this
?arricular pass. Major Daskalov spread his military map and agreed
'lth my father that the mountain road was best. Then he gave my
m er a letter of recommendation to the station master in Kitchevo,
asking him to help get us on a train to Skopie.
It pains me to recall the heartbreaking parting, although more than
sixty years have gone by since that fateful October day. The events are
stilI vivid in my mind; they appear before me as if projected on a
sc reen. I see my mother and my sister and two younger brothers
olding on to me with tears flowing down their cheeks. I see childhood
friends, most of them now dead, embracing me and begging me to
'te to them. I feel my heart beating as if ready to burst out of my
cnest. and I hear myself saying: "I will be back, all of us will be back .
Don 't worry. Keep up your spirits, don't despair and don't give in to
Serbs. "
As I said this, I remember I felt embarrassment and something
-' h in me saying, "Why entreatthem to be strong, to stand and fight,
en you yourself are running away?" I felt certain shame. But then a
dden thought comforted me: At least some of us should seek shelter
a brotherly and free country and work for their freedom. Let the
orl d know the injustices imposed on our people.
But still I felt embarrassed. After all, who was I, a youngster in
ee pants, to make the world aware ofthe sufferings and oppression
ou r people? -Whbwould listen to me? And then, like a lightning
It. another thought entered my mind. The sturdy Bulgarians in
_.facedonia have never submitted to threats and oppression. They
:.an re sisted and they have survived . Sooner or later a new leader will
::tppea r on the horizon and revive the mighty Internal Macedonian
Re,olutionary Organization  the hope and the protector ofthe right
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of ou r people. I will join and fight, or I will fight in any other way for
the same cause. And then I remembered the words of my father: "We
are oppressed, but we are not slaves. People who stand up and fight
for their God-given rights will never become slaves."
1 realized history had supported his words. Our people had outlived
the five hundred years of cruel Ottoman rule, had survived as
Bulgarians and Christians. They would survive the Serbian acts of
national genocide.
I t was time to leave. With tears in my eyes I gave my last em brace to
my mother, my sister and my brothers. I managed a last glance at the
wonderfu I home in which I was born and raised, waved good bye to the
rest of the people gathered to see us off, then ran to catch up with the
group headed for the little town of Kitchevo across the Bigla, and
then. hopefully, to Sofia.
As we reached the outskirts of the village we stopped to take a last
look but the poplar trees, still in full foliage, obstructed the view. The
only thing we could see clearly was the sturdy wooden cross atop the
roof of our church. Dimiter Uzev, a retired teacher of Bulgarian
history and the oldest member of the group, suggested that we kneel
in silent prayer for the health and safety of the loved ones we were
leaving behind and for our safe journey to Bulgaria.
When we stood I looked up at my father. His dark, handsome face
was white and there were tears in his eyes. I did my best to control my
own, then grabbed and squeezed his hand. He looked at me and
patted me on the head.
We started our march northeast to Kitchevo, uncertain if that little
strategic town, well behind the Bigla Range, was not already in enemy
hands.
We reached the village of Kriveny. Here the good road ended and
we took the narrow path uphill to the mountain range. The autumn
sun had turned the leaves and the deep and thick forest presented a
beautiful panorama ofcolor.
The hill was steep, the path narrow. We walked slowly and silently,
each absorbed in his own thoughts. It took us about two hours to
reach the top. This was the unofficial dividing line between our county
and that of Kitchevo, a spot from which we could see the wheat and
corn fields ofBoishta and the roofs ofsome homes on the hill.
Here the road became much wider. The hills were almost barren of
trees, but thick with brush, rocks and some large boulders. To the
right of us my father spotted Mechkin Kamen - the Bear's Rock - a
gray-boulder almost as big as a two-story-house. It had become part of
the folklore in our part of Macedonia. Here many bloody battles had
been fought between Christians and Turks; many heroes had given
their lives defending the honor and safety of their loved ones. I
remember my father singing songs ofthose battles to us at home and
then explaining in full detail the events that produced the fighting.
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These stories always had had a great effect on me. Now , at this point,
he stopped and asked me to look closely at Mechkin Kamen.
" This is where your Uncle Clement met his heroic death in 1902 in a
,irmish with a regiment of Turkish soldiers," he said. "There were
unly five of our men, but they held the Turks at bay for many hours,
mil the last bullet was used. A dozen Turks were killed . When itwas
II over the commandant of the regiment called his men, pointed to
~he bodies of the fallen Macedonians and said, 'This is how a soldier
dies in defense of his country.' The next day the villagers from Boishta
tIned our heroes. We still do not know where their graves are."
I had never seen my father so overcome by emotion. "Your uncle
as a university graduate and a teacher, but first and last he was a
tri ot and a dedicated fighter for freedom, "he said. Then my father
bent his head and I heard him whisper, "Bog do go pros,ty." (May
God have mercy on his soul.) I wiped away my tears.

We entered the village of Boishta. The military patrol stopped us
nd asked who we were and where we were going.
'" K itchevo," my father said, "and then Skopie and Sofia ."
An officer came out of the barracks. He told us that the front line at
Dobro Pole was broken, but our rear guard was holding to slow the
enemy and gain some time for the evacuation. According to his
estimate we had four to five days and with luck we might be able to
reach our destination.
It was getting dark and he offered us shelter for the night in the
barracks. In the meantime, the village mayor and a small group of
men had gathered around us and offered rooms in their homes. My
ather had previously met the mayor in one of the frequent district
eetings. He invited us to his home. I was very tired and very sleepy
n d right after dinner I went to bed. The mayor and my father talked
until long after midnight , discussing the situation and making plans
o r the next day.
Early the next morning we were on the way to Kitchevo. The mayor
and his wife joined our group. My father told our horsemen to return
and we traveled with two large two-wheeled carts drawn by water
buffaloes. I was the youngest of the group and they allotted me a
corner in one cart. Every once in a while I asked the old teacher Uzeff
-0 t ake my place.
The road was clogged with military and civilian traffic. When we
reached Kitchevo early that afternoon the railroad station was
swarming with people. We could hardly move a step. Everyone was
lush ing to get -closer to the tracks and climb on the first -available
railroad car. The soldiers commanded them to be patient and
promised that within the next 24 hours everyone would be evacuated,
ut this did little to appease the crowd.
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One of the soldiers helped my father to get into the station and I
accompanied him. When we got inside we were told that the station
master was not there. His assistant, an army captain who looked as if
he ~ad not gone to bed for days, read the letter from Major Daskalov,
smiled an~ asked m~ father, "How is old Ivan, I mean the major?
Does he still wear his long Varnelia mustaches? Good old Ivan, he
could swallow two liters of wine in two minutes and still be as sober as
ajudge. We have been friends for years."
. He ,~all~d ?ver his ~ssistant , a young and perky officer, and told
~'l1m, !hls .IS ~r. Nlzam?f!, a~ uncle of your favorite Bulgarian
Joumahst, hlstonan and cntlc, Simeon Radeff. Find a place for him
and his group on the next train out."
We ~ollowed the young officer. He stopped by an open wagon,
apologized that that was all they had, and helped us load our
baggage.
Fiv~ Ger~an s.oldiers ',"'ho had been standing on the platform and
smoktng qUIckly Jumped tn , told the officer that the car was occupied , '
and dumped our baggage on the tracks. The officer blew his whistle
and in a few moments half a dozen Bulgarian soldiers came over. He
ordered them to put the German baggage off and put ours back in the
car. Then he lashed the Germans in their own language (which in
those days I knew well). "Stand at attention when I speak to you!"
s~outed our benefactor. "I am assistant commandant here and you
Will obey my orders. Understand?" The Germans saluted and said
they understood. The officer bid us goodbye and told the Germans
they wou ld travel on the midnight train.
As young as I was at the time, I detected that the alliance between
Bulgaria and Germany had dissolved. Defeat and failure have broken
many partnerships.
Our car.was so .full of refugees that no one could move around. By
8:00 p.m. It was hitched to the others, the locomotive started puffing,
the ',"'heels bega~ to turn and we were on the way to Skopie. The
evemng breeze tn that mountainous region of Macedonia made
everyone shiver. We kept warm by rubbing our backs against each
other. My fathe~ began rubbing my ar~s and my neck to keep me
warm ..Then: qUIte unexpectedly, he whispered in myear, "It is going
to be hke thiS all the w~y down to Sofia. Remember, if we should get
sepa~ated, kee~ on gotng. Do not waste time looking for me. Our
meettng place Will be at the house of my sister, your aunt, in Sofia."
The locomotive, which we called chainikot (the tea pot), was too
small f?r the extr~ cars it had to pull. At times, especially when ap
proachtng a turn, It ran so slowly It seemed that the wheels wert: sTUck
on the tracks.
. Gradually the last rays of the sun disappeared. The sky was heavy
with clouds, dark and threatening, and the twilight did not last long.
Deep darkness descended over the beautiful gorge and the hills. We
could no longer see the unmatched beauty of this most picturesque
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gorge and the hills. We
of this most picturesque

rt of Macedonia. It is no wonder that for almost two centuries the
region has been the birthplace of some of the best artists and wood
can"ers in the world. Their paintings and carvings decorate many
hurches and monasteries in the Balkans and even in some parts of
Western Europe.
The black clouds hovering above were threatening us with an
unwelcome downpour. Everyone was silent, absorbed in his own
-h ou ghts and sorrows; everyone felt the pain and the agonyofleaving
is land and his loved ones behind. Occasionally we could hear the
remained sobbing of an elderly woman and the whispers of her
usb and trying to console her.
The storm did not spare us. A bolt of lightning struck and
iilu minated the hills; then came the thunder, reminiscent ofthe daily
bombardments at the front, followed by a torrential rain which
quickly drenched us. But, except for me and a few others, these were
stUrdy men and women who did not mind getting wet. What they
'a red was that the heavy rain might wash away the t racks and leave
rranded in the mountains. Many made the sign ofthe cross. Some
aised their arms, turned their eyes toward heaven and implored the
_~m i ghtyto grant us a safe passage to Skopie.
As we crossed the gorge and approached the open fields of Tetovo,
-he rain subsided and the first light of morning appeared on the
orizon. It calmed us to know that soon the sun would dry our clothes
and warm our bodies.
I t was still early when our train pulled onto a side track and stopped
at a station. A strong voice boomed over the loud speaker, saying:
' Thi s is Skopie. Everybody out. Walk down alongside the cars and
rome on this side of the station. Do not rush. Follow the orders ofthe
mil itary police."
The sad and fearful faces changed expression. No one was laughing
or joyful, but everyone was relieved that we had reached safely the first
stop of our forced journey. Then, quite unexpectedly, someone in the
next car cried as loud as he could, "Hurrah! Long live Bulgaria. She
will rise again." Like a brush fire his words traveled from car to car
an d reached the banks ofthe legendary Vardar River, the object of
many revolutionary songs and poems.
The somber and tired military police were elated by this demon
stration and applauded. As we descended from the cars, all of us felt
reHeved and grateful for a cheerful moment on this sad and un
pleasant trip.
Our car was at the very front and my father and I began trotting to
catch upwith the rest.
"Don't hurry, you have plenty of time," said a military policeman
walking along side. Then he added, "There are no other trains leaving
tod ay, and those on the tracks are full to capacity. Do you have any
pl ace to stay in Skopie tonight? Do you know anyone here?" My
father told him we had no one here and we did not know where to go.
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"My name is Gencho Mitov." said the man . "I am the sergeant in
charge of the military police. Perhaps I can help you. I see the boy is
shivering from cold."
By now we had reached the platform. and he said to my father.
"Skopie is fun of refugees. You go about four blocks down this street.
then tu rn to the right and at the next corner you will see a small inn.
Ten Bai Dimko. the proprietor, that Gencho Starshiyata sent you
there. He will have a place for you. And remember this - rest today
and don't bother to look for trains to Sofia. Get here about 5:00a.m.
tomorrow. The trains on the first two tracks are reserved for military
personnel. The one on the fourth track is for civilians on a first-come.
first-served basis. I will try to be here and help."
My father said. "Sergeant. I do not know how to thank you. God
bless you and save you from harm." I grabbed and kissed his hand.
He patted me on the head and said. "When you go to Sofia. get in
school and study hard. I am a teacher by profession. See you
tomorrow."
The little inn was too small for the crowd that was already there. but
when Bai Dimko heard the name of the sergeant, he found a little
corner for us. He told us that in a few minutes he would have some tea
ready to warm us. and perhaps some bread and cheese also.
People from many parts of Macedonia were present. There was a
man from Bitola, Tsane Brashnaroff. who had had some business
dealings with the Nizamoff family. Everyone was friendly and ac
commodating, and everyone had his own sad story to ten. We began
to feel as if we had known these people for years. Misery and adversity
sometimes draw people together in a closeness that lessens their pain
and reinforces their will.
Early the next morning we were at the railroad station. Gencho
Mitov was there waiting for us. He helped us with our baggage and
took us to the train. which already was packed. The bIakeman said,
"Sergeant, take them to the next car. I have reserved some space for
them." We thanked Gencho Mitov as we prepared to take our leave.
He hugged me and said, "Ti si mlad. Glendai da se uchish dobre.
Chuvash Ii?" (You are young. Study hard. Do you hear?) He spoke
like a teacher with the authoritative tone ofa military man.
Trains in the Balkans seldom ran on schedule. During time ofwar,
or national disturbance, we could hardly expect them to be on time.
But many passengers nevertheless became impatient, and some
indignant. when our departure was delayed past noon.
The delay gave me a chance to go from car to car and see ifourother
friends were aboard. I saw an but two. a man and his wife from
Boishta.
About 1:00 p.m. we heard a whistle. then another one; we felt the
train begin to move slowly and then pick up speed. We were on our
way to the Serbian town ofNish and from there. with God's help, on
another train to Sofia.
The railroad car was packed. Some who had failed to get a seat put
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the ir belongings in the aisle and sat on them. Others stood, holding 011
o the backs of the seats, And yet, with this multitude of men and
omen crammed in one car, there was an almost frightening silence.
The only thing to be heard was the monotonous screeching of the
heels. It gave us the impression of riding in a funeral car, which was
appropriate. For we were mourning the short-lived freedom of our
beloved country, again to be enslaved after centuries of oppression
and rivers of innocent blood.
From time to time, at the other end ofthe car, came a deep sigh and
the words: "Oh, dear God, what have we done wrong. how have we
displeased you to be punished like this?" The man was white-haired
and old, his voice weak and -hardly audible. Everyone was either too
tired . or too deeply absorbed in his own thoughts and pains. to pay
m ention.
At this point our travel pattern changed. Before crossing a bridge,
the engineer would slow down and await a signal from the patrol
guarding the crossings and the track. We had entered Serbian
territory and the military command had taken steps to guard against
saboteurs.
I. too, was absorbed in my own thoughts and my own pains. I sat by
window with my father next to me. I was looking out. but my eyes
saw nothing. My sight, my mind, my heart, the whole of me, were still
- Resen and Yankovetz.

*****
THE EARLY MONTHS OF 1918 had been glorious for me, both at

school and outside it. I was active in, and often the initiator of, many
blic events - school plays, debates, lectures by Bulgarian officers
stationed in our area who in civilian life were teachers, Judges or
' ters. The teacher's council depended on me and my friends for
e occasions. Often I was privileged to introduce the speaker
use I was a good mixer and relaxed in facing the public. On
tion al or school holidays, such as the celebration ofSts. Cyril and
ethod ius, the patron saints of our Bulgarian church in Resen, I was
J S assigned to say a few words, then recite one ofivan Vazoff's
IDS .

Du ring that spring and summer I had become fond of one of my
mates, Nadejda Tatarcheva, who was one of the most beautiful
in our school, or so I thought. Nada and I, always in company of
_ second cousin, Andronika Veleva (for that was the accepted
m at that time), studied together for the final examinations. Our
ers , all of them graduates ofthe famous Bulgarian Gymnasium
Solun (Salonica), were strict pedagogues. They did not tolerate
reparedness, and would hold us back for any serious mistake.
' ada was not one ofthe best students in our class, and I was bad in
_ ling connected with mathematics. At the stuqy sessions of the
of us, I helped the others in history and Bulgarian literature (two
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su bjects very dear to me) and Andronika, a wizard in math, tutored us
in that subject. We all passed the preliminary examinations. At the
end of the school year, I was exempted from taking the finals. My
grades in the other subjects exceeded my deficiency in math. Our
class master and teacher in composition wrote on my card (I still
remember the words), "In homework on composition, Christo does
not just bring in a paper, he hands in a complete short story."
o beautiful days ofyouth. How quickly they left us! .
The second of August was a national holiday in Macedonia in
commemoration of the great Ilinden insurrection of 1903 against the
repressive regime of the Ottoman Turks. Even though it fell during
vacation, by long-standing tradition the students came to school on
that day dressed in their best clothes. Then, two by two, we marched
through the center oftown to our church for the holiday festivities.
Because ofthe war, and the proximity of the frontier, our new two
story school, with its spacious rooms, had been taken over by the
military and turned into a hospital. Our classes were moved into the
large and beautiful house of a Turkish nobleman who had gone to
Istanbul after the Balkan war of 1912. The house had 12 very large
rooms, a veranda that could hold more than one hundred people, and
a spacious back yard surrounded by trees.
Groups of students and other volunteers had spent many hours in
cleaning and decorating the house. The day before the event, the
classroom benches and all the available chairs were taken to the back
yard and neatly arranged. And because we expected a large crowd, we
went from house to house to borrow extra chairs. No one denied us;
some even gave us flowers to decorate the place.
When everyone was seated, the priest gave the customary
benediction. Luba Bojanova, the high school principal, a gifted
administrator, opened the festivities and invited Mayor Peter Strezoff
to address the gathering. Strezoff had taken an active part in the
historic Ilinden insurrection and, although he was not an eloquent
speaker, he made his point well.
His remarks were followed by patriotic songs by a group of up
perclassmen, and recitations by boys and girls from the lower grades.
Then Miss Bojanova announced that the school authorities had
selected as the main speaker Christo Nizamoff, who was leaving
Resen to contin ue his studies in Sofia.
I had been told well in advance that the teacher's council had
selected me for this high honor. I had spent days in writing and
rewriting my speech. I knew that our region was one of the main
centers ofthe uprising and that, except for Yankovetz, alI the other 32
villages in our county had been burned to the ground or pillaged. I
wished to hail these sacrifices in words that would touch the in
nermost feeling ofthe people. I wanted to praise the heroism ofthose
who had borne arms, those who had supported them, and especialIy
the men who had falIen in battle - who had died for a just and worthy
cause. Every time I reread my text I found something missing, or

~~{

40

l~

o:nika , a wizard in math, tutored us
e preliminary examinations. At the
pted from taking the finals. My
reeded my deficiency in math. Our
position wrote on my card (I still
k on composition, Christo does
a compl ete short story."
.cklythey left us!
tiona! holiday in Macedonia in
ED insu rrection of 1903 against the
Turks. Even though it fell during
e students came to school on
. Then. two by two, we marched
n:b for the holiday festivities.
;mi~' of th e frontier, our new two
s. had been taken over by the
. Our classes were moved into the
,"ish nobleman who had gone to
12. The house had 12 very large
anon eh undred people, and

-rees.
had spent many hours in
e dav before the event, the
were taken to the back
e expected a large crowd, we
chairs. No one denied us;

t"er5

airs

a~.

est gave the customary
school principal, a gifted
,iled ~ayor Peter Strezoff
en an active part in the
....l1li<.n.s.. he was not an eloquent

,; mriotic songs by a group of up
d girls from the lower grades.
the school authorities had
~izam off, who was leaving
the teacher's council had
spent days in writing and
region was one of the main
or Yank ovetz, all the other 32
rued to the ground or pillaged. I
50 that would touch the in
to praise the heroism of those
supported them, and especially
had died for a just and worthy
I found something missing, or

1*+

some phrases not strong enough to touch the hearts and fire the
au dience.
After I finished writing it, I spent many hours memorizing it. I
knew that if I read it it would lack the emotion I wanted to convey in
the passages dealing with the bloody encounters between the op
pressors and the oppressed.
I had recited and spoken before such gatherings on other oc
casions. But this was a very special event, and a special honor for me. I
spent hours in practice, reciting it without looking at the text, until I
was satisfied that I could carry it through without a mistake. And I
did!
To my great astonishment, when I had finished everyone stood up
and rewarded me with thunderous applause that brought tears of joy
to my eyes. Colonel Komsieff, the honored guest at this celebration,
jumped from his seat directly in front of the makeshift podium,
grabbed and kissed me and almost lifted me in the air. There was
another round of applause. Miss Bojanova a~d Mr. Yosiphoff, our
in structors in Bulgarian and Slavic literature, came over and
congratulated me.
"Christo," said Miss Bojanova, "I knew, I knew you could do it and
we are all so very proud of you." "I subscribe to that," added Mr.
Yosiphoff. I thanked them and embraced them.
This ended the official program. The band started playing and the
back yard of the Turkish pasha's house echoed with music as we
performed folk dances. Homemade snacks and sweets added special
flavor to the festivities, and the celebration continued until after
sunset.
On the way, groups of youngsters, and even their parents, kept
singing the patriotic songs; it looked as though the whole (Own was
celebrating and remembering the sacrifice ofthe Ilinden heroes.
I walked Nada to her home, which was quite a distance from the
school. We did not walk arm in arm, or hold hands, but I knew each
felt a special attraction for the other. As we reached her home I
opened the door and bid her good night. She came closer to me, kissed
me on the cheek and said, "You deserve it, you certainly do. Good
night. "
Little did we suspect that one month later both of us would be
leaving our homes, our parents and our friends to seek refuge in
Bulgaria, carrying with us the memory of that day - a day whose
beau ty and solemnity could never be repeated, nor ever forgotten.

*****
BACK ABOARD THE TRAIN I started as I awoke from the dream. My
thoughts dwelt on our home, on my mother, sister and brothers, and I
started to shiver. I could see the sad, sorrowful face of my mother,
hiding her tears in order to wipe mine, and my little brother Boris .
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holding on to my leg and crying, "Bate (brother) ,bate, don't go, don't
leave me." I felt a sharp pang that shook my whole body.
What is happening with them now? Have the enemies arrived? Are
they mistreating my mother, asking where her husband and her son
have gone? Have the torture and the inquisition begun? No war, and
especially no Balkan war, is complete without such terrible actions.
Seized by my fears I began sobbing, slowly, silently. I did not want
to arouse my father, who was absorbed in his own thoughts and
perhaps in his own fears. But he realized instantly what was hap
peni ng, the agony I was going through. He put his arm around me and
brou ght me close to him. Then, after a long pause, he said, "Don't
worry, mother and the kids will be all right."
It was now well past midnight. In the clear sky a halfmoon seemed
to keep pace with the train. I noticed that we were passing homes on
both sides of the track. The train reduced its speed and it was obvious
that we were approaching a stop.
.
Twenty or thirty minutes later the train came to a halt. The
brakeman came in the car and announced:
"This is Nish. The station is small and it is crowded to capacity. It
has been decided that these cars will remain on the track until 7:00
a.m. This is for your convenience. You may get off ifyou want to. But
outside it is still very dark and chilly and it will be better to remain on
board. Make your choice, and don't waste any ofthe water."
My father and I, and most ofthe people inour car, chose to stay.
It was a good decision. Spending the night in the train was much
better than trying to find a place to sit in a small and crowded station.
We dozed, but none of us slept. Yetthe rest was invigorating.
Early in the morning my father and I ate what was left of the food
we had carried with us and went to the station.
The night and early morning trains must have carried away most of
the crowd. But still the small building was crammed with soldiers and
civilians. everyone hurrying in one direction or another looking for the
right track, the right train. At the station the load oftrafficwas huge,
the urgency so pressing that no one actually knew what was going on.
When my father asked a conductor when we could get a train to Sofia,
he shrugged his shoulders and said, "Search me. I don't know and no
one actually knows."
We-stopped at one end inside the station and placed our baggage
next to that of an elderly couple, who tried to make room for us. The
man was of middle age, fairly well dressed. His trimmed goatee was a
sign that he was either a person of some importance, a civil servant or
a teacher. He inquired where we were going and how old I was. He
told us he was heading in the sa11}.Cdirection and said it might be good
if we stayed with him and his wife. I deduced that he knew something
about the program ofthe trains.
In the meantime, a man from our group came over to tell us that
our people were outside the building. He said someone had told them
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that there might not be a train to Sofia today, because the Germans
were requisitioning every available vehicle.
"Those are wild rumors," said our friend. "Don't be taken in by
them. The fact is that the train to Sofia will be late. Go back and tell
your group to stay where they are and wait."
The name of the elderly gentleman was Ivan Dimitrieff. He told us
he was a financial clerk, but I do not remember if he was on duty
somewhere around Nish or just happened to be in the vicinity.
Sometime in the afternoon a young man, wearing a unifonn, told
Mr. Dimitrieff that in about half an hour we should go to the plat
form. "Follow us," he said to my father. "There will be a train for
Sofia." We did, and signaled to our group to follow . The train pulled
in and stopped about SO feet from where we were standing. We rushed
as fast as we could but a trainman stopped us. "This wagon is reserved
for persons holding official positions," he said.
"Dump that bureaucracy," said Mr. Dimitrieff. "We are all
citizens of Bulgaria, we are all Bulgarians. Do you see these people
behind me? They have left their homes and families in Macedonia,
because they are good Bulgarians." Then, turning to us, he said,
"Get in. Officials, my foot. They don't see that our country is
cracking up, they just want to save the bureaucrats." The trainman
shrugged his shoulders, mumbled something, then stepped aside and
all of us got in.
The car was already half full of men, most of whom wore goatees,
the trademark of the bureaucrats ofthat day. They were gesticulating
and arguing loudly, trying to detennine who in Sofia was to blame for
this second disaster in less than five years. They were oblivious to our
presence. My father and I sat behind two ofthese gentlemen who were
engaged in heated conversation between themselves and with others
in front and on both sides ofthem.
Mr. Dimitrieff, who sat in back of us, said to my father, "Do you
hear them? The country is going to pieces and, instead of talking
calmly of ways and means to save what is left, they are trying to put the
blame on everyone who holds office. They have completely forgotten
our national motto: 'Soedinenieto pravi silata." (In unity there is
strength.)
One gentleman from across the aisle said, "The only hope Bulgaria
has today is in the American president, Woodrow Wilson, and his 14
poi nts for peace and the prevention ofanother war."
At this point our Mr. Dimitrieffgot into the fray. "Mr. Wilson is an
idealist," he said, "but idealism has lost its strength and its meaning
in the twentieth <:-effiut'Y7 -Do-yoo -think that- France will accept
Wilson's ideology, or even England? The French tiger, Clemenceau,
will drain the last drop of blood from defeated Germany. He will
encourage the Serbs, the Poles, the Czechs to do the same. Certainly
Bulgaria did not declare war on America. But Bulgaria declared war
on France's allies and there is the rub."
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"You talk like a socialist," said one of the men. "I talk like a
Bulgarian, not as a partisan," snapped Mr. Dimitrieff.
These sometimes heated discussions, which continued all the way
down to Sofia, were my first introduction to Bulgarian political
polemics. It seemed as if they had become part of the daily life. We
later heard them at every corner in Sofia, in every coffee house,
wherever a grou p was gathering. They even invaded the university and
the gymnasiums (high schools). Sometimes the accusations and
counter-accusations ended in fist fights. As I grew older, and more
mature, I discovered that these discussions were predominant in all
the Balkan states.
Outside a torrential rain beat on the windows. It was pitch dark.
The train was late because it had lost time in unusually long stops at
different stations. Now it slowed again, then came to a full stop and
the conductor announced, "This is Tsaribrod." The wonderful
couple, Mr. and Mrs. Dimitrieff, said goodbye to us. Mr.Dimitrieff
took my hand and said, "Remember this: When you grow up, be a
Bulgarian first and a partisan after."
The rain pounded relentlessly on the windows. Our next stop was to
be Sofia and the arguments had subsided. In an hour or so, the train
slowed down and halted temporarily. After a signal from the tower it
changed tracks, came to a complete stop, and we heard the long
awaited words, "This is Sofia."
The doors opened and one by one we began stepping down to the
platform. To our great astonishment, we heard a voice saying, "All
those from Resen meet me at the main door, all those from Resen
meet me at the main door." Had we heard correctly? How could this
be? The voice kept approaching, louder and louder, and we headed
for the front door.
It was not an illusion, it was a fact. Husky, well-dressed and good
looking Mito (Dimiter) Yayeff from our village of Yankovetz was
there to meet us . There were embraces, there were tears.
"Dobre doshly, dobre doshly" (Welcome, welcome), he kept
saying. "It is terrible outside. I want you all at my house. All ofyou. "
I had seen Mito Yayeffin Sofia in 1916. And who was this generous
and hospitable man?
About 1911, just before the first Balkan war, when most young men
from Resen and Yankov~tz were leaving for the United States, Mito
stayed home. He was poor, had no collateral, and could not raise the
money for a trip to America. With all of his friends gone, he became
lonesome and bitter. Then one day (this is what my father had told
me), he came to our -store and asked my father to loan him enough
money to go to Bulgaria. The family was poor, but good and honest.
My father loaned him the money with no interest attached. "When
you can, pay me just the principal," my father had said.
In Sofia, Mito met some friends and distant relatives from our
village. They found him a job in a grocery store and fruit market. He
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orrectly? How could this
d louder, and we headed

orked 12 hours a day, six and a half days a week. He worked and he
saved , sent money to his mother, paid my father. His diligence im
pressed his friends. They aB chipped in and helped him to open a fruit
stand on Maria Luisa Street, close to the railroad station. A year or
o later he rented a nearby store. Happy Mito, as they called him,
me popular with the neighbors. His success surpassed his ex
:Jectations . He added a meat counter and a delicatessen counter, and
• twO or three years was able to buy the two-story building - store on
main floor, apartment on the second.
Gregarious and hospitable, Mito wanted us all to be his guests. He
Id not aBow his friends to look for lodgings at midnight, and in the
His place was across the rail station, two blocks down on Maria
isa Street. His young wife stood at the door in welcome, greeting us,
ing us. There were four or five Resenchani in his house who had
.!'riw d a day ahead of us.
"We will be crammed," said Mito, "but we will get by" But first let
have a glass of wine. The turlee guevech (mixed vegetable stew) is
~3.dy. · ' This was the first hot meal anyone of us had had in five days.
,. Eat, eat good , fiB your bellies," said Mito, "there is plenty of it.
d don't worry about sleeping. We have room for aB."
And he did. He put my father and me in a smaB room . There was no
. but there was a mattress and blankets. Others slept in rooms in
basement, still others on gunny sacks on the floor in the store.
" T om orrow ," he said, "we are going to find rooms for all of you."
""'n tu rning to my father he said, "Uncle Nicola, your sister lives
7.~;e a distance from here. I will take you there tomorrow. Now relax
d fo rget your troubles. The good Lord will help us. Be sure of that."
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VII
Part One

In Sofia at Last

~ ITO AND

HIS CHARMING .WIFE, T'VETANKA, were two m'the
most generous and hospitable people I have ever met tn my
life. They not only welcomed us with open arms and hearts
ent out of their way to put us at ease, to lessen our tension, to
.e us forget - at least for a fleeting moment - the tragic events
had brought us to Sofia.
Early the next morning M ito found a carriage and told the driver to
us to Venelin No. 23.
enelin was at the other end of Sofia, adjacent to the Zoological
Botanical Garden, which was probably the most beautiful in the
.ns and the pride of the Bulgarian King Ferdinand, who had
"liated the project.
Since it was Sunday, and the streets of Sofia were not unusually
ed, we reached the place very soon. The house in which my aunt
my cousins lived was an unpretentious, three-story building
amnri ng the basement which, as in most Sofia homes, had one or two
rooms, kitchen and dining room.
pressed the button and after a minute Karamfilka, the Radeffs'
- -. opened the door. When she saw me she grabbed me in her arms
said , "Your aunt has been expecting you." I presented my father.
shook his hand, and following an old Bulgarian tradition, kissed
,e n she took our bags and let us in.
_ father and my aunt had not seen each other for many years.
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Their meeting was not without tears. After all the greetings, questions
and answers were over, my aunt told us that Simeon was not in town.
A front-page item in the daily Mir of the previous day had an
nounced that a Bulgarian delegation composed of Minister Andrea
Liapcheff and General Ivan Lukov, accompanied by the councilor of
the United States Legation, had left under a flag of truce for Salonica
to negotiate an armistice with the commander-in-chief of the Allied
forces. My cousin Simeon had been asked to accompany the
delegation as a secretary and interpreter. Simeon was proficient in the
French language and wrote books and articles in both languages with
an equal ease.
Soon after we arrived, my other two cousins, Vladimir and Christo,
came back from church . Vladimir was chief inspector of all the trade
and technical schools in Bulgaria. Christo, the youngest of the three
brothers, had just been demobilized. And so, for the first time in
many years, my father was together with his sister, Fania, and his
nephews. The whole day was spent in reminiscing, in answering
questions about relatives and friends in our home town and, of
course, in talking over the tragic situation that had befallen Bulgaria
and Bulgarians everywhere.
I was impatient to go into the center of town to see what was
happening. My father stayed home with his sister. They had much to
talk about.
Sofia was in a dire mood. Anger was evident in the faces of many
people on the streets, mixed with fear. They were afraid that, after the
capitulation, BUlgaria might be occupied by Serbian and Greek
troops to add to the humiliation of defeat.
Their anger was justified. For the second time in five years the
country was facing a major disaster, one that she might not be able to
overcome, and these proud and hard-working people were justly
dissatisfied with their rules.
As if the disaster at the war front were not enough, a group of
deserters and unruly troops, led by self-proclaimed saviors of the
people, were on the way to the capital to take over the government,
punish those responsible for the impending disaster, and proclaim a
new form of government. How that new government was going to save
the country from the punishment planned by the Allies their leaders
did not say, nor did they have the slightest idea.
The attack on Sofia failed, even though there was no garrison to
guard the city. The cadets in the military academy were sent into
action against the disorderly troops. And the young cadets, true to
their oath to serve their -country and king, acquitted themselves very
well. Their heroism and self-sacrifice enabled them to dispel the
disturbers and save the country from impending anarchy. The
fighting around the sugar factory in the vicinity of Sofia ceased. The
people felt relieved that the killing of Bulgarians by Bulgarians had at
last come to an end.
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When the sky is dark and threatening, any spark of light has a
comforting effect. That is why, when the delegation returned from
Salonica and announced the terms of the armistice, the people felt
somehow relieved.
The intervention on behalf of Bulgaria by the American member of
the armistice delegation averted unnecessary bloodshed and
atrocities, such as those which followed the Second Balkan War in
1913. Its terms enabled soldiers in the Bulgarian army all along the,
front to lay down their arms and be considered as prisoners of war .
Bulgaria would be occupied by French, British and Italian military
forces and the command in Sofia would be rotated among the three on
a monthly base.
While the terms of the agreement were harsh and degrading (all
capitulations are degrading), the fact that no Serbian or Greek forces
would enter the country had a soothing effect on the popUlation.
I cannot help but state with pride that two of the delegates who
accompanied Mr. Murphy for t alks with the Allied High Command in
Salonica, Minister Andrea Liapcheff and Simeon R~deff, my first
cousin, were from my home town of Resen. One of Mr. Liapcheffs
nieces was married to my cousin, Alexander Nizamoff. My father and
Mr. Liapcheff had been classmates and childhood friends before Mr.
Liapcheffleft to study in Sofia and Western Europe.
A few days after the return ofthe delegation, another event boosted
the sagging spirit and morale of the population. In large front·page
headlines the Sofia newspapers announced that the First Sofia
Division had fought its way out of the Allied ring and was on its way to
the Bulgarian capital. The papers called upon all Sofia citizens to
come out and welcome the returning heroes.
For a moment, for a day at least, the defeat was forgotten. Smiles
appeared on the faces ofthe people and the submerged national pride
reappeared. The streets - especially Maria Luisa, which started
from the railroad station and ended in the middle of town - were
packed with men, women and children, some waving flowers, others
small flags. When the first line of the returning soldiers approached
the corner where my father and I were standing, the deafening
hurrahs and bravos echoed so loudly that they may have been audible
on the peak of Mt. Vitosha, hanging over the capital like a giant
painting. Centuries ago, nature had placed Vitosha like a guard over
Sofia as if to assure its people that the country and its spirit would
remain indestructable.
My father and I applauded and rejoiced with the rest of the crowd.
Quite a few tears of joy were shed at the sight of the returning military
heroes, who were tired but still vibrant.
The revived spirit of the people was reassuring to those concerned
with the inner strength of the country. As young as I was, I was sure
that no matter how harsh the treaties might be, Bulgaria would
survive and see a better day. During centuries of Ottoman oppression
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the Bulgarians had proved that they possessed the power and
resilience to survive and forge ahead.
An old man of about 80 or 90, supporting himself on a crutch,
grabbed my arm and said as loudly as he could, "Do you see, young
man? Our spirit may be temporarily submerged, but it is still alive
and strong. No defeat wi\1 bury it forever."
His determination and self-assurance were characteristic of the
men involved in the struggle for national renaissance in the early part
of the 19th century. I noticed two medals pinned on his jacket. I could
not read the inscription on them but, judging by his age, he was one of
the revered heroes who had fought the Turks on Shipka Pass. I asked
myself: If after SOO years of Turkish yoke the country could still
produce determined and fearless men like the old grandfather
supporting himself on a crutch, why should it fear for its future
because of this defeat? The thought was not just a youthful per
ception; itwasahistoricfact. And Ifeltbetter.
As this was a special day for me and my father, we did not feel like
going home for the six o'clock dinner. Instead I took dad to a com
bination coffee house and restaurant on Pozitano Street operated by a
man from our home town. There were much better places in Sofia,
even in Resen, but this was the gathering place, the unofficial
clubhouse, for people from our region in Macedonia. Many received
their mail at this address. They moved, but the coffee house stayed.
Evtim, the proprietor, did not offer a large menu. Bean soup had a
permanent place. The other item was either paprikash or a dish of
lamb, spinach and rice. Like it or not, those were the choices. The
proprietor and cook could not both play cards and prepare a variety of
dishes. Besides, how many of his customers had a choice of dishes at
home?
Here on that day my father saw friends he had not seen for many
years. And from then on, until he returned, the coffee house became
his refuge in Sofia or, as he used to say, "I was initiated in the
Resensky Club."
A passionate backgammon player, he missed many suppers.
Simeon and Vladimir, who were endowed with a sense of humor, as
my father was, often asked i:lim, "Well, uncle, did you win or lose
today?" My father's usual answer was, "Somehow or other, I cannot
roll the dice in Sofia as I did in Resen. I always lose. It must be the
kind of 'diplomatic' wine you are serving me." Then all ofthem would
burst into laughter.
I !cnew that he felt deeply the pain of being away from home, but I
- was glad to hear my dad joke and see him laugh. 
The influx of refugees from Macedonia and Thrace, the lack of
facilities, the shortage of food - all of these placed a big burden on
the Bulgarian government.
The newspapers, the patriotic organizations and the churches
appealed daily to the citizens to open their hearts and their homes to
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the refugees. Many did. Many shared their homes, donated clothes
and blankets. A central refugee committee was organized composed
of some of the most prominent Sofia citizens. Special ration stamps
were issued, causing a strain on the depleted treasury coffers .
Although there were some complaints, and not a few sufferings
under the difficult circumstances, the Bulgarian people extended a
true welcome to their brothers and sisters forced to flee from their
homes.
Most of our group were settled . Some had gone to Varna, where
they had close relatives. In the midst of all this a second cousin of
mine, Luba Monavcheva, was taken to the hospital where she
prematurely gave birth to a baby girl. The infant survived but the
mother, exhausted from the long trip, did not. The next day my father
and I attended her funeral.
Almost 50 years after, when my wife and I visited my nieces and
nephews in Varna, a good. looking, tall and strong woman came to my
niece's apartment to see us. She introduced herself. I smiled and said,
" I know you. I was introduced to you when you were five days old. I
even babysat with you for a few hours while your father went to the
store to buy milk."
All of us had a good laugh and I was really glad to see that the child
born under such circumstances was now a mother of two daughters,
both university graduates.
God has a way ofsetting things straight.
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VII

Part Two

Sofia - A City in Turmoil

W

HE TURMon 'N Som CONTINUED and SO did the influx of
refugees, augmented by the men returning from the front.
The food shortage reached a dangerously low point. It looked
as though the whole country was in a mood of bloody upheaval. All it
needed was for some vicious group to strike a match and plunge the
country into a devastating fire or a fratricidal war. At this particular
and very sensitive moment, God must have been on the side of the
Bulgarians for no one struck that dangerous match.
Downtown Sofia resembled to some degree London's Hyde Park .
At every street corner or little park someone had climbed upon a table
or a chair, and in a loud voice and with demagogic gestures was
describing the situation, which needed no description. As is usual in
such cases, the speakers castigated those in power for all the ills that
had befallen the country. None ofthese haranguers had a constructive
idea. They were not looking for solutions; they were just fishing in
muddy water, as demagogues usually do.
I watched such a meeting on the small plaza around the church
called Sveta Nedelya. There were three or four "orators" talking at
the same time. MyoId friend, Evan Bosilkoff, who had lived in Sofia
Dr more than five years, said tome:
lOy ou see that man, the one with the black butterfly tie and long
·rr? He is a socialist."
'How do you know that," I asked, to which he replied:
"'To show that they are 'smart' and 'intellectuals', socialists always
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wear long hair and a butterfly tie. That is their trademark; it means
that they are unrecognized geniuses. And that other one, without a
jacket, wearing a dirty undershirt? He is what they call a Bolshevik.
His jacket and shirt are hanging in the office. This is his disguise for
people to believe he is one ofthem."
John had hardly finished this statement when someone grabbed the
so-called Bolshevik and dumped him on the ground; then a free-for
all started . There were bleeding noses and bruised faces when the
police arrived and dispersed the unruly crowd. Scenes like this would
be repeated day after day for quite some time.
One morning Dad and 1 decided to walk to town. We stopped at
Boulevard Tsar Osvobodital (Tsar Liberator), where my father
looked at the magnificent monument of Russia's Tsar Alexander the
Second, who went to war with Turkey in 1878 for the liberation of
Bulgaria. Across from it was the imposing parliament building (the
Narodno Sobranie), and right behind it the beautiful, monumental
cathedral Alexander Nevsky, the largest church in the Balkans. St.
Sofia, the ancient church built in the 7th century, was a block away.
We turned left on the boulevard, toward the Royal Palace. The
front gates were wide open and we saw people going in. My father
asked aman in uniform what was going on. Hesaid, "Shte imame nov
tsar, shte imame nov tsar." (We are going to have a new tsar.) We
followed him into a palace yard that was already crowded . We were
pushed by others behind us and ended by the high iron fence, facing
the municipal garden. Then someone appeared on the balcony and
said several times: "Deputy Grigor Vasileff, please come in, come
in." (Months later 1 got to know Mr. Vasileff fairly well. He was a
good friend of Simeon's and a constant visitor.)
There was such a commotion that 1 can't recall exactly what
happened next. The people in front of me were tall and 1 couldn't see
~uch: The door on the seco~d floor balcony opened and dozen people
10 umform and formal atttre appeared. 1 could not hear who said
what. Loudspeakers were not known at that time, or if they were
known, they did not have them in Sofia.
At one point the crowd was asked for silence. One ofthe ministers, 1
presume Alexandar Malinoff, announced that Tsar Ferdinand had
abdicated in favor of his eldest son, Prince Boris, and had left the
country. Then they ushered the new tsar onto the balcony.
. A thund~r~~s ".Hurrah! Hurrah!" and "Long live Tsar Boris! Long
hve Bulgana! spilled out on the streets and 1 believe that for at least
an hour the whole city thundered with the cheering.
As we left the p~lace grounds my father said: "I can always
remember that 1was 10 the palace courtyard and saw the new king of
Bulgar~a." T,hen h~ corrected himself and said , "The new king ofthe
Bulganans, meamng ofcourse those of us in Macedonia.
The almost universal unpopularity of Ferdinand forced him into
self-exile. But the elevation of Prince Boris was only aformality.
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While it pleased the population, it had no bearing on the political and
economic situation of Bulgaria. It lessened to some extent the internal
tensions ofthe country, but the shortages remained. How the country
survived without a general uprising is still a mystery to me .
The first contingents of the occupational troops began to arrive. I
do not remember the exact date. What I do remember is that one
morning, when my father and I were headed for the central city
market. we saw a regiment of French soldiers coming down Maria
Luisa Street. Except for the two officers they were recruits from the
French African colonies and. of course, they were all black. This was
something new for the Bulgarians, most of whom had never seen a
blackman.
The British and the Italians had sent contingents of their regular
army, although they. too, had colonies and probably.,had black
recruits. As long as the Bulgarian authorities lived up to the terms of
the armistic agreements, the Allies did not interfere in the domestic
affairs ofthe country. Nevertheless, the resentment ofthe people was
visible. For reasons I still cannot understand, the people did not seem
to resent the presence ofthe Italians as they did the French.
This was demonstrated every evening at the traditional parade on
Boulevard Tsar Osvobodital leading to Borisovata Gradina (Prince
Boris Park). Dozens of!tali an officers and soldiers walked arm in arm
with young Bulgarian maidens, talking, laughing as if they had
known each other for years. Now and then was seen an English officer
(never an enlisted man) with a Bulgarian girl. -But I never saw a
French officer with a Bulgarian girl. and many Bulgarians in those
days spoke French fluently.
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IN THAT SEPTEMBER OF 1918, the opening of the school year was
delayed until the end of the month. The influx of refugees which had
created many hardships and many problems also had taxed the
facilities of the Sofia school system. While the number ofteachers was
more than adequate, the schools had no extra rooms for the students
who had come from Macedonia and it took some time to make the
necessary accommodations.
I lived in the school district ofthe Vtora Gymnasia for boys and had
already bought my school uniform, hat and all. I knew where the
school was. I had gone around it several times.
On registration day Simeon accompanied me. The director of the
Gymnasia (high school) was a Mr. Velcheff, or Volcheff. Born in
Kokoush, Macedonia, he had come to Bulgaria as a refugee after the
Ilinden insurrection of 1903. He was impressed that I was wearing the
school uniform , and expressed regret that many others could not buy
it because there was a shortage of material.
Mr. Volcheff asked about my school records. my favorite subjects,
my plans, ifany, for the future. Then he and my cousin arranged my
study program. I was told to report for class the following Monday at
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8:00a.m.
. I spent the weekend in great anticipation and some apprehension. I
had heard, and this proved to be true, that the instructors at Vtora
Gymnasia were very demanding and strict disciplinarians. They
would not tolerate tardiness or unpreparedness. My other concern
was the kind of classmates I would have to study with. In Resen, and
in Ohrid, I knew everyone. Here everyone would be a stranger.
On Monday I reported to Ivan Grozeffin his classroom on the main
floor. Mr. Grozeff (some called him Doctor), a writer and a poet in his
own right, was a highly intelligent and kindly man. He asked me if I
had read some ofthe most prominent Bulgarian writers, the Russians
Turgenev and Dostoyevsky. Yes I had, I said; my answer pleased him.
The classroom was large. There were altogether 45 students, nearly
half of them refugees like myself. To my relief I recognized Angel
Dimkoff from Prilep and Georgi Yovanoff from the village of
Brusnik, near Bitola. During recess, the other refugee students in
troduced themselves and we formed a group of20. The other students
were also helpful and friendly. They praised our courage and our
decision to leave family and friends and come to study in Sofia.
I must emphasize that the closeness of our group of refugees, both
inside and outside school, was a direct product of the tragic turn of
events and the circumstances that had brought us to Sofia. All of us
had passed through the same fire and hell; all of us had left youthful
memories buried in the land of our unhappy and oppressed country.
Macedonia's misfortunes were the magnet that held us together.
On Sundays we set our books aside and hurried to Prince Boris
Park. We met near the weather observatory, away from the big crowd
below. Not everyone came. But every Sunday afternoon there was
someone there with whom we could share our views and our sorrows.
At first these meetings were attended by males, but then girls
started to come. These camaraderie meetings eased our tensions and
strengthened our faith in the eventual freedom of Macedonia,
because Macedonia was always the object of our discussions. She
lived in our childhood and student memories, she lived in the
sacrifices of our fathers and grandfathers, she lived in the deter
mination of our people . not to succumb to the pressures of the pp
pressors.
As young as we were, we appraised the situation and discussed our
duty to participate in any way we could - if need be, to return and
share with our brothers and sisters their suffering and struggle. Our
. presence, we thought, .might boost the morale of the youths in our
home towns and villages and make them less vulnerable to the bribery
and empty promises ofthe hated regime.
"You can do what you want," said Kosta Yoveff, from a village in
the Kratovo district, "but if there are armed units I will join them. I
concede that we also need the preparatory work, the boosting ofthe
morale as a prerequisite to resistance. No armed groups can operate
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without loyal su pport ofthe local people."
This was the tragedy whose impact on our lives and our future was
seldom, ifever, understood by the politicians and sometimes not even
by intellectual circles in the free world.
While in that free world youths of our age were busy competing in
football or basketbalI, youths in Macedonia were meeting clan
destinely to plan resistance to the denationalization policies of the
governments in Belgrade and Athens. We had no time for youthful
pleasures.
Our young men and women were being threatened with torture and
offered sugar-coated promises to turn against our own people. Few
did. The regime forced us to meet privately and plan how best to meet
the onslaught of the oppressors and how best to serve our country.
And so some became secret agitators, some performed dangerous
assignments, others carried messages, or searched for. places to store

arms and explosives.
And many, many of them - during the former Turkish regime, as
well as the present Serbian regime - gave their lives in that unending
struggle for freedom before they had a chance to frame their
university diplomas.
Few in the free world understood these sacrifices and this tragedy.
Their indifference was appalling.
I saw with every passing week that my father was growing more and
more melancholy. His mind was always in Yankovetz and Resen . His
visits to the coffee house on Positano were not as frequent, and when
he did go he was even more depressed because other refugees felt the
same way. My aunt and my cousins were afraid for his health. Months
had passed and we had had no word from home. He knew my mother
was not in the best of health and he worried about her even more
because all ofthe responsibilities rested on her.
IN THAT SEPTEMBER OF 1918, the opening of the school year was
delayed until the end of the month. The influx of refugees which had
created many hardships and many problems also had taxed the
facilities of the Sofia school system. While the number ofteachers was
more than adequate, the schools had no extra rooms for the students
who had come from Macedonia and it took some time to make the
necessary accommodations.
One of the high Italian officers of the Joint Allied Command in
Sofia was a former journalist and a close friend of Simeon's. As a
personal favor to my cousin, the Italian officer made arrangements
for my father to travel all the way down to Bitola, some 18 miles from
Resen, in a military truck which was going to Salonica. The officer
gave us assurance that no harm would befall him. And so, one day in
April of 1919 my father boarded the truck, full of fears and ap
prehension ofwhat awaited him on the other side ofthe border and at
home.
.
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I will not attempt to describe the parting with my father. The tears
flowed like water from a broken faucet; I felt sick and missed school
for two days. My cousin Simeon called me to his workroom and did his
best to console me. He said: "Now that you are alone here, I will give
you a few duties. After school, when you come home, use my
-workroom to study. Mother is old and Karamfilka is downstairs in the
kitchen preparing dinner. When someone rings the door bell, tell the
person politely I am not home. Take his name and leave me a note on
the desk. You will meet many important people. If I am in, ask the
person to step inside, then come in and tell me. Do not worry about
your father. He will reach home safely."
Simeon was right. I met many important people ofthat day. In time
the most frequent visitors knew me by name and also knew that I was
not a servant but Simeon's first cousin, a refugee and a student.
The most frequent, early-morning visitor was Vladimir ,Robeff,
then the editor of the government official paper La Bulgarie. The
Robeffs lived a few doors down the street from us. Because of
Bulgaria's delicate political situation at that time, Mr. Robeff, an old
friend of Simeon's, came every morning so that both ofthem could go
over the editorial and some ofthe other important politicaJitems.
The Robeffs were from Bitola. The family had taken a prominent
part in the struggle for an independent Bulgarian church during the
second part of the 19th century. My father had known some members
ofthat family.
Although during those days Simeon was not officially connected
with the government, as a former diplomat, a historian, critic and
journalist who spoke fluently several foreign languages, he wa:; kept
informed by the Foreign Office and was asked for his comments. The
Ministry of Foreign Affairs was not very far from our house and every
once in a while Simeon sent me there to delive~ written material in
sealed envelopes. Even the guard at the door knew me and never
stopped me, or asked questions.
Another frequent visitor was professor Nicola Mileff, a very good
friend of my cousin and collaborator on some diplomatic documents.
He came usually in the afternoon and stayed late. A highly respected
historian and a kind man , he would stop and chat with me for a
minute or two. He usually greeted me in the Kosturski dialect, "Risto,
kaa sme voy den?" (Christo, how are we today?) , to which I replied in
the dialect of Resensko, "Gospodin Mileff, sme kao shto behme
vchera." Simeon got much enjoymentfrom our short conversation.
(In T925 the Bulgarian government -appointed Prof. Mileff as its_
minister plenipotentiary to the United States, to fill the place of
venerable Stefan Panaretoff, who was retiring. Three days before his
departure he fell victim to an assassin's bullets in the streets of Sofia. I
was then in New York; I read the news in the New York Times and
almost fainted. A few week~ later the government appointed my
cousin Simeon to take the post in Washington.)
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In Simeon Radeff's house in Sophia I also met the popular writer
Elin Pelin and Prof. Alexander Balabanoff, who brought Simeon the
latest social gossip and invariably forgot his hat, his coat or his
umbrella. I could hear Simeon , and Elin laughing after the
,professor's departure. Simeon, who worshipped his mother, would
go to her room, motioning me to follow, and apprise my aunt of the
frivolous news.
Simeon and Kyril Christoff, the celebrated poet, a tall, dark man
with a very prominent nose and forehead, were bosom friends.
Sometime in 1918 or 1919, crushed by the second defeat of Bulgaria in
five years, Christoff tried his hand in writing a novel. The title of the
novel was ··Tu~nyZory"-(IntheGrayoftheMorning). It came out
in paperback edition and was displayed with a lot of fanfare at every
newsstand in Sofia. This well-known poet and patriot must have lost
control of himself because the novel was a disgrace. It was un
fortunate that it appeared at a time when Bulgaria and the Bulgarians
were burdened with so many troubles and wh~ n the future of the
country was at stake .
The novel depicted a love affair between a disloyal woman and a
bachelor. It culminated in an illicit embrace while the dead body of
her husband was lying on the living room floor. Simeon had read the
book and was fuming. He thought it was an undeserved attack on the
traditional moral quality ofthe Bulgarian people. I saw him throw the
book on the floor and begin kicking it. I had never seen my cousin so
angry.
He turned to me and asked, "Christo, do you remember when Kyril
was here the last time?"
"I don't, butI believe it was aboutthree months ago," I said.
"Slushai" (listen), said Simeon, "when he comes again open the
door for him and tell him to wait."
One afternoon, a few weeks after, Christoff came. I did as Simeon
had told me. Then the two ofthem went in the study. I stayed outside
and could hear the angry voice of my cousin.
"This is disgraceful," he was saying. "This degrades the Bulgarian
nation as a whole. Why did you have to write such trash? I ask you,
why?"
Christoff mumbled something I could not understand, then came
out. For the first time Simeon did not follow to see him off. And while
I remained in Sofia for another year, Kyril Christoff never again came
to our house.
While meeting all of those prominent people I often wished and
prayed that I would get a chance to see my favorite Bulgarian writer
and poet, Ivan Vazoff. I had recited some of his verses at school
functions and memorized others because of their incomparable
beauty.
That happy chance came early one September evening. The man
who rang the bell was Ivan Vazoff. I recognized him by the many
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pictures I had seen of him in books, in magazines and newspapers. I
still remember how I greeted him and said, in a trembling voice:
"Zapovedaite, zapovedaite Gospodin Vazoff." (Welcome, welcome
Mr. Vazoff.)
Simeon came out and greeted him cordially; then both of them
went into the study.
Because of the approaching peace conference in Paris, and the
Serbian and Greek propaganda claim that there were no Bulgarians
in Macedonia, Simeon had written a very studious book in French
whose title, translated into English, would be: "Macedonia and the
Bulgarian Renaissance in the 19th Century." Mr. Vazoff had
dropped in to discuss the present political situation of Bulgaria and
get a copy ofthe book.
The conversation lasted quite a long while. In the meantime,
outside there began a drizzle which slowly turned into a steady rain.
The streets grew very dark.
Simeon asked me to get an umbrella and a flashlight and ac
company Mr. Vazoffto his house. I do not now remember the name of
the street, but I do remember that it was somewhere in the vicinity of
the National Theatre.
Accompany Mr. Vazoffhome! Me? That was a dream that I never
thought would be realized. Who would deny himself the honor to .
accompany this national monument, this very honorable and worthy
man? Why, if Mr. Vazoff were going to Patagonia I would go with
him.
We departed. I held the umbrella in such a way that it would cover
him. I did not care if! got drenched. This was Dedo Ivan Vazoff.
Our street was not paved then, but we had something resembling
sidewalks and I asked Mr. Vazoff to walk on the inside ofthe street.
Every once in a while I would turn the flashlight beam to help him
avoid water puddles. We walked slowly and carefully. Mr. Vazoff
asked me to hold the umbrella on my side too, and protect myself .
from the rain. I told him at my age the rain was no problem. I felt an
urge to tell him that I knew by heart many of his poems, and perhaps
start to recite one. But that would be too presumptuous and my better
judgment told me not to do it.
We reached his home and I stepped in. He thanked me and asked
me when I had come to Sofia and where I had come from. I told him I
was from Resen, the county seat of Prespa. He told me he had passed
through Resenon th~\Vayto9hri4., ~ 'Resen is a beautiful town," he
said, "and has given many prominent men to the Bulgarian nation."
By this time I had got the courage to say: In Resen we believe that
we are descendants ofSamuel's Bulgaria; and I mumbled a few words
ofhis poem (my favorite), "Prespa, Prespa Krepost Slavna."
He patted me on the head and thanked me for taking him home.
That night I hardly slept. I wanted to imprint in my mind every
moment spent with the patriarch of Bulgarian literature, every word
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he spoke, every gesture he made and every step he took. At that tender
and impressive age, and because of my love for poetry, this was the
fulfilment of a dream that nothing in the world would be able to
obliterate. Even today, every time I pick up one of Vazoff's books, in
Bulgarian or English, almost instinctively the picture of this moment
appears across the text of the book and like chimes from a far-away
belfry I hear the words of one of his best short poems ringing in my
ears:
YOU CANNOT QUENCH
WHAT'S NOT FOR QUENCHING

a

We are glad when on sullen day
The golden glowing sun has risen,
But more so when a single ray
Ofsunlight penetrates a prison.
A tiny star canpoint the way
To sailors traveling the ocean.
A single spark begins a blaze
That sets all heaven in commotion.
Thefire that burntJohnHuss shone bright,
The universe at large enlightening;
And on a stormy, starless night
Morefearsome is eachflash oflightning.
Tyrants, your struggle is in vain,
You cannot quench what's notfor quenching!
Andfrom the light you quench.today
Springs a volcano, fire belching.
(The poem is much longer, but I prefer to end it here. The tran
slation in English is by the British poet Peter Tempest, who has lived
in Sofia for 30 years and speaks the language well. I met him in Sofia.)
I FEEL THAT MY YOUTHFUL DEVOTION to the great poet has never
diminished one iota. In some ways it compensates for the pain and the
hardships we encountered on the way to Sofia during the most trying
days in the history ofthe Bulgarian nation...
The summer of 1919 was upon us and, despite the troublesome and
uncertain situation in the country, the Macedonian Societies in Sofia,
and all over Bulgaria, were planning the traditional annual
celebration to commemorate those who fought and died in the great
Ilinden insurrection in 1903.
That year the celebration had a dual purpose: to pay tribute to all
who took active part in the insurrection and to lift the sagging spirit of

~

61

Jt.

the thousands of refugees. many of whom were still not settled or
employed.
I decided to make my contribution by writing an article on the
subject. although I knew that there were hundreds more qualified
than me to comment on that great event. I stiU remembered the
speech I had delivered in Resen the previous year; if I added a new
twist to it. the article would be more contemporary. I stayed up late a
couple of nights preparing it. I read and reread it and felt satisfied
with what I had written. I did not sign the article with my own name
and I still do not know why. The signature under it was Christo N.
Pelistersky - Pelister being the beautiful mountain hanging over
Resen. as Mt. Vitosha hung over the Bulgarian capital.
I hesitated over whether to mail it or deliverit myself to the editorial
office of Kambana (The Bell). A few days before the celebration I
delivered it. Nervous and trembling. I entered the office and handed
the envelope to a middle-aged woman sitting at a desk close to the
door. My school uniform was very much like the uniform of the
telegram delivery boys and evidently she thought I was one ofthem.
As I was leaving the office I noticed my cousin Vladimir coming
towards me. I pretended that I did not see him, turned on a side street
and rushed away as fast as I could. That evening at dinner I hardly
lifted my eyes to look at Vladimir. I somehow felt guilty for running
away when I was sure that he had already seen me. I waited for him to
ask what I was doing in the Kambana office. He said nothing and I
felt relieved.
Kozareff and I and the rest ofthe refugee students were attending
summer classes. I confided to him what I had done the previous day.
He became as excited as I was. When class was over he rushed to the
corner newsstand and bought the Kambana. He looked all through
the four-page paper, but found no article by me.
We knew nothing of how a newspaper operates. "Forget it," he
said. "They must have thrown it in the waste basket, the dirty so and
so's. "
Four days went by and my article did not appear. I had already
given up hope. On the fifth day, during the ten-minute recess, the
im patient Kozareff rushed out and got a copy ofthe paper.
We were already "inside the classroom and Mr. Groseff was
prepared to resume his lesson when Kozareff rushed in, waving the
paper. and said:
"It is in! It is published! Right here on the top of the third page."
"What is in and pu blished?" asked our teacher.
"Christo's article on Ilinden, Mr. Groseff. It is in the paper."
A spontaneous "Long live Ilinden! Long live Macedonia and
brotherly Bulgaria!" echoed in the room and the whole class was
standing and applauding, something seldom done in our school .
Mr. Groseff read the article then came over and handed it to me
with the short comment: "Not bad, not bad."
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Going back to his desk he asked for silence and in a trembling voice
said. "You boys amaze me. AJI of you. Your enthusiasm and your
patriotism are unsurpassed. You carry in your heart the spirit of Saint
Clement ofOhrida and the militant flame of Tsar Samuel the Great.
Class is dismissed ."
A poet at heart, he was overwhelmed by our patriotic demon
stration, something that had seldom been heard in the last few
months. When I looked at him he had his handkerchief out and was
wiping his eyes.
(In 1924 or 1925, when I was living in New York City. a first-class
mail package arrived from Sofia addressed to Dr. Victor Sharenkoff
and me. Sharenkoff, a close friend of mine and president of the
Bulgarian Students Association, was studying at Columbia
University for his Ph.D. degree. I presume that Victor. who was in
constant correspondence with Mr. Groseff, must have informed him
that I, one of his former students. was a member of the Association.
The package contained one of Mr. Groseffs newly-written plays, still
in manuscript form. He was asking us to translate it into English .
This was a task that none of us could undertake. I wrote him a few
lines to thank him for remembering me.)
I was sure that Vladimir. who was an avid reader of Kambana, had
already seen the article. On the way home I tried to devise a way to
clear up the situation with Vladimir.
I had stopped to see some friends and got home just a few minutes
before dinner. Vladimir was sitting in his chair. reading the papers.
Driven by an inner impulse, quite unexpectedly I said, "Vladimir, did
you see Pelistersky's article in K ambana? That is my pen name."
"I read it and I detected that much after I saw you come out of the
paper's office," he replied.
Simeon came in. He also had read the article. Simeon jokingly said,
"Cousin, what are you trying to do, compete with me?" Then, in a
fatherly tone, he advised, "Next time you try to write for pUblication.
show it to me first. That way we can smooth some of the rough edges
and cut some sentences in half."
Here I was, living under the roof of the best journalism teacher in
th e world. Under his guidance I could have learned much, and
probably accomplished much more.
THE POLITICAL WINDS IN THE COUNTRY had undergone some
hanges because of the pressures of the Serbian and Greek govern
ments, supported by the French. The Paris peace conference was in
progress. and the news from there of how the defeated nations would
be treated was frightening. The United States delegation had gone to
Paris carrying President Woodrow Wilson's 14 points proclaiming,
among other things, the principle ofself-determination for the people
in turbulent Europe. While Wilson and the Americans were
idealistic, Clemence au of France and Lloyd George of Great Britain
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were vicious and revengeful. London demanded to be the sole ruler of
the seas, Paris demanded as much blood as could be squeezt';d out of
Germany and her war allies. Together they planned for a "cordon
sanitaire" around the Huns that would watch Germany, monitor her
recovery and choke her before she could make another aggressive
move.
The plans of these national leaders, whose greed and -short
sightedness . would plant the seeds for another European con
flagration' did not remain secret from the Bulgarians, who had
reasons to fear for their future. To show a sign of good faith, in the
hope that their action would ameliorate the terms of the peace treaty
planned for Bulgaria, the new government adopted rules and
regulations to control the activities of the Macedono-Bulgarians
within the country. On November 4, 1919 they arrested the popular
and fearless leader of the Internal Macedonian Revolutionary
Organization, Todor Alexandroff, and some prominent activists of
the Macedonian Brotherhoods in the country. This action was
condemned by the refugees and many other citizens. Ten days after
his arrest, Alexandroff escaped and the government could find no
trace ofhim.
.
For the Macedonian colonies in Bulgaria, and especially for the
refugees, this was a signal that the struggle for a free and independent
Macedonia would continue under Alexandroffs leadership.
'Not long after his escape, many of his former lieutenants went
underground, one by one. News from Macedonia under Serbian rule,
reaching Sofia clandestinely, described the situation in the country.
The news reports spoke of mass arrests of prominent Bulgarians
there, of murders and pillages, of resistance groups who had taken to
the mountains, and ofcombat with Serbian soldiers and police.
Born and reared in a country where the struggle for freedom had
been a way of life for five centuries, we could not remain indifferent
and stay on the sidelines, watching others die so that we might live and
be free. In one way or another, all of us felt that we had a sacred duty
to make a contribution . Age did not matter. Many of us, and our
parents, had carried secret messages as little children. Therefore,
involvement in one way or another was inevitable.
In Sofia we distributed appeals and responses to the government's
policy which the newspapers would not publish and the postal of
ficials would not accept. We attended meetings where the situation in
Macedonia was described and the unjust peace treaties were derided.
These were the first steps in our indoctrination, if further in
doctrimltion was necessary.
Some university students, friends and relatives of ours, sacrificed
their future careers and devoted their time and their energy in laying
the foundation for a widespread Macedonian student and youth
organization which in later years played a significant role in the
Macedonian movement.
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Groups orus continued meeting on Sunday afternoons at the park.:
We hardly mentioned our progress in school or our teachers..
The main topic of conversation was the situation in Macedonia and
the reorganized IMRO - Internal Macedonian Revolutionary
Organization. We sifted everything we had heard or learned. Then, a
few months later, the Serbian press officially admitted that there had
been clashes between their soldiers and what they called "groups of
Macedonian bandits and terrorists." Gavrilo Princip, who had
assassinated the Austrian Duke in Sarajevo, was their Serbian
national hero. But our gallant young men who fought for the freedom
oftheir country were just a bunch of"bandits" I
The Belgrade government had set out to crush the Bulgarian
national spirit in our homeland by executions, by mass arrests and by
tortures.
"Perhaps," said one of those present, "we should go back, give
moral support to our people, keep the Bulgarian flame burning in the
hearts of our younger brothers and sisters."
"We will be arrested as soon as we getthere," said another.
"That also may be an encouragement for our people," replied Simo
Traykoff. "Let us give it a thought. I have heard that some boys from
Veles have already gone back, and I have decided to leave at the end of
the semester."
.- 
One could read in his handsome, youthful face an iron deter
mination to go back coupled with an almost equal part of nostalgia
the ever-present inner force which sooner or' later affects everyone
separated from homeland and family by events and forces beyond
one's control.
Older ,by a year or two than most of us, Simo was born in the village
of Luboyno, Prespansko, to a family which had settled in Bitola
before the war. He had left home in 1916, two years before me, when
the city fell into the hands of the Allied forces, and had come to Sofia.
A close relative had taken Simo into his home. For over three years
Simo had heard nothing from his family. That absence of news had
gnawed at his heart until he was unable to bear it any longer. That
longing, that strong attachment to parents and home, was now
driving him to venture a trip back, indifferent to any dangers that
might lie on his path.
There were moments when all of us felt the inescapabie pangs of
nostalgia - the longing to feel a mother's kiss on the lips and a
[ather's pat on the shoulder .
With the passing of time the Serbians had relaxed the rules and
some of the refugees had returned. But no one from the other side was
permitted to come to Bulgaria, and no letters came from home. For
almost two years we agonized, not knowing what had happened to our
families. I did not know if my father had reached home safely. That
uncertainty depressed me.
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Meanwhile. the Belgrade press kept up its vicious attack on the
"M.acedoni~n bandits" wh~ ':incited" the population against their
regIme . ThIS was clear admISSIon that there was resistance. A few of
our yeople who had. succeeded in crossing the border to Bulgaria
confirmed what unttl then was just a rumor. There was indeed
resista~~ in many parts of Macedonia; there were repercussions by
The officIal organs of the government. And while this was going on in
our homeland. Ser~ia. with the backing of France. pressed its
demands on Bulgaria to curtail the activities of the Macedonian
So~ieties with a veiled threat that they might be forced to step in and
do It themselves.
Disa!med and defeated. with no big power to stand behind her. the
Bulganan government was compelled to take certain measures.
There we~eoffici~1 ~nd unofficial threats against the refugees and the
Macedonta.n ~ocletles - threats which were met with great indigation
by the majority of the citizens. Life had now become harder and
fr~edom limited. The strict measures of the government were met
wIth resentment and. at times. with counter actions.
These were hard. unbearable days for me. My youthful idealism
gave me a strong aversion to seeing Bulgarians hurting one another. I
was too young . too inexperienced to understand the intricacies of
fore~gn polic!" ~he devious ways needed to preserve the state from
foreIgn dommatton necessitated measures repUlsive even to those
~~arged wit.h enforcing them.! became as embittered as most of my
frIends. I wIll never forget those days. nor the inner pain they caused
me .
. In spite of the thr.e~t~ from Belgrade. sometimes openly. other
tImes secretly. the acttvlttes ofthe Macedonian Societies in Sofia went
on as usual. The timidity of the government. and the readiness of
s~me of its followers to knuckle down under the threats of the Ser
bIans . . were met with .un.iversal cond~mnation by the brotherly
Bulga~lan people. From insIde Macedonta the news was encouraging.
Unverified ru~ors had placed Todor Alexandroff in the part of our
COU1'~try occupIed by the Serbians. while the Bulgarian police were
maktng strenuous efforts to rearrest him.
A man with an iron will. tact.' ability, and magnetic personality.
Todor Alexandroff almo~t overnIght became a national hero. not only
to the Macedono-~ulgarlans but to the Bulgarian people as a whole.
!"le had the foresIght a~d the courage to challenge the injustices
l~p~sed upon all Bulgartans by the Peace Treaties . He knew that the
Setbja~s and the Greeks would ' never honor the -provisions for the
protectIon of national minorities. but would simply deny that there
~ere Bulgarian minorities within their borders. They had already
Itsted these as Serbians. or as Greeks. and had refused to accept an
impartial international inquiry.
There were those who disapproved of Alexandr'o ffs tactics, but his
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actions were sorely needed to lift the national spirit. Todor was a
morale booster for all of us except those few who had lost faith in the
resurgence ofthe Bulgarian nation.
ONE FRIDAY AFTERNOON, in early November of1919, Simo asked a
few of us to accompany him to his uncle's home. With deep emotion
and in a trembling voice, he informed us of his decision to go back.
Some refugees from Gostivarsko, he said, were leaving that day. He
wanted us to know tha(he would remain true to everything we had
talked and dreamed of together, and to let us know how to get in touch
with him should we also return. Then, almost overcome and with
tears in his eyes, he said: "I am leaving Monday morning. Let us do
our parting here and let us hope we will see each other again. "
His words touched our young hearts so much that for a moment all
of us felt speechless. Then followed long and warm embraces,
promises and encouragements. Only the crucifix hanging over his
makeshift bed was witness to this very painful and sad scene.
And so, driven by the irrepressible love of parents and homeland,
the magic and indestructible force which disregards all dangers and
obstacles, on Monday morning Simo departed for Bitola, not
knowing whether his parents were still there, if they were alive or
dead.
Our depression and nostalgia increased with every passing day.
More and more, refugees began taking the uncertain road for home.
Kozareff, Dimkoff, I and hundreds of others, affected by the lack of
news from home, the troubled political situation in the country, the
struggle of the Macedonian Societies to survive, had lost interest in
our studies and our grades kept sliding down. Meanwhile, more and
more of the former armed comrades of Todor AlexandroU had left
Sofia, and other cities in the country, and it was presumed that they
had joined his forces.
Macedonian students in the University of Sofia held secret
meetings; some joined the armed groups and crossed over into
Macedonia. The attacks and threats in the Serbian press became
vicious. It was now evident that Todor AlexandroU had restored the
secret network and the Belgrade government did not know where he
would strike next. Since the fight for freedom was a fight for national
survival, this was welcome news for all the refugees. After all, they
nd their parents before them were born and raised amid such
struggle. And Todor Alexandroff had become our beloved leader and
hero.
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VIII
The Trek Back

W

HAT YEAR, "'NTER CAME EARLY in Sofia. Simo left in the
middle of November, and a few days afterward snow covered
0' the streets. Then Kosta Yoveffstopped coming to school. We
paid little attention to his absence, because every once in a while he
would stay out for two to three days, then reappear. But a whole week
had passed and there was no sign of him. Had he gone to join the
armed groups? He had said he would at one ofour first meetings.
Kozareff and I went out looking for him. We were puzzled by his
disappearance, more so that he had not recently given us a hint of his
intentions. We went to the basement apartment where he lived with
an old couple from his own village. The old couple said they did not
know exactly where he had gone. About ten days earlier he had told
them he was moving in with a friend, and they had not seen or heard of
him since. We were not quite certain, but our conclusion was that
Kosta might have crossed over and joined one of the armed
Macedonian groups that were very active in his part ofthe country.
And so, little by little our group dwindled. Some moved away; some
left school and wenttowork; others,like Simo, went back. Our group
of twenty was now reduced to four - Kozareff. Dimkoff, Yovanoff
and I - and we stuck together like never before. Some afternoons we
stopped at a confectionery and spent an hour or so reminiscing,
reviewing the situation and making plans for the weekend. Almost
every Sunday we were together studying, or following the crowd to the
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Prince Boris Park. It was nice and pleasant but we sorely missed our
friends. especially those who had gone back. since we did not know if
they had arrived safely.
~uring the winter and early spring months of 1920, I made it a
pomt at least once a week to visit Evtim's coffee house on Positano
Street in the hope that someone. somehow. had heard from home. I
made frequent visits to Mito's place on Maria Luisa for the same
purpose. But there was no news from home, although there were
rumors that Alexandroffs armed groups had penetrated as far as our
part of Macedonia.
At the beginning of May it was announced that the Belgrade
government had relaxed the rules for some ofthe refugees who wanted
to return. The announcement said that once or twice a week the train
could be boarded at Tsaribrod. on the way to Skopie. This tempted us
and increased our nostalgia. Then a heavily censored letter came.
Each letter had been opened, read and resealed.
I received the first letter from home around the 20th ofMay . It was
short. only on one side of the sheet, and written by my sister
Veselinka. She said dad was home and well, but my mother had been
bedridden for some time and Teta (Aunt) Dina was taking care of the
hCJuse. That was very disturbing news. My mother was frail and never
in perfect health. but she had never been bedridden. It was clear that
the tribulations of the war, the fear caused by the evacuation and
invasions. the lack of food supplies and medical care, plus our ab
sence. had had an adverse effect on her health. This caused me to
spend many sleepless nights. I loved my mother . Would I ever see her
alive? And my dad .... Why had he had my sister write and had not
even signed the letter? Was he really all right? Was he really home?
Many thought went through my mind. He could be incarcerated, or
exiled somewhere in Serbia. and they were keeping the news from me.
Yes. That is it. That is why not dad but my little sister wrote the letter'
that .is why th~ envel?pe was opened, then resealed. My aunt and m;
COUSIns, espeCIally SImeon, tried to console me, but I could not put
those dark thoughts out of my mind. It was a niglitmare.
The next day I wrote my family a short note wishing my mother an
early recovery and asking my dad to write to me. I went to the post
office and asked for the registered mail window. They said they did
not accept mail destined for Serbia. They told me I should go to the
Serbian legation and have it mailed from there . .
But by international law. the Serbian legation was actually Serbian
territory . If I stepped inside, would I be retained and shipped back to
Resen? According to international law 1-was aSerbian citizen, subject
to the rules and regulations ofthat country.
The last week of May was the time set for the final examination at
school- the most important one . Failure to pass would set me back a
whole y_ r. I felt that, under the circumstances, and in my state of
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mind. I might not be able to receive passing grades; this added to the
mental anguish that I was going through.
A few days before the start of the examination I made an ap
pointment with the school director, Dr. Velcheff. I explained to him
my worries and my state of mind. and asked for his advice.
"I. too. come from Macedonia ... you know that." he said. "At
one time or another, all of us have gone through what you are ex
periencing now. But. somehow or another, all of us have made it.
Forget your worries for a few days and concentrate on your studies
and I know you will make it. Your grades for the year have been fairly
good. That may help for any deficiencies you may encounter in the
final exams. So go to it. Pick yourselfup- be a fighter!"
The director's words sustained my faith. I passed the examination
with fairly good marks, but the worries about my family persisted. For
two or three weeks I was afraid that I might have a nervous break
down.
I went to the coffee house on Positano where Evtim. the proprietor.
told me that Mito had some news for me. I hurried to Mito'sstore. As
soon as I got in, he opened the cash register. handed me a letter from
home and said, "Here, read it."
The letter was from his father in Yankovetz. In a postscriptum he
said: "Nicola Nizam told me that if Christo needs money, give it to
him and he will pay me here."
This revived me. I could have jumped for joy. My father was home,
safe and alive. This is what I had been expecti ng to hear for more than
16 months.
Now that school was over, more and more of our friends were
heading back home. "Sofia was good, Bulgaria was hospitable, but
home is where we belong," said Dimkoff. "Is it not what we :lave been
planning right along?"
Kozareff insisted that we stay, saying: "Enough ofour friends have
returned, and you cannot do anything more. "
"George and I have made up our minds to go," said Dimkoff, "It
will be good if the four of us go together ...
I hesitated for a few minutes, then thought of my sick mother and
said: "All right, I will go back withyou."
When I went home I did not know how to break the news to my aunt
and my cousin.
"You are welcome to stay for as long as you want," said my aunt,
" so think it over good and dowhat is best for you."
But my mind was made up.
Going back did not mean just boarding a train from Tsaribrod, for
~ ish and Skopie. It entailed some formalities, the most important of
which was: Will the Serbian consular authorities in Sofia give us the
necessary permit? Will they be satisfied with our answers during the
interrogation of why we are in Sofia and why we want to go back? We
decided to stick more or less to the same answer, and above all, not to
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show any fear or any hesitation.
As we were approaching the gates of the Serbian consulate I felt a
pain in my stomach, a disgust and a sadness such as I had never
experienced before. I felt as ifI were sticking my I)ead inside the lion's
den.
The guard at the gate took our names, inquired who we wanted to
see and why, and asked us to wait inside the gate. There was a room
and a shelter to the left of us, but we were not asked to go in. The
guard came back and said the officer in charge was busy: We must
wait. After about 30 minutes we were ushered into a large room with a
desk and chair in the middle but no chairs or no benches on the side.
The first question was why we wanted to go back. Was not Bulgaria
good enough for us? Were we being treated badly, and by whom?
Our answer: We want to go back because our families are there and
we want to be with them.
Did the Bulgarians forcibly bring you here during the evacuation?
No. We came here because we were afraid the war might be fought
in our areas and we did not want to become casualties.
By the changing grimaces on his face I could tell he did not believe a
word we said, but pretended to accept our answer.
"You were in school here. Are you going back to school after you
get home?"
"That will depend on the financial and economic conditions ofour
families. If they need us to work in the stores, or the field, we must
help to recoup what has been lost during the war."
His face tightened and he said sarcastically: "You will make good
lawyers. I will sign your permits if you promise not to engage in any
Bulgarian propaganda."
We had been coached from early childhood to. deny any in
sinuations that we would do anything harmful for the country.
He gave us the permits, then asked us to step next door and ex
change our Bulgarian levas for Serbian dinars. We went home,
packed the suitcases with our personal belongings, left all our
Bulgarian books, destroyed all letters and notebooks and cleaned our
pockets ofall pieces ofpaper, names and addresses.
The attachment to our homeland, the love of our families aroused
in us the same nostalgia which several months before had carried
Simo home, and we were on our way.
Kozareffboarded the train and accompanied us to Tsaribrod. We
spent the night in a dingy inn in that little border town to await the
train from Pirot that would take us to Nish and Skopie. It was hard
parting with this good friend. He felt our pain and we felt his. It was
reflected in his face, in his voice, in his manners. We knew he loved
us, and he knew we were fond of him.
Early the next morning, before we started to the station, he took us
aside and whispered: "I have been asked to relay this message: Keep
your eyes and ears open and find a way to report any misdeeds ofthe
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We embraced and kissed, trying hard to hold our tears. We were
parting with a valuable friend, a true human being, one who would
sacrifice his life to save ours.
Before we boarded the train, an elderly Bulgarian clerk at the
station warned us to be patient. "There may be Serbian passengers
who would try to provoke you," he said.
This was a two-wagon train dispatched especially to pick up
passengers at Tsaribrod. Both cars were empty. Together with other
returnees we bought our tickets at the station in Pirot. The two
wagons were hitched to th~ main body ofthe train and we were offto
Nish and Skopie.
The old clerk was right. We were confronted by provocateurs as
soon as we entered the car. Young Serbians, some ofthem drunk early
in the morning, used every dirty word in their language to berate us,
the Bulgarians. One or two of them came by us shaking their fingers,
threatening us with their fists and swearing. Even the other
passengers, all Sebians, got angry at them. An old, tall and husky
man got up, confronted the troublemakers and shouted: "Leave the
young men alone and let them go home in peace. No young man
anywhere is responsible for what has happened. It is us, the old
people. We start wars, the young fight and die. Leave the kids alone."
Meekly the provocateurs took their seats and never made another
whisper. We reached Nish in time to change to the train going to
Skopie.
The car we entered was packed. It was a multinational crowd of
Serbians, Albanians, Macedono-Bulgarians and Turks. Since no one
k new who was who, we reached Skopie sometime after midnight
without an unpleasant incident. Dimkoff said there wa.> a Hotel
Balkan somewhere on the main street and we headed for it. The door
was opened, and a sleepy clerk told us he had only one room with a
double bed, but he could throw a few blankets on the floor. We took
the room and paid the man.
"Hvala lepo," (Thank you kindly), said the man. "Blagodara
kraino is the right word, " George told him. "That is our language.
'Hvala' is Serbian."
"Psst, tiho, tiho," (Easy, easy) , said the old man in a whisper. "The
place is full of Serbians."
We asked him the best way we could get transportation to Veles .
The old man said he might be able to arrange for a fee. Early the next
morning an old rickety wagon, drawn by two horses, stopped to pick
up us and two other passengers. The trip was uneventful. We did not
know the other two passengers, a man and his wife; they did not make
an effort to get acquainted with us and the whole six or seven hours of
the ride passed in silence.
We spent the evening in the han (inn) of Dedo Atanas, an old friend
of the Dimkoff family. Dedo Atanas told us he knew a couple of men
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cDnnected with the military whO' drDve an army truck, carrying mail
and su ppl ies back and fDrth. FDr a few extra dinars the man might be
able to' take us as far as Prilep. But this time there was Dnly Dne driver.
The Dther Dne had had tDD much sIivDvica(whiskey) .the night befDre
and was unable to' mDve. We nDticed that Dur driver was sDbering up,
but ~he JDJd us nDt to' wDrry: "I drive better with sDme .whiskey in my
belly." He was ajDlly fellDw and all the way to' Prilep he entertained us
with sDngs and jDkes.
GeDrge and I wanted to' gO' to' a hDtel Dr inn to' spend the night, but
Angel DimkDffwDUld nDt hear Dfit.
"There is plenty Df rDDm in Dur hDuse," he said, "but ifthere is nO'
rDDm the three Df us will sleep Dn the flDDr. We have been tDgether fDr
a IDng time. DDn't separate frDm me Dn the last evening. God knDws
when, and if. we will see each Dther."
His mDther and father met us at the frDnt dDDr. They cried and
embraced us as if we were their Dwn children. GeDrge and I felt
perfectly at hDme. GeDrge said to' me: "NO' wDnder prilepchany
(peDple frDm Prilep) are nDted fDr their friendliness and hDspitality."
Neigh bDrs started cDming in, relatives, yDung adults and girls whO'
grew up with DimkDff, and the large hDuse was full Df peDple ex
changing greetings, embraces, and exclamatiDns. It was a beautiful
hDmecDming.
One of Angel's friends introduced us to' LDzancheff, whDse first
name I dO' nDt remember. He was frDm BitDla, visiting friends in
Prilep, and was gDing back the next day. This yDung man, a little
Dlder than we were, was c1Dsely related to' Atanas LDzancheff, Dne Df
the leaders Df the Ilinden insurrectiDn. A gDDd patriDt, he cDuld
hardly wait to' get a private mDment with us and hear abDut things in
Bulgaria. NDt knDwing him Dr his pDliticalleaning, and remembering
KDzareffs admDnitiDn to' be careful, we were quite reticent. Then
Angel's sister tDld us Lozancheff had been released frDm the prisDn in
BitDla Dnly a few weeks earlier. That gave us SDme reassurance, but we
thDUght it wise to' be reserved. Since he was gDing back the next day,
LDzancheff suggested that we travel tDgether. When Angel tDDk us to'
the statiDn Df the narrDw-gauge railrDad, LDzancheff was there
waiting fDr tiS and had even bDUght Dur tickets.
"DO' nDt be suspiciDUS Df me," he tDld us. "Like YDU, I hate the
regime. I am DneDfYDu."
~
The little train was ready to' leave. We said gDDdbye to' Angel and
,ErDmised to' keep in tDuch. LDzancheff added: "I have a girl friend
and I CDme here Dften. I will be glad to' help." He astDnished us
further when he tDld us he was a very c1Dse friend 'Df SimD' s and knew
whO' we were. He was the first Dne, Df the many Dthers, whO', despite
the inflicted punishment, remained IDyal to' his Bulgarian heritage.
In BitDla we stDpped at the HDtel MakedDnia. GeDrge cDuld have
gDne hDme. Brusnik, his village, was nDt far frDm the city. But he, too,
was anxiDus to' see SimD.
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After about an hour, Lozancheff and Simo came to our room. Simo
was bursting with emotions and could not hold down his tears. He
stretched out his long and strong arms, grabbed and enfolded us,
kissing first me, then George, and started mumbling: "Slava tebe,
Gospodi, slava tebe." (Glory to you Lord, glory to you.) He could not
believe his eyes. He thought it was a dream.
I asked about the general situation. With great enthusiasm, Simo
reported that the spirit all over the country, especially among the
young, was like the Rock of Gibraltar. At all private festivities they
sang only Bulgarian patriotic songs. He said the unofficial leader of
the group in Bitola was Toma Tsurnomaroff, a man five or six years
older than the rest of us. Was Toma doing this on his own, as a
dedicated Macedonian, or was he appointed by some higher
authority? In either way he was giving a valuable service. But ifhe was
appointed by a higher authority , that would mean that the network of
the Macedonian Revolutionary Organization had reached to this
westernmost part of the country, close to the Albanian border. It
meant also that if Toma had been appointed to be in charge of
devoted groups in Bitola, then, following custom and tradition, every
city and even every village had its own local leader .
George and I had no chance to meet Tsurnomaroff. But on leaving
Bitola the next day for my home town, a couple of thoughts kept
bothering me. In Tsaribrod, just before parting, Kozareffhad taken
us aside and suggested that we keep our eyes open, remember and
report any misdeed of the Serbian authorities. Now Simo and
Lozancheff were suggesting the very same thing. Was this just a
coincidence, or had the same suggestion been relayed way down here
by the secret network of the Macedonian organization? George and I
wondered.
We were under the impression that we were to be the bearers ofthat
order, or suggestion, or whatever one wants to name it. What was
going on here? We were coming here from Bulgaria to boost the
morale of our youth, to advise them not to believe the incessant
propaganda. And what did we find but that, except for a few misled
youths, the spirit among the others was high. To be persecuted, jailed
or mistreated was a badge of honor. This obstinacy, this fearlessness
bothered the authorities as much as the frequent skirmishes with
armed Macedonian patriots.
Sensing all this, another thought went through my mind: What
gave our-group-the right to assume that our childhood friends, our
brothers and sisters, would succumb to the intensive pressure to
renounce their national origin and proclaim themselves as Serbs?
Outwardly, and of necessity, they might give the appearance of
submission. But deep down in their hearts, they knew their national
origin and they prized it as did their fathers and grandfathers before
them.
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This attitude later became well known and well dramatized in 1927
during the stormy trial in Skopie ofthe Macedonian students. Among
the defendants were many young men who had left Sofia and come
back to their homeland. More than three dozen of them were arrested
and maltreated; some were murdered or beaten to death . All ofthem
were charged with the "crime" of trying to create a free and in
dependent state of Macedonia. This famous trial lasted over three
months and hit the front pages of many newspapers in Europe and in
the United States.
Dr. Ante Pavelich, a very prominent Croatian lawyer from Zagreb,
went to Skopie to defend the arrested students. In his final sum
mation he painted a grim picture for all the world to see ofthe Serbian
lawlessness and cruelty in Macedonia.
To back up his accusations, Mr. Pavelich waved in the courtroom
the official order issued by Naumovich, jupan (governor) of Skopie,
which stated that for a tooth the government would take a jaw, and for
an eye the inquisitors would take a head. He enumerated the students
murdered by official organs ofthe authorities in the streets of Skopie
and other parts of Macedonia. The list of the names was long, but a
few should be mentioned who were personal acquaintances of mine: .
Toma Koyumdjieff of Strumitsa, Georgi Angisheff of Negotino,
Boris Andreichin of Tetovo, Sotir Gurdanoff ofPrilep, Traiko Popoff
and his father Theohar of Gevgheli, Ilia Dimeff of Gevgheli, Kolio
Chakaroff of Doiran and many, many others. Two of the leaders of
' the Macedonian Youth Organization were Dimiter Chkatroff of
Prilep, a classmate of ours in the Sofia Gymnasium, and Dimiter
Geuseleff of Doiran. Both received a prison sentence of 10 years .
Chkatroff was a university graduate with a degree in engineering,
Geuseleff had a Ph. D. degree in philosophy. Because neither one of
them would relent, their sentences were prolonged. Even this injustice
and severity did not succeed in breaking them down.
I do not claim credit for myself and the group I worked with for the
establishment of the widespread Macedonian Youth Organization .
The seeds were there and planted in fertile ground. But those of us
who had come back from Bulgaria helped water the plants when and
where water and guidance was needed . Like the rest of us, the leader
of the Macedonian Youth Organization, Dimiter Chkatroff, was a
refugee in Sofia and, like us, had returned home because home was
where he belonged.
.
I must also -report--that both Chkatroff and Geuseleff, who had
survived their long imprisonment and the inquisition of the Serbian
secret police, were murdered by the present Serbo-Communist rulers
in the so-called "Macedonian" republic, an artificial creation ofthe
Belgrade hierarchy, to facilitate the Serbianization ofthe Bulgarians
in Macedonia.
George and I spent two days in Bitola, mostly in the company of
Simo and Lozancheff. They introduced us to several young men who
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held the same views we did. It was refreshing and reassuring that none
of them had been influenced by the constant propaganda for Ser
bianization.
Early the next -morning, we were packing and getting ready to leave
when we heard a knock on the door and a husky voice saying: "Open
up in the name ofthe law." I was half-dressed, but rushed and opened
the door to see two men, one in uniform, the otherin civilian clothes. I
asked them to come in. The men, who had ordered us to open the door
"in the name ofthe law," did not have, and therefore could not show
us, any search order. But they had badges and those badges gave
them the right to interpret the law the way they wanted.
"Show us your permits," said the man in civilian clothes. He was
one of the local Greeks who served the Serbians in many
capacities ... as a secret agent, a policeman, a torturer of those he
disliked, and an extortionist.
We presented our permits.
"Why are you coming back? Did you get tired of Bulgaria, or are
you coming here to spread Bulgarian lies?"
"We are coming back because our homes and our families are here,
and nothing else."
"Then tell me, what was that conference you had last night with
Lozancheff and Simo? We know they hate our government."
George said, "Those young men are old friends and they came to
welcome us back. And if you want to know what we talked about it
was girls, the things all kids of our age talk about. Nothing else."
"When are you leaving?" asked the Serbianized Greek. I told him
tbat both of us were leaving for home immediately. He said: "Be sure,
when you get back, to report your presence to the local police. And
keep your noses clean, otherwise you wili be awful sorry you came
back. You will grow old in Glavniacha (the dreaded Serbian prison
where criminals and political offenders are locked up in the same
cell). "
They made a thorough search of our luggage and our pockets and
left.
"I think," said George, "we will have to face many interrogations
like this. "
"They may even be worse," I said and started repacking. We said
our good byes in the room. George waited downstairs for someone to
take him to Brusnik and I went to Milenko's Inn. Yovko, the coach
man, and visitors from Resen usually stopped at that hostlery.
I was lucky. Yovko, ·an old friend ofthe family, was ready to pull out.
He embraced me as if I were his long-lost son, grabbed my suitcase,
and asked me to ride in front with him because the coach was full. A
well-informed and talkative man, he told me some of the most im
portant things that had happened since the war, how many of our
townsmen had been jaiJed or maltreated, and warned me to be careful
of so and so, because the people of Resen thought they had become
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informers.
When we reached Resen the passengers got out and paid their fare.
I started to get down . Yovko said to remain, that he would take me all
the way home.
"Your father has some ofthe best whiskey in town," he said. "He is
not too generous with it, but this time I know I will get a full, big
glass ...
For as long as I could remember, old Yovko had been the unofficial
"taxi" driver between Resen and Bitola. He used to say that his two
black horses knew the road so well they could make it to Bitola
without the driver. No one could dispute that claim.
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IX

Part One

Home Again
But For How Long?
~ WO WEEK' BEFORE WE LE>T SO F>A, on June t 5,

t 920, I had
mailed a short letter to my parents and hinted that I might be
0
coming home during the summer. I did not mention any
specific time for fear that we might be detained for interrogation. I
id not want them to be unduly alarmed.
I was short of money. My relatives had done so much for me, and I
,It uneasy about borrowing from them. My father had already given
e permission. in case of need , to get a loan from Mito. I did that.
e sum was more than I needed, because George had very little and
gel Dimkoff and I had decided to help him.
Our trip took about twelve days. No one knew I was coming,
ause my letter hadn't arrived . And so, when old Yovko stopped his
h on the cobbled street in front of our house, I could hear excited
ices and a rush to open the small front door.
The first to appear at the door was my sister, Veselinka. She looked
e. hesitated for a moment, then shouted as loud as she could:
··Hey. everyb09Y, Christo is here, Christo is here!"
The whole family rushed out: my father, my mother, my two
nger brothers, and my cousins who lived in the same large home.
re were tears of joy and embraces. My mother held me in her arms
would not let go. Then the neighbors came out and the street
me crowded with people, all welcoming me, wishing me well. I
not withhold my emotions.
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Now, as never before, I realized how much I had missed my family
and the wonderful people among whom I had spent my childhood.
This was truly a heart-rending moment  one that was never to be
forgotten.
I grabbed my mother and carried her through the small gate into
the house, her head resting on my shoulders, her eyes streaming with
tears, her lips pasted on my face. Old Yovko came in and sodid some
of the neighbors. My dad's bottle of "grozdova rakia" (whiskey made
ofgrape mash), which old Yovko caUed "the best in the county," did
not last long. The old coachman had his two glasses and departed. So
did the neighbors.
It was now past 7:00 p.m. At such a moment I felt no need offood.
The tears and the cheers, the embraces and the smiling faces were
nourishment even for a starving man. But my mother hurried and
prepared my favorite dish - scrambled eggs mixed with slices offresh
tomatoes, chopped onions, peppers and feta cheese.
When we sat down for supper, my sister disappeared for a few
moments. She returned carrying under her arm a dusty, dirty
package, wrapped in paper and parts of an old shirt, and handed it to
me.
"Take it," she said. "I hid them and saved them for you. Mother
and dad didtiot know I did it."
I opened the package. It contained yellowed sheets of paper that
almost crumbled in my hands. Time and weather had taken their toU.
These were some verses penned by me on different occasions. I had
glorified, in bombastic phrases, our short-lived freedom tinder the
brotherly Bulgarian occupation that we celebrated in spite ofthe food
shortages and the fear of air bombardment by the enemy forces. In
the early summer of 1918, the bombers had killed 4S civilians in
Resen, among them three or four babies. I had described the beauty
of our fertile valley. And yes, there were also a few love verses. The
only thing of note in aU of them was their innocence and sincerity.
They had no literary value. No one knew that I had written them; they
were my secret. I still wonder why I had not destroyed them or carried
them with me to Bulgaria. My sister had found them under my
mattress, then buried them in a box under the quince tree.
What was I trying to do? B~ a precursor ofa new kind oflyricism
one who pours out his thoughts and sentiments but lacks depth and
literary style? I still do not know the answer to this, but I knew I didn't
want to keep those verses. I later tore them up and threw them away
for fear that in an unexpected search ofthe house, a device frequently
used in those days, the police might find them, use them as in
criminating evidence, and send the whole family into exile. Their
"poetic" value was not worth that risk.
.
I still remember some of them and wonder why I wasted my time
writing them when I should have been concentrating on reading the
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works of the internationally recognized poets Christo Botev and Ivan
Vazov . But I gave my sister a big hug and a kiss for having the courage
to hide them.
The next morning my father and I went to the local police to report
my arrival. To my surprise, two of the policemen were Marian and
19nat who had held the same posts prior to 1915, when they were
forced to flee and seek refuge on the Greek island of Korfu. The
sudden meeting did not evoke a discernable sign of cordiality. It was
cold and strictly official. And the feeling was mutual.
The third man in the office was the so called "delovodja", or
executive secretary. A dark, heavy-set man, with heavy bags under his
eyes, he pointed his finger at me and warned me- in a harsh,
threate ning voice:
"We know all about those of you who are returning from Bulgaria.
We do. Do you understand me? Why did you come back to our land?
Were you sent here to spread disruptive propaganda? Remember, if
you do that, we will crush you. This is our land. Understand?"
I was sizzling with anger. The filthy bully was calling our land his
land! He, and those with him had come only yesterday, while we had
been there for centuries. The remains of our ancestors were buried in
this sacred ground. They had outlived the terrors ofthe Byzentine and
the Ottoman Empires to keep their land. And now this drunken punk
had the audacity to claim our land as his.
Such blind and narrow chauvinism, such arrogance and lack of
consideration of other people's rights, have kept the Balkan countries
in constant turmoil and have earned them the uncomplimentary
name "The Powder Keg of Europe" . When will it ever stop so that the
people can live in peace and friendship, regardless of their national
origin? People of my generation have lived through bitter and often
bloody struggles. It will be an unpardonably criminal act if coming
generations have to go through the same fire and hell.
"This is my land, too," I said. "I was born and grew up here." He
looked at me with bloodshot eyes, as if ready to cut my throat, but said
nothing. The parting was icier than the meeting. I was glad that the
formality was over and went home.
The long journey, the uncertainties, the lingering second thoughts
that the return was a colossal mistake - all ofthese contributed to my
physical and mental exhaustion. I felt weak for about two weeks and
had no desire to visit or see anyone. My family was very understanding
and supportive. Nevertheless, those were some of the hardest and
most discouraging days in my life.
My sister and my brothers were much younger than I, and I could
not share my anguish with them for fear they might be hurt. My
cousin Luba, three or four years older and an ardent patriot, became
my constant companion. We shared our hopes and our fears. I loved
her like my own sister.
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Some nights I stayed awake till the early morning hours, trying to
understand what was happening to me and why. Yes, in Sofia I was
free and happy, but my family was here in this picturesque village. At
th~se Sunday meetings in Sofia, had we not discussed the necessity of
gomg home to share the struggles and the sufferings of our brothers
and sisters, to inject in them the will to fight against all attempts at
denationalization? Was that prompted by wisdom or by youthful
idealism? At times, life in Sofia was also hard, for we were torn
between love of family and birthplace and love of freedom. People
who have not experienced such forced separation cannot realize the
mental and physical stress. I was waging a psychological war within
mysel f, and I had to overcome it. I had to.
One day , two of my childhood friends came to visit me. We talked,
we reminisced, and we laughed together. They hated the regime.
They hated the closing of the Bulgarian schools and the burning of all
Bulgarian books, even the Holy Bible.
"There is no life, no future for us here," said Ilia. "Pretty soon they
will be calling us to serve in their army. We must go away, we must
disappear." Methody added that everyone of our age felt the same
way.
I asked, "Does the Serbianization drive have any success or
prospect ofsuch?"
"The whole thing is a joke," said Ilia. "Those people are really
stupid. You do not change anybody's nationality by force. You
should let them come to you oftheir own free will. The more you force
them, the more they resist."
Their presence and their stand invigorated me. I felt better. Before
they left, they gave me the names of a few people in our county who
had been persecuted and imprisoned, all of them accused of anti
Serbian activities. I knew most ofthem.
SINCE TIME IMMEMORIAL, Saturday had been the market day in
our county. On that day, people from the surrounding villages came
to Resen to sell their products and purchase groceries and other
necessities. Many of the villagers traded in my Uncle Dimitria's store.
Many of them received their mail from husbands and sons in America
at the store, because there was no mail delivery in the villages. Cousin
Alexander was a well-known steamship agent and money lender. I
went there every Saturday, pretending to help the store. I knew some
ofthe more active villagers would come there. Among them were men
who had been active in the Macedonian Revolutionary Organization,
and m?st ~fthem remembered me. Sandre Dimitroff, from the village
of Krtvem, a former classmate of mine, was a fountain of in
formation. (A year or so later, when both of us had removed to the
United States, he settled in the steel town of Lackawanna, New York,
where he passed away a few years ago.)
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Three weeks later, Simo sent word to me by the coachman, Yovko,
to see him in Bitola and bring him the "basket of apples" I had
promised him.
I went under the pretense that I had to see an eye doctor. Arriving
there, Simo met me at Hotel Makedonia. He told me that the meeting
was set for that evening. Avoiding the main street, we passed through
a back alley and entered an old, two-story house. The first person I
saw there was a police officer coming down the stairs. I thought we
had been trapped. Simo sensed my uneasiness and said, "Don't
worry. That policeman is a Croat, married to one of our girls. His
dislike of the Serbian regime surpasses ours, and he has been very
helpful."
When we entered ' the room I was introduced to Tome Tsur
nomaroff and a young man from Kichevo, Pavel Mitoff. George and
Angel were there too .
Tsurnomaroff opened the meeting. He asked us to give our reports
and the names of those arrested and maltreated. He insisted that we
be brief and precise, and asked Angel to take notes .
I asked Tome ifhe had established a completely reliable channel to
send our reports to the Macedonian National Committee in Sofia. He
swore us to secrecy and said:
"The Albanian government has an official trade representative in
Bitola . . The man is anti-Serbian and pro-Bulgarian. He is willing to
help. The woman who takes care of his house is one of our group. She
will hand the report to the Albanian, and he in turn will mail it to
Bulgaria from Tirana. All the information will be typed. The Sofia
Committee needs this information for a memorandum they are
preparing to present to the League of Nations in Geneva and the
governments ofthe Great Powers."
Whether the Sofia Committee received the information or not, I do
not know. But all of us felt we had done our part. The meeting came to
an end, and Tome suggested that we leave as quietly as we had come,
keep in touch, but avoid written notes. We embraced and took our
leave.
The clandestine meeting was over about 8:00 p.m. and at that
hour, there was no transportation for me, Mitoff and Angel to go
back. Simo insisted that we spend the night at his home, but that
surely would be suspected as a conspiracy so we decided to spend the
night at the hotel. George, who visited Bitola almost every market
oay, spent the night with Simo; however, alrofuswent tothe hotel for
supper. Lozancheff, who knew about the meeting and the agenda but
was unable to attend, joined us in the hotel.
The hotel had ~ small room behind the kitchen, which separated it
from the main dining room. It was usually used by young people who
liked to sip a glass or two of wine and have some fun and talk about
their real or fanciful love adventures.
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The end of the school vacation was approaching. Angel wanted to
know what the rest of us intended to do - stay home and tend to the
family's business, or swallow our pride and our resolve and sign up in
the Serbian Gymnasium, the only institution of high learning in our
district. Both he and Pavel mentioned they had been approached by
some of the official authorities advising them to sign, or face a
premature draft in the army.
.
Up to that time I had not been approached by anyone, but htnts to
that effect were made to my father. Angel, who was from Prilep, said
that Dimche Chkatroff, our Sofia classmate, was back and had told
Angel he should continue his studies in the Bito~a Gymnasi~m. A
very bright young man and an excellent student, Dlmche was frlend.ly
but aloof. But, as we have mentioned in a previous chapter, back tn
Macedonia he became one of the leaders ofthe Macedonian student
and youth organization.
Since there was no other alternative, we decided we would sign up.
The night patrol had entered the main dining room. The cook put
her head through the open door and whispered, "Shush. Tuka sa."
(Quiet. They are here.) Immediately we changed the topic of our
conversation and started clinking our half empty glasses, humming a
love song.
"Lepo, vurlo lepo." (Good, very good) , said one of the patrolmen.
"Enjoy yourselves . You areyoung."
They left , satisfied that the young Macedonians were loyal and
good Serbians. This same game may have been played ~n hundred~ of
places all over Macedonia. They knew and we knew It was nothing
but a big masquerade, and the day would come when there would be a
clash between us - a bloody clash perhaps, because they would not
.
relent and we would not give up.
The next morning I went to see Dr. Christidi, a Greek who had
examined my eyes before the war. He ·prescribed some drops and
advised me to wash my eyes with lukewarm water three or four times a
day. The same day, about noon, I boarded Yovko's coach and went
back.
When police officer Marian asked me why I had gone to Bitola, I
showed him the bottle of eye drops. This may have satisfied his
curiosity but not his suspicions.
THE AUGUST DAYS were dragging slowly . Waiting for the arrival of
September andthestaffolfh-e schoolyear, I spentmy time reading,
roaming the fields and climbing the steep hill to the little St. Nicholas
chapel, deeply revered by our villagers. From the top ofthe hill I could
see the four parts of our county and admire its natural beauty. To the
left was snow-covered Pelister and, right below it, the grain and corn
fields of the Resen valley and the hundreds of apple and pear or- ·
chards. The orchards extended to the historic shores of Lake Prespa,
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where I could visualize the legions of Tsar Samuel, ruler of the
Western Bulgarian Kingdom during the hectic ninth century, and his
incessant wars against Vasilios, emperor of Byzantium. Almost
instinctively, that prompted me to recite Ivan Vazov's beautiful poem
"Prespa, Prespa. Krepost Slavna" (Prespa. Prespa, famous fortress).
And I could see Yankovetz surrounded by willows, poplars and tall
chestnut trees. I experienced a deep sadness, like a premonition, that
this might be the last time I saw my village from the top of the sacred
hill.
Following the old tradition of our Bulgarian Eastern Orthodox
Ch urch. on every visit to the little chapel I never failed to light a candle
and place it in front of the icon of St. Nicholas, the patron of our
village and our family. I felt somehow relieved of my tensions and my
fear of the future.
My visits to this shrine did not remain unnoticed by the local police.
On one such occasion, I was surprised to hear steps coming from the
thick forest behind the chapel. They came closer and closer, and
finally I saw coming towards me the "delovojda" and the police of
ficer, Marian, with hunting guns under their arms. Were they
hunting for rabbits in August, or for bears that were never there?
I was stretched under the century old oak and, to show my con
tempt, did not even make a move when they approached me.
"What are you doing here all by yourself?" asked the delovojda.
.. Are you meeting somebody, waiting for somebody?"
I told them this had been my favorite place from early childhood
and not far from here was our family vinyard. Then, to put them at
rest, I added, "In a few weeks I will be going to school and will miss
this very beautiful place and this holy little shrine." Then, even more
emphatically, I added, "I1ovethis place and my land."
My last remark did not set well with the delovojda. But, willingly or
not, he swallowed it and I felt that I had taken my revenge.
"Bolie u shkolu nego u voisku" (Better in school than in the army),
said the delovojda.
The army - the army or the prison - this was the threat used
against all of us who had returned from Bulgaria. They believed that
putting us through the propaganda mill, developed especially for
their schools in Macedonia. would make us instant, devoted Serbians
who would willingly denounce their Bulgarian heritage. During the
Macedonian students' trial in Skopie, they had ample evidence to
conclude that they could not beat down the sons and daughters of a
sturdy and brave people who for more than five centuries had fought
and struggled to preserve the Bulgarian church, nationality and
culture.
Affer they departed, I remained on the hill for another two hours or
more. Solitude relaxed me. It gave me a chance to compose my
thoughts, to plan carefully every future step. And besides, I wanted to
enjoy for as long as I could the beauty ofthe natural panorama spread
-»~{
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before my eyes: the fertile Resen vaIley, touching the shores of the
crystal clear Lake Prespa. subject of many folk songs and tales. The
many orchards laden with apples and pears, the tall poplar and the
bushy willow trees lined like guards on both sides ofthe Big River. AIl
of this resembled a gorgeous canvas painted by th!! inimitable brush
of mother nature. This, among other things, was the magnet that
attracted me to this unfortunate land passing from the hands of one
oppressor to those of another.
Yankovetz was straight ahead, but I could see nothing more than
the roofs and the chimneys of the homes and the wooden cross on top
of our church. where every Sunday we knelt before the holy altar and
asked the Aim ighty God to end the sufferings ofour people . Butwhile
my eyes were feasting on this picturesque scene, suddenly I felt my
whole body shaking and perspiring, my heart pounding as iftrying to
burst out. Was this a premonition of things to come, of events that
might take me away from this restful and beloved spot?
I grew up as a very devout youngster. My faith in God had never left
me during the trying days ofthe past three years. To soften my tension
and uplife my spirit, I got up and entered the smaIl c.hapel. I made the
sign of the cross, I stood solemnly before the icon of the revered saint
and prayed for myself. I prayed for my family and for my unhappy
country. kissed the holy icon, shed a few tears and left.
As it turned out, this indeed was the last time I saw the beloved and
inspiring small chapel.
On the 30th of August, 1920, I left for Bitola to enroll in the
Serbian Gymnasium. I went there with the same unhappiness one
experiences on the way to the gallows. I had a premonition that this
was only a charade that would not last long.
Simo had promised to find rooms for all of us not far from his
home. He lived in the Yani Maale and Chifte Furne district con
sidered the center of all Bulgarian activities in this city of ~ixed
pop~lation. B.ulgarians, Turks, Greeks, Sephardic Jews, but no
SerbIans. ~unng the Turkish regime, as during the Serbian, anyone
who mentIOned the name of the district was branded a potential
enemy ofthe state.
The room he found for me was in an old but well-preserved home, a
few yards from the "dangerous" district, right across the River
Dragor. The barber shop on the main floor was run by a man from
Resen who was a good friend of our family's.
My landlords were the seamstress Lenche and her 22-year-old son,
Stoyche Atzeff. Stoyche was a character who could be described only
by writers like Steinbeck or Faulkner. He lived on what his mother
earned. He was not involved in politics or any such activities. He was a
card player and a pool player who knew how to keep his mouth shut
and his eyes open. He knew everybody and everything that was going
on. Cunning as a fox, he let the police believe he was on their side.
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And what the police knew, Stoyche knew, and therefore Tome
Tsurnomaroff knew. A vicious circle. He was the only one who could
walk the streets after curfew hours and deliver an urgent message.
When the police patrol questioned him, he had the same patent
answer, "Tsura trajim" (I am looking for a gir\)o The patrol would
giggle and wish him good luck.
(Good old Stoyche died very young, a few years after I came to
America. On a couple of occasions, I sent him money just tosaythank
you for the many favors.)
Angel and George got rooms not far from me, and the Hotel
Makedonia was only two blocks away.
The teacher who signed us in was one Djambazovich, the son of a
renegade from Prilep, who had sold himself to the Serbian
propagandists for a monthly stipend amounting to twice the money he
earned as a shoe cobbler. This Djambazovich, therefore, owned by
the Serbians, body and soul, was a vicious man who saw red anytime
the word Bulgarian was mentioned.
"Remember, and remember well," he warned us in class , "this is a
Serbian school and in this school, you sign your last name ending with
the Serbian "vich" (Nizamovich), not the Bulgarian "off'
(NizamofD.

"My baptismal certificate states my name is Nizamoff," I said. "I
don't care what your certificate states," he said. "This is a Serbian
school and your name will be Nizamovich. If you wanted to be
Nizamoff, you should have stayed in Bulgaria."
Oh, how I felt like putting my fist in his mouth and breaking his
teeth. But that would only have landed me in jail and accomplished
nothing.
The interior of the school was plastered with posters proclaiming
the virtues of the Serbians and the superiority of their education,
making derisive remarks about everything Bulgarian and announcing
to one and all that Alexander Karageorgevich was "our beloved
king". (On October 9, 1934, "our beloved King Alexander" was
assassinated in Marsailles, France, by the Macedonian terrorist
Vlado Chernozemsky.)
History was the subject on our first day in class. As we had ex
pected, the authors of the textbook and the teacher had dumped out
of the window all objectivity and historic fact. Even prominent Greek
academicians had always referred to the Macedonian Slavs as
Bulgarians, and so did many Western European historians. But this
was not a lesson for the study of history. This was, pure and simple, a
falsification of historic facts and documents. It was an attempt for
Serbianization, a class for national genocide.
I was bursting with anger, and so were my friends. From the very
first day, we knew that we were not going to last long in this so-called
"educational institution".
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And we did not. By the end of November, and the two-week
vacation between semesters, Angel, Sam, I and a few others, had
decided not to return.
Angel's father visited us for two days. He knew that I, like his son,
wanted to go back to Bulgaria and continue my studies in Sofia.
Confidentially, he told us that when he had been in Veles a week or so
before coming to Bitola, he had heard from a reliable source, Atanas
the innkeeper, that a man in Kratovo had successfully smuggled a few
groups over the border to Bulgaria. He asked us to consider the
matter very seriously because it was bound to involve some risks.
"Tell me one thing that is not risky or dangerous around here,"
said Angel. "I am for giving it a try."
"But we have no travel permits," I said. "Now they check at every
crossroads. "
"Stoyche," said Angel. "Let us ask Stoyche."
We did. And good old Stoyche, with his devil-may-care attitude on
almost everything, told us, "Give me a few days. For 2S or 30 dinars
each, I will get you the permits."
He was not kidding. The next evening he came to my room and
handed me the permits, valid for 30 days. The next day I went home to
explain to my father and ask for his permission. Father knew I would
not return to school in Bitola and gave me his approval.
In Prilep, Angel's father instructed us to go to Veles and contact his
friend Atanas, the innkeeper. The innkeeper told us to wait two or
three days and stick to our rooms as much as possible.
"The police here are suspicious ofevery stranger," he said. "If they
want to know what you want in Veles, just tell them this is your school
vacation and you just came to tour the city."
Waiting in our rooms, every hour of the day appeared to be as long
as the day itself. The suspense was driving us crazy, but we had to
endure it.
.
On the third morning, Atanas came to our rooms to give us the bad
news. The Kratovo man and a few young men he was trying to help
cross over to Bulgaria had been apprehended at the border and
arrested.
"I am sorry this has happened," said old Atanas. "For the time
being, the channel is closed and no one can cross you over."
Discouraged and dejected, we headed back for Prilep and Bitola to
plan an escape through Albania, or perhapS" the Greek border, some
20 kilometers to the south. We would study every possible avenue for
escape. Djambazovich and his likes would never again see us in their
classes. Not ever.
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The Escape
~ HE

MONTH OF DECEMBER wa< already upon u, and the
Gymnasium (high school) was about two or three wee.ks into
the second semester. True to our resolve, we did not attend.
But the search for escape, for crossing over to one ofthe neighboring
countries, had led nowhere and we were getting desperate. It had
already been announced that after January the army would call in
new recruits; most certainly we would be the first ones on the list.
Tome and other friends advised us to wait until spring. Winter is not
the best time to approach and cross the border; tracks are left in the
snow with every step. But the pressure from the school officials and
other authorities had already exhausted our patience, and we had to
make our move.
One morning I paid my weekly visit to Milenko's Inn, the stopping
place for most people from Resen. There I ran into my former
classmate, Sandre Dimitroff. When I asked what brought him to
Bitola at this time of the year, he took me aside and said, "Don't
breathe a word to anyone. In a week or two, a few of us will leave for
America."
I looked at him with surprise and disbelief. "How? And who
arranged that for you?"
. "Don't you know? Your cousin Alexander and a group of men here
have been sending people to America by first smuggling them over the
Greek borderinto Lerin."
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The surprise left me speechless. I went to his hotel to find out some
details. My cousin explained.
"We have established an inside track in the office of the Jupan
(provincial governor) and a partnership with 'Captain Karavitis in
Lerin (the Greeks caB it Florina). A reliable Turk has an almost safe
channel for crossing groups over the border. Once in Lerin, Karavitis
takes over and a week or two later, he delivers the passports.
"Of course," added my cousin, "all thattakes money. You know, a
bribe here and a bribe there, it adds up."
That evening my friends and I discussed the matter for quite some
time. The unanimous decision was to join the group. They left it up to
me and my cousin to work out the details.
Simo and George said that they knew every step of the highways
and byWays to the crossing point at Kanally. But the group, which we
named the syndicate, told us they were not taking chances because an
accidental discovery would be disastrous.
And so, on a dreary, cold day in February 1921, we were told just
before dusk to walk casually on the road leading to Lerin. A steady
rain was falling. We started two by two at about one hundred paces
apart; we carried no baggage and no papers. At a certain point, we
left the main road, turned left and entered the fields. It was pitch dark
when we reached the spot designated to meet the Turk. The constant
rain had drenched us and left us shivering. The border line was four to
five hundred feet ahead of us. To the right we could see the shelter of
the patrol. The wily Turk, making his way secretly through the wild
vegetation, approached the military post, counted the men inside and
made sure that none of them was walking up and down at this time of
night.
He gave us a signal to go quietly forward, bearing to the left of the
post as much as possible. Then he joined us.
"Hold your breath," he said. "Don't talk. Don't cough. Slide down
this embankment and go forward about three hundred feet. You will
reach a small hill. Climb it and slide down the other side; then you will
be on the Greek side of the border. Wait for a while and if you see no
one moving and hear no voices, keep on straight until you reach a
narrow road. Then you will be out of the view and out of the range of
the Setbian post. Bear to the left and soon you will come to a very
small village. There are no Greek sentries there and the people are of
your own. If, by chance, some official questions you, tell hi m you are
headedJor--Captain Karavitis' office. Say no more."
We reached the village at dawn. The rain had stopped but the cold
wind whistled and was forming icicles on our drenched coats. On the
side of the road we saw a small building - a combination grocery
store and coffee house. The door was locked. We peeked through the
smaUdirty whfdowand noticed someone inside. We hesitated for a
moment, then decided to knock on the door; our bodies were almost
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frozen and we needed rest and food. The half-asleep proprietor
opened the door and let us in. The place was comfortably warm . The
dry wood in the stove was crackling, and we could see flame through
the cracks in the pipe. We ordered whiskey to warm us up.
"You need hot tea, not whiskey," said the kind old man. "Take off
your wet coats and spread them on the chairs todry. And come, come
closer to the stove and warm yourselves."
He went in the back and after a while returned with loaves of bread
and feta cheese. This was not the Ritz, but the breakfast of hot tea,
bread and cheese, after a night of rain, fear and hunger, was the most
delicious we could have wished for . It warmed our bodies, quenched
our thirst and eased our hunger .. We felt like grabbing and hugging
the old man. He sat nexfto us, sipping his large cup ofTurkish coffee.
He rolled and lit a cigarette; then, with a sigh that came from the
depths of his heart, he said, "Eh, bre detsa, vie begate ot tamo
(pointing toward Bitola), nashita begat ot tuka, koy ke ostane vo ova
nasha mila, mnogo izmuchena zemya?" (Ah, my children, you are
running away from over there, our kids are running away' from here,
who is going to remain in our dear, long suffering land?)
He took another puff and after a moment ofsilence said, "Not-Iong
ago my two sons left for America. Now we are all alone - my wife and I.
Will they ever come back? Will we ever see them again? Will you
come back?"
There were no tears in the old man's eyes but the expression, the
sadness in his wrinkled face, betrayed his inner pain. And this pain
was not his alone. It was prevalent in thousands of homes all over
Macedonia. Countless mothers shed bitter tears for the sons gone
away, who might never come back. Like a sharp arrow, the old man's ·
words pierced our hearts, and we felt the bitter pain of our mothers
and fathers.
We paid and thanked him for his kindness. He followed us outside
the store, bid us Godspeed and instructed us to turn left at the next
corner and take the short, narrow route to Lerin.
In Lerin, we stopped at the inn of a vlah, who it became apparent,
was expecting us. The accommodation, a large room covered with
straw-filled mattresses, was nothing to brag about. But it felt good,
after the dreary night, to lie down and rest. It did not take us long to
fall asleep.
Late that afternoon, two korofilakis (police) came over and
demandedto..know whowewere.and.see-tO-our identityca.rds.- wh-ich
we did not have. ;In broken Greek (one of them knew our Bulgarian
language, but refused to use it), we told them Captain Karavitis
would vouch for us. They accompanied us to his office and left. Mr.
Karavitis gave every one of us his personal card (more valid in Lerin
than an official document), scribbled his name and told us to be
patient. The innkeeper would be paid by him, meaning, ofcourse, the

~{

911...

~.

~

~

~

syndicate.
_ With nothing to do and no place to go, we spent a few very dull and
uncomfortable days in Lerin. One morning the captain's assistant,
who spoke our language, came over and took us to the railroad
station.
"Say nothing, speak to no one," he instructed us. "You are going to
Salonica and register at this hotel. Alexander will meet you there."
My cousin asked us to go to his room. His briefcase, resting on the
bed, was bulging with official papers, passports, an IOU, etc. The
IOU had already been signed by our parents; now he needed our
signatures. He gave us pocket money, the passports, the steamship
tickets and said, "From this moment on, you are on your own. You
are not to say to anyone how you came here, who supplied you with the
passports. If you do, we will get in trouble, but so will your parents."
He wished us a pleasant and safe journey, put his arms around me,
kissed me, and left. My cousin was not an overly compassionate man.
He was all business. He was a money man.
Secure with the passports and some money in our pockets, we felt,
more or less, as free men. But other things bothered us. Angel and I
wanted to go to Sofia or Vienna to continue our studies. All the others
were set for America.
"America is the place for all of us," said Simo, the oldest and most
pragmatic of the group. "What can you do with an education in a
country where every day is plagued by bloody demonstrations and
skirmishes and you do not know from day to day who is in charge of
the government? That is what is going on now in Austria and Bulgaria
- riots, bloodshedding. Enough of that. Let us choose freedom and
freedom means America."
Two days later, we bought some shabby outfits from a second-hand
clothing store to make ourselves presentable and appeared before the
American counsel to get our visa. This whole process took less than
,one hour.
Three days later, we boarded an old steamer that no one was sure
would be able to withstand the Atlantic storms and sailed for the
promised land - the United States of America.
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On The Way to the New World'
~ ONE OF US HAD EVER SEEN'" boon inside a steamship b~f",e,

Our only knowledge of those gIant and ' luxunous tran
satlantic carriers came from what we had seen on the movie
screens in Sofia ... well-dressed men and women promenadingon
the upper decks, sitting comfortably on soft, reclining chairs,
drinking expensive wines or dancing in the artistically-bedecked
dining room with sparkling chandeliers throwing soft light on them
and the richly carpeted floor.
"Stop dreaming," said Simo, the oldest and most practical
member ofthe group. "This is not that kind of steamer. We should
feel lucky , with the passage we have paid, if we get placed in an airy
corner with a small, round window next to us. More often these
windows are under the water level, and we would have a chance to
look at sharks trying to consume what was being dumped from the
kitchens. "
And so itwas. Simowas right. One of the stewards led us two flights
below the main deck. There we saw a hundred or more passengers
who had arrived earlier or had boarded the ship the night before. This
was-a multi-national group: Greeks, Turks, Vlahs, Sephardic Jews
all speaking loudly, arguing over who was going to get the lower
berths. Finally the steward, who had probably seen such scenes
hundreds of times, stepped in and resolved the dispute in a Solomon
like fashion. He put the older people on the ground bed. This was a
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wide, open room, like a high school gymnasium, with sections ofbeds
all around it and narrow aisles which led to the stair steps and the
washrooms two flights up.
Finally we heard the ship's siren piercing the morning fog, giving
the first warning that we would be on the move. After two or three
such shrieks, the old ship began to move, first slowly and carefully,
increasing its speed as it cleared the harbor and entered the deep
water. Some of the passengers fell on their knees, whispered prayers
for a safe journey, and made the sign of the cross. We followed suit.
Then we went up to the second deck. Instinctively, our eyes turned to
the land we were leaving until finally it disappeared in the distance
behind the swollen waves. As if washed away by the spray of salty
water, the smiles on our faces disappeared also. I felt an agonizing
melancholy coming over me, wave after wave. I believe so did the
others and suddenly we became speechless, with heads bent down and
hearts crying. I remember humming to myself some verses of Byron's
"Childe Harold, "set to music by some unknown composer, describing
the poet's anguish as he was departing from his homeland. The others
followed. This song was very popular in Bulgaria. It deepened our
sadness, and I could see tears in everyone's eyes. It was a moment of
deep sorrow.
I was overcome by thoughts of the past few years and the uncertain
future ahead of us and felt as if my head was bursting. Was it prudent
to leave parents and friends and go away, far away, not knowing if we
would ever return? And what about my dreams and my hope of
getting an academic degree and preparing for work among my own
people? What about my burning desire to become a writer, a jour
nalist? Yes, what about those idealistic, youthful dreams? They were
buried deeper in the waters ofthe Atlantic with everymove ofthe ship.
Although it was otherwise a pleasant journey, these thoughts
bothered me day and night. All of us were reappraising the decision to
leave home and country. But, right or wrong, it was now too late.
Then, one afternoon, we heard over the public address system an
announcement that the next day we might see the Statue of Liberty.
That anrtouncement lessened our pain. Yes, yes we had bartered our
youthful dreams and ambitions in exchange for freedom. Freedom
was the magic and the magnet that was drawing us to America. Slavic
blood ran through our veins and, like all Slavs, we were fatalists. Let
fate decide our destiny.
That evening I made a complete reap-praisal of my future. Since
freedom was so precious, I would willingly spend the rest of my life as
a coal miner, a steel worker. I would bury my dreams under the black
dust of a coal mine, or cast them into the flaming steel furnace. But I
would aim at one thing - not to stay out ofthe main stream ofHfe in the
country where I was to plant my roots, but be a part of it. My English
might be poor, my name not Anglo-Saxon. Nevertheless, I would

"'*{

94

i*'"

always consider myself an in
The next morning, right
Look straight ahead and Sel
.
.IS '"

The crowd on our deck w~
to take a step forward. Manl
breakfast, the last meal on
more nourishing and fulfilllil
Binoculars were at a prerd
crossed the Atlantic severa
rented them for .Bve minut
was my turn to rent, we w
see her clearly. The ship Will
As we approached it, a spo
one end of the ship to the I
tourists who had come t
everyone grabbed and sh
as we did at Easter midnigh
has risen."
Huge skyscrapers towe
buildings that none ofus ~
on the great lady in the ha
arm, holding high the torc
others, this symbol meant
York. She filled us with ho
become our home and the
from the fear ofoppression
Sandre Dimitroff appr
which our peasants have
Christo, over here, a land
with a flaming torch. B '
torch when they want to se
tract some secret they thD
this is. May God keep her j
the sentiments of all ofus.
It was just before DOO
ushered into the receptio
migrants had had to pass
The famous island was
landed before us. We hru!
set foot in the long corrido
women in white smocks.
documents; doctors made
Then we were sent to
spectors, speaking vario
permanent residence.

n asium, with sections ofbeds
HI led to the stair steps and the
'ercing the morning fog, giving
'n the move. After two or three
Imove, first slowly and carefully,
e harbor and entered the deep
their knees, whispered prayers
of the cross. We followed suit.
Instinctively, our eyes turned to
_ it disappeared in the distance
ISbed away by the spray of salty
peared also. I felt an agonizing
after wave. I believe so did the
bless, with heads bent down and
gto myself some verses of Byron's
e unknown composer, describing
g from his homeland. The others
ar in Bulgaria. It deepened our
Ine's eyes. It was a moment of
past few years and the uncertain
ead was bursting. Was it prudent

away, far away, not knowing ifwe
iUt my dreams and my hope of
paring for work among my own
esire to become a writer, a jour
ric, youthful dreams? They were
antic with every move ofthe ship.
, leasant journey, these thoughts
'e re reappraising the decision to
wrong, it was now too late.
1T el' the public address system an
might see the Statue of Liberty.
. . Yes, yes we had bartered our
exchange for freedom. Freedom
drawing us to America. Slavic
e all Slavs, we were fatalists . Let
reappraisal of my future. Since
"Jingly spend the rest ofmy life as
bury my dreams under the black
the flaming steel furnace. But I
of the main stream of life in the
. but be a part of it. My English
o-Saxon. Nevertheless, I would

~

always consider myself an integral part ofthe majority.
The next morning, right after dawn, someone said, "Hey, look!
Look straight ahead and see the Statue of Liberty. There, there she
is!"
The crowd on our deck was enormous  too numerous for anyone
to take a step forward. Many remained there and did not go below for
breakfast, the last meal on the boat. The glimpse of the Statue was
more nourishing and fulfilling.
Binoculars were at a premium. One elderly man, who had probably
crossed the Atlantic several times before, had three of them. He
rented them for 1Jve minutes for the equivalent of a quarter. When it
was my turn to rent, 'He were much closer to the great lady, and I could
see her clearly. The ship was barely more than a mile from the Statue.
As we approached it, a spontaneous "Hurrahl Hurrah!" rang from
one end of the ship to the other and may have been audible to the
tourists who had come to pay her homage. ' On board the ship,
everyone grabbed and shook the hand ofthe person next to him, just
as we did at Easter midnight service when the priest intoned, "Christ
has risen. "
Huge skyscrapers towered across the harbor, beautiful tall
buildings that none ofus had seen before. But our eyes remained fixed
on the great lady in the harbor who welcomed us with outstretched
arm, holding high the torch offreedom. Tome, and I believe to many
others, this symbol meant more than all the tall buildings in New
York. She filled us with hope and love for the land that was going to
become our home and the homeland of our children. She freed us
from the fear ofoppression and injustice.
Sandre Dimitroff approached me and, with that inborn logic for
which our peasants have always been famous, said, "You know,
Christo, over here, a land we have never seen before, they welcome us
with a flaming torch. By us, the unwelcome foreign rulers use the
torch when they want to set our home on fire or burn our toes to ex
tract some secret they think we are hiding. What a blessed country
this is. May God keep her so forever." Sandre's simple words echoed
the sentiments of all ofus .
It was just before noon when we reached Ellis Island and were
ushered into the reception center through which millions of im
migrants had had to pass before they were admitted to the country.
The famous island was crowded. Hundreds, if not thousands, had
landed before us. We had to 'wait in lines Jor hours before we even
set foot in the long corridors. There were guards in uniforms, men and
women in white smocks, offices on both sides. Some inspected our
documents; doctors made routine examinations for health problems.
Then we were sent to the second floor where more than fifty in
spectors, speaking various languages, examined our eligibility for
permanent residence. They wanted to know if we were literate, who
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was sponsoring us to come, and if we had enough cash on hand to
reach our place of residence. All ofthis made us shiver and tremble
when we stood before the inspector, for at that moment our fate was in
his hands. One infraction ofthe rules, one false word, one negative
note from the medical inspectors and you were marked for return. I
watched closely and was surprised at how polite and how patient those
inspectors were.
'
We stood in line before the desk of the two inspectors who spoke
most of the Slavic and other Balkan languages. Simo was ahead of
me. Recognizing the name as Bulgarian, and looking at his passport,
the inspector said, "A, ti si ot Bitola? I az sum ot tamo." (So, you are
from Bitola. I am from there, too.) He asked Simo where in the
United States he was going, then gave him a slip and said, "Dobro mi
doshel" (Welcome here).
I was next and. went through the same routine. The name of the
inspector was Kosta Momiroff. He had come to the United States as a
youngster with some American missionaries and had made his home
in New York. (A few years later, I gottoknowMr. Momiroffverywell.
He never went to his home in Washington Heights without stopping at
Fote's coffee house on Green Street and playing a few rounds of
backgammon.)
All of us were cleared and were asked to wait in a huge hall from
which other immigration officials would make arrangements for the
trip to our final destinations. Mine was Webster, Massachusetts,
where I expected to find my cousin Jivko.
But this day  I believe it was April 21 , 1921- there were so many
. newcomers to be processed that it was about 5:00 p.m. before we were
cleared. A uniformed man came to us, put names and destination
tags on our jackets and asked us to follow him. The ferryboats were all
busy and it was close to 7:00 p.m. when we left Ellis Island. Our guide
spoke only a mixture of Slavic and German words , but we understood
each other. He put us for the evening in a dingy hotel on 23rd Street at
7th Avenue. The next morning he came back and took us to the
railroad station. Most of our group were going west to such states as
Pennsylvania, Ohio, and Wisconsin. But three of us were going to
New England. We took heart-breaking leave of our friends, ex
changed addresses, then followed the guide to the New York Central
Station. The New York, New Haven and Hartford train was on the
track. He told the conductor the place of our destination, and we
entered the wagon bedecked with more names and tags than the
uniform ofa military hero.
We rode in what many years ago was known as a milk train. It
seemed to stop at every farmhouse. In New London a fellow town
sman, the brother of one of my friends, boarded the train. He told me
my cousin, Jivko (who did not know I was coming), did not live in
Webster, Massachusetts, but in North Grosvenordale, Connecticut,
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just across the state line and only five miles from Webster. When the
train stopped in North Grosvenordale to leave the mail, my friend and
I got off. The town was small, almost a village. He pointed out three
rows of company houses and told me to walk the short distance there
and look for Number 245. There was no one to be seen on the street as
he got back on the train.
At Number 245, a tenement, I knocked on the door and on the
window but no one answered. I didn't know that on Saturday the
cotton mill was open until noon. I got tired ofwaiting. Finally, I saw a
man turn the corner and come in my direction. I had not seen my
cousin since 1913, but I recognized that it was Jivko.
He asked me in English who I was and what I wanted. To his
surprise, I told him I was his cousin, Christo. He grabbed and em
braced me. A few minutes later, two of his roommates came in. They
had been our neighbors but I did not recognize them - they had been
gone much too long. I learned that seven or eight other people from
our village lived in the tenements across from Jivko's. That evening
they all came in, eager to hear news from home, anxious to help me. It
was well past midnight before they left. Then, I remember well, one of
them stopped on the threshhold and said, "We must give Christo
money to pay the loan sharks at home." It was an admirable gesture.
They had done that many times to help other newcomers. Iivko and I
thanked them and told them that the loan had already been covered
by my father.
Sunday was a day of rest and reminiscences, meeting and parting
with visitors from Webster. That evening Jivko said, "Tomorrow you
will get up early. I will take you to the mill to get you ajob." This was a
otton mill, producing some ofthe best material in the country.
It was the first time I had ever entered a factory and the first time I
was to become a wage earner. From the outside, the four-story
building looked more like a university than a mill. It sat in a wide and
beautiful park, with trees and flowers all around.
My cousin worked in a basement room that had two hundred
spinning looms-. Some of the weavers were assigned to tend 16 looms,
some 18, some 20, according to their speed and efficiency. These
machines became clogged with dust and cotton residue and had to be
leaned and oiled at least once a week. Most of the workers were
French Canadians or Poles. My cousin was the only Bulgarian in the
room, and the only one who was not a Roman Catholic.
The whistle blew and the machines started roaring. The noise was
deafening, -nerve-wracking. I waited for my cousin to take me to the
employment office. After half an hour the foreman came down. He
stopped to talk to Iivko; they exchanged a few words, and Iivko in
troduced him to me. The foreman's name was Schwab. He was a
presentable young man just out of college, the son of the big boss.
During the war he had served in the Army and had learned a little
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German, a language which, at that time, I spoke with great ease. He
asked me about my education, my reason for coming. Before he left,
he told my cousin to put me to work as a brush and oil man. That
meant that I was to clean and oil all the looms in the room at least once
a week. I was to work ten hours a day, and haIfa day on Saturday. He
asked me how to spell my name and that was that.
However, no one gave me any instructions about my duties, no one
gave me a brush or an oil can. I just stood there, watching my cousin
tend to his looms, and waited for someone to tell me what to do. I
spent the whole morning doing nothing but staring and plugging my
ears with my fingers to keep out the monotonous screeching of the
machines. The 20 or so workers in the room communicated by sign
language or, if all the looms were running smoothly, they visited for a
minute or two, then rushed back to their stations.
Work stopped promptly at 12 noon and started again at 1:00 p.m.
At lunch time Jivko and I went home, which was just across the
tracks. Back at the mill, my cousin took me to the office on the second
floor where a young and pretty French Canadian girl wrote down my
name and my age and gave me a slip for the storage room, which was
behind the office. The supply man, another French Canadian, gave
me a new brush and an oil can. Now I was ready to attack the dust and
the dirt and satisfy the motors thirsting for oil. But there was another
problem. I had come to the mill wearing the new suit I had bought in
Salonika (now shabby) and I had no other clothes. In addition, no one
had bothered to tell me how to open a running loom, or which parts of
it had to be oiled.
The chief mechanic, whose name was Nelson, noticed my
predicament. Using sign language, he asked me to wait and disap
peared for a few minutes. He came back with about two yards ofcloth
which had been ruined by a run in the middle and wrapped it around
me to cover my pants. Then he took me to a loom with a non
functioning motor and slowly showed me what I was supposed to do.
(Mr. Nelson spoke a little German, and later we became very good
friends. On a few occasions he brought me apple pie, made by his
wife.) That afternoon, I officially became an employee of the North
Grosvenordale Cotton Mill Co., producer of the nation's best
broadcloth.
Julia Codders, the pretty secretary (who also became a good
friend), told me that my salary would be $25.25 a week. There was no
overtime or vacation pay. The salary was much less than my cousin
- and the others made, but it was sufficient. Unless one gambled (and I
never have), at that time in North Grosvenordale it was~impossible to
spend $25 a week. Our rent was $2 per week for two good-sized
bedrooms, a combination kitchen and living room and running
water. We . ~id ou~ own cooking and house cleaning. My cousin,
because he was the most economical, was the purchasing agent. The
others took turns in cooking but I, as the newcomer, was assigned to
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the dishwashing department. The Putnam laundry picked up our
clothes every Monday morning and delivered them on Saturday
afternoon. An Albanian baker delivered hard-crust bread every day.
We shared the food expenses, which seldom exceeded $5.00 a week.
In this beautiful New England village, populated mostly by
Canadian French who did not speak English, and by some Poles and
Swedes, there was no place of entertainment except a dilapidated
movie house open only Saturday and Sunday evenings. It had two
elementary schools - one which taught in English and the other in
French - and the county high school, but it had no library, no art
gallery, not even a lunchroom. It was more like Yankovetz; life was
easy, quiet and dull. There was no communication between the ethnic
groups. All stuck with their own. My cousin had been there more than
eight years but knew only the first names of the few Frenchmen who
worked in the same room. We even bought our meats and groceries
from a Macedonian vlah.
The only excitement for us was the rare occasion when the older
immigrants decided we would go to Worcester, Massachusetts, or
Providence, Rhode Island, to see countrymen. But even there, none of
our people ever attended a concert or a play or visited a museum.
Concerts, art, museums,libraries - those were cultural institutions for
the local people, not for the immigrants. They had come to earn some
money and then return to their homeland. So they stayed in their
rooms, related over and over the same old stories or talked about
events still fresh in their memories, discussed the news of the day or
the news that came from home, and refrained from mixing with the
anyone else. Once that was begun, they felt, it would prevent them
from ever going home. This was the widespread mentality which I
could not rationalize, to which I could not subscribe and did not.
My cousin and the others were wonderful people, and they treated
me royally. But slowly the dullness of that life began to work on my
nerves. I had already promised myself to bury my desires and my
dreams, to become a coal miner or steel worker  or in this case, an
employee in a cotton mill  and I tried desperately to suppress my
thoughts ofbreaking that promise. I tried and I failed.
J I VKO HAD SUBSCRIBED to Naroden Glas, the only available
Bulgarian daily newspaper, which was published in Granite City,
Illinois. It dealt mostly with the social and religious activities of the
Macedono-Bulgarian colonies in the Middle West. From timeto time
it carried news from Macedonia and Bulgaria and patriotic articles
deriding the unjust peace treaties of 1918 and the brutal regime
imposed upon our people in Macedonia by their new masters - the
Belgrade and Athens regimes. One issue carried appeals by groups of
patriots in Fort Wayne, Indiana, and Steelton, Pennsylvania. These
were trumpet calls for all Macedono-Bulgarians to form a national
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organization to demand the revision of the cruel treaties and the
creation of a free and independent Macedonia.
I responded to these appeals with an article of my own. No one
knew who I was or that I was only 20 years ofage. The same issue that
published my piece carried a similar article by Lambo Kisselintcheff
from New York City. After a few such exchanges I received a letter
from Kisselintcheff suggesting, if my time permitted, that we get
together in New York and exchange views. He said it would be very
good if I might decide to move there so we could work together. He
mentioned that in a few months, there would be an extraordinary
meeting in Fort Wayne to found a Macedonian national organization.
"With your ability to write," he said, "the understanding you have of
the issues involved, you will be ofgreat help here. Think it over."
Lambo's suggestion intrigued me. I gave it serious thought. In the
meantime, all the news directly from Macedonia spoke of frequent
armed skirmishes between Macedonian revolutionaries under the
leadership of the legendary Todor Alexandroff and Serbian armed
forces, and ofSerbian reprisals. Then came news of a brutal massacre
in the village of Garvan where, on direct order by the jupan (gover
nor), Dobritsa Matkovich, 23 villagers - among them boys of12 and
14 - were lined up in the church courtyard and machine-gunned
before the eyes ofthe men, women and children. This savage act was
condemned by many newspapers and public officials, butthe League
of Nations in Geneva did not even make an inquiry into the bloody,
barbaric act.
Yes, I had made a pledge to myself to stay out of any involvement.
But the oppressors were spilling the blood of our people, murdering
innocent children, while the League of Nations and the European
diplomats responsible for this plight in our country lacked the
courage to condemn this inhuman and dastardly act. Was it right for
those of us who had found refuge inthe free world to shut our eyes and
do nothing to alleviate the situation of our brothers and sisters? How
could we justify our non -involvement?
I shared my thoughts with my cousin. I told him how I felt and how
the terror in Macedonia affected me. Jivko advised me to be patient
and stay out ofitforthe good ofthe family. "You know well," he said,
"that our family has been on the blacklist ever since the Serbians
occupied our part of Macedonia. But, if it bothers you so much, and I
see it does, then do what you thinkisbest."
Parting w.ith~y <:ousin was not an easy matter. He had b~enJtlY big.
brother ever since I could remember. We had grown up together in
the fortress-like home built by our grandfather, Kote Nizamoff. He
was my closest relative and friend in this vast country. He watched
over me as he would over his own brother. Our parting was very
painful.
But before I boarded the train, I did something few other new
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immigrants would do. I went to the mill to say goodbye to the young
foreman who had been so kind to me. Both he and his father, Mr.
Schwab, were in the office on the second floor. Julia was there, too.
They were surprised to see me all dressed up, and I felt that they were
pleased by my gesture. Mr. Schwab spoke to me for the first time in
my employment of more than a year. He wished me well and advised
me while in New York to see a Yankee game and Babe Ruth. (I did not
even know who the man was or who the Yankees were.) But then, the
boss who everyone thought was strict and tough said to me,
"Remember, young man, ifyou ever come back, there will always be a
job for you. "I felt glad that I had gone in to say goodbye to them.
I ARRIVED IN NEW YORK CITY in the early part of September, 1922,
and took a room at the West 23rd Street YMCA. The place had been
recommended to me by the pastor of the Methodist church where,
every once in a while, I attended services; he had somewhat
befriended me. As previously arranged, I met Lambo Kisselintcheff
in Shinkoffs Lunchroom at 130 Greenwich Street. As soon as I
entered the place he grabbed me and shook my hand with a wide
smile on his face.
"Christo," he said, "You have come just in time. In about two
weeks I am leaving for Fort Wayne and the first Macedonian National
Conference. In between there are many, many things to be done here.
Our group is still very small, but it is composed of true and tried
patriots. I have arranged a meeting on Sunday and you will meet all of
them."
We spent more than three hours drinking black coffee and going
over our organizational activities. "I know," continued Lambo, "that
at least, for the time being, the conference in Fort Wayne will put us in
charge of refu ting the Serbian and Greek propaganda trying to justify
their oppressive regime in Macedonia. It will be a great burden, but
both of us are comparatively young (he was eight years older than I)
and we will be able to cope with it."
"But how are we going to do that, Lambo?" I asked. "We are
newcomers and we do not know the English language."
"We will write in Bulgarian," Lambo said. "There are a few ofour
countrymen who are highly educated. They have promised to do the
translations. "
"Then let them take charge ofthe whole thing."
"Some of them," said Lambo, "prefer to stay on the sidelines and
some are willing to join, but they are not well-acquainted with the
intricacies ofthe Balkan problems and the Macedonian question. But
they will help."
It was well after midnight when a taxi took me back to the YMCA.
This was the turning point ofmy life in America.
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XI
Life and Work in New York City
~ EW YORK CITy FmGHTENED ME. I relt like go;ng back to the

YMCA, picking up my bag and baggage and heading for
peaceful North Grosvenordale. After all, I was a small town
boy. What in the world did I want in such a multinational colossus ofa
city?
The architectural marvels, one building taller than the other,
dazzled me by aiming for the highest point in the sky, competing to
touch the very surface of heaven. The streets and the avenues were
clogged by cars, taxis, trucks and buses, all moving at a snail's pace,
the irritated drivers shouting at each other, tooting their horns in
cessantly, swearing and cursing. How could an ambulance or fire
truck make its way through such congestion and arrive in time to save
a life or a home?
And the people! The people! They seem to come from everywhere,
the underground tunnels, the elevated railways. They formed an
incessant procession day and night, these people of all races and
languages. As they rushed they talked loudly in order to hear each
other amidst the honking of the trucks and cars and the perpetual
th under ofthe elevated trains.
On my first day I walked south on Sixth Avenue looking for
Number 165 K, Shopoffs Fur Shop. Lambo and six or seven of our
countrymen worked there. I fought my way along the overcrowded
sidewalk. I looked at the people and listened to them. Few looked like
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Americans, at least like I imagined Americans to look - tall slender
blondish, with sparkling blue eyes. The men and women I 'saw wer~
chub?y, with dark or olive skin. They spoke Yiddish, Italian,
Spantsh, and sometimes Greek. Three men in front of me were
Hindus; the women with them were wrapped in colorful native dress. I
began to wonder: Am I really in the United States', or has some
myst~rious hand dropped me on some other continent? ,Who speaks
~nghsh here, and where are the Americans?
Walking, wondering, suddenly I found myself in front of 165 Sixth
Avenue. It was an old, well-preserved, three-story building. The fur
shop was on the second floor. Mr. Shopoffs family lived on the third
All of his six employees were our countrymen and members of th~
newly organized Macedonian patriotic organization called Ilinden.
Lambo worked for Mr. Shopoff. He knew nothing about furs, but
Mr: ~h~poff, an ardent and generous patriot, saw in him a potential
actlVlst m the struggle for Macedonian freedom and independence.
The three of us went upstairs where Mrs. Shopoff, a very kind woman,
had ~lre~dy ~et the table. Mr. Shopoff apologized that he had no job
openmg tn hiS shop, but told me if I ever was in need of money, he
would be glad to help.
"You and La?Ibo make a good pair," he said. "We need you both,
~e need more like y?u ..Both of you are young, intelligent and well
mformed. The organtzatton needs more people like you."
This was Thur~day. T~ey told me that on Sunday the local group
would meet at hiS premises to elect a delegate for the provisional
convention in Fort Wayne and give him the necessary instructions.
"We want you to be present," said Mr. Shopoff.
I had already decided for myself that in the first two weeks I would
n~t look for work. I wanted to get better acquainted with the city and
with my countrymen. I wanted to ride the subway from one end to the
other, transfer to the elevated train and see how it was done. I wanted
to visit the Central City Library at Fifth Avenue and 42nd Street where
a pen pal, yict~r Sharenkoff, a student at Columbia University, had a
part-t1~e Job m the Slavic department which, at that time, was the
largest m the country.
THE CITY THAT HAD frightened me the first day now began to
fascinate me with its huge buildings, its beautiful Central Park and
the Metropolit~n Museum of Art right next to it. I was fascinated by
t~e ~ransportat1on system and wondered how they had succeeded in
diggi~g those deep underground tracks with the skyscrapers
standmg above them. I spent a few evenings on Broadway and saw
Times Square flooded with light from thousands of bulbs and
crowded with people. Two different worlds met and rubbed shoulders
in this famous square - the very, very rich and everyone else. Women
in sables and mink coats brushed past men in coveralls and cleaning

"*{ 104 · }~

women in shabby dresse5
elusive restaurants past
considered it a real treat .
and great opportunities . .
driven tomorrow.That is v.
and proud to be here. My I
left, ten years later, it was 1
I promised myself to lea
concentrated mostly on tb
practical use of them wo
a vocabulary of some 2 :
some French at that tim
newspaper became easier
Before the meeting on
talked about the agenda
should present to the COIl]
secretary.
On Sunday I met all tb
would be glad to work witl
Nikola Stoyanoff, martiec
he said, "we want you to
Lambo has suggested, a
His wife, Mary, had beci
dependence and now was j
The question turned
dollars. We collected mQ
expenses. We discussed
decided to organize an
Bulgarians from Macedt
kingdom. Pando Fortoma
We began planning the ve
have more than 30 or 40 a
many, many more Bulg31
suburbs.
I went to Mr. Angelino
agent and knew many
associates, Mr. Karastoya
to help us out. He gave 1
families. He put his initial
these people and ask the
first project of its kind,
Bulgarska Narodna Vee
the end ofthe year we had I
The event was held (!
Vrakoff, a member of 0
musical instruments, fOl:

ans to look - tall, slender,
len and women I saw were
I spoke Yiddish, Italian,
men in front of me were
~ d in colorful native dress. I
nited States' or has some
er continent? ,Who speaks
?

myself in front of 165 Sixth
~ee -story building. The fur
f's family lived on the third.
r1Den and members of the
!lnization called Ilinden.
ew nothing about furs, but
riot, saw in him a potential
eedom and ~ ndependence.
lopoff, a very kind woman,
)Jogized that he had no job
. was in need of money, he
!

said . "We need you both,
ung, intelligent and well
Ie like you."
~ Sunday the local group
legate for the provisional
e necessary instructions.

foff.
le first two weeks I would
u ainted with the city and
;bway from one end to the
~ow it was done. I wanted
.e and 42nd Street where
mbia University, had a
:b, at that time, was the
first day now began to
tifu l Central Park and
() it. I was fascinated by
they had succeeded in
with the skyscrapers
on Broadway and saw
sands of bulbs and
t and rubbed shoulders
reveryone else. Women
coveralls and cleaning

women in shabby dresses. Couples in formal attire headed for ex
clusive restaurants past others who flocked to the Automats and
considered it a real treat. I realized that it was a country offreedom
and great opportunities. Men in coveralls today could be chauffeur
driven tomorrow.That is why America was great and why I was happy
and proud to be here. My fear ofNew York City disappeared. (When I
left, ten years later, it was with tears in my eyes.)
I promised myself to learn at least 10 new English words each day. I
concentrated mostly on their meaning and their pronunciations. The
practical use of them would come later. Very soon I had accumulated
a vocabulary of some 2,500 words. My knowledge of German and
some French at that time was of great help. The reading of the
newspaper became easier with every passing day.
Before the meeting 9n Sunday, Lambo and I met for lunch. We
talked about the agenda, the issues and the resolutions our group
should present to the convention, and he asked me to replace him as
secretary.
On Sunday I met-all the members and their wives and told them I
would be glad to work with them. The president ofthe local MPO was
Nikola Stoyanoff, married to an Irish-American woman. "Christo,"
he said, "we want you to feel at home here. We have no formalities.
Lambo has suggested, and we all agreed, that you be the secretary."
His wife, Mary, had been very active in the Irish struggle for in
dependence and now was just as involved in our work.
The question turned to finances. The treasury held just a few
dollars. We collected money among ourselves to pay the delegate's
expenses. We discussed a few projects to raise funds and finally
decided to organize an evening of fun and dances and invite all the
Bulgarians from Macedonia and those from the then dulgarian
kingdom. Pando Fortomaroff and I were put in charge ofthe project.
We began planning the very next day. Then we discovered we did not
have more than 30 or 40 addresses, and it was known that there were
many, many more Bulgarian families than that in the city and the
suburbs.
I went to Mr. Angelinoffs office. He was a well-known steamship
agent and knew many of our people. I met there with one of his
associates, Mr. Karastoyanoff, a wonderful and friendly man, willing
to help us out; He gave me the names and addresses of about 100
families. He put his initial on some ofthe cards and told me to contact
these people and ask them for more addresses. And since this was the
first project of its kind, he suggested that we name it Makedono
Bulgarska Narodna Vecher. I thought the idea was excellent, and by
the end ofthe year we had over 300 names.
The event was held on the first Saturday of December. Fote
Vrakoff, a member of our group and a manufacturer of old country
musical instruments, found the right musicians. Invitations were
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mailed and telephone calls were made to some of the families
known to us, who were asked to bring some home-made desserts.
The day finally arrived. By 7:00 p.m. the large dancing b
Lenox Avenue and 112th Street was almost full. More than
admission tickets were sold.
It was a great success. The music spoke ofour national heroes,
the old hall shook to its foundation. People who had not seen
other for years met happily. A large group at the bar started sin'
the song was popular, and the whole audience joined in.
festivities lasted until after midnight, and everyone thanked us for
initiative.
Those of us who were on the committee, actually all of our gr
stayed to clean up the place and count our proceeds. To our
surprise, we ended up with a profit ofmore than $350.
As I HAVE ALREADY MENTIONED, I had decided to get acqua'
with the city before I went looking for work. I still had some mon _
my pocket. Ordinarily I would have taken any job that paid well
now, with my involvement with the MPO and the projects that
ahead of us, I needed a job that would give me some time to fulfill
obligations. Fortunately, after a three-week search, I was hired
receiving clerk in the Apartment Hotel, known at that time as No.
and No. 12 East 60th Street, just off Fifth Avenue. It was a s
place, but rather exclusive. Most ofthe residents were permanem.
stayed for a month or longer. The pay was not bad and the hours
ideal as far as I was concerned. I started work at 6:00 a.m. and was
at 2:00 p.m. six days a week. My successor in the afternoon was J
Ryan, a Brooklyn Irishman, a friendly and accommodatingfello .
because of my work with the MPO I needed to get out earlier.
substituted for me and the next day I paid him back his hours.
This gave me at least six hours a day to devote to my duties
director of the Macedonian Press Bureau. I was young and hea
three to four hours of sleep and rest were sufficient.
When Lambo Kisselintcheff returned from the first nati
convention in Fort Wayne, he gave us a detailed report and info
us that all of our resolutions were unanimously adopted. All the 0
delegates had brought similar instructions. But, as both of us
pected, it was left up to us in New York to translate them into Eng;
and distribute them. The resolutions condemned the Paris trea
. which divided Macedonia between Serbia and Greece, leaving a s
part of it in Bulgaria. They condemned the closing of the Bulg
churches and schools by the Serbian and Greek authorities, and th
brutal efforts to denationalize our people. They demanded
creation of a free and independent Macedonia with equal rights
privileges for all the ethnic groups within its borders.
Mr. Shopoff had given us a room on the second floor to serve as
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office of the Press Bureau. He also gave us the use of his business
phone, a desk and a typewriter. Yet we were hardly prepared for the
work that lay ahead of us. We were both young and ambitious, willing
to work, but we needed some expert guidance, where and how to get
the names and addresses of influential Americans interested in the
Balkan problems. We needed the names of journalists and
publishers, senators and congressmen serving on the foreign policy
committees.
Mary Stoyanoff solved that problem for us. She was a close friend
of William Crawford, a prominent activist in the Irish struggle for
freedom, and she introduced us to him. A pleasant and very
cooperative gentleman, now serving as Ireland's consul in New York,
he spent over two hours in giving us directions and suggestions. He
gave us the names of a few prominent _individuals and journalists in
New York, advised us to get the Congressional Directory, the faculty
names of professors in some ofthe most important universities in the
country, and a copy of Who 's WhoinAmerica.
For three or four weeks, night after night, Lambo and I worked late
in our little office going carefully over the books, finding the names of
the people we needed and typing them on 3 by 5 cards. After a month
we had colle~ted more than 2,500 names. We needed an ad
dressograph and name plates but the treasury was empty. The
multigraph people across the street said they would do the work on
payments, Mr. Shopoff donated a rebuilt adressograph, and we were
all set to go.
The resolutions were sent out with some delay, but nevertheless
they brought responses from some of the recipients, Some were
strictly formal, but a few of them had favorable comments and that
was encouraging. In the following years, as the MPO grew in numbers
and financial strength, our mailings were more frequent. In some
places - Youngstown, Steelton, Fort Wayne, Indianapolis - the
resolutions were hand-delivered by the local secretary and were
published in part by the local press. When Lambo and I learned of
wrongdoings by the Serbian and Greek authorities in Macedonia we
supplied detailed accounts to the American press.
I was connected with the Macedonian Press Bureau from the day it
was set up until (as we shall see later) I was called by Asen Avremoffto
go to Indianapolis on a temporary a~signment for the Macedonian
Tribune. And I can say that Lambo and I did our best, everything
within the realm of possibility, to keep the American press and public
informe-d of the terrible oppression in Macedonia, to refute
vehemently the misleading contentions of the Serbian and Greek
propagandists in the United States. We succeeded in establishing
close relations with a few prominent men in New York City. We
spared no time or effort.
IN MAY 1924, THE GREEK ATTACHE in Washington published in
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the New York Sun some disparaging remarks against the
Macedonian revolutionary organization in general and the
Macedonian demand for independence in particular. Lambo was
traveling in Ohio and Indiana. I prepared an answer and had it
translated. But before mailing it to the Sun, I thought I should have
Mr. Crawford read it and give me his opinion. He scratched one or
two sentences, had his secretary retype it and told me not to mail it,
but to go straightto the New York Sun office and hand itto the editor,
Mr. Bruce Bliven.
The receptionist told me to leave the letter with her and she would
hand it to Mr. Bliven. I told her Mr. Crawford had asked me to see
Mr. Bliven in person. She went to his office, came out after a minute
or two and said, "Mr. Bliven will see you now."
Mr. Bliven, one of the most prestigious editors at that time and a
liberal, was a very pleasant man. He read my copy, asked me a few
questions and told me that if not all, at least parts of the letter would
be published in the news columns, not as a letter to the editor. He did
not disappoint me.
The next day it was on page four ofthe early edition. That was my
first direct contact with a highly respected American journalist. It was
also the fulfillment of a dream to have something written by me
published in a metropolitan daily. And that, probably more than
anything else, was responsible for my entering the field of journalism.
Two or three days after this item appeared in the Sun, I received a
call from a man who identified himself as Luigi Criscoulu, stock
broker and honorary Albanian consul in New York. Mr. Criscoulu
invited me to have dinner with him the next day. I thanked him and
accepted.
.
We met in his office at 6:00 p.m. LuigiCriscoulu, about SO years of
age, was a pleasant, impeccably-dressed man who gave me the im
pression that he knew more about the Balkan problems than most
foreign correspondents who had spent months in the area. A former
Rome newspaperman, he had come to the United States as a
correspondent, had fallen in love with Wall Street and the stock
exchange, and had become a stock broker. But the financial business
had not taken away his interest in political developments in Central
Europe and the Balkans. "Once a newspaperman, always a
newspaperman," he published a monthly four-page paper with news
and editorial comment.
He had ordered dinner delivered athis..office,.and we.spentnearly
three hours discussing the current situation in Macedonia. He was
aware of Todor Alexandroff's revolutionary activities. He had tried,
he said, to convince some of the American editors that the
Macedonian cause was just, and he promised to put us in touch with
some of them.
About a week later, he invited me and Kisselintcheffto meet Mr.
Walter Littlefield, foreign news editor ofthe New York Times. Mr.
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Littlefield was married to an Italian marches a and had great sym
pathies for the Italian people. He was not favorably disposed to the
Belgrade expansionists. A very distinguished-looking man and
Harvard graduate, he resembled more a British diplomat than the
stereotype American newsman. Lambo and I felt very much at ease
with him. On parting, he told us to feel free to call on him otvisit him
at his home.
From that day on, passages from our resolutions and news releases
appeared in the columns ofthe Times. I had made it a point, at least
twice a month, to invite him for lunch. Once, when both Lambo and I
were in Indiana, a few quotes from a news release by the Serbian
legation in Washington appeared in the Times. Two days later, the
Times published a letter on its editorial page disputing the veracity of
the Serbian contentions.
On my return, I found an envelope on the desk with a clipping of
the letter. The name of the author was Walter Malkopole - in
English, Walter Littlefield. (In 1932, on a visit in New York, I ex
pressed a desire to see Senator William Borah, one of the most
powerful men on the Foreign Relations Committee and a severe critic
of the governments in Central Europe and the Balkans, which
mistreated national minorities. Mr. Littlefield arranged that
meeting. I handed Senator Borah a memorandum describing the
plight of the Bulgarians under Serbian rule. I still treasure the
senator's letter to Mr. Littlefield that he would be glad to see me.)
Most of the meetings and actions took place before the
Macedonian Tribune was established. They were relayed by letters to
the Central Committee.
Lambo Kisselintcheff met with Bishop Manning, head of the
Episcopal Diocese in New York, and -with Dr. Nicholas Murray
Butler, president of Columbia University. Both of these men were
very influential at that time. We had prepared special documentary
evidence of suppression of human and national rights in Macedonia.
Lambo handed them these documents and asked for their in
tervention on behalf ofthe oppressed Bulgarians in Macedonia.
One day Luigi called and said he wanted me to meet a friend ofhis.
He made the appointment for noon the next day at the Press Bureau
office. The man introduced himself as Captain Martin, a former
British journalist, at present a freelance writer.
I took him to lunch at the Bosphorus Restaurant just off Fifth
Avenue on 34th Street. Mr. Martin had served during World War I
with the British forces on the Macedonian front, and had had a good
chance to see and study the country and the people. He took from his
briefcase an article on the Macedonian question and asked me to read
it. Written by an honorable man and professional, the article was
excellent.
At about the sametime, a retired captain of the U.S. Army by the
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name of Gordon Smith was public relations officer for the Serbian
embassy in Washington, employed, some said, at a salary higher than
that of the ambassador. He had published an article in the New York
Herald Tribune full offalsehoods and innuendoes.
Captain Martin's article was a repudiation ofeverything Smith had
written on the Balkan problems and the Macedonian question in
particular. I urged him, if he could, to publish it in the Herald
Tribune. Two weeks later, it appeared in its Sunday edition. There
was no reply from the Serbian embassy.
ONE AFTERNOON IN THE spring of 1925, while walking down Fifth
Avenue, I stopped to see the new display of books and magazines.
Living Age, a new magazine, caught my eye. I had never heard of it or
seen it before. On its cover the magazine was announcing an im
portant article on the Balkans. I got a copy ofit and took it back to the
office to read and reread the article. The author, Professor John
Bakeless, a prominent journalist, was re-evaluating the peace treaties
and the diplomatic blunders committed in Paris in the name oflasting
peace. He stated that unless there was a revision of some of those
treaties and a genuine protection of the national minorities, Europe
would be plunged into another devastating war. He mentioned the
Macedonian question and the revolutionary activities going on in that
unfortunate country.
I read the article twice. It appealed to me because of its objectivity
and sincerity, and I felt an urge to call the author and congratulate
him. I hesitated for a few minutes, then on sudden impulse opened
the Manhattan telephone book to find his name and phone number. I
was taking a chance. Most writers lived in the suburbs of New York or
in neighboring Connecticut, but Mr. Bakeless was listed in New
York. I called him, identified myself, and told him I had read his
article with great pleasure. He was a delightful and kind man, and I
could tell that my call pleased him. Encouraged by his courteous
answers, I went a little further and asked him ifhe would have lunch
with me at the Bosphorous Restaurant, noted forits shish kabob.
"Thank you, thank you," said Mr. Bakeless, "but first I want you
to be my guest for lunch at the Harvard Club. Do you know where that
is?"
"Yes," I said. "I have been there several times with Mr. Doycheff,
the Bulgarian consul."
"Oh, do you know Jupiter? How small this world is. Doycheffis a
dear friend of mine."
I met Mr. Bakeless at the club. We talked for over two hours, then
we took a taxi and we continued our conversation in the library of his
home on West 12th Street, an old, aristocratic house.
Mr. Bakeless had written several books and many magazine ar
ticles. As a professional journalist and writer, he wanted to hear fror..n

-t¥{

110

}¥+

me about the si
situation in the B
When Lambo
Bakeless. We de
Doycheffto be 0
Mr. Shopoff c:
our plan. "No, nl
it better if it is in
him and invite JI
those translation!
Mrs. ShopofIJ
native dishes, pt
atmosphere. Th
kerchiefs, hand
blouses. We prE
gracious lady did
Two years laj
recommended hi
Committee in S
mountains for a I
Revolutionary OJ
On his return
Avramoff arriv~
secretary of ou
Bakeless for dim
been his guide tl
old and very de:
who had met A
reminiscing. Mrl
were, especially
strong personali1
and the main spe
This highly N
kept in close to
many letters fr
books. The ne
Macedonian cau
sonal friend.

IN THE FALL (
Radeff, in Was
our people acr05
senior, liked to t
father Kote and I
talk about the tel
part in the Bulg~

elations officer for the Serbian
>me said , ata salary higher than
shed an article in the New York
innuendoes.
diation ofeverything Smith had
:f the Macedonian question in
L, to publish it in the Herald
:d in its Sunday edition. There
~925, while walking down Fifth

play of books and magazines.
eye. I had never heard of it or
lIine was announcing an im
ppy of it and took it back to the
• The author, Professor John
-evaluating the peace treaties
in Paris in the name oflasting
a revision of some of those
e national minorities, Europe
ring war. He mentioned the
nary activities going on in that
me because of its objectivity
the author and congratulate
on sudden impulse opened
name and phone number. I
the suburbs of New York or
Bakeless was listed in New
d told him I had read his
ghtful and kind man, and I
couraged by his courteous
him ifhe would have lunch
for its shish kabob.
celess , "but first I want you
h . Do you know where that

t

times with Mr. Doycheff,
this world is. Doycheff is a

for over two hours, then
arion in the library of his
ric house.
and many magazine ar
, he wanted to hear from

"

me about the situation in Macedonia and how we appraised the
situation in the Balkans. It was a very pleasant afternoon.
When Lambo came back, I told him about my meeting with
Bakeless. We decided to invite Mr. and Mrs. Bakeless and Jupiter
Doycheffto be our dinner guests.
Mr. Shopoff came in and asked what was going on. We told him of
our plan. "No, no," he said, "not in a restaurant. I'll bet he would like
it better ifit is in a private home. We will have it upstairs, by us. Call
him and invite Jupiter. That is the only way we can repay him for all
those translations." .
Mrs. Shopoff was an excellent cook. She prepared a variety of
native dishes, plus baklava. The dinner proceeded in a most friendly
atmosphere. The bureau had just received a few embroidered hand
kerchiefs, hand-carved cigarette holders and one or two embroidered
blouses. We presented Mrs. Bakeless with one of them . The very
gracious lady did not know how to express he~ appreciation.
Two years later, Mr. Bakeless decided to visit Bulgaria. We
recommended him to some ofour friends in the Macedonian National
Committee in Sofia. From there, he went into the Macedonian
mountains for a meeting with the leaders of the Internal Macedonian
Revolutionary Organization (IMR 0).
On his return, he wrote articles on his experiences. When Asen
Avramoff arrived in the United States in 1929 to take the post of
secretary of our Central Committee, we invited Mr. and Mrs.
Bakeless for dinner at the Constantinople Restaurant. Avramoff had
been his guide through the Macedonian mountains. With us was my
old and very dear friend, the well-known writer Stoyan Christowe,
who had met Avramoff in Sofia. We spent a very interesting evening
reminiscing. Mr. Bakeless was very anxious to know how his friends
were, especially Kiril Drangoff, who had impressed him with his
strong personality. (After World War II, John Bakeless was our guest
and the main speaker at our 1948 annual convention in Cincinnati.)
This highly respected American writer, historian and journalist
kept in close touch with me until the final days of his life. I treasure
many letters from him plus two or three autographed copies of his
books. The news of his untimely death distressed me. The
Macedonian cause lost a staunch supporter. I lost a very dear per
sonal friend.

IN THE FALL OF 1925, I spent a weekend with my cousin, Simeon
Radeff, in Washington. We usually reminisced about past times and
our people across the Atlantic. Simeon, who was about 30 years my
senior, liked to talk about his childhood in Resen, about our grand
father Kote and his choice Arabian horses. But most ofall he liked to
talk about the tenacity ofour townsmen who had taken such an active
part in the Bulgarian renaissance during the second part of the 18th
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century an.d all t~rough the 19th. He was amazed at how they had
succeeded m holdmg at bay the 50 or so Turkish families and had kept
control of almost all of the business enterprises. He was an
acknowledged historian and I never tired oflistening to him.
"Lo?k,': he would s~y, "the Macedonian Revolutionary
Orgamzatlon was founded m Salonica in 1893, but its constitution
and by-laws were adopted at a meeting in Resen in the spring of 1894
and the first president of the secret organization was our townsman
Dr. Christ.o Tatarcheff, in whose home the secret meeting was held:
But there IS more. When the young Turks revolted in 1908 to depose
the S'!ltan and institute ~ constitutional government replacing the
archaic laws of the tottermg Turkan empire, Enver Pasha was the
brain, but our neighbor, Niazi Bey, was the force. Ijsut cannot put my
fin~er on anyt?~ng special that makes our people what they are,
danng,enterpnsmg."
I always listened to his discourse with the same fascination as I had
listened to my mother's bedtime stories.
On one particular occasion, one of the dinner guests at the legation
was Dr. Clarence A. Manning, professor at Columbia University and
author ofseveral books on Slavic culture, literature and politics.
That evening we both took the midnight special and arrived in New
York early the next morning. A well-infonned and learned man, Dr.
Manning told me he was very impressed with the progress of
Bulgarian literature. He was aware of the fact that only a few decades
ago, Bulgaria was under Turkish domination and the number of
Bulgarian elementary schools could be counted on ten fingers. He had
read most of the prominent Bulgarian poets and writers. He could
recite verses from Vazov and Botev and he thought Pencho Slaveikoff
was better than some of the well-advertised French and German
poets.
'. We rea~hed Grand C:ent~al ~tation just before dawn. Before he got
mto a taxI, Dr. Manmng mVlted me for tea at his home the next
Sunday afternoon. His modest apartment was packed with Columbia
professors a!ld students, and I found myself surrounded by Slavic
experts and mtellectuals. I felt out of place. I could listen, but could
contribute nothipg to their discussions. Dr. Manning was kind
enough to relieve my tension by introducing me to many ofthem.
From that day on, he gave me what is known as carte blanche to
attend his tea parties. To reciprocate, the next time I went there I
gave Dr. Manning a small, but beautiful, Bulgarian tapestry, given 'to
me by the well-known carpet manufacturer, Boris Persiski. Persiski
had come to the United States on business but he spoke no English,
and for about three weeks I acted as his interpreter. Jupiter Doycheff
had recommended me. On parting, he handed me an envelope with a
hundred dollars for my part-time services. (I kept in touch with Dr.
Manning after I moved to Indianapolis. He was our speaker at the
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Among his many other books, Dr. Manning was the author of the
"History of Modern Bulgarian Literature," written in collaboration
with Roman Smalstoki. It is one of the best books on the subject in the
English language.
In the early part of 1927, Lambo Kisselintcheff left for Bulgaria to
see his family. He was authorized by the Central Committee to
represent us before all the Macedonian institutions there. I hated to
see him go. Older than I,and with more experience in the work we
were doing, he could always be depended on for his advice or
suggestion. We had consulted each other for almost everything, from
writing a letter to the editor to issuing a repudiation to vicious Serbian
propaganda .
Lambo put his hand on my shoulder and said, "Christo, we have
worked together for five years. Carryon. I know you can do it. In the
meantime, keep in touch, keep me informed." We embraced and
Lambo departed for the steamship.
THAT YEAR OF 1927 HAPPENED to be one of great importance, not
only for the Press Bureau but for the MPO as a whole.
Because of the unsettled and turbulent political situation iIi many
parts of Europe, Williams College in New England had initiated a
summer program called Institute ofInternational Politics. Prominent
men in all walks of life were invited to read paperS on current
problems. Then the meeting was opened for general discussion. At
the end of the conference, all these reports were edited and published
in a special volume. In 1925 and 1926, John Bakeless was selected by
the faculty to edit the papers. He was kind enough to send us copies of
those reports.
Early in May of 1927, Mr. Bakeless called me and told me that one
of the invited speakers at the Institute would be the Serbian Arch
bishop Nikolai of Ohrida. The throne Nikolai occupied and the
diocese he governed had always been Bulgarian. No Serbian bishop
before him had ever sat on that throne.
"Knowing the Serbians," John said, "I know he will touch up the
Macedonian question, and of course, give the Serbian version. Think
it over and see what can be done to combat it."
Immediately I got in touch with Mr. Chkatroffin Indianapolis. We
were on the phone for over 45 minutes. I suggested that in this case,
the-MPO should come outwith a well-written and documented open
letter to be distributed among the participants at the conference and
mailed to important American institutions. Chkatroff said he would
start work on it immediately. With the sixth convention only a few
mon ths away; I knew how preoccupied he would be and I suggested he
let me worry about it.
"That will be too much work," said Chkatroff. "A paper like that
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needs a lot of historical research."
I told him my idea was to ask my cousin Simeon, an expert on that
part of our past history, to do it, and Chkatroff agreed. The next
weekend I went to Washington and explained to Simeon the purpose
of my visit.
"You know, cousin," he said, " I am an official ofthe Bulgarian
government, and I am not supposed to get mixed up in this."
"Like me," I said, "you are also a Bulgarian from Macedonia and
you owe your birthplace this small favor."
Early the next morning he asked me to sit at the Bulgarian
typewriter and take dictation as he paced up and down the office. He
kept on dictating, I kept on typing, and in a few hours the document
was ready.
"Rush back to New York," he said, "and tell Doycheff I want him
to translate it."
By the first of July, I had 250 copies ready. This time the Central
Committee sent a check immediately to cover the printing expenses. I
never charged for my trips to Washington.
My plan was to mail a copy to each participant of the Institute of
Politics in Williamstown, in care of the director in charge of the
program. A week before the bishop was scheduled to speak, I received
a special delivery letter from the Central Committee and a call from
Chkatroff, urging me to go to Williamstown to hear exactly what the
bishop would have to say and, if possible, contact some of the par
ticipants and present our view as expressed in the open letter.
The idea was excellent, but the timing was bad. This was the month
of July, in fact, almost the last week of it, when most of the employees
were on vacation. The management was short of help and those of us
who were there performed double duties. On top ofthat, John Ryan
was quitting, and I found myself in a quandary. Mr. Hennessey, my
immediate boss, would not even hear of me taking a day off, let alone
two weeks.
"It is completely out ofthe question," he said. "Forget it." But I
could not forget it. First, because I already made a commitment, and
second (this is probably the main reason), I was itching to go. It of
fered me an opportunity to do something really worthwhile for MPO
and for the Macedonian cause to which I was so deeply dedicated.
I told Mr. Hennessey that I was really happy working for him, but
the leave of absence was of great importance to me, and I had to go.
We parted companyJ n a friendly way.
I had travelled through the New England states, but I had never
been to that part of Massachusetts. Again Mr. Bakeless came to my
assistance. He gave me all the information I needed and even called
the Williams Inn, the only hostelry in that small college town, to
reserve a rooin-for me. He gave me a pass for the auditorium and
instructed me not to buttonhole anyone inside, but to do it outside or
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in the lobby ofthe Inn.
With all of this information in my pocket, the next morning I
boarded the train and reached Williamstown just about noon. I was
there two days before the bishop was scheduled to speak and was able
to talk with a few ofthe participants and hand them our open letter.
In the lobby of the hotel I met Mr. Russell (his first name I do not
remember), who was covering the meeting for the New York Times
and who remembered having seen me with Mr. Littlefield in the
Times cafeteria. I handed him a copy of our document, then asked his
advice. Should I distribute the copies as the people come out of the
auditorium or ask the clerk to put them in their mailboxes?
"Either would be appropriate," said Mr. Russell. "My advice is to
put them in envelopes addressed to each delegate. And remember
(and here we both giggled a little), besides the name, put down the full
title as it is listed in the program. These highly-educated individuals
are sticklers for formality."
I rushed to the only general store in town, bought a box of large
envelopes and spent the rest ofthe afternoon and evening addressing
them. A little before midnight, I asked the night clerk to place them
in their mailboxes. At first he demurred, but when I handed him a $S
bill hi~ objections ~vaporated.
How many of the participants read our open letter, I cannot tell.
But judging by some ofthe questions put to the bishop, I was sure that
at least some of them had read our rebuttal. The British have always
been praised for their promptness and official propriety. The next
morning I was surprised by a note in my box. The note, signed by a
secretary of the ambassador, acknowledged the receipt of our letter
and thanked us for the courtesy. When I sent my report to the Central
Committee, I enclosed that letter too.
I was present when Bishop Nickolai delivered his "religious"
diatribe, heavily sprinkled with accusations and condemnation ofthe'
Macedonian revolutionary activities in Macedonia, without ever
mentioning the reasons for these activities and without
acknowledging that he was usurping the throne of his predecessor,
the Bulgarian Bishop Boris, forcibly exiled by the Serbian regime in
Macedonia.
The next day, I wrote a letter to the New York Times stating the
bove facts. The Times published it. The text follows:

. .UNRESTIN T1IE..BALKANSTo the Editor ofthe New York Times:
Bishop Nicholai of Ochrida-Macedonia. under Serbian
rule. in his lecture before the members of the Institute of
Politics in Chaplin Hall on Aug. 11 said: "Wheneveryou hear
of unrest in the Balkans. of strife. of freebootery, of
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Comitadjis, etc., know that the human beings over there
that is, some ofthem  are in the grip ofunchristian spirit,
and that they have lowered their standard of values from the
height of Christianity to the base level of paganism or
Mohammedanism. ,.
It .would have been ofgreat interest to the members ofthe
Institute and the American public in general had the bishop
gone a little further to state the reason why Comitadjis exist
today in the Balkans.
The existence of Comitadjis in Macedonia today is due to
the un human and unchristian oppression to which the
Macedonian population is subjected in those parts of the
country dominated by Serbia and Greece.
The Macedonians, and more especially the Bulgarians in
M~cedonia: who form the majority of the population there,
bemg deprived of the most elementary human and national
ric.ht~. are forced t~ embrace the illegal way of struggle; for
this IS the only possible way. under the present conditions in
M~c.edonia. to fight for the attainment of those rights and
prlVlleges guaranteed to the minorities by the peace treaties.
Bishop Nicholai also said that "the peasantry in the
Balkans wishes nothing more in the world than peace. .. The
Mocedonians also wish peace. but first of all they want
freedom, for liberty is the only foundation upon which world
peace can be based. No peace is possible  this is trueforthe
If.alkans -:-. when there are oppressors and oppressed. And if
we Chnstzans must respect every human being as we respect
our G?,d. for God Himself is responsible for their being on
earth, we must not forget that God also is responsible for
the M acedonians being on earth.
These rights are to live in freedom in their own country. to
be allowed to teach their children and to pray to God in their
native Bulgarian language, which rights they enjoyed even
under the regime ofthe "unspeakable" Turk.
CHRISTO NIZAMOFF
Williamstown. Mass .• Aug. 15.1927.
.Back in New York, I sent a detailed report to the Central Com
mIttee and enclosed a clipping of my letter in the Times. After a few
days, the secretary ofthe Central-Gommitt~, -Mr ;-Jordan Chkatroff;
wrote me, "We are very pleased with what you did in Williamstown.
None of us could have accomplished more ..." I still havethatletter
and value it very highly. In the annual report to the MPO convention
in ~~ron, Ohio, almost two paragraphs were devoted to my mission in
W tllta~stown and expressed their appreciation. The Central
Committee thanked me for my work in the Press Bureau. A week
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RISTO NIZAMOFF
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wooden filing cabinet, a desk and a typewriter that had seen better
days.
Brother Francis (who left the order after two weeks) was very
cooperative and happy that I showed interest in my work, filling the
orders promptly and billing the schools the same day. The hours were
8 to 5, but many days I had nothing to do and devoted my time to the
Press Bureau work.
IN OCTOBER 1927, THE PREss BUREAU received a rather large
package from the Macedonian National Committee in Sofia. The
- package contained three separate copies of names and birth places of
Bulgarians in Macedonia who had been imprisoned, murdered or
otherwise mistreated by the official Serbian authorities. Fortunately,
the names were given in Latin letters. The accompanying letter
suggested that we give the names of these innocent victims to the
proper American authorities, the press.
I knew of an organization called the International Committee for
Political Prisoners. Roger N. Baldwin was secretary, but I had never
met him. I called his office and talked with him. I explained to him
the reason for my call and asked if I could see him at his convenience.
The meeting was arranged for the next afternoon. Mr. Baldwin
turned the pages, reading the names and the villages. "I thought," he
said, "that we were living in the civilized 20th century. Looking at
these names, now I am no so sure . May we have this copy? And please,
don't hesitate to keep us informed of other such atrocities. The
Committee will bring this to the attention ofthe Serbian Ambassador
in Washington and our State Department."
Such correspondence between the MPO and the International
Committee for Political Prisoners continued for two or three years.
~ut while the Serbians vehemently denied the veracity ofour charges,
Just as vehemently they opposed an international inquiry to verify the
facts.
One Friday afternoon, as I was hurrying home to get ready for a
party, I left on my desk a letter to the editor of the New York Herald
Tribune refuting some allegations by Kolumbatovich, the Serbian
consul in New York, against the Macedonian movement. Brother
Thomas must have visited the place and my office that weekend and
glanced at my letter. I found a note on my desk that he wanted to see
me Monday afternoon before 5:00 p.m. I trembled with fear. I was
sure this was the end of my job.
Brother Thomas was a restless and burly Irishman. When angry,
he would blister my ears. I went to his office.
"Sit down," he said in an angry voice. "What are you, a secret
r~volutionary? I read part of your letter. Tell me all." I explained to
him as best I could the purpose of the MPO and the oppressive
conditons in our country. His reaction surprised me. He said: "I am
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. not going to chew you. I had a brother who fought and died for the
freedom ofIreland. I understand these things."
"Brother Thomas," I said, "if you think that this side work affects
my performance here, I will leave. "
"Calm down, calm down," he said, "Nobody said we want you to
leave. You are doing a good job; all the brothers here think you do
well. Dinner is ready. Go down in the kitchen and let Mary feed you.
You need some good nourishment. And tomorrow come back to the
Bowery!"
IN THE EARLY PART OF NOVEMBER, I received a beautifully
engraved invitation from a well-born young woman, Miss Patricia
MacDonald. She was inviting me to a tea party at her hdme on Sunday
afternoon, at which Mr. Walter Littlefield would read a paper on the
present political situation in Europe, accompanied by the usual
sarcastic and humorous observations of which he was a great master.
Patricia MacDonald was a very personable New York society lady
who loved music, especially folk songs, and was endowed with a
pleasant voice. I do not know who had suggested to her that some of
the Bulgarian songs in Macedonia were melodious and sad, the verses
describing the tragic situation of the country, the courage of the
enslaved people and the yearning and hope for freedom. She had
contacted the venerable Stephan Panaretoff, the first Bulgarian
Minister Plenipotentiary in the United States, who was a graduate of
the famous Robert College in Istanbul. Mr. Panaretoff encouraged
her to go to Turkey and gave her the necessary recommendations. In
Sofia, she was met by some of the American missionaries who, in
turn, introduced her to members of the highly respected Macedonian
National Committee. They extended to her the most cordial
hospitality and helped her select and learn a number of the most
popular Bulgarian songs from Macedonia. When Miss MacDonald
was ready to leave, the National Committee presented her with a
beautiful Macedonian national costume from the district of Smilevo,
whose embroideries and artistic designs have been praised by many
experts.
Back in the United States, and dressed in this beautiful costume,
Miss MacDonald gave a few concerts for ch atitab Ie foundations. My
friend, Stoyan Christowe, and I had attended one such concert at her
invitation.
But this party at her home,'with Mr. Littlefield as a speaker, was a
different event. It was on a Sunday afternoon. 1 assumed it would be
something different, and might require special dress. I did not want
to bother Mr. Littlefield, and the Bakelesses were out of town, so I
phoned Luigi Criscoulu.
Luigi told me that he, too, had received an invitation. I asked him
what would be the most appropriate to wear for such an occasion. He
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said a dark suit would be appropriate. I was in luck. A few months
before, I had purchased a blue serge suit. "White shirt and a good
necktie," said Luigi, "and black shoes." I had them, too.
The MacDonald house was an old, aristocratic, three-story
structure. The wood carving on the doors and windows was exquisite.
A maid opened the door, asked my name and took me to the second
floor. The gracious Patricia was atthe top .ofthe stairs. She welcomed
me as if I were a consul or ambassador, and introduced me to some of
the people present. Luigi was already there and told me he had saved
the chair next to him for me. I looked at the room, at the well-dressed
and prominent people around me, the paintings and tapestries on the
wall, the expensive furniture, and for a fleeting moment this thought
ran through my mind: "What a contrast between what I expected
when I boarded the ship and where I find myself right now. I had
resigned myself to spending my life in America as a coal miner or a
factory worker, living in freedom and earning a modest living. Did not
we bury our high ideals in the stormy waters ofthe Atlantic? Did lever
expect this?" I shivered a little, but did not let Luigi know of my
apprehension. It would be a sign of false modesty if! say I did not feel
proud of myself.
About 5:00 p.m. the party was over. Luigi and I left together. As
soon as we found ourselves on the sidewalk,he said, "Christo,
remember this party and someday tell your children that at least on
one occasion you, we, rubbed shoulders with some ofthe New York
aristocracy."
AT THE PARIS PEACE CONFERENCE AFTER WORLD WARI, Nicola
Pashich did not have to press too hard to create the so-called kingdom
of Serbs, Croats and Slovenes with Alexander Karageorgevich as its
king. The French tiger Clemenceau, who ruled that unfortunate
conference from the beginning to the very end, was happy to oblige.]t
coincided with his plan to build a cordon sanitaire around Germany,
and an enlarged Serbian kingdom also fitted his plan. As in all such
cases this was an arbitrary decision; the Croats and the Slovenes were
not consulted. The old kingdom of Montenegro was wiped off the
po,itical map of Europe and the territory was added to that of Serbia.
The so-called new kingdom was an artificial creation and an
tagonism among the Croats and Serbs and the Slovenes and Serbs was
apparent at the very beginning. Especially bitter was the antagonism
between the Croats and the Serbs. The disagreements came to a
boiling point in the summer of 1928 when the fanatic Serbian deputy
Punitsa Rachich, a favorite ofthe palace camarilla, opened fire inside
the Belgrade parliament, wounding a few Croatian deputies and
murdering the popular Stepan Radich, leader of the Croatian
agrarian party. This barbaric act, instigated by members of the
palace inner circle, brought an abrupt end to the so-called "Brotherly
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Union" of Serbs and Croats. The Croats,were outraged and so was the
whole civilized world. Only the Belgrade chauvinists were jubilant.
Outrage4 also were the Croat immigrants in the United States,
numbering over a million. They held mass demonstrations and
public meetings everywhere. One such meeting was held in a very
large hall in New York City on Sixth Avenue at 42nd Street. The hall
was packed. Some ofthe crowd stood in the hallway or the stairs. The .
featured speaker was the Reverend Stepanovich of Youngstown,
Ohio. I was officially invited to represent the MPO in the United
States and Canada, and was billed as the second speaker. I still
remember that I delivered a short, but fiery, speech which ended with .
the proclamation: "Borbata za svoboda i nezavisimost trebva da .
produlji so vsichki silil" (The struggle for freedom must continue
with vigorous efforts!).
the fighting tone of my speech must have affected the large
audience. When I finished, it burst into a spontaneous applause and
the cry "Jivio brat Makedonac! Jivela Makedonial" (Long live our
Macedonian brother! Long live Macedonial)
The speakers who followed me ended their talks by repeating my '
call to fight for freedom. From that day on until I left New York for
Indianapolis, the officers of the local Croatian Circle always invited
me to their meetings and we arranged two joint gatherings and
dances.
In the meantime, and to the great regret of all of us, a sharp
disagreement had developed within the ranks of the International
Macedonian Revolutionary Organization after the assassination of
General Alexander Protogeroff, member of the Central Committee.
The division had a bad effect in all of the legal Macedonian
organizations in Europe and, of course, in our own MPO. For me,
and for many others, it was a bad experience. No matter how we tried
to avoid its impact, it affected all of us. Close friends became cool to
one another. To some degree it even affected my relations with
Lambo, a close friend and confidant and associate for many years.
The Central Committee had received word that former National
Secretary Chkatroff, respected by all of us, was on his way to the
United States to explain the motives ofone side ofIMRO - the side
that had ordered the assassination of the general. Lambo was still in
Indianapolis, and our Central Committee was maintaining a neutral ·
attitude. I received a call from Indianapolis directing us not to give
Chkatroff official recognition, just to be polite and friendly. I told
Shopoff what the Central Committee wanted us to do. He said,
"Chkatroffhas been our friend. We just cannot ignore him like that.
Not officially, but on Sunday I will invite Jordan for dinner at my
home and ask the members - whoever wants to come - to drop by
afterwards and say 'hello' to the man."
It was therefore inescapable that the guest would be asked to give us
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some details, which he did. He spent a week in New York, mostly with
me, then left for Indianapolis. In the meantime, I received a rather
?arsh reprimand from our national headquarters. My better
Judgment told me not to carry the dispute any further - and to
refrain from answering their charges.
-For reasons of his own, Lambo did not want to remain as secretary
on a permanent basis. A request had been sent to the National
Committee in Sofia (the head of the legal groups in the country) to
find us a well-versed, qualified young man to fill the post here. The
man whom they suggested, and we accepted, was Asen Avramoff, a
former jurist - young, intelligent and very modest.
In the meantime, Lambo and I had smoothed out our small
disagreement. We met Avramoff at the pier and informed him of the
neutral stand of our organizations here. As was previously men
tioned, we invited Mr. and Mrs. John Bakeless and the writer, Stoyan
Christowe, good friends of ours, for dinner. The reminiscences lasted
a few hours. The next day ,Avremoffleft for Indianapolis.
In the meantime, Lambo and I continued to run the Press Bureau
with the same devotion as before. But the harmful turmoil continued
among our groups in Bulgaria. This made it harder for us to place our
press releases in the local papers, or to explain to our friends what was
going on.
Early one Sunday, Lambo called me and asked me to meet him at
the office. It was evident by his appearance that he had been there
almost all night. He handed me a long letter, addressed to some ofthe
most important and responsible persons ofthe Macedonian Societies
in Bulgaria.
The letter described the hannful effect created by the continued
fr~tricidal conflicts between the two factions ofthe IMRO. It pleaded
With them to end the harmful split and reminded them that IMRO
was organized to fight the oppressors in Macedonia and not each
other. I was well aware of the change of public opinion on the
Macedo.nia~ question and that Serbian and Greek propagandists
were ustng It to berate us. Although I leaned more to the side sup
ported by Chkatroff, I was glad to sign the letter in the hope that our
appeal might bring the desired results.."... the cessation of all the in
ternecine battles. We received no answer to our letter.
In the early part of 1930, Kisselintchefftold me it was urgent that I
go to the Indianapolis headquarters on a temporary assignment.
{Tliat "temporary" assignment lasted from 1930 to 1971.)
BEFORE I CLOSE THIS CHAPTER, I feel compelled to say a few final
words. I can truthfully state that when MPO was still in its infancy
and the treasury was empty, generous patriots like Mr. Shopoff, Mr.
Stoyanoff and others supported the efforts of the Press Bureau
because the results were visible and the two volunteer workers -
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Lambo and I - devoted not only our time but sometimes our meager
resources to popularizing the Macedonian cause and cultivating
friends in important positions. Much was done with little resources.
This success was due primarily to our complete dedication and the
harmonious relationship between the National Secretary in
Indianapolis and the two of us in New York . There was not a shred of
disagreement or envy. The inner satisfaction of a work well done was
our only reward.
Looking back through those hectic years when we were still
newcomers to the United States, when our knowledge of the English
language was limited. and MPOwas in its infancy, I feel proud ofwhat
we were able to accomplish. ·As far as promotion of the Macedonian
cause is concerned, I can truthfully say that the period between 1923
and 1930 was the bet in the history of MPO. And I am proud of my
contribution.

*****
I CANNOT LEAVE NEW YORK without saying a few words about my
life of nearly ten years in that world metropolis. I became so attached
to the city which at first had frightened me that under no cir
cumstances would I leave it to seek employment elsewhere. When
Lambo informed me ofthe need to go to Indianapolis, it was as ifthe
Empire State Building had crumbled over me. I felt crushed and for a
few minutes, could not find strength to say yesor no.
I have described in some detail my activities in the Macedonian
Press Bureau. Certainly not all of my spare time was spent in con
tacting people or writing answers to the vicious Serbian and Greek
propaganda against the Macedonian movement for freedom and
independence. I had ample time for relaxation and social contacts.
Our Bulgarian colony was not large. It was spread over all parts of
the city and its suburbs, but it was a friendly and cohesive group.
Most ofthem had settled in New York before the Balkan wars of1912
1913. They knew each other well and were always eager for an oc
casion to bring them together. There were three groups. Those from
the kingdom of Bulgaria had formed the Bulgarian Society ofGreater
New York, the Macedono-Bulgarians had just organized Ilinden, and
there was also the Bulgarian Student's Association ofwhich I was also
a member.
We cerebrated jointly all ofour national holy days and every once in
awhile, one of the groups would arrange an evening of dances and
entertainment. Those of us who were still bachelors met from time to
time in the Armenian restaurant at 28th and Lexington Avenue: The 
proprietor always had a back room reserved for us. We would spend
the evening telling jokes on ourselves and about our lives in this great
city, and we invariably ended up singing some of our more popular
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songs. Those were very pleasant evenings.
As a member of the student association, I joined the International
Cosmopolitan Club. That made me a member of the International
House for Foreign Students. The house was located at 122nd Street
and Riverside Drive and had been built by the Rockefellers in con
junction with Columbia University. It was a large, modern building
with two separate wings - one for men and one for women. Everyone
shared the well-furnished lobby, the cafeteria, the meeting rooms on
the lower floor and the large auditorium, where every Sunday evening
a free dinner was served and a speaker was heard - usually a
distinguished citizen. The management~encouraged everyone to sit at
a different table to become better acquainted with young men and
women from all parts of the world.
Two years before that I had moved to 135th Street and Riverside
Drive, and many evenings I went for dinner at the International
House cafeteria. I knew that of the dozen or more Bulgarian
residents, at least a few ofthem would be there. But I also met young
people from many countries. One ofthem, Alberto Fererou, became
very close. After he returned to Spain we kept corresponding, but
during the Spanish Civil War in 1925, his letters stopped. I contacted
his family in Toledo, but received no reply.
Throughout my years in New York my closest personal friend was,
and still is, Stoyan Christowe, who had distinguished himself as a
foreign correspondent and writer. In the 1930's, Mr. Christowe left
New York and settled in Vermont. There is where The Eagle and the
Stork, his latest book, was written. Mr. Christowe served 15 years in
the state Senate and when, a few years ago, he decided to retire, most
of the Vermont papers published glowing editorials about his
achievements as senator, his dedication and broadmindedness. Some
even suggested that he rescind his decision. Few people in politics, as
we know it, retire with such a good record and such universal respect.
The long separation since our New York days and the thousand
miles of distance between his state and Indiana have not affected our
friendship. We are in constant correspondence with each other.
When one of us delays an answer, the first question in the next letter is
"Is anything wrong?" Both of us now over 80, we are the last two of
the original New York grou p of young Bulgarians from Macedonia.
In describing my work and my life in New York, my contacts with
some very important people and our social life there, I do not want to
leave the impression that I was a.Iways happy and contented. There
were days of gloom, days ofloneliness and melancholy and moments
when I experienced an emptiness inside me and a longing for my
family in Macedonia.
I would wonder what they were doing at that very moment, and
wonder if the police kept on harrassing them because of my activities
in New York. When loneliness and melancholy struck - and at times
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this occurred quite often - I did not run to the corner speakeasy to
suppress it with booze. I took the Saturday train to Harrisburg,
Pennsylvania and went to the adjacent town of Steelton, where more 
than 150 Macedono-Bulgarian families had settled prior to the
Balkan Wars of 1912-1913 and World War 1. We had a very viable
MPO group there and some close friends who always welcomed me
with open arms. They were eager to discuss the situation in
Macedonia and the Balkans, so we spent many hours in friendly
conversation. The next day, Sunday, we gathered in the large room
above Yanchuleffs barber -shop. The women brought in covered
dishes and the rest of the day was spent in pleasant conversation and
patriotic songs.
I had found this to be the best remedy for whatever was ailing me. It
uplifted my spirit, and I always went back to New York on the
midnight train ready to carryon my work with renewed vigor.
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XII
Origin of
The Macedonian Tribune
~ HE MACEDONIAN PATRIOTIC OaOANIZATIONwas founded in

October of 1922 in Fort Wayne, and was incorporated as a
nonprofit organization. Because Indianapolis had a more
central location in Indiana, the delegates at the first convention
selected the capital city as the site for the headquarters ofthe MPO.
The need for an official publication was recognized from the
beginning, but most of the delegates thought it would be prudent to
wait for a few years while promoting the growth ofthe membership.
Meanwhile, we published a bulletin that carried news ofthe work of
various MPO chapters and appealed to our countrymen to join with
us in that work.
By 1926 the number ofchapters had increased and the membership
was active and enthusiastic. At the fifth annual convention in
Steelton, Pennsylvania, we decided it was time to publish a weekly
newspaper. I was secretary ofthat convention.
We had no ready cash. We empowered the Central Committee to
issue 2,500 shares at $10 each in order to raise $25,000. No member
would be allowed to buy more'than five shares. This was a precaution
against some rich man's gaining a majority ofshares and dictating the
policy of the newspaper we planned to publish. -No .such man ap
peared on the scene, however; in fact, we had a hard time selling five
shares each.
The convention also set the policy of the paper. Its main purpose
would be to spread and defend the idea of a free and independent
state of Macedonia, an area which at that time was divided between
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Serbia, Greece and Bulgaria. It would stress the historic fact thatthe
majority of the Macedonian people were ofBulgarian origin. It would
att~ck the hated denationalization policies of Serbia and Greece, and
justify the existence of revolutionary organizations working against
the oppressive regime ofthe Belgrade and Athens governments.
By the end of 1926, some SlS,OOOhad been collected and one ofour
countrymen had promised an interest-free loan. But while the money
was now at hand, none of the members of the Central Committee
knew what was needed to start a newspaper. And there was no one in
the organization that was believed to be qualified for the post of
editor.
Pandel (Pete) Shaneff, then president of the Central Committee,
was proprietor of a lunchroom on WestWashington Street that was
situated next door to Kosty's Ritz Cafe. In those dry days of
Prohibition, Kosty's was the watering place for many tired and thirsty
newspapermen (and a few courthouse officials, despite the illegal
activity there). Presiding over the group was Jepson "Jep" Cadou,
manager of the International News Bureau in Indianapolis and an
unforgettable character. Kosty refer~d P~te Shaneffto Jep, and Jep
suggested that the MPO get in touch with George Egenolf, a master
machinist. They did, and George solved their problem. Within two
months he had installed a flat-bed press and a linotype machine with
a keyboard in Cyrillic letters that would permit the newspaper to be
printed in the Bulgarian language.
Meanwhile, through the Macedonian National Committee, our
Central Committee had hired a veteran newspaperman in Sofia
named Boris Zografoff to come to the United States apd be our editor.
Mr. Zografoffarrived in the U.S. in early January of 1927 speaking
not a word of English. Lambo and I met him at the pier. He spent
three days with us and we told him many things that we thought it
necessary for him to know in his new post. Before boarding a train for
Indianapolis, Mr. Zografoff asked me to follow the New York
newspapers and send him a column of press review for each weekly
issue. I agreed to do that.
The first issue of the Macedonian Tribune appeared on February
10, 1927. Almost immediately I began developing another column of
humor and satire lampooning our coffee-house Bolshevik opponents,
some of the Balkan politicians, and League of Nations decisions.
Therefore, whet] I was asked to go to Indianapolis on_temporary
. assignment I was prepared for the work and my name was already well
known among our people.
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Part One

A Temporary Transfer ,
Lasting 50 Years
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HAD SOME APPREHENSIONS about moving to Indianapolis,
even for a three-month period. The split leading to bloody
clashes between the opposing factions of the Internal
Macedonian Revolutionary Organization in our homeland -had
stunned and discouraged many of our MPO members and our
sympathizers. I knew also that there was a serious split within the
MPO's Central Committee. The national secretary, Asen Avramoff,
and the editor of the M acedonian Tribune, Boris Zografoff, although
sharing the same office, were not on speaking terms. I was well
situated in New York. In 10 years I had made some close friends and
the loneliness of the first year had almost disappeared. The glamour .
and the diversity of the city and its many cultural institutions had
grown on me, and I did not feel like parting with a life I had enjoyed
immensely.
The request to go to Indianapolis was not mandatory, and I could
have refused. But I was young and totally dedicated to the
Macedonian cause, and I was well aware of the supreme sacrifices
young men of my age were making for the same cause by fighting the
oppressors and shedding their blood in the hills and fields of our
unfortunate land. That, more than anything else, induced me to leave
a good job and go to Indiana.
It turned out to bethe best move I ever made. The state ;t-he people,
the attitude of the newspapermen there so captivated me th-at it did
not take long for me to become "one ofthe boys." This time fortune
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smiled on me and helped me take the final step to professional
journalism - a cherished dream from early childhood.
I had visited Indianapolis on several different occasions and was
well acquainted with the downtown area. I spent the night at the
Harrison Hotel, and early the next morning I headed for the office of
the Macedonian Tribune at 20-22 South West Street. The so-called
offiCe s were two storerooms, more appropriate for selling used fur
niture than for producing a newspaper. The Tribune rented the space
because ofits location -close to the bulk ofthe M acedono-Bulgarian
colony, their businesses and theirchurch.
As I entered, Avramoff and Zografoff were at their desks, each
busy with his own work. I found myselfin a precarious situation. Both
were my good friends. Although I leaned more toward the group
favored by Avramoff, because many of my friends in Bulgaria stood
with that group, I had great respect for Zografoff as a man ofstrong
principles and a capable editor. When he had assumed the editorship
of our paper I became his regular correspondent in New York. He was
unfamiliar with the English language and I reviewed the press reports
from Central Europe and the Balkans and wrote articles for the
Tribune. I decided to be completely neutral and to act, more or less,
as an intermediary between the two.
The same evening, the Central Committee held a special meeting
presided over by the president, Mr. Pandil G. Shaneff, a very
pragmatic and shrewd man, who was doing his best to keep peace in
the MPO family. My duties were defined as follows: to help in the
printing and editing of the paper and from time to time to visit the
MPO branches spread all over the Middle West, advise patience and
unity and Jet our next convention decide on our future stand. Most
heads of the local branches were my friends, and I encountered no
di fficulties in my mission.
In August I was assigned to go to Youngstown, Ohio and help the
local group in arranging the next convention for September.
The Youngstown convention was stormy. Tempers ran high. I had
been elected chairman and there were moments when I, too, lost my
temper. The divisions and battles of the IMRO across the ocean had
affected all of us. During the first and second days the sessions
continued until ~early midnight. But the time came when all of us had
to think for the preservation of our organization. Finally, with some
help fr.om me, Avramoff, presenting his case with the mastery and
logic of a jurist, succeeded in swaying most of the delegates to his
viewpoint and the neutrality voted the year before was rescinded. The
MPO in the United States agreed to support the side which had
punished-General Protogeroff "to save the Macedonian movement 
from a takeover by incompetent and corrupt left-wingers".
True to his beliefs, Zografoff decided immediately to hand in his
resignation. All attempts, all pleas to withdraw it, were of no avail.
This left Avramoff alone in the central office to handle two jobs. The
unanimously re-elected Central Committee asked me to stay on until
a new editor was found. I went back to what was still a temporary
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assignment - one which lasted from 1930 to 1971, when I finally
decided to retire.
THROUGH THE YEARS I PERFORMED every job and became a
permanent fixture in the Tribune office: editorial assistant, Linotype
operator, MPO organizer, speaker on special occasions and a public
relations representative because the two substitutes brought in from
Sofia, both good and qualified young men, spoke no English.
The paper was mailed out on Wednesdays. On Thursdays and
Fridays I devoted most of my time to reviewing the New York and
Washington newspapers and, when necessary, writing rebuttals to
the charges leveled by the Serbian and Greek propagandists. I wrote
articles for the paper, a few short stories and a number offeuilletons,
the objects of which were Serbian, Greek, and sometimes Bulgarian
politicians.
The deep depression of the 1930's created a fertile ground for many
Communist cells . The Reds came out oftheir snakepits to deride "the
corrupt American capitalist system" and heap praise on Soviet
Russia, which a few years before had been saved from starvation by
the products of the American farmer. A few misguided Macedono
Bulgarians inindustrial centers like Gary and Detroit had swallowed
_the Communist bait. They invaded the coffee houses where unem
ployed immigrants spent their time and, with fists raised high,
boasted that the freedom, the salvation of Macedonia, lay in the
victory ofCommunism.
We had quite a few give-and-take sessions with them. We even had
a few fist fights and bloody noses. Watching them in action, listening
to them, prompted me to start a new column in the Macedonian
Tribune - "Humor and Satire." The subjects ofthe column were the
utter stupidities of our "Red saviors" who, when confronted, could
not answer logically the simplest question. For them I coined the
name "chafkary" (scavengers). The column became very popular,
and we 'sent gratis bundles of the Tribune to the "infested" coffee
houses. The nickname stuck and became synonymous for our
Communists. It hit them strongly and isolated them. Although I
signed the column with the name Yankovsky, they soon guessed who
the author was; week after week, in their printed rags, they dripped
poison against me. But my "Humor and Satire" always bested them
and they could not penetrate any of our groups, our churches or our
benevolent associations. They had become subject of ridicule among
our people, who always referred to them as "chafkary".
The depression's high unemployment rate and the closing of the
ba-nks-hit-us-hatEl-. Mes-t--{)f-our--savings-were-ffist-inthe failure of the
Washington Bank and Trust Co. At one point, we were afraid that we
might have to close the doors. Appeal after appeal was sent to our
groups and to individuals. Our devoted and frugal members came to
our rescue. Dollar by dollar, money started coming in. Indianapolis
business firms, and especially the Lesh Paper Co., our biggest
supplier, extended our credit. Currently, as I write this, Mr. Perry
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Lesh, Sr. and I share membership in the Indianapolis Literary Club,
the oldest such institution in our state. I am proud to say that our
friendship dates from those dark days when respectable citizens sold
apples on the streets and the unemloyment lines extended for blocks.
What impressed me most was that everyone waited calmly,
patiently. Under the same circumstances in some other countries the
crowd would be noisy and boisterous. They would perhaps storm the
corner grocery and grab what they needed for their hungry families.
This patience, this inexhaustable faith in their country that tomorrow
things would be better, saved the country from bloody civil disorders.
This cemented my own faith in America and nothing has ever been
able to shake it.
The MPO and the Tribune outlived the national crisis and forged
ahead from success to success in organizing new branches and in
creasing the number ofsubscribers.
As things improved, we needed more young and well-prepared men
to fill the posts of editor-in-chief and national secretary, since
Avramoff's visa had expired. We turned for help to the Macedonian
National Committee in Sofia. Luben Dimitroff arrived in 1931 and
Peter Atzeff the following year. Both of them had been active since
their early school days in Macedonian organizations and the student
union. Both were intelligent and likable persons, and we became fast
friends.
Alt,hough I had hoped to be named editor, I was not resentful. I
knew well the necessity for having well-prepared young men ifwe were
to expand our activities. That to me was more important than self
aggrandizement. I remained at the Tribune as an assistant to both of
them, as an all-around man. They were in the U.S. on temporary visas
and could not go to Toronto to visit one of our largest and most en
thusiastic branches. That was my job while Luben and Peter visited
the groups in the United States.
Working in unison, devoting all of our time to the work ahead, in
about three years we built a viable organization-the largest and the
most influential of any Macedono-Bulgarian group. The paper had
hundreds of subscribers in Europe, Australia and South America. In
the meantime, there was a new, decidedly anti-Macedon ian regime in
Bulgaria. It issued orders curtailing the activities of the Macedonian
Brotherhoods in the country. Clearly it followed a pro-Belgrade policy
to satisfy the, constant pressure from the so-called kingdom of Serbs,
Croats and Slovenes.
Now the whole burden of defending the Macedonian cause for
freedom and independence fell on us, and with limited manpower and
financial resources-we did allwecould -to-keep-tbe--movement -alive.
This infuriated the Serbian and Greek embassies in Washington and
their consulates in New York and Chicago. They protested to the
State Department our activities and our attacks against the treatment
of our people in Macedonia, who were deprived of the most
elementary human and national rights. But the State Department
could not help them; it could not satisfy their demands to dissolve our
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organizations. Neither did the Canadian government.
The Macedonian Patriotic Organization of the United States and
Canada was formed by American and Canadian citizens. They were
not subversive and the State Department could not abolish them. The
embassies' highly-paid American public relations men, mostly
former journalists or advertising executives who could not even point
to Macedonia on a geographic map, mailed mile-long "exposes" to
the local press to downgrade us. Our rebuttals were always prompt
and sharp. That infuriated them even more.
WHEN HITLER, AFTER STARTING World War II, then turned the
guns on his former "partner", Soviet Russia, the American Com
munists "in the name of democracy" formed something like a united
front with the Serbians and the Greeks. Their venom was directed
primarily against the MPO in general and the three of us - Atzeff,
Dimitroff, and Nizamoff - in particular; they branded us as enemies
of the Allies.
In September 1941, they made every effort to stop our annual
convention in St. Louis. The mayor and the police commissioner were
visited by Serbian and Greek consular representatives and asked to
issue a special order banning the convention. These efforts were a
complete fiasco. Mayor Davidson told them he knew personally
almost everyone in our St. Louis group and he knew they were loyal
and devoted citizens. Their Communist bedfellows in Detroit sent
telegrams to the mayor and the police commissioner endorsing the
demands of the consular representatives. The telegrams found their
proper place in the wastebasket.
But while the demand to ban the convention was a failure, the State
Department, obviously as an act to pacify the Serbian and Greek
ambassadors, sent a three-man team to attend our convention and
observe the proceedings. One member of the team had been born in
Bulgaria of an American father and .Bulgarian mother. Either by
accident or on purpose he took a seat between me and John Kirchoff,
a Granite City banker and businessman, who was president of the
local MPO group. While I had never met the State Department of
ficial, I knew who hewas. In New York City, his father and I had been
involved in an organization known then as Near East Relief. To make
it easier for the Washington guests to understand the purpose of our
organization and the proceedings, the word was passed that all
speeches and discussions should be in English.
At the end of the morning session his associates left, but the man
next to me remained. We invited him to be our guest at the annual
banquet that evening in the Jefferson Hotel. I was toastmaster, and I
reserved a seat for hini at the speaker's table. English became the
official language of the evening. The speakers castigated the Serbian
and Greek oppression in Macedonia and expressed hopes that the
victory and the end of war might free our people from that burden.
But when time came to introduce our honored guest, I made the
introduction in the Bulgarian language. He got up, smiled broadly
and in highly literate Bulgarian language thanked us for the in
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vitation to attend the banquet and finished with the statement "I
sincerely hope that you achieve your goal for a free and independent
Macedonia. "
A storm of applause shook the room. He returned to Washington
with a profound impression, not only of our patriotism and love for
our homeland, but also of our loyalty and true allegiance to the
United States - the country which had given us shelter from op
pression.
There were no divided loyalties here: We supported the war effort
with all we could. Our sons were in the front lines and some ofthem
did not come back. But we also believed that an Allied victory at the
end of the war would accomplish nothing of substance if it did not
solve such problems as the Macedonian situation which had kept the
Balkan countries in turmoil for over a century. An expanded Greece
or an expanded Yugoslavia at the expense of Macedonia would leave
the problem right where it was before, afid the sacrifices to achieve a
lasting peace would have been in vain.
To further explain the issue and state our demands, the Central
Committee prepared a special memorandum and handed it to the
responsible officials at the State Department, the White House and
the Pentagon. The enm ity and the threats of the Serbian and Greek
embassies in Washington had no effect on our efforts and activities.
This position we maintained all through the war years. We sup
ported the war effort wholeheartedly but, just as strongly and without
any compromise, we insisted on freedom and independence for our
homeland. After our demands were stated in the memorandum, we
were approached indirectly by a foreign policy expert who wanted to
know what our minimum demands would be. Our answer was: We
will accept an independent Macedonia under the protection and
supervision of the Big Powers or the United Nations. The person who
had contacted us was a member of an outside team of experts which
advised the State Department. It was obvious t}lM we acted openly,
and all efforts of our adversaries to paint us as L Jversives met with
failure. That is what bothered them most. We even challenged them
to an open debate, but they thought it was below their "dignity" to
debate the issue with three young Macedono-Bulgarians.
I cannot squeeze into a few pages all my activities - my42 years of
service with the Macedonian Tribune and nearly 60 years of close
contact and activity with the Macedonian Patriotic Organization in
which I am still an active member.

*****

MANY OF THE IMMIGRANTS who had come to Indiana from my area
of the Old World, and especially the women, were slow to get their
citizenship papers. They were here in America, felt like Americans,
and had no intention of returning to Europe. Then in 1935, Congress
passed the law establishing Social Security. The word began to spread
among the immigrants that those who were not citizens would not be
entitled to receive Social Security benefits. I started getting requests
to help people get through the process of becoming citizens.
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My colleague, Todor Vasileff, and I began going to the Post Office
where an officer from the federal immigration and naturalization
office at Cincinnati would come once a month to accept or reject new
applicants. Some of them could not read the instruction sheets he
gave them because they did not know the Latin alphabet, so I retyped
the most important of the documents in the Cyrillic alphabet used for
the Bulgarian language. With this help, and our coaching, they were
able to pass the examination which the conscientious federal
examiner, a Mr. Kieffer, tried to make as simple as possible. The
final step was to have their citizenship conferred by the federal judge,
Robert Baltzell.
After I had helped many ofthe immigrants I became well known to
Mr. Kieffer and Judge Baltzell. Thejudge stopped,me in the corridor
one day and said: "Chris, how much do these people pay you for what
you do?" I was sure he was jesting, but I didn't take any chances.
"Nothing, your honor," I said. "This is what is known as public
service from the Macedonian Tribune."
One older man of about 70, whom I will call Mike, gave me a lot of
headaches. He had a touch of senility and he found it difficult to
remember my instructions on how to answer the examination
questions. Time after time I coached him to remember two simple
answers, but when he went before Mr. Kieffer he invariably forgot
them.
At the time Mike came to Indianapolis the mayor was Lew Shank,
who as a good politician of that era took care of the immigrants (and
harvested many votes thereby). Those who arrived during his era
thought of him as the greatest man in America and retained that
opinion long after he had left office. Mike was one ofthese.
When Mike had failed for the third time to pass the ex~mination
for citizenship, Mr. Kieffer consulted with Judge Baltzell and then
said to me: "We will give this man another chance. He is a good old
man. Teach him to remember that the head of the state is the
governor. "
I tried. For two weeks Mike came every evening to our office and I
made him repeat time after time two w'ords: "The governor." I kept
coaching him all the way down to the Post Office on the day of his last
chance to pass the examination.
When we got to the Post Office, Mr. Kieffer said: "Now, Mike,
relax and don't be in a hurry. Tell me who is the head man, the big
man ofIndiana. Do you know who that is?"
"Yes, sir," said Mike. "Lew Shank is the boss of Indiana." I
trembled, and I could see that Mr. Kieffer was very disappointed.
In desperation the three of us went to Judge Baltzell's chambers
and told him what had happened. He asked if Mike had ever broken
the law or been in jail. "No," said Mr. Kieffer. "Mike is a good man
but he is just confused." I affirmed what Mr. Kieffer had said and
told the judge that Mike was a regular churchgoer.
",Y our honor," Mr. Kieffer said, "I hate to deny this man his
citizenshi p. "
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"I agree," said the judge. He was a strong Republican and a strict
jurist but he was also a good man. He turned to Mike and asked,
"Mike, who are you going to vote for in Novem ber?"
And old Mike, who could not remember the governor's name, said
"I vote for Roosevelt,judge , he good man."
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Part Two

Awards, Hall of Fame,
and Provocative Editorials
there was sharp disagreement between the
of the Central Committee and the editor of the
~ Mpresident
acedonian Tribune, Borislav Ivanoff. came to a point of
OR OVER A YEAR,

It
no return at a special session in Detroit in April 1966. Just before
midnight, Mr. Atzeff called me and said the Central Committee, by
unanimous vote, had decided to turn the newspaper over to me. After
bypassing me three years earlier, for reasons still not very clear to me,
they now selected me as editor-in -chief.
I took over at the end of the month. I was not a stranger to the
Tribune and the Tribune was no stranger to me. I was one of its
founders; I had done typesetting, editorial work, reportorial work,
and almost everything else that a small paper demands. But now I had
the freedom to decide use of the kind of material the paper should
publish. My wish was to accelerate the English copy as much as
possible and to comment on some columns and columnists in the
national press - persons who, intentionally or simply because of
ignorance, were boosting the stock of Marshal Tito and that un
-furtunateandmifieial-creation known today as Yugoslavia.
My comments were stinging and up to the point. Some ofthem were
reprinted in other ethnic newspapers. The Indianapolis News used
several of them on its editorial page. The Tribune began to be
recognized ~, a serious and fighting paper.
Tito's break with Stalin in 1948 created a favorable climate in the
United States for the cruel but crafty Yugoslav dictator. Prompted by
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officials in the Balkan section of the State Department, some
newspapers and magazines cast aside all objectivity and lavished
undue praise on the publicity-loving mars~al. P~esident Roos~v~lt
had called him a prima donna. The unrealtzed aIm of the PUbltClty
campaign was to draw the marshal out of Soviet Russia's orbit and
welcome him into the NATO alliance.
Reputable journalists wrote plain nonsense to soften the pu~lic
attitude in this country and open the way for huge loans to the starvmg
Yugoslav . economy. Those loans eventu~lly reached. ast~onomi~al
proportions. In spite of that, the country s much-praIsed mdustrtal
self-management economic policy took it to the brink of bankruptcy
- pressing for new loans to enable payment ofthe interest on the old.
Immediately after Tito's break with Stalin, the erudite Alsop
brothers flew to Belgrade. To emphasize the importance of
Yugoslavia. they stated in their syndicated column: "If the Soviets
gain dominance in Yugoslavia, that would open to them the doors to
the Bosphorus and the Dardanelles and give them access to the
Mediterranean."
The Alsops should have examined a map of the Balkans.
Yugoslavia has no common border with Turkey, which controls the
Straights. But neighboring Bulgaria has, and the Russians were
already there. The Alsop arguments were totally unconvincing but no
one questioned them, except the Macedonian Tribune. A copy of
that issue was mailed to the man in charge ofthe Yugoslav desk at the
State Department.
.
Between 1967 and 1969, the growth of the Yugoslav economy had
fallen to zero. The New York Times of January IS, 1968, said as
much. But its chief Balkan correspondent, C. L. Sulzberger (a
favorite ofTito's), in a lengthy report from Belgrade used 1964 figures
to "prove" that the Yugoslav economy was sound.
But the Pulitzer Prize for exaggeration, distorted facts and
downright nonsense goes to the unnamed correspondent of Time
magazine in the edition of November 8, 1%8. He must have
swallowed every word of Tito's propagandists. There is no other way
one can describe this journalistic "jewel": In case of invasion (by the
Soviets). the army's mission would be simply to slow down the Red
army's advance by three to four days or so. then slip into the
mountains to join the 700,000 partisans, who in the meantime would
have unlimbered their weapons and formed their bands.
How.is this for good reporting-the man even counted the number
of partisans! What he forgot is that the partisans ofthe 1940's in 1968
were old and fat grandparents who couldn't even jump over a ditch.
What he also forgot is that the fervor of 1940, when the enemy was
Hiner .fi~ftr-disap·peared , that the-people In the multinational country
were disunited, each looking after his own interests, and that half of
the Yugoslav Communists still favored Stalin and Russia.
In answer to the fabricated and exaggerated news from Belgrade, I
wrote a front page editorial (November 17, 1%8) entitled: "TITO IS
BLUFFING- YUGOSLAVIA IS SICK".
The article made a great impact upon the ethnic groups of
multinational Yugoslavia living in the free world. The article was
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reprinted in more than 10 Croatian and Slovenian newspapers in the
United States, Canada, Australia, South America and West Ger
many. Three Croatian Societies in the United States voted special
resolutions to thank me for my bold answer to the misleading and
exaggerated accounts appearing in some American newspapers. The
quarterly Balkania, published in St. Louis, and specializing in
Balkan political and economic affairs, reprinted the editorial in its
issueofJanuary 1969.
A 1969 ITEM IN THE New York Times shot my blood to the boiling
point. I began to wonder if the American press and a certain segment
of our intellectuals had sunk to the point ofgiving bloodthirsty tyrants
awards instead of universal condemnation. The item stated that at a
special banquet, the Freedom House had presented Milovan Djilas
with its annual award, while outside the hotel thousands of Yugoslav
refugees demonstrated, carrying signs with the inscription "DJILAS
- EICHMANN".
I blasted the whole disgraceful affair in an editorial entitled:
"Djilas and Eichmann." The editorial was placed in the
Congressional Record for January 11, 1969, by Congressman Edward
Derwinski ofIllinois.
I had never met Representative Derwinski, and I still do not know
how he saw that issue of the Tribune. I was surprised and pleased to
be so honored. We received more than SO requests for reprints. This
was another first for the Macedonian Tribune. It was not one of my
best efforts; nevertheless, I am going to print the article in this book to
show how well-meaning but naive Americans can fall into the
Communist trap. It has been said that Lenin was very fond of such
people, inasmuch as he branded them as useful idiots.
This is the text ofthe article:
DJILAS AND EICHMAN
A few weeks ago, for reasons hard to comprehend,
America's Freedom House granted its 1969 award toMi/ovan
Djilas, whom Yugoslav refugees in New York City demon
strating outside the Roosevelt Hotel branded as a bloody
execu tioner and Yugoslav Eichmann.
We hold that the grant is a travesty of good taste and a
mockery ofthe meaning offreedom such as it is accepted by
the non-totalitarian world.
We are at a loss to understand how the recipient merited
that award. .UntiLaJew .y£!U'.s.agn,..Mr•. Djilas wasth.e right-.
hand man of Marshal Tito and one of the most feared and
blood-thirsty Communists in Yugoslavia. LikeEichmann, his
name was synonymous with torture and death.
Since his confinement to prison and release Djilas has not
repudiated communism, nor the avowed purpose of the
Communist Party. He has not renounced his own theory that
the new social order. meaning ofcourse the Communist order.
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must be built upon death and blood because death and blood
accelerate the revolutionary process and clear the ground for a
party takeover.
When did Djilas emerge as a devotee. as a fighter for
freedom? Ifconfinement in a Communist jail is the sole merit
badge for a Freedom House Award. then millions ofpeople
behind the Iron Curtain. thousands of whom have fled in
desperation to the West. must become recipients of that
award. Some of the refugees who demonstrated outside the
hotel may deserve it more than Djilas himself.
Thefact that Djilas was a high-ranking Communist should
have no bearing on this case. Many high-ranking Communists
have passed through the torture chambers of their own
making. but that experience has not mellowed them. and it
has not changed their concept of freedom. They have
remained ruthless men.
Kadar ofHungary and Gomulka ofPoland have tasted life
in the Communist jailhouse. but that has not prevented them
from becoming torturers of their own people and their own
associates once they climb to the helm ofpower.
It must be remembered. too. that when Mr. Djilas first
came out against certain practices of the Yugoslav Com 
munist Party and some ofits hierarchy. he did not. we repeat.
he did not propose that the power ofthe government be turned
over to the people. He stood for certain changes in the con
duct. of the application. but this did not envisage free speech
and free press. nor the formation of opposition parties to
competefor the votes and the confidence ofthe people.
On this vital issue which separates communism from
democracy. he has remained as adamant as Tito or any ofthe
other Red leaders. Aside from this. everyone in Belgrade
knows that Djilas had reasons ofa highly personal nature for
breaking with his former partners in murder and crime. These
reasons had absolutely nothing to do with party politics and
ideology orfreedom.
The granting ofthis award to Dji/as was a major blunder by
a group ofwell-meaning and utterly naive persons whose ultra
liberal leanings permit them to equate freedom in the United
States with supposedfreedom in Communist countries such as
Yugoslavia. We are certain that none of these gentleme"
would be able to live more than twenty-four hours under a
government headed by men like Djilas with their perverted
concepts ofdemocracy and their maniacal urge for death and
blood.
Our true sentiments ofthe matter are that someone should
recommend Eichmann posthumously for a similar award
since he andDjilas are so alike in their pursuit ofmurder.
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XIV
Turmoil in the USA 
Student Demonstrations

O

N THE EARLY 1960's, there was constant turmoil in the
United States and the country was facing a youthful revolt.
The stormy demonstrations had become daily events. The
demonstrations did not bother me so much; they were within the
framework of our laws. But when the demonstrations turned into
unruly mob actions, when they started tearing up their draft cards
and desecrating our national flag, when they invaded the offices ofthe
draft boards and destroyed files, they .had turned into groups of
hoodlums breaking the law, disobeying police orders.
As a citizen and an editor, 1 felt it was my duty to speak out against
this outrage and 1 wrote an editorial entitled "The Abuse of
Freedom." My close friend Wayne Guthrie, a former city editor ofthe
Indianapolis News and well-known columnist, happened to drop in. 1
asked him to proofread the copy while 1 made space for it on the front
page. Wayne, who was then president of the Press Club (I was his
house chairman), had come to tell me that the club manager had
resigned, and we needed to find another manager. Before he left,
Wayne asked me to mail him two copies of that issue.
On Washington's Birthday in February 1968, 1 was surprised to
receive a card from the Freedom Foundation at Valley Forge, Penn
sylvania, informing me that my editorial had been selected for l!!1
award - The Washington Medal of Honor, plus $100. Wayne had
sent in the article but had never told me. The Indianapolis News
reprinted it on its editorial page. This was the first time the
M a cedon ian Tribune had received an award of any kind.

•
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I watched with disdain as the student turmoil continued - in
vading the universities. disrupting and taking over classes.
demanding radical changes in our educational system. In the issue of
October 30. 1969. I wrote an editorial under the title" A Need for
Rededication." Following is its text:
During the past few years. we have been witnessing the
spread of violent dissent and disruption in our country.
Supposedly. this is aimed at forcing socio-political and
economic changes. But the primary purpose of the violence is
to bring the country to the brink of disaster and abolish the
system and the institutions built by courage and fortitude in
the past two hundredyears.
The pity. and the stupidity. of it all is that the disrupters
present no formula and have no substitute for the social order
they want to destroy.
The lunatic fringe among them. and they represent the hard
core of this un-American movement, believe that total
destruction will bring a radical change in our society and will
create a new order under which one may live and prosper
without the use of the most elementary ingredients - work,
sweat. pride and initiative.
It is useless to state that most of these misinfonned young
men have never built anything more important than a mud
pie. Blinded by their own delusions. the reality of life has
completely esc!lped them.
They do not know, or prefer toforget. that in countries like
Soviet Russia and China. where quasi-intellectuals of the
.same variety wrecked the established order. the new ones have
not succeeded in anything more perfect. more just or more
attractive than what we have achieved here without violence
and bloodshed. Fifty years after the Bolshevik revolution.
every aissenting Russian intellectual digs his own grave in
Siberia. They justifY their acts of violence by the banal claim
that violence is a prerequisite in the struggle for civil rights.
But riot on the campuses, riots and pillagblg in the streets,
cannot be equated with the noble aspirations for more
adequate civil rights. The laws of the land provide against
abuses ofsuch rights.
They boast that they are proponents ofa new and unlimited
freedom, but in the name ofthatfreedom, they do not hesitate
to disrupt classes in our universities. or orderly discussion of
.the problems facing ·our country. and they trample on the
rights of those who want to study in peace or express a
divergent viewpoint.
Thesefoolish egomaniacs have turned themselves into little
Hitlers and Stalins before they have even tasted the smell of
power.

"*{

142

}¥<

They repudiA
and blame the,
egotistical Un
past 50 yea
government lui
starvation wit
At this
cusations agcn

ofour more u
Tim es mllJ
of yesterd. ~
tomorro...... T
total rej ection
the institutionJ
This cou
changes.for I
p urpose hQlie
possi biefor U3
and asrand
For a be
.....hich COII
daunted c
J -

As I reread t e ;
in it I have put I
adopted couotry 

: turmoil continued - in
nd taking over classes,
onal system. In the issue of
nder the title "A Need for

They repudiate the moral and spiritual values ofoursociety
and blame the United States government as a hear#ess and
egotistical Uncle Shylock. But they forget that twice in the
past SO years. the American people and the American
government have saved halfofthe worldfrom death through
starvation with their generosity and readiness to help.
. At this very moment. when they hurl unwarranted ac
cusations against our government. most of the financial.
economic and technical assistance to the newly emerging
countries in Africa and Asia comes from the United States.
A nd billions ofdollars are spen t for the welfare and the needs
. ofour more unfortu nate citizens.
Times may have changed. But the basic values and virtues
of yesterday are as good and valid now. and they will be
tomorrow. They do not change. What is necessary. then. is not
total rejection but a better understanding ofour society and
the institutions it has established.
This country has always accepted and championed orderly
changes for the betterment of her people. Nobility and high
purpose have been her driving force. They have made it
possiblefor us to forge ahead. to achieve progress in every field
and a standard ofliving never before known to man.
For a better America and a proper solutionforthe problems
which confront us. we must rededicate ourselves to the un
daunted courage and ideals of our forefathers who carved a
continent out of a wilderness and opened the gates to all who
were in search for a new life. or a refuge from oppression. In
carving out this country. they erected a monument to vision
and perseverance. a bastion ofdemocracy and a shining star
above the horizon which illuminates the path of those in
search offreedom and a better way oflife. 
The need ofthe moment is unity. not violent dissent.
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As I reread the article today, I cannot but feel happy and proud that
in it I have put my whole heart, my love, and my devotion for my
adopted country - the birthplace of my children and grandchildren .
THE FREEDOM FOUNDATION was on our mailing list. On February
22, 1970, I received a note from the Foundation informing me that the
above editorial had been selected for the same award as the previous
one. The first one to call an4 congratulate me was Wayne Guthrie.
Then the TV people took some pictures and a short interview. I
believe the award was newsworthy because it was given to the editor of
a smaIl, ethnic newspaper. A few days later, it appeared on the
editorial page of the Indianapolis News and the editor, Stan Evans,
wrote me a nice, very encouraging letter.
A week or so after, letters began to arrive. Various service
organizations invited me to be a luncheon or dinner speaker; I hit
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what is commonly known as the fried chicken circuit.
In October 1969, I received a telegram from the White House
inviting me to attend a breakfast and reception and meet th;
President. The message stated that I should respond immediately
and if I could go, to be at the South Gate promptly at 9:00 a.m. th;
next morning.
The time was short, but I managed to get a plane and arrived in
Washington after midnight. An old friend met me at the airport. It
was too late to look for a hotel and I spent the night at his home. In the
morning, I was at the South Gate ten minutes before the appointed
time. A young naval officer, resplendently dressed, met me there. He
looked at my credentials and took me into the White House. There
were about 2S or 30 editors of ethnic newspapers in the reception
room.
After breakfast, President Richard Nixon came in, accompanied
by one of his aides. He greeted us with a few well-chosen words' then
one by one, we were presented to him.
'
,
.As I left the W~ite House, many pleasant thoughts ran through my
mmd. Once or tWIce I turned and looked back to make sure it was real
and not just an illusion. Every American, regardless of his political
leanings, would like to be invited to the White House for a reception.
It is something to tell his children and grandchildren, as I have. After
landing in the United States, I had had many dreams and many
hopes. After all, this was the land ofopportunity. But my dreams had
never extended this far. I thought: When I write of it back home to my
brothers and friends, will they believe me? What was Christo
Nizamoff, from a remote village in Macedonia, doing at the White
House, shaking hands with the President, the Chief of State of the
most powerful country in the world? I am a sentimentalist and
frankly, I was in a daze.
'

•••••
ONE SUNDAY MORNING, in February of 1934, I hurried out of my
rented room on 48th Street just east of Central Avenue to catch a
streetcar. I~ the afternoon I was scheduled to goto Fort Wayne, more
than 200 mIles away, to address a dinner meeting of our Macedonian
Patriotic Organization. I carried a brief case bulging with proof
sheets of articles printed in Bulgarian for the Macedonian Tribune.
Pressed for time as I was , it was my intention to check the proofs for
errors while riding downtown.
There had been a heavy snow the night before, and not a soul was to
be seen on the streets. When I got on the streetcar, I discovered I was
the only passenger. I immediately began reading my proofs.
. A few blocks down the street, a middle-aged woman got on the
streetcar, greeted the driver cheerfully, and on a vehicle full ofe.mpty
seats chose to sit down nextto me. "Good morning," she said. "We're
having a real winter day today."
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I was nonplussed. I didn't want to be rude, but I had no time to
chat. What to do? I had an inspiration. "Scuse, please," I said, "me
no speak English." I have always had a heavy accent, and I thought
surely she would accept this and let me ride in silence.
Her face fell momentarily, but then she brightened. She reached
past me, tapped on the glass and said "Win-dow. Win-dow." She
looked at me expectantly. Slowly but obediently I echoed, "Win
dow."
She smiled, pointed toward the front of the streetcar and said,
"Dri-ver." Sure enough, I got that right, too. And so it continued all
the way downtown, while my proofs went unread.
In the spring of the same year, I received a telephone call from Miss
Hope Bedford, a history teacher at Shortridge High.School. I had met
Miss Bedford at a meeting of the League of Nations Nonpartisan
Organization. In her call she told me that a women's group was
meeting at the Antlers Hotel and she asked if I could address the
group on my favorite subjects - Macedonia and the oppressed
national minorities on which the League of Nations had expended
years of platitudes but no action. Miss Bedford was a good friend, and
I could not refuse.
At the Antlers Hotel on the appointed evening, the room was
bulging with women. Suddenly I spotted, at some distance, the gray
haired woman who had been my teacher on the bus. To say that I felt
perturbed and embarrassed would be an understatement. I was sure
she would recognize me, as I had recognized her. How could I get out
of - or through - this predicament?
Things got worse very soon. When the meeting was called to order,
I discovered that my teacher was the chairman. I was taken up to the
front of the room and she nodded to me politely. Each of us was
pretending never to have seen the other before. The chairman in
troduced me to the group with a few kind words, mispronouncing my
name, and I took my place. Suddenly I remembered an old adage:
Confession is good for the soul.
"Ladies," I began, "you have a very kind chairman. A few months
ago she gave me an English lesson, and that is the reason I am able to
stand up here and talk to you this evening." Then I told the story of
what had taken place on the streetcar, and the audience burst into
laughter .
It is a great relief to be able to take refuge in the truth.
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xv
Contacts with Local
Newspapermen and Other Clubs

11

HAD PROMISED MYSELF THAT, regardless of my station in
life, I would not stand aside from the main stream in the
country - I would remain an integral part ofthe whole. And
I can proudly state that I have kept that promise. In my adopted state
of Indiana I found people who accepted me readily, regardless of my
accent and my last name that even some of myoId friends cannot
pronounce. For all this lowe a debt of gratitude to the Indianapolis
Press Club and many of its members who took me immediately into
their own circle and in a few months made me "one of the boys". The
dub was organized in 1934, and I joined it either the same week or a
few days after. My membership card was signed by Morris Early, a
well-known political columnist and a wonderful man.
The first couple of times I visited the original quarters in the
basement of Mike Hanrahan's saloon I felt a little out of place. Then
one evening Morris and Bob Hoover came to me and said, "Why in
the devil are you sitting here alone? Join the crowd. We are all friends
here." I did and I have never regretted it. I was single then, and these
---Wer.e..the--poople I wanted-to- sperrct-the'- evening ·with.-Here I inet
reporters, feature writers and editors, and they opened the door for
me to the editorial room ofthelndianapolisStar.
When we discussed the unsettled political situation in Europe,
some ofthem were impressed with my knowledge and my views. Dan
McLure (I believe it was he) asked me to state my views in an article
for the Sunday Star. This was around 1935. My article appeared the
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next Sunday with my byline - the first article I wrote for a great
metropolitan paper. Then followed others.
I never tried to push myself, but the Press Club president and the
governing board always found something for me to do. During
moving time - and we moved the club several times - I was always
there to lend a hand. My number offriends increased. Several times I
was elected a member of the board. I served as house chairman for
five or six presidents. In 1957, I was made a lifetime member and in
1966, I was named Press Club Man ofthe Year. After my retirement
in 1971, the board honored me with the Buffalo Award for past
services, and ever since then, I have been chairman ofthe Old Timers
Party.
But the Press Club was not only a gathering place for active
newspapermen (and , eventually, newspaperwomen). The mem
bership was opened to prominent persons in city and state govern
ment. Many distinguished gentlemen became my friends. And it was
through the urging ofclub members who were also members of Sigma
Delta Chi , the society of professional journalists, that I joined
SDX/SPJ in -1967. With a few exceptions, all of its .Indianapolis
members were myoid friends.
A month after my initiation I received from the national
headquarters in Chicago a beautiful certificate stating that I was a
full-fledged member of the National Society of Professional Jour
nalists. That certificate brought me immense satisfaction and the
fulfillment of a long-cherished dream. Now I was recognized; now I
was what I always wanted to be - a professional journalist. The den
in my home is also my "office" and this certificate, framed, hangs on
the wall as proudly as any doctor's diploma hangs in his office.
In 1972-73, I was president of the Indiana professional chapter of
SDX/SPJ. With the cooperation of my wonderful board ofdirectors,
we did a splendid job. We brought in speakers from the White House
and the United States Senate as well as journalism professor George
Reedy, former press secretary for President :Lyndon Johnson. At the
national convention in Dallas, where I represented our chapter as its
delegate, we received a national award for excellence.
At a chapter meeting in February 1974, quite unexpectedly Keith
Martin, an old friend, called me to the podium. I obliged, but did not
know what Keith had in mind.
He said a few kind words about my work and my conduct as
president of the chapter and to my great surprise handed me a
beautiful plaque in the name of the chapter with this inscription on
the plate:
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As I accepted it, there were tears in my eyes, my heart was beating
like a drum and I could not find the proper words to thank him and
the members of the chapter for this great honor. I valued it deeply,
and I shall value it until I die. No visitor to my home leaves without
seeing it.
ANOTHER SURPRISE CAME in April of1974. By tradition every year,
a special committee of the chapter selects a few deserving journalists
in our state and inducts them into the Indiana Journalism Hall of
Fame. As a member of the board, I knew the names ofthe five people
we had selected, and they were all present at the banquet. After the
last one received his plaque, Wendell Trogdon, assistant managing
editor ofthe Indianapolis News who was sitting at my table, wentto
the podium and announced, "We have still another member who is
going to be inducted into the Hall of Fame. He is not a Hoosier, hewas
not even born in America, but he is a first-class journalist and a great
guy. He likes people and people like him. He hates oppression and has
devoted all of his life to fighting it. That man is my good friend and
last year's president, Christo Nizamoff."
I stepped forward to receive the plaque and thank Wendell and the
chapter for the unexpected honor.
This precious plaque also hangs on the wall in my living room. I am
proud to be included in the number of so many prominent and
capable Indianajournalists !

"'''''''''''''
BECAUSE OF OUR FREEDOM and relative prosperity in this country,
many foreigners - and some of our own people - have characterized
Americans as happy-go-lucky. To some extent that may be so during
time of peace, but during a national emergency these same happy-go
lucky people become very concerned ... everyone trying to do what is
best for the country. During World War II that extended to reporting
to the proper authorities every incident that might seem like spying or
treason.
So far as I know, the Macedonian Tribune was Indiana's only
foreign-language newspaper. For some reason its editors were
presumed to be versed in every Central European language (which
was not actually the case). And so on occasion, when the local
branch of the FBI received or came across a letter or newspaper in a
foreign language, it was brought to us for translation. The agent who
kept in touch with us, named Max Bratton, was a pleasant and polite
fellow. He always came in and left with a smile.
Eventually the shooting war was over, but then the Cold War with
Russia got into full swing. One day . in 1955 or 1956, Max called,
rather excitedly, and said: "Chris, I have a big job for you - a whole
bunch of letters in the Russian language." In only a short while he .
was in our office and had dumped on my desk a large package of

letters bound with a red ribbon. He told me an elderly landlady in
Richmond, Indiana, had found them in a room that had been oc
cupied by a young man .
• told Max I was pressed for time. We were just finishing the last
few items for a new edition of the paper and getting ready to go to
press. "Okay." said Max. "but be sure to call me tomorrow."
At hom·e that evening. opened the envelopes. Everyone of them
was perfumed with the same scent. And the contents? Each had the
same subject ... beautiful and unending love. One of them ended
with this statement. "Darling. I can never forget our last night in the
hotel."
It developed that both had been students at Earlham College in
Richmond and both were studying Russian. When the young woman
departed at the end of the semester for her home on the East Coast
while the young man remained in Richmond to work at a summer job,
they decided to correspond in Russian, both to improve their
proficiency and to be sure that no one else could read what they said.
The next morning, as promised, I called Max and said: "Max,
these letters are hot stuff - very hot stuff. I wonder if I ought to report
what they say to you or call J. Edgar Hoover in Washington to handle
the matter."
". know you're pulling myleg," Max said. "Tell me what is in those
letters." So I read him a few sentences, including the one quoted
above. "I'll be right over to pick up the letters and rllbuyyou acup of
coffee," Max said .. "Coffee, hell," I replied. "Translators. get two
bucks a page. You owe me over two hundred dollars."
A few months later, my colleague Luben Dimitroff and I left the
office bound for lunch at the Press Club in the 1STA Building, which
is across the street from Block's Department Store. The annual
exhibit of pictures by Indiana artists was on display on the sixth floor
at Block's and Luben suggested that we stop there first. The polite
young lady who greeted us at the door asked us to sign the register.
After we viewed the pictures we went on to lunch. We had such a good
time conversing with friends at the Press Club that we didn't get back
to the office until 2:30 p.m.
As soon as we opened the office door, the telephone rang. It was
Max Bratton. "Where have you guys been?" he asked. "I've been
ringing for more than an hour."
I told him we had been atthe Press Club having lunch.
"You are not telling me the whole truth," Max said. "I have a
report here which says: 'Two Soviet agents, Nizamoff and Dimitroff,
visited the art exhibit at Block's.' "

--*{

150

}¥+

VI:

,.-.~

, ....._.

J

..,,,,y .,

.~,

- ... \

•

l),

A,

-(Jl

y

Picture taken May /7, 1970, showing Dr. Kenneth Wells, president of Freedom Foundation, presenting
George Washington Medal of Honor to Christo Nizamoff
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Picture taken April 17, 1982, showing members of the Indiana Journalism Hall ofFame at DePauw Universi
ty. Front (from left): Boyd Gill, state manager, United Press International; Hortense Myers, UPI political
writer and State House reporter; Robert P. O'Bannon, publisher, The Corydon Democrat; T. Perry Wesley,
publisher, Spencer Evening World. Rear (from left): Ed Schergens, publisher, The News, Tell City; Louis In
gelhart, Journalism Department head, Ball State University; Christo N. NizamofJ, editor, Macedonian
'fr,iqu'!e; , F~ed, He~f;cman, news dirftc,tor, Raqio, Station, WIBC; RiC;hq.rt;f W C(lrdwe/I, .gr;,ner.a( counsel"
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Glorification of Freedom

WHEthe activities ofMADE
at tbe Press Club. my participation in
SOX, and my articles in the Star and News,
CONTACTS

before and after World War II, gave me "name recognition"
- something I never expected, and I still doubt ifl deserVoo.
As a board member of the Press Club, and more often as house·
chairman, I had made it a habit to stop there almost every lvening on
my way home. At that time of day the club was almost empty. But
more often than not the State House correspondent for the Associated
Press, Irving Miller, would be sitting alone at his regular table,
reading the evening papers and sipping a glass of beer . Every once in a
while I joined him. Miller, who went to his reward a little too young,
had become very interested in the work I was doing at the
M acedonian Tribune, wondering how I managed alone to put out the
paper in two languages - Bulgarian and English. We discussed the
political developments in Europe after the great war, the plight ofthe
thousands of refugees. During those conversations, I must have
mentioned the fact that in every issue The Tribune published names
of refugees whose relatives or friends wanted to get-in touch with
them.
In June of 1966 (I have not marked the exact date), Mr. Miller
surprised me with an AP feature article which was published in the
Indianapolis News and other state papers. The article, accompanied
by my picture, was published under' a headline which read:
"Macedonians Indebted to Editor Christo Nizamoff" .

.4(

153

1*+

Two months later, the same article appeared in a daily newspaper
in Melbourne, Australia. Many of our displaced persons who could
not find their way to the United States or Canada had ended up in
Australia. The Tribune had more than 100 subscribers in that city
and in Sydney.
About the same time, Indianapolis News writer Evie Birge started a
special column called "What is G~d a~d What is Bad Ab?~t
Indianapolis." Many of the "good subJects" tn that column were ClVlC
leaders and executives.
Quite unexpectedly, Miss Birge included me among those well
known community leaders. I still do not know how I qualified for that
honor, but I had given her a few frank answers on subjects none ofthe
others had touched . She published my views accompanied by my
picture and a brief biographical sketch. The sketch concluded with
this paragraph:
A friend said of him, "Nizamoff, who came to this country
from Europe, and who practices an intelligent patriotism
more diligently than most of us born in America, is an intense,
furiously active man. He combines the European sense of
history and understanding ofthe immense forces loose in the
world today with an American's questioning, probing and
analysis of what is happening in his city, his state and his
nation."
I do not know who the person was, but I am grateful for his high,
and I hope deserved, compliment.
DURING THE BICENTENNIAL celebration in 1976, at the urging ofa
businessman named John Hart, the Indiana State Chamber of
Commerce invited more than SO prominent persons, such as business
leaders and university professors, to state their views on freedom and
free enterprise.
I received such an invitation signed by the Chamber's executive
director, John Barnett. Carl Henn, Jr., an experienced
newspaperman and an old friend, was in charge of the project. The
articles were published in the Indianapolis News every Friday. To say
that I was not elated by this honor to be one among these prominent
citjzens of Indiana is to carry modesty too far. I accepted it and
participated.
My article dealt mostly with the life and success of my fellow
Macedono-Bulgarians in the United States. Most of them had come
here very -yaung to earn a decent living. At home, they were mostly
shepherds or hired farm hands. Their education seldom extended
past the third grade. But opportunity, diligence and hard work
changed all that.
After a few years oflabor in mines, steel mills, and railroad tracks,
they used their savings to open their own business places - lunch
rooms, groceries, bakeries, fruit stands and dry-cleaning shops.
Freedom offered them that opportunity. They later branched into
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wholesale groceries, high-class restaurants, insurance agencies and
savings and loan companies. Freedom and free enterprise were
responsible for their success. That, in tum, enabled them to give their
children good and solid educations. Judging by our Macedono
Bulgarian community in Indianapolis, there is hardly one of the new
generation without a college diploma. This could not have happened
back in the Balkans, where one almost had to have a permit to
breathe.
All of these Bicentennial articles were published in a booklet. My
copy is Number 13. Every once in a while, I glance at the names ofthe
other contributors. The list reads like Who's Who in the State of
Indiana, and I - an immigrant boy from a remote part of ancient
Macedonia- am among them. I consider that a great honor.
Eventually the work began to wear heavily on me. For more than 40
years I had been tied to my desk, my typewriter and the Linotype
machine. And, except for occasional weekend trips, I had had no
time to go anywhere. As editor ofthe only serious Bulgarian language
paper in the free world, I had made "pen pal" friends with many
Bulgarian academicians and business and professional men who,
after the war, had settled in Western Europe. One of them, Ivan
Skenderoff, a wealthy businessman in Karlsruhe, West Germany,
who every Christmas paid his $15.00 annual subscription with a
$1,500.00 check, insisted that I take some time off, take my wife and
spend Jl few weeks at Baden-Baden as his guest. And I had an
irrepressible yearning to visit Sofia, Bulgaria, before it was too late to
see the relatives and friends who had survived the devastation of the
war and repressive measures of the Communist regime. I dreamed,
too, of going back to my home in Yankovetz, putting a few red roses
over the graves of my parents and kneeling in silent prayer. But the
dream could not be realized at that time.
While for many years the Bulgarian government and its press had
blasted the Tribune and its editors as agents of "American im
perialism", about 1969 or 1970 they had lifted the ban and softened
their attitude. Early in 1971 I received a postcard from an old friend
and secret contributor to our paper with only this message: "This is
going to be a beautiful summer in Sofia." That message spoke loud
and clear: Come. You will not be mistreated.
I had received other invitations from relatives and friends to visit
my place of birth in Macedonia, which had fallen under Yu~osl~v
-mk.But --I had my doubts. Lhad_written so many strongly-worded_
articles against Tito's regime and his policy of national genocide in
Macedonia that I did not put too much trust in their assurances.
Besides, many Croats and Albanians who had visited their homeland
had been imprisoned and tortured because of their membership in
anti-Communist organizations in the United States. At time, the
U.S. embassy in Belgrade had its hands full trying to free these
unfortunate people.
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I retired in March of 1971. A few months later, my wife, Slavka,
and I were on our way to Western Europe and Bulgaria. That was our
belated honeymoon.
THE ANNOUNCEMENT OF MY RETIREMENT was duly noted by the
Star and the News. Comments and editorials appeared in both
papers. Television Station WISH called me for an interview. Letters
from friends, far and near, kept filling my mail box. Among them was,
a letter from James Stuart, former managing editor ofthe Star, a man
who had befriended me in the late 1930's and to whom lowed so much
for the start of my journalistic career. Richard Lugar, then mayor of
Indianapolis (now a distinguished U. S. Senator), also wrote me a
stimulating letter, while myoid friend, Wayne Guthrie, used my two
award-winning articles as the basis for a sketch presenting Chris
Nizamoff, the Citizen, the Journalist and the Patriotic American.
Even today, almost 15 years after I retired, when I read them, my eyes
get moist and I am forever grateful to all of my fine friends. Their
tributes reassure me that-as a citizen and a journalist, I have fulfilled
my obligations well. And this is as satisfying as a medal of honor
pinned on my chest.
But retirement is not always easy for a person who has spent most
of his life pounding on an old typewriter. My trips and other projects
completed, I found myself with nothing to do. I had never had any
time to develop a hobby.
,
About that time, Dr. Harvey Jacobs replaced Stan Evans as editor
of the News. I had heard many praiseworthy comments about Dr.
Jacobs as oa journalist, a teacher and a gentleman, and I wanted to
meet him. My good friend, Wendell Trogdon, then the assistant
managing editor ofthe News, arranged a luncheon meeting with Dr.
Jacobs. A highly intelligent, pleasant and experienced journalist, he
immediately struck me as a man not hard to approach. At the lun
cheon meeting, we discussed some of the political and economic
problems plaguing Europe after World War II. On parting, Dr.
Jacobs told me, •'Chris, ifyou wish, you can write for the News." Since
that time and up to this very moment, I continue to contribute
columns for the editorial page, dealing mostly with Central Europe
and the Communist countries.
I am not a James Reston or Joseph Kraft. They are in Washington
and in c1ose-,=omac.Lwith_tbQ£e._who make our foreign policy. I rely
mostly on my knowledge of the problems and information from well
informed immigrants in Munich and Vienna. And I believe I have
done well.
During the Solidarity uproar in Poland, when Soviet Russia
reinforced its military garrison on its Polish border, even Reston and
Kraft suspected that the Soviets would invade Poland and put an end
to the upheaval. I wrote in the News that Soviet Russia would bark,
but not bite; and she did not., After the death of Brezhnev, almost
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everyone in Washington was convinced that his long-time protege
Konstantin Chernenko would succeed him. Based on information ·
from my frieds, I wrote that Yuri Andropov would be the next Soviet
leader and pointed out why and what put him ahead of Chernenko. I
knew Harvey was pleased with my analysis, because after Andropov
was chosen, my name was listed in the lead editorial of the News as
one who had predicted Andropov's elevation to that post. Every
journalist, and I am not an exception, is proud when his prediction
materializes. So on my BOth birthday, I put a couple more pluses on
my winning side. And I feel compelled to state it has been a wonderful
friendship between Dr. Jacobs and me.

BALL STATE UNIVERSITY'S ORAL HISTORY PROJECT
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IN APRIL 1981, MY FRIEND EARL CONN, professor ofjournalism at
Ball State University, called me on the phone and said, "Chris, we
want to tape an oral history of your life and career. Is it okay?"
I said, "Earl, it is okay with me, but do you think I am worth the
effort? After all, I have done nothing ofsignificance."
"Let us be the judge of that," said Earl. "Tomorrow, your in
terviewer, Vicki Adair., and I will be at your home to sign the
agreement. "
Frankly, I was flattered by the honor.
Vicki Adair, a graduate journalism student, is a perky and very
intelligent girl. For six days in a row she was at my home by noon and
left after 4:00 p.m. At first, I thought that they would concentrate on
my years as editor of the Tribune and my articles in the two
Indianapolis papers. But Vicki had another idea; she started with the
day I was born, my family tree, my background, and continued until
she finally reached the period when I was inducted into the Indiana
Journalism Hall of Fame and beyond. Smart, quick and clever, she
popped her questions out like bullets from a machine gun. When she
finally finished and the tapes were transcribed, the copy that was sent
to me was over 185 pages long.
During the interview, I tried to be objective, but an oral history that
started with the year 1903, the day I was born, and extended up to
1981, could not avoid omissions and wrong answers unless one speaks
with notes prepared in advance. Substantially, the oral history is
correct. Here and there, there are some omissions and events which
are misplaced. In the copy in my possession, I have made some
corrections and attached them to the text.
A few months ago, Gerald Handfield of the Indiana Historical
Society, of which I have been a member for over 10 years, made the
first of several tapes with me oforal history. These tapes will be part of
the Indiana Historical Society Library of Oral History. As far as I
know, I am the only one ofthe Macedono-Bulgarian immigrants to be
included in this library. That also is a distinct honor.
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FOR A LONG TIME, Wayne Guthrie had kept after me to join the
Indianapolis Literary Club, the oldest such club in the State of
Indiana. I hesitated, but Wayne persisted, and to make it more
convincing, he let me read his copy of the yearbook with a complete
roster of present and past members. The names read like Who's Who
in Indianapolis; I was convinced that I stood little chance of being
accepted. To be sure, there were names of a few old friends and Press
Club members. But the rest of them were former governors, judges
and congressmen, professors and doctors, lawyers and scientists, with
not a single Slavic name among them. Wayne persisted, and finally I
signed the application. Besides Wayne, it was endorsed by Paul J.
Shick and Griffith Niblack, two men I had known for many years.
One evening, about a month later, my telephone rang just before
midnight. It was Wayne. "Chris," he said, "you got in with flying
colors. Not a single black ball." I thanked him, but even then I had
apprehensions. How would I be accepted among this group of select
and distinguished citizens of Indianapolis? But my fears were allayed
after the first meeting. Everyone welcomed me wholeheartedly; there
was not a single snob among them, and I felt at home the very first
evening.
The rules require that the new member should read a paper as soon
as there was an opening. I fulfilled that requirement and so far I have
read five essays. One of them on the subject of bilingualism was
accepted with acclamations. Many .members asked me for an extra
copy and the next month, Professor Karl O'Lessker of Indiana
University interviewed me on his television program. I enjoy the
friendly atmosphere and the cultural programs. All this helped to
prove my father's contention that there is less snobbishness among
people in high circles than among the newly rich, who want to impress
others with what they have, not what they know.

INDUCTION INTO THE SPEEDWAY CIVIL CITY
HALL OF FAME

My FAMILY MOVED TO THE little, but wonderful, town of Speedway
adjoining the west side of Indianapolis in the spring of 1955. After
much struggle, saving and scraping, we finally succeeded in buying
our own home with an FHA -covered mortgage. This was the first time
in my life in the United States when I had a home that I could truly call
my own. That feeling of self-satisfaction can hardly be described.
As a resident of Speedway, I did my best to participate in some civic
affairs. When the Indianapolis School Board, by the authority of a
new state law for school consolidation, attempted to take over our
schools, I attended a meeting in the auditorium ofthe old high school
and I was the first one to object to any consolidation, saying: "Bigger
is not necessarily better." The applause which followed my statement
gave the Indianapolis delegation to understand that they were
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knocking on the wrong door. Speaker after speaker expressed the
same sentiment. The Indianapolis Committee never came back and
we heard nothing more about consolidation. Both of my children,
Virginia and Nicholas, are graduates ofSpeedway High School.
By appointment of the Town Board, I served three years on the
Speedway Recreation Board. I did not seek reappointment because
my duties atthe Tribune had increased and my time was limited.
A few years ago, a committee of Speedway residents founded what
is now known as Speedway Civic City Committee. One part oftheir
program called for giving honor to deserving residents of our com
munity. To accomplish this they created the Speedway Hall ofFame. . .
The award is given in five different categories: Business. Science and
Industry; Civic Citizenship; Sports; Entertainment and the Per
forming Arts; and Religion, Education and Humanities .
One morning in April 1980, I was pleasantly surprised to read in
the morning Star the names ofthe nominees. My name was among
them and the category for which I had been selected was Citizenship.
The awards were given at a banquet attended by more than three
hundred of our residents. Master of Ceremonies was television
sportscaster Chuck Marlowe.
After he called my name and invited me to the podium, Mr.
Marlowe stated that I, as a citizen and a journalist, had waged an
unending campaign against injustice, communism and oppression,
and handed me the plaque in the name of the Committee. I am a
fighter for freedom, but I am also a very sentimental person. I
. remember trembling a little and feeling tears in my eyes. I heard one
of the Committee members say, "Chris, say a few words." I was
totally unprepared and had nothing more in mind than a ''Thank
you", but I must admit that after 40 years of speaking on different
occasions among our Macedono-Bulgarian groups I have never been
at a loss for words. On this occasion, without-advance preparation or
notes, I delivered what I believe was the best extemporaneous speech
in my life. It touched the hearts ofeveryone present. When I finished,
there was a spontaneous standing ovation.
A few days later, Dr. Harvey Jacobs, who had heard about the
event, called me and asked me to mail him a copy ofthe speech. Hold
him that I had no copy and no notes, but the whole thing was still fresh
in my memory, and I would mail him a copy. It was published on the
editorial page oftheNews ofMay 12, 1980.
I reprinted some copies of it and mailed it to a few close friends in
the U.S. and Europe. Ialso~ailedonetomyoldfriendlyadversary,
Professor Spas Raikin, editor of the periodical The Agrarian Banner.
A few weeks later, Dr. Raikin mailed me a copy of his publication
with my article and a handwritten note. It said he had had a telephone
call from a wealthy Bulgarian in Texas who wanted the article
translated and sent secretly to Communist Bulgaria.
In his comments in Bulgarian <translated in English by me for this
book), Dr. Raikin says:
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Few of us are blessed to be able to withdraw from the public
arena and survey the long years of efforts and endeavour with
the satisfaction ofwell-fulfilled duty to one's nation and native
land. This is an award in itself.
Christo Nizamoff, editor for many years ofthe M acedonian
Tribune, is one ofthe few remaining laborers in the Bulgarian
field in the United States. He has labored in this field for six
long decades.
It may be that Mr. Nizamoff does not like many things in
the Free Agrarian Banner. It may be that we ourselves, and
many others among us, did not approve and were not in ac
cord with many of the stands of the Macedonian Tribune
during the decades. But, every Bulgarian who has traveled his
life's long road in honorable, unselfish, modest and dedicated
service to the Bulgarian nation, every Bulgarian who in
fulfillment of his duties to his native land, has sacrificed his
entire life without selling his conscience for alien shekels,
deserves the recognition and respect of our young generation.
The ensuing article is reprinted from the Indianapolis News
of May 12, 1980. The article iii an excerpt from Mr.
Nizamoff's extemporaneous speech delivered on the occasion
of his induction in the Speedway Hall of Fame. The title in the
News is 'Blessings We Have'. We prefer to call it 'Glorification
of Freedom' .
Glorification of Freedom! How wonderful! On that note I will end
my narrative.
As A CITIZEN AND professional journalist, I have basked in
freedom's glorious rays for more than 60 years and I have enjoyed
every precious minute of it. My work carried me from state to state
and from city to -city. No one ever stopped me to ask for my iden
tification card. No city, state, or federal police officer ever knocked at
my door at midnight to ask me where I had been or what I had been
doing. Even during the great and devastating war, when our paper
came out wholly in the Bulgarian language, no censor ever came to
our office to check our copy. In fact, the War Information Bureau,
under Hoosier Elmer Davis, treated us on an equal basis with all the
other mediums of news in the country. We received everyone of their
bulletins. In 1943, after the funeral of Bulgaria's King Boris, the
American secret service had made, or obtained, dozens of pictures of
the funeral procession in Sofia. We received the same package of
photographs as every daily in the country, by chance or intent, to be
released on Thursday ofthe week, which was the day our paper was
sent out.
I have always defended that blessed freedom as our nation's most
priceless gift to its people. I leave this as a legacy to my children and to
my grandchiJdren:
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Respect and appreciate this precious freedom, defend it with your
life if need be, and never abuse it. It is the most important of
America's many blessings and is in short supply in other parts ofthe
world.
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