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KRALYEVICH MARKO

uR-LTNED helmet lorv oyer his scowlinq brorv, his
bushy black moustache spreading rvidJ above his
mouth, jet-black eyes which looked daggers at who_
er,'er dared to cross him-and he *r, .rri[..ossed, his
temper being at its worst when he was roused from
sleep-his fur-lined surcoat turned inside out rvhen he

rvas angrlr Marko was a terri$.ing sight indeed. Endowed rvith extra-
ordinary physical strength, he had an extraordinary aPpetr te too: very
fond ofgood red wine he rvas, but he seldom drank it out ofa cup.
Basins had to be brought out, golden or silver ones if possible, and
It{arko would enjoy himself by drinking the red rvine and giving half
of it to his inseparable companion, his brave steed, the huge piebald
Sharats, or Sharin, as he was often calied. There must haye been a
perfect communion between the two of them,, and great love too, for
neither ofthem failed to notice rhe slightest change in theother's mood,

to try to put matters right again. The
to inquire for the cause ofit, and
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six-knobbed golden mace hanging on the side of the saddle-the mace
rvhose light touch put many a villain to eternal rest-these complete
the portrait of Kralyevich Marko, King Vukashin's son.

'King' in Serbian is 'Kral', and 'Kralyevich' means 'prince Heir to
the Crorvn', which Marko was.

Alas, he never inherited his father's crown, for the Turkish victory
over the Serbs on the Field of Kossovo put an end to Serbian Kings,
Tsars, and their heirs for five wholc centuries.

Although terri$ing to look ar, Marko was loved and admired by ail
Serbs, for he was a true knight: he put his prowess and all his earthly
possessions in the seryice of the poor and wronged. He would always
seek revenge for wrongs inflicted either upon him personally, or upon
anyone else-it was all the same to him.

He was an upright man with a kind heart which made him ready to
help not only people but also animals and birds, as illustrated by the
ballad about the eagle and his young ones.

Among people to whom hc did good turns in this way or that was,
according to the legend, the Turkish Princess, daughter of Sultan
Bayazeth. Her father had to acknowledge Marko's noble service,
although Marko r,vas a Serb, the vanquished enemy and norv his vassal,
and he came to cali him 'my foster-son'. Marko in his turn called him
'foster-father'. Many, however, were the occasions when the Sultan
rvas only too eager to see the back ofhis beloved foster-son, who had a
strange habit ofcoming into his presence armed, and sitting close to the
mighty Sultan. If their conyersation took a ticklish turn-which it
most often did, for Marko was summoned only when complaints about
his behaviour annoyed the Sultan beyond endurance or when an other-
wise invincible enemy had to be dealt with-Marko was wont to morre
closer and closer, his mace or sabre across his knees, until the Sultan
was cornered and had nowhere to morre to escape him. Which, in fact,
made tl-re result of the conversation quite unexpected-for the Sultan,
at least.

Besides being strong: proud, and righteous, Marko was also known
as a man with a great sense ofhumour-as he shoved when he brought
his mother the fruits of his first ploughing.

A legendary figure, whose likeness to the man of that name actually
living in those days remains vague and hard to ascertain through the
mists of unruly times, Kralyevich Marko looms high above the many
other knights and heroes, as though the anonymous poets rvanted hirn
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to embody all the salient traits of the Serbian character-several times
larger than life of course. Also, his prowess, his quarrelsome temper
and his many victories in individual contests, as sung of in these ballads,

may be the expression of a conquered people to justify and explain his

position as a Turkish vassal which, no doubt, must have hurt and

worried them.



KRALYEVICH MARKO AND
THE VILA

wo s\\rorn brothers rvere riding oyer the beautiful
mountain of Mirotch. One of them rvas Kralyevich
Marko, and the other was Duke Milosh. Their horses

r,vere abreast, and their lances in line: pleased with the
day, they talked gaily as they rode. After a while,
however, feeling sleepy on his horse Sharats, Marko

turned to his companion, saying;

'O -y brother, Duke Milosh,I can hardly keep my eyes open; sing
a song for me to keep me awake!'

Duke Milosh answered him: 'O my brother, Kralyevich Marko,
I would sing to you, but dare not because ofVila Raviyoyla; last night
I drank too much rvine with her in the mountain and she threatened
that she would send her arro'ws into my throat and pierce my heart if
she ever should hear me singing again.'

Kralyevich Marko urged him nevertheless: 'Do sing, brother, and do

not fear the Vila as long as I, Kralyevich Marko, my far-seeing horse,

Sharats, and my golden six-knobbed mace are at your side!'
Milosh yielded to his brother's entreaty and started to sing. A

beautiful song it was, one of the best and oldest songs, about the Kings
of Macedonia, about churches they built for the peace of their souls.

Marko enjoyed the song so much that he leaned aside on his saddle and

dozed as he listened. So Marko was sleeping and Milosh was singing
as they rode on.

Vila Raviyoyla heard him in the mountain and sang back; Milosh
r,vas singing and the \riia answered singing in her turn, but Milosh's
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',-oice rvas stronger and clearer than Vila's. This angered her so much
ihat she leapt up in the midst of N4ount N{irotch, rook her bow and
nlo white arro$is, and shot them at Milosh: one of them hit the Duke
in his throat and the other pierced his brave heart.

\{ilosh cried out: 'Woe is me! Woe is me, Marko, my svrorn
orother! Woe, my brother: Vila has struck me with her white arrorvs !

Did I not tell you that I ought not to sing in Mount Mirotch?'
\'Iarko, startled from sleep, saw with horror what had befallen his

s\yorn brother Milosh. He tightened the reins on his piebald horse

-iharats: coaxing and kissing his noble steed:

'O, Sharo, my ov/n right wing! Carry me now to Vila Raviyoyla,
catch her as she flees, and I shall make you horseshoes ofpure silver,
of pure silver and glistening gold; I shall make you knee-long silken
rrappings with fine fringes reaching to the ground; I shall plait golden
threads into your mane and shall adorn it with precious pearls. But if
r-ou do not reach the Vila, I shall pluck out both your eyes, break your
Iegs, and leave you here in the woods to end your days crawling from
one fir tree to the other, miserable and restless as I shall be without my
su.orn brother Milosh.'

He lay low on Sharats's shoulders and sped up Mount Mirotch. Vila
rvas flying over the peaks and Sharats sailed like a whirlwind over the
nountain, but without ever catching sight of her. When at last he
caught a glimpse of Vila, Sharats leapt three spears in height and four
spears in length and caught up with her. Seeing what danger she was
rn, Vila flew up in the sky, just under the clouds, but Marko swung his
nace and hit her mercilessly between her shoulder-blades. He very
soon brought her down on to the black earth. As she lay there, he con-
:inued to beat her with his golden six-knobbed mace.

'Why, Vila-may God kill you now!-why did you murder my
srvorn brother? Go and find herbs to restore him to liG, or you rvill not
carry your head on your shoulders much longer.'

Vila started to plead: 'B. by God and SaintJohn my sworn brother,
Kralyevich Marko, and let me go to the woods of Mirotch to pluck
the herbs which will heal the young Duke's deadly wounds.'

Marko, honouring God and being gentle at heart, let Vila go into
the woods. She rvent about, plucking herbs on the Mount of Mirotch
and calling sweetly to Marko eyery now and then: 'Here I am, my
srvorn brother; I shall soon return to you!'

She plucked all the herbs which she needed and took them to Duke
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Milosh. She rubbed them in and healed the young Duke's wounds so

well that Milosh's sweet singing throat sang even better than before,
and his brave heart was eyen stronger.

The Vila then departed to Mount Mirotch, and Marko rode on
with his sworn brother to the country of Poretch; afterwards they
crossed the river Timok, near a village, and rode off to the country
round Vidin, in Bulgaria.

The Vila, however, stayed on the mountain and said to her friends:
'Listen to me) all you other Vilas! Let not your arrows fly at any
young knight as long as Kralyevich Marko lives, as long as he has his
far-seeing Sharats and his golden, six-knobbed mace! For hear what I
have suffered from him! I barely escaped with my life, O my dear
sisters !'
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KRALYEVICH MARKO AND THE
EAGLE

's/ounded

ol.*o was lying by the,roadside, his body covered by
his green cloak and his lace by a thin, gold-embroiderei
handkerchief; by his head he had stick his lance into
the ground, and Sharats, his horse, \ras tethered to it.
On the top of the lance an eagle rvas perching, his
wings spread so wide ,r to *"k. shacle foi rhe

warrior. From time to time he would fly down to the stream
and bring back cool water in his beak to refresh the knight. Seeing this,
a Vila spoke from the mountaln

-_ 
'I. beseech you in the name of God, tell me, grey eagle, what did

Kralyevich Marko do for you that you shoulj iry ro frard to make
shade for him and to give irim cool warer to drinki,

The grey eagle answered her:
'Be silent, Vila! Horv can you ask what Kralyevich Marko did for me?

But hear me, if you wish to know and be wiser for it: rvhen the trvo
hosts clashed on the Field of Kossovo, where so many were slain, and
rvhen both Tsars, the Serbian Tsar Lazar and the Turkish Srltrn
Murat, lost their lives in the battle, blood rose so high on the Field that
horses and soldiers floated upon it as ifon a streari flooding oyer the
fe]d9. We birds, hungry and ihirsry, flew hither and thither ti feed and
drink our fill. My wings dipped in ihe blood and the fiery ,* fron if,.
clear skies shone on them and my Gathers soon grew sticky and rigid.
I could not flap my wings to fly away and, as my companions irad
gone, I was left alone on the Field, trodden over by madd'ened horses
and fierce warriors.
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'God sent Kralyevich Marko to me then; he picked me up out-of the

brave men's blood, put me on Sharats; on the saddle behind him,

carried me to the green mountain and left me on the branch of a fir-tree.

Rain came down from the sky and washed my wings clean' Soon

afterwards I was able to spread my wings again and fly away to join my

companions.

'The second good deed Marko did me v/as this-take heed of it and

be wise, Vila: when the town in the Field of Kossovo was burnt to
ashes, and in the town a tower, on rvhose ruins my young ones'were,

Marko came and saved them. He put them inside his shirt and

carried them to his white mansion, feeding them and caring for them

for a whole month and then a week more' As they grerv strong, he let

them go and they returned to me in the mountain'

'That is what Marko did for me, Vila!'
And that is how Kralyevich Marko's name is remembered: by his

good deeds-the same as a happy day in a troubled year. tQ
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KRALYEVICH MARKO RECOGN IZES
HIS F'ATHER'S SABRE

TURKTsH maiden rose at the crack of dawn one
rnorning and went down to the river Maritsa to bleach
her linen. The water was clear till the sun came out,
but afrerwards it grew suddenly dark, and red with
blood; flowing by, the water bore with it horses and
rvarriors' helmets. Before noon- time, wounded war-jors rvere floating down the riyer too. One of them drerv near to the

urkish maiden and started to turn in the whirlpool.
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Seeing her, he shouted:

'8. by God my sworn sister, fair maiden, and throw me a sheet of
linen! Save me out of the river Maritsa and I shall reward you richly
for your good deed!'

The kind-hearted maiden threw the end of a sheet to him, dragged

him to the river-bank and helped him to climb out of the water. The
r.varrior had seventeen r,vounds on his body, which was covered by
strange clothes the like of rvhich the maiden had seen never beforel

he had also a fine sabre with a triple golden hilt adorned with three
precious stones. The splendid sabre was worth three whole to*-ns of
the Tsar.

The wounded warrior spoke to the Turkish maiden: 'Sworn sister,

O fair Turkish maiden, rvho lives with you at your white mansion?'

'My old mother and my brother, Mustaf-Aga,' answered the maiden'

'Turkish maiden, oh my sworn sister, go and bid your brother
l"{ustaf-Aga to carry me over to your rvhite mansion. I have rvith me

three purses, each with three hundred golden ducats; I shall give you

one of those purses, the other I shall give to your brother Mustaf-Aga,
and the third I shall keep for myselfi to have my wounds healed. If God

u,ills it and if I recover, I shall reward again bothyou and your brother.'
The maiden left him and, returning home, said to her brother:

'O -y brother, beloved MustallAgar l dragged a wounded warrior
out of the river Maritsa; he has three purses full of golden ducats--one
for you, one for me, and one for himself to have his heary v'ounds

healed. Do not make the mistake of slaying him, dear brother; go and

bring him here to our white mansion.'
The Turkish youth went to the river, and found the wounded warrior

and his precious sabre. Dazzled by it, he brandished it wildly and cut
offthe warrior's head. He then took the splendid clothes offhis body
and returned to his white mansion.

His sister walked to meet the rwo men, but seeing her brother
return without the wounded v'arrior, she wailed: 'Why, in God's name,

O why did you slay my s'worn brother? What made you commit such

a sad mistake, such a dreadful sin? It rvas his fine sabre, no doubt, O
brother! May it cut offyour head, too, one day!'

Saying this, she ran away and up the tall tov/er.

After some time, MustallAga rvas summoned by the Turkish Sultan

to join his army. He hung the splendid sabre at his side and rode away,
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obeying his lord's orders. As soon as

hejoined the army: he caused a grear
sdr by his unusual weapon: every-
body admired it and many tried to
draw it out ofits scabbard, but with-
out success. Going from hand to
hand, the sabre came to Kralyevich
\larko's and-lo ! What a wonder !--
;he sabre came straight out of its
scabbard!

tr4arko looked at the sabre and saw
on it three Christian letters: one of
rhem was the initial of the smith,
\ovak, rvho had wrought it, the
second was that of his father, Kirg
\-ukashin, and the third was his own,
Kralyevich Marko's.

Turnin g to the Turk, MusrallA ga,
\{arko asked: 'Tell me, by God,
Turkish youth, how did you find this
sharp sabre? Did you buy it with
gold? Did you win it in battle? Did
vour father leave it to you, or did
r-our wife perhaps bring it to you as

her dowry?'
'What you ask me, I shall truly

ans\ver, Markor' said the Turk
\lustaGAga, and,indeed, he told him
all that had happened not long ago,
on that day by the river Maritsa.

'Why, Turkish yourh, why, in the
name of God, why did you not
attend to his wounds; why did you
not help him to recover? Had you
done so, I would have made the
Suity give you lands and riches of all kinds,, said Kralyevich Marko.

The Turk smirked: ,Do1,t brag and be foolish, you Serb, Urrtof ff
rou could bestow lands and riches, it is for yourselfihat you would lrave
v'on them first. Stop that idle talk and give me back my fine sabrell
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But Marko just brandished the sabre in the air and*off came

Vfurta{:Aga's head. The other Turks ran to the Sultan to tell him

rvhat Marlko had done. The Sultan sent a servant to summon him into

his imperial presence. Marko heard the order, but behaved as if he had

not-he remained sitting just where he was, frowning and drinking the

riark-red wine. One r.*in, alter another called him in vain' till at last'

,rr"*a at being d.isturbed, Marko put on his furJined jacket' turning

;; ffi;;;;,Jh" did whener-er he was angrf: and repaired to.the

Sultan, carrying his hear'ry mace in his right hand' He rvalked tnto

it . iui,rn"i.ni, ,", do*., on the costiy rug still wearing his boots-

, ifri.g 
""Uody 

else would dream of in th" Sultan's presence-and

looked"at the Sultan from the corner ofhis bloodshot eyes'
-- 

s..injU* in that mood, with his mace so nearby, the Sultan.moved

a little 6.th.r away on the cushions, but Marko drew nearer to htm'

The Sultan *o-'.d away once again, but Marko kept moving too

"riif, 
nnrffy, the Sultan'was sitting Uy tht wall and could move no

il;#H.;ut his hand into his silkJn pockets and drew out a hundred

ar.rrt *fri.f, he handed to Kralyevich Marko, awry smile on-his face:

'There, Marko, my son, go ,nd drink some wine; who made you so

angry and why,I wonder?'
iot ,ro, ask me, o Tsar, my foster-father! I recognized my dear

atfor', sabre; I only wish it hd bttn in your own hands' for I would

have been as angry as I now am and would have done the same thing

again.'-"iryirg 
this, Marko rose, frowning darkly, and r'valked out of the

Sultan's1ent without once glancing back'

K]{\l \ i--:,-
U(rll'--
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KRALYEVICH MARKO'S
PLOUGHING

rvr day Kraiyevich Marko was sitting with his old
mother, Yeyrossima. They were drinking wine and
talking together. After a rvhile his mother told him:

'O *y son, Kralyevich Marko, give up your
fighting-it is evil, and from evil no good can ever
come; besides, your old mother is weary with rvashing

).our bloodstained clothes. Take instead a plough and a pair of oxen
and go to work the fields in the vales and on the mountain slopes. Sou.
the white wheat to feed me and yourself,'

Marko obeyed his mother: he took a plough and a pair of oxen, and
rilrent to plough the Sultan's high roads-insread of the fields in vales
and on the mountain slopes. Suddenly the Turks appeared on the
road, carrying three loads of treasure; they said to Kralyevich Marko:

'Listen, Marko, do not plough the high roads!'
'Listen, you Turks, do not walk over my ploughing!'
'Listen, Marko, do not plough the high roads !'
'Listen, you Turks, do not walk over my ploughing!'
Very soon Marko lost patience: he heaved his plough and oxen and

with them killed the Turks. He took their three loads of treasure and
gaye them to his old mother, saying:

'This is what I ploughed for you today, mother!'
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KRALYEVICH MARKO DRINKS
WINE DURING THE RAMADHAN

ERALDS proclaimed Sultan Suleyman,s order
throughout his Empire, announcing that during the
Moslem fast, the Ramadhan, nobody should drink

{rner.wgar fine_green surcoats, carry sabres hung on
tlreir belts, or dance the rtob with tireir wiyes.

But-Marko danced the lolo rvith the women folk,
Marko carried his sabre, hung on his belt, Marko wore a fine green
surcoat and Marko drank rvine during the Ramadhan. Moreover, he
urged the Turkish muezzins and effendis to drink wine with him. The
Turks, offended, could not stand this and they v/ent to their Sultan:

'sultan Suleyman, who are both father and mother to usr, they said,
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-.:-;,'ing lorv to him, 'have you not forbidden us to drink rvine during
. .: ist of Ramadhan, to-wear fine green surcoats, to carry sabres on
-: belts, and to dance the kolo with our wives? yet Maiko does all

. -,. and, wl-rat is worse, he urges our muezzins and effendis to drink
-:e n-ith him!'
T;e Sultan summoned nvo of his messengers at once. .Go now, my

:-,, _, \ oung messengers) go and tell Kralyeviih Marko that the sultan
-,,.. i:im to come and talk rvith him.,

l:e.messengers departed in all haste" They found Marko sitting
:,=:.::th a tent with a lluge cup olwine before him, and gave him the
: --::n's message. Marko was yery angry at being disturbla; h. struck
:- : :ressengers 'rn-ith his cup, one after the other, and they were both

. ::: unconscious on the ground rvhen Marko rvalked out and rode
: :- =-,- to see the Sultan.

.le rvalked straight into the Sultanrs presence and sat on the cushions
:: :rs right. Marko's fur-lined helmei was low on his brorv; he put
- *'n [i5 mace beside him and laid his sharp sabre ,.rom his kn."r.'l.ir- foster-son, Marko,' said the Sultan Suliyman, ,har.e 

I not issued
-. ,r:ler by which nobody may drink wine during the Ramadhan,
, -:i a green surcoat, carry a sabre, or dance the kolo with his wife?

," :re qood men came to me and told me evil stories about you, saying
--r: \-ou har.e disobeyed my order, and, moreover, thai you were
*. :x g our rnuezzins and effendis to drink wine with you ! Why are you
- ---rng your furJined helmet down lower on to your brow?'Why'are

: drarving your mace nearer? And why are you handling the sabre on
r knees, Marko?'

_ 
'-iultan Suleyman, O my foster-father, if I drink wine during the

..=:radhan, my Christian faith allows me ro do so. IfI force the Mo'slem
:.-:zzins and effendis to drink with me, I do it because my honour
. -:rld not l.et 

rye enjoy a good drink whilst orhers just sit by and
=:ch me-let them not come to the inn where I drink wine, Sultan, my' 
,:er-farher, if they are not going to join me.'ij,I u,-ear a 

-fine 
green surcoat-I am a young r.r,arrior and it is

,..:.ilr- that I should do so!
L- I carry a sharp sabre hung on my belt, it is mine_I bought it

-:.:lr- and may well do so.
'It-I dance the kolo with the women) I may well dance it, being still a

::::elor-you know well how one feels then, for you) too, *y"Sultrn,
.--sr haye been a bachelor once!
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'If I pull my helmet lower oyer my eyes, it is because my brorv is
burning-talking to a Sultan is no joke, believe me.

'If I draw my mace closer to me, and handle the sabre on my knees,

it is because I fear a quarrel might flare up any moment now, and if
tirat should happen, let him next to me beware!'

The Sultan glanced around quickly and saw that no one rvas nearer
to Marko than he was himself, He quickly moved away, but Marko
drew closer to him again. The Sultan moved still farther, and Marko
pressed nearer until he cornered the Sultan against the wall so that he

could moye no farther.
Glancing once more at the Garful, scowling rvarrior, the Sultan

drew a hundred golden ducats out ofhis pockets and handed them to
Kralyevich Marko, doing his best to appear at his ease.

'There, Marko, take this and go; drink some more rviner' he said,

hear.ing a sigh of relief and mopping his brorv as Marko walked out of
his presence. ffiTffi
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NE evening, as Marko sat down to supper with his
mother, she spoke to him:

'O *y son, Kralyevich Marko, your mother is
getting old, very old indeed: she cannot prepare )rolrr
supper for you as she used, she cannot serye you your
red wine, nor can she hold the torch to light this hail

tr you any longer. Marry a wife, my dearest son, so that I may give
o1-er my duties to her rvhiist I am still alive and able to teach her

"-our 
ways.'

'I haye been through nine kingdoms, my dear old motherr' answered
-\Iarko, 'and I \yent into the tenth, the Turkish Empire, too; but
-*-here I found a maiden to my liking, I did not find her family suitable
tor you, and rvhere her family .r.vould haye been to your liking, the
naiden rvas not to mine. There was just one who would have suited us
bcth, my dear old mother: I saw her by the water near the palace of the
Bulgarian King Shishman. As I looked at her the earth seemed ro turn
:round me! That is the bride for me and a good family for you.
Prepare bread-cakes for me and I shall be off to ask for the maiden's
hand.'

The old mother was so pleased by his words that she could not wait
:or the morning; she baked the cakes that verynight, andrvhen Marko
rcse the next morning they were all ready-forlim to take on his
rourney. This he did, after preparing himself and his horse Sharats; he
hung a skin full of wine on one side of his saddle and his heary mace
on the other. Now he threw himself on Sharin's back and rode away
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straight to the counrry of Bulgaria, to the white palace of her lord,
Shishman. The King saw Marko from afar and rode out to welcome
him. They embraced warmly and kissed as old friends do, each of them
inquiring after the other's health.

Faithful seryants took their horses and led them to the stables; the
King led Marko up into his white tower and sat with him at the table.
They ate, and drank the good red s,-ine. After some time, when they had
drunk to their hearts' content, Marko leapt up quickly, took off his
cap, and bowed very low, asking the King to give him his daughter in
marriage. The King was delighted and agreed at once to let her marry
Marko, who, according to custom) now gaye the maiden his ring and
an apple, in sign of betrothal. By the time he had had the costly
clothes for his bride prepared, and had purchased splendid gilts for his
sisters-inJaw and their mother, he had spent three whole loads of
treasure.

The wedding was to be in a month's time, both parties agreed, for
Marko would need as much time as that to collect his wedding-party
and come back for the bride. Before he left the King's palai", the
maiden's mother, the Queen, spoke to him:

'My son-inJarv, Marko of Prilep, do not bring as your witness at
the wedding, 1rour koom, somebody who is no kin to you; bring your
brother or one ofyour nephervs, for our daughter is much too beauti-
ful. We fear that her beauty might tempt yow koom to be unfair to you
and try to commit some shameful deed.'

Marko spent that night in the palace, and early next morning he
rode on his Sharats' back to the white town ofprilep. His mother, who
had been waiting impatiently for him, spoted hirn from her high
tower and walked out to meet him. When \,farko came near, she
opened her arms wide, embraced him, and kissed his forehead, whilst
Marko kissed his mother's white hand.

'O -y son, Kralyevich Marko, have you travelled unmolested? Have
you proposed, and have you been promised a faithful bride who will be
also a dear daughter to me?' the mother asked as they walked rogether
to the palace.

'Yes, dear mother, I have had a good, peaceful journey and have
betrothed the maiden to be my bride belore long. I spent three loads of
treasure on gifts to the bride's family. But that is not what worries me,
mother; I am greatly worried by something else: that is by the eueen,s
warning. She said I ought to bring as my koorn either a brother or

l -:' .. :-,: ::e l-i.*:-
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lephew, lor the beauty 9l *y betrothed is such that it might easily
rempt any other man and lead him to betray me. Alas, Motlier, I have
ro dear brother, either brother or dear young nephew to take.,n-ith me
io the rvedding now.'

His old morher stroked his hand and said to him: ,My dear son,
\Iarko of Prilep, do not let thar trouble you. Write a lerter io the Duke
of Venice: ask him to be your hoom at the wedding and to bring five
lundred men for the Gstiviqy. Send another letter to your f,i.r,d
Sn-epan Zemlyich; ask him to be your stari vatryour best man, at the
n edding, and to bring another five hundred men. Ifyou do that there
:s nothing for you to Gar, as both of them are worthy, honest men, I
:rust, and true friends, my son.'

\larko obeyed his mother and wrote letters to the Duke of Venice
:nd to his sworn brother Styepan Zemlyich, inviting them to his
:ou-n of?rilep. Before long they both came, each leading five hundred
nen. When the wedding company was thus assembledl they rode all
iogether to the Bulgarian King Shishman. The King received them
;o,vfully and led them to his white castle where the noble guesrs
Gasted with their host for three whole days and nights. On the lourth
norning, however, heralds cried, calling the wedding guests to make
preparations for their journey home. 'The days ari short and the
rights long, and we all want to return to our homesr, they said.

The King came out of his palace and presented the wedding gifts,
:s the custom required: some lnen of the party received fine hand-
<erchiefs, some orhers shirts; all the gifts were embroidered *-ith
:olden thread. The Duke of Venice, as the koom, was given a large
Jish of pure gold, and the *ari svat a splendid, gold-embroidered shirU
$e_King gave him also a good sreed, mounted by the young bride, and
srid: 'Here is the young maiden and the horie; take m-y daughter
safely to Marko's white mansion and this brar.e battle horse is y"ours,
:ear friend.'

The wedding-suite starred on its way home, riding across the great
Bulgarian plain. But, wh9r9 there is good luck, misfortune is not".,,e.y
:rr away: a wind started blowing all of a sudden and lifred the veil
u'hich was hiding the young bride's face. The Duke of Venice, who was
:i her side, saw her and at once fell passionately in love with her. He
.-ouid hardly wait for their night's rest; as soon as the wedding-train
r as settled for the night, and tents set up in the field, he *".rt to
-in-epan's tent and whispered to him: ,O stari watrbridegroom,s best
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man, my friend Styepan, let me spend thc night by your charge, the

young Bulgarian maiden; just to look at her face I should be happy, and

I would reward you by a bootful of ducats.'
Sryepan s/as greatly surprised at this request; he answered sharply:

(Do not talk like this. Be quiet, my Lord Duke; may God turn you
into a stone for your sinful thoughts ! Do you want to lose your head?'

His words sobered the Duke and he remained quiet, but not for
long, though. As they settled lor the second night, he walked oYer to
Styepan's white tent and whispered again, more urgently: (Let 

me

spend the night near the young bride, Styepan, and I shall give you

two of my boots full of golden ducats.'
Styepan retorted bitterly: (Go 

away, Duke, may God's wrath strike
you this very minute! How can you eyer nurse thoughts like that
about the bride, your kooma, who should be more sacred to you than

your own sister!'
The Duke returned to his ou,n tent in shame. However, the beauti-

ful face he had glimpsed but for a brief moment made him restless as

soon as night fell for the third time.

'Irt me be near her, Styepan, and I shall give you three bootfuls of
golden ducats,' he almost wailed in his friend's ear, coming into his

white tent.
This temptation Styepan could not resist. Dazzled by so much gold,

he agreed to let the Venetian have his way. The Duke took the

maiden by the hand and led her to his own tent. Coming in, he asked

her to sit down and began to speak sweetly to her. As he bent oYer to
kiss her, the Bulgarian maiden exclaimed:

'How can you think ofkissing me, Duke ofVenice! Do you not know
that it is such a terrible sin that the earth would open beneath us and

the sky would crush us if we, koom and koona, started kissing!'
The Duke only smiled and answered after a while: 'I have done it

beforer l have kissed many a bride to whom lwas koorn before you and,

believe me, the earth never opened, the sky never crushed us and no-

body was any the wiser for it! So let me kiss you, fair maiden!' he

pleaded urgently, coming close to her.

The bride shrank back again, saying: 'All that may be as you say,

my Lord Duke, but my old mother made me swear that I should never

kiss a bearded man-I may caress only the clean cheek of a young
warrior-such as Kralyevich Marko's.

Hearing her words, the Duke called the barbers at once, for that at
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-sa:r rv'as something which could easily be put right. The barbers-.aved him quickly, and the young bride boned to him and collccred
.::; shorn beard in a handkerchief. The barbers lefr the tent and the)-rke pressed nearer to the maiden again.

'Sit down and let me kiss you, fair"maidenr, said the Duke.
'Oh, my koom. Duke of Venice, if Marko hears you, rve shall both lose

, ur heads,' the bride shied away.
'Po 

.".o, 
v/orry about that, dear maiden_there is Marko, sirting

:nder his tent in the midst of the wedding parry. Can,t you see hii-.i'hite tent? There is a golden apple with rwo prlcious stones on the
:op of it, shining so brightly that you can see far and wide around it!,

The maiden rose from h., cushion and smiled at him, .I.ei *e,
:iease, go out ro see what kincl of weather there i, todgilJ *rn, ,o
..norr whether the sky is clear or clouded.,

,. 
,n" Duke let tle gilf step out, bur as soon as she was outside his tent,

sre ran away on her light young feet and was in Marko,s tent in no
ume. Finding him asleep,Jrii betrothed wept. Marko woke rp, ,irrrf.a,
and frowned, seeing her in his tent.

'\\rhy.did you come !9re, you heathenish Bulgarian maiden? Do
r-ou not know that the old cusroms do not allow tfre frtur. bria. rna
brid-egroom to be in,the.same rent together before ,*r-n;t.,
lawfully wedded in church, as good, Aft,fU Christians?,'

_,rn 
hir. sudden alqer, Marko*put'hi, hrnd on the hilt of his sabre.j he marden bowed lorv to him.

'I am no heathen, my lord Kralyevich Marko. I am of noble
Christian birth, the ,r*. r, you-which cannor be said fb; y;;r;;._
panions who are heathens indeed! your stari spat soldrn. ,o ou, future
iooxt for three bootfuls of golden ducats. In case you do not believe me,\Iarko, here is the Duke,s shorn beard., She opened her handkerchief
and spread the beard before her betrothed.

'Sit down, fair maiden,, said Marko, stretching himself on the rug
again. 'Sit down and try t9 sleep, for I am r..ry *."rry; I shall see aboutrhis,in the morning.,-Almosib.fo.. he had uttered tfr.r. *ooar,\farko fell asleep.

As the sun rose next moming, Marko arose, put his furlined sur_
coat on inside out, as he did whenever he was angry,took the healy
mace in his hand, and walked straight to his iooiand, stari spat.

_.'."r""-Olrrling, -y fr,-.nds !, he g[eted them. .Where 
is your charge,my berrorhed, Sryepan? Where is she, my kooru, Ouke of Venicei,

F
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The stari, watkeptsilent, not daring to utter a word, but the Duke of
Venice smiled: 'strange days have come about, Kralyevich Marko,
strange days when people are so odd that you cannot even crack ajoke
safely.'

'A poor joke indeed, Duke of Venice,' said Marko through his

clenched teeth. 'Your shorn beard is no joke at all, though ! Where is
the beard that was on your face yesterday?'

The Duke was about to answer, but Kralyevich Marko did not let
him: he drew out his sabre and slew the Duke on the spot.

Meanwhile Styepan ran down the field, fast as lightning, but Kralye-
vich Marko caught up with him in no time, and cut offhis head, too.

Having thus settled his account with his unfaithful friends, he re-

turned to his tent, mounted his brave steed, Sharin, and gave a sign

to the wedding-suite to start on the last lap of their journey. And
indeed, the bridegroom and his bride reached the white town of
Prilep on that very day, riding at the head of the Gstive wedding-
train. Marko's old mother was happy and proud as she welcomed them
to their white mansion, where many friends were rvaiting to celebrate

Marko's wedding.
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KRALYEVICH MARKO AND
ALIL-AGA

WO sworn brothers, Kralyevich Marko and lord
Kostadin, lYere riding in the streets of Constan-
tinople Marko turned to his good friend:'My sworn
brother, lord Kostadin, I shall pretend to be very i11;
seemg me like that maybe somebody will dare to
challen OA me to a fight. I wish they would, for I Gel: lirtle rusty, having lived a quiet life for several days now.'

Saying this, he bent low on his horse Sharats, almost lying on the
Jdle, and rode on through the crowded streets. Nor for long though,rr they soon came face to face with the Sultan 's favourite, Alil-Aga,

=ccompanied by thirty retainers
The Turk reined in his horse and spoke to N{arko: 'Braye warrior,
alysyl.6 Marko, come out to try your luck in archery with me

:,nlav. Should youwin at the contest, I shall give you my rvhite mansion
- irh all that is in it, including my faithful wife. But if I shouldprove
:errer than you, I do not ask either for your palace or your wife, but

I
lall be conrent just with hanging you and taking or,'er your brave

s:eed Sharats.'

._T,1,:,rlone, I,:u accursed Turk! I am not fit for shoodng arrows,
: rr I am rtt, very ill wirh a bad ague. I can hardly sit in my siddl", l.t.lone shoot arro.ws with you!,

However, the Turk *1- n9t to be put off easily and he caught an
=:d of Marko's surcoat. Marko drew out the kniG from his il.ii r.a,:, gq the piece of cloth in Alil-Aga,s hand. The Turk now .runh,
-i:arin's halter with his right hand-and Marko,s.il;; frfrlln.
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Blood rushed through Marko's veins and he sat up, all flaring with
wrath. He suddenly drew in the reins of his steed. Sharin started

prancing madly about, leaping over horses and horsemen. Marko
shouted:

'My sworn brother, lord Kostadin, go to my rooms and bring me

my Tatar arrow, the one with nine white falcon leathers in it, whilst
I go with the Aga to the Cadi who will write in court the terms of our
shooting contest, so that there shall be no cause afterwards for any

quarrel between Alil-Aga and me.'
Kostadin went to Marko's rooms, and Marko rode with Alil-Aga to

the Turkish judge, the Cadi. As they entered the court room, Ali['Aga
took offhis slippers, walked to the Cadi and, sitting down at his side,

discreetly put twelve golden ducats under the judge's knee.

'There, Effendi, there are the ducats for you; do not write a valid
testimony of our agreement for Markor' he whispered.

But Marko knew Turkish, and understood all the Aga said. As he

had no ducats with him at tl-re time, he put his heary mace across his

knees:

'Listen to me, you Effendi Cadi.l Take care you write a valid agree-

ment, for here is my gilded six-knobbed mace: if I should start beating

you with it, you will need no herbs to cure you! You will forget all

about law and court-trials. As for those ducats, if I were just to touch

you gently lx,'ith this mace, you would soon see the last of them.'
Effendi Cadi shook as with a dreadful ague just by looking at Marko's

six-knobbed mace and his scorvling face; he wrote down the testimony
slowly with trembling fingers.

Thereupon the two lords betook themselves to the battlefield, the

Aga follorved by his thirty retainers, and Marko almost alone but for
several Christians, Greeks and Bulgarians who had gathered around him'

'Well, knight, go, shoot your arrow!You boast that you are a fi.ne

rvarrior, and brag to the Sultan and his high dignitaries that you are able

to shoot down the eagle flying high up in the sky, leading the clouds in
his wake,' said the Turk, jeeringly, vhen they reached the ficld.

'True, Turk, I am a brave warrior, but you are entitled to take

precedence over me, for yours is the empire and you Turks are the

lords norv. Besides, you asked me to come and shoot arro'ws with you,
so put in your arrow, Turk, and shoot fi.rst.'

The Turk shot his first arrow and far it fell indeed: they measured

the distance and found that it had fallen a hundred and nventy arshins
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=E aF; Marko shot his arrow now, bur his fcll two hundred arshins
:rcm the starting mark. The Turk shot a second arrow_three hundred
":shins off but Marko,s second went five hundred arshins frorn tf,.:ark. The third of the Turk,s arrows spanned the distance of six
..udred arshins. At that momenr lord Koitadin came to the fielJand
l:anded Marko his Tatar arrow, with nine white falcon,s feathers in it.

Marko shot his Tatar arrow now and it flew so high, and far, far, so
:-T that nobody could see it, ler alone measure the diJtan.. ,o it. fU..:-here it fell to the ground.

The Turk'was so desperate that he began to weep and beseech
\Iarko:.'By God, my sworn brother Marfo, by God and by four
-r,jnt John,. take rny-white mansion, take my A;infU wiG ,nd'rli *y
:;h.er earthlypossessions, but do not hang *., fo, the lorre ofyou, Coi:rd ours, do not hang me, Marko!,

'Oh, you foolish Turk-you make me your sworn brother and in the
.:-me brearh you give me your wife! I do not need her. Besides, *iih r..,
-ierbs it is not the same as-with you Turks: a sister_inlaw 1r, you. .uif.
:; to me now, since you asked me to be your sworn brother), is'th. same
:D any of us as our own dear sisters. I have my faithful *if. ,, home,
:le noble and virtuous lady yelitsa.

. 'I would. have forgiven you all you did to me today, but there is
. ust one thing I cannot for-girr. yor.r, you tore offa wing'of my surcoat.
Gir-e me three loads of gold ro have it patched and t siall foigive you
ei-erything.'

The Turkish Aga leapt with joy, embraced Marko and kissed him
*-ith gratitude. He took the Serbian Kralyevich to his lordly mansion
rhen and Gasted him for three whole days. When the time came for
\{arko to return to his home, Alil-Aga gave him the three loads of
:reasure, whereas his wife, now Markojr r*orn sister, gave him a gold-
e:rbroidered shirt together with a beautiful, costly hanf,k.rchief. fh..,,
in order that Kralyevich Marko, noble prince 

", 
h" *rr, should travel

ir state and unmolested, Alil-Aga grr. hi- a rednue numberins three
lundred men who saw him urGly to his own home. 

o -
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KRALYEVICH MARKO AND MII.{A
OF' KOSTUR

NE evening) as hfarko sat at dinner with his mother
and his wife, Yelitsa, eating bread and drinking his
favourite red wine, messengers brought him three
letters. The first letter was sent by the Turkish
Sultan, Bayazeth, who was summoning Marko to
come and fight at his side against the bitter, dark

soldiers in Arabia; the second came from the Hungarian King in
Budim, inviting Marko to come to his wedding and be his wedding
Koom. The third was from his friend, Yanko of Sibin, who asked Marko
to come and be godlather at the baptism of his two infant sons.

Marko read the three letters and turned to his mother, perplexed:
'Tell me, dear mother, what is my first duty now: should I go with
the Sultan's hosts, to the King's wedding, or to the christening of
Yanko's infant sons?'

'O m1, son Marko, to go to a wedding means to go to a joyful, gay
occasionl going to the baptism of somebody's children is what old
customs order us to do, but going to join the Sultan's hosts is doubtless
something one mufi do. I therefore advise you to go to the Sultan, for
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God will certainly have understanding for us and forgive you neglect-
ing your other duties, whereas the Turks would never understrnd o,
ibrget you if you disregarded their summons.'

Kralyevich Marko made his prepararions and, before riding out ofhis
astle with his faithful serrrant Goluban, he took leave of his old mother,

-d warned her:
'Remember my words, my dear old mother now! Shut the gates of

::e castle early in the er.ening, and open them late in the morning;
i nave quarrelled with the accursed villain, Mina of Kostur, and fear
:ori- that he might come and ransack the castle in my absence.,

Thereupon he took leave of his mother and his wiG and rode away,
-- ith the seryant Goluban in his wake.

ifter the third day's journeyr Marko sat dov/n to his supper;
Goluban was serving him his food and red wine. Marko took a ."p of
;-ine, but sleep suddenly overcame him; the cup fell out of his hand
::d the red wine spilled all over the table. Goluban shook him by the
s-roulder.

'\\'ake up, my lord Kralyevich Marko; you have been to wars
:eiore, but you haye never fallen asleep like that; neyer has the full cup
:ropped out ofyour hands!'

Startleci from his sleep, Marko rubbed his eyes and said to the youth:
'Goluban, my faithful seryant, it is a strange dream that I dreamed
::ring this brief spell of sleep: I saw a wisp of fog rise above the castle
:: Kostur and sail across the sky, increasing greatly, until it enveloped
::e town of Prilep and my castle in it. Hidden by the dense fog, Mina
:: Kostur ransacked my castle, took everything away, and set fire to
:-.e despoiled fortress, taking with him my faithful wife and trampling
:'i:h his horsemen over my poor old mother. He also led away all the
-:orses from my stables and emptied my treasury.'

His servant Goluban comforted Marko: 'Do not fear, Kralyevich
).{arko; being a brave, adventurous warrior you had a dream befitting
'"-our nature. Dreams are just idle lies, and God is the only truth on this
.::th.'

Somewhat comforted by these words, Marko continued his journey
::d1 at last he reached Constantinople. Soon after his arrival, the
-i'-:ltan raised his numerous, povrerful hosts and sailed with them
:::oss the deep-blue sea to the rebellious Arabian lands. The Sultan,s
:.::nv took one town after another until the number of the vanquished
:ies rose to forty-five. But when they came to the ciry of Kara-Okan,
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their warriors' luck changed. They set siege to the city and tried by
lneans of all tactics they could think of to conquer it, but the ciry
firmly resisted all their attacks for tliree whole years.

Meanwhile, r,iolent battles were fought outside the city; violent
battles in which Marko slew many a well-known Arab champion'

Whenever he did so he cut offhis head and took it to the Sultan who,

greatly pleased by his prowess, always rervarded him richly.
The Turlish warriors grew envious of Marko: they could not bear

the thought that a miscreant (as they called Christians and all those

whose religion was other than Islamic) shouid rise so high in their orvn

Sultan's esteem, and, what is more, become so rich by it. Tirey there-

fore said to the Sultan one day:

'Our lord Sultan Bayazeth,Marko is not the heroyou think: he cuts

offthe heads ofwarriors who have already been slain, and brings them

to you as his own trophies, expecting your generous reward.'

Kralyevich Marko soon learned about their slander and went to
the Sultan, as if he had no inkling of it.

'My lord Sultan, my foster-father, tomorrow is Saint George's day,

my patron saint's day, which I wish to celebrate according to our old

Serbian customs. Give me leave to absent myself from the battle-field
and let me take with me my sworn brother Alil-Aga, for I rvish to
celebrate and feast in his company.'

The Sultan could not refuse Marko's request. He let him go to the

mountains, to celebrate his patron saint's day in the company of his

sworn brother, Alil-Aga.
The two warriors went some distance from the Sultan's hosts,

pitched their white tent in a pleasant clearing in the woods, and started

to drink the dark-red wine which the faithful servant Goluban had

brought with them, and rvas handing them, cup after cup.

However, as soon as daylight came, the Arab watchmen noticed that
Marko was no longer in their enemy's ranks.

'Charge and attack for all you are worth, you fierce Arabs ! The
terrible knight on the big piebald horse is not with the Turks today!'
they shouted to their warriors. Their words had such an effect that the

Arabs charged like a mighry hurricane and slew thirty thousand of the

Sultan's soldiers.

Greatly worried by the day's losses, the Sultan hastily dispatched a

letter to Marko: 'Hurry back, my foster-son Marko! I have lost thirty
thousand soldiers today!'

8z



\larko perused the letter_over a cup of .tw-ine and urrote back: ,Why,
n-hat need is there for such hurry, my lord Sultan and foster_fathei!
I have hardly drunk any wine yet, let alone risen to my feet to give
:lomage to my patron saint as our customs require me to do!,

The Arabu,atchmen shouted on the second morning again: .Charse

and attack, you fierce Arabs! The fearful knight onlnI big piebid
\orse is not in our enemy's ranks today!,

The Arabs attacked for all they were worth again, and as the con_
rquence of their ardour, the Sultan lost sixty thousand warriors.

:HuTy back, my foster-son Marko! I have lost sixty thousand men
roday!' wrote the Sultan sending his fastest Tatar to the mountain.

'Wait a little, my lord Sultan and foster-father! I have nor yet feasted
my friends and servants according to our old customs,, were Markors
n-ords in answer to the summons. He stayed on in the mountain clear-
ing, enjoying his wine and his friends' company.

_ 
H9* glad the Arab watchmen were when they discovered that on

rhe third morning Marko \ias still missing from ihe Turkish side!

-'!harg9 
and attack, you fierce Arabs!, ihey shouted from the top

of their high posts, imparting to their army once more the good
news.

Encouraged by their fwo previous victories, the Arabs srvept like
a gale across a field, turning it into a desert in no time. A hundred
thousand Turks Gll on that day and the Sultan almosr wailed writing
to Marko: 'Come back in all haste, my foster-son, Marko! Come back]
hurry to your foster-father quickly! The Arabs are almost at the door
of my tent and I am in great peril myself!,

Only then did Marko mount his horse Sharats. On the third
evening he rode back to join the Sultan,s hosts.

Next morning the enemy's watchmen cried, piercing the air: ,Now
retreat, you fierce Arabs ! The fearful knight on rhe big piebald horse
is on the field again!'

Marko charged among the Arabs and in no rime divided their hosts
into. three parts: one of them he slew with his mighry sabre, the other
he destroyed trampling over it with his brave Sf,arrts, anj the third
part he droye to the Sultan's tent where they were all captured as
slayes. But that brave exploit cost Marko ,.rrinty wounds *hi.h h.
won in fighting the Arabs. As he came into the Su[tan,s tenr, he Gll on
the cushions, his body leaning partly oyer rhe Sultan,s krels.

'My foster-son Marko, are your wounds mortal? Or do you think
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you \yiil recover from them? Shall I send for doctors and medicines to
cure you?' the Sultan asked, worried about his most valiant knight.

'I do not think my wounds are mortal, Sultan, my foster-father, and
I believe that they can be cured.'

The Sultan took a thousand ducats out ofhis pockets and gave them
to Marko to find a doctor who rvould heal his wounds. He ordered trvo
servants to stay at Marko's side, Garing the worst.

However, Marko did not even ask for a doctor: instead he went from
one inn to another, tryrng to find the inn which sold the best wine.
After tasting the wine in many places, he found some to his liking in one

of the inns, and sat down to drink. When he had drunk his fill, the
wounds were healed, but he was not allowed to enjoy his good health
for long. A letter brought him sad news from Prilep: his castle was

ransacked and burnt, his old mother had met her death under the
robbers' horses, and his faithful rvife was enslaved.

Kralyevich Ir4arko went back to the Sultan and complained: 'My
lord Sultan, my foster-father, my white castle has been plundered, my
dear old mother murdered, my wife enslaved, and all my treasures

taken by Mina of Kostur.'
'Do not despair, Marko my foster-son,' said the Sultan, wishing to

comfort him; 'ifyour castle has been burnt, I shall have another one built
for you, next to my o$rn palace. It shall be as big and beautiful as my
own. If your treasury has been ransacked, I shall make you my tax-
collector and you will soon be richer than you ever were; if your
wiG has been taken away, I shall find another, better one for you.'

'Thank you, Sultan, my foster-father, but when your masons start
building a nerv palace for me, all the poor will curse me) saying, "Look
at that Iftalyevich Marko ! His old castle has burnt dorvn; may his new
one be deserted with not a soul in it!"As for your offering to make me

your tax-collector, I would not be able to collect any taxes unless I
pressed hard on the poor and humble who would then curse me again:

"Look at that Kralyevich Marko! The treasures he once had have been

taken away from him; may his new ones remain without him, their
owner, or any heir of his!' And why sirould you v/ant to find another
rviG for me when my orrn wiG still lives? I do not want any of this, but
I beg you, my lord, give me three hundred soldiers,-Tanicharisrarm
them with small curyed scythes, and give them light picks. I shall
take them to the white castle of Kostur and shall try to win my wife
back.'
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The Sultan heard his plea and gave him the three hundre d ynicbarh,
armed as Marko requested.

'Listen, brothers,lanicbaris of the Sultan, go now to the Greek town
of Kostur. When the Greeks see you, they will rejoice, saylng, .,What

good fortune ! There are workmen who will hoe ouivineyards c-heaply !r,
Do not listen to them, my dear brothers, but go straighi to the castli of
Kostur, surround it, and drink wine and brandy until I arrive there too.,

The ynicharls obeyed their new master and went to rhe rown of
Kostur. Marko, meanwhile, rode to Mount Athos where he confessed
his sins and received the holy communion. He was forgiven for having
shed so much blood in his lifetime. His sins absolved, he was ready to
go to the town of Kostur, but before departing he donned the biack
robes of a monk, and let his black beard grow. It grew very fast and
soon it was falling down over his chest. On his head he put a monk,s
rall cap, and, thus dressed, he threw himseif on his Sharin,s back and
rode to Kostur.

. Presenting himself at the gate as a monk, Marko had no difficulty in
being received by the seryants and ushered into the chamber *h.r.
\{ina sat, drinking wine. Marko's o.wn wiG was serving him.

'Tell me truthfully, you black monk, how did yoo.o* to ov/n thar
piebald steed?'Mina asked, eyeing the horse through the windorv.

'I haye been with the Sultan's hosts in the Arab lands, my lord Mina;
there rvas a big fool by the name of Kralyevitch Marko with us too.
He fell in a battle there and I buried him, performing all my Christian
duties over his grave, and that is why I have been given-his horse.,

Ir4ina leapt to his feet joyfully. 'Well done, black monk !, he exclairned.
'For a long time now I have been expecting such good news: I have
ransacked Marko's castle) ransacked and burnt it to ashes, and I have
taken his wiG and brought her hither, but I could not take her for my
n'edded wiG whilst Marko u/as still alive. I have been waiting for him
to fall in one of his many battles, and now, since he is no moie among
us, you shall perform the wedding rites and marry me and his wifej

YTko took a prayer-book out of his pocket and perflormed the
n'edding rites, thus marrying Mina to his own wiG!

After the wedding they sat down to Gast and rejoice. Mina turned
ro his wiG: 'Listen, Yela, my sweetheart! So far youiave been Marko,s
r-iG, but henceforth you are Mina's beloved. Go down, my dear wiG, go
to my treasury in the vaulted cellar and bring three cupfuls of ducats,
for I want to ier,vard this black monk.'
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Yela r.vent down and brought back three cupfuls of ducats, but she

carefully took them not from Mina's chest, but from that in which
Marko's plundered treasures were stored. With the gold, she handed
the monk also a sabre, rusry with lying idle in the damp cellar.

'Take this too, black monk, take it and pray for the peace of Kralye-
vich Marko's soul.'

Marko took the sabre and looked at it thoughtfully, turning it in his
hands.

'My lord Mina of Kostur, may I dance on this joyful occasion?
Would it be seemly to execute a monk's gay dance here?' he asked,

looking up, his dark eyes glittering.
'Yes, of course you may; why should that be unseemly?' ansr,vered

Mina.
Marko jumped up to his light leet and quickly turned about two or

three times. The whole tower shook beneath him. He suddenly drerv
the rusty sabre out of its sheath, swung it around and chopped off
Mina's head.

'Adyance now, my good ynicbarur! There is no more Mina of
Kostur !'

The yanicbanr charged on the castle, ransacked it in no time, and
finally set it on fire. Marko, meanwhile, had taken out of the cellar his
own treasure and that belonging to Mina, and rvas now on his way
home with his faithful wife. He rode back to Prilep with a light heart,
singing happily.
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KRALYEVICH MARKO ANI)
THE ARAB

BLACK Arab had a castle with a high to*-er built by
the sea. When the building was finished, the Arab had
glass pu t in all the windows; he had all the floors
coyered by costly rugs and the walls hung with silk
and velyet. Looking at his new castle and pacin
and down the silent

gup

'What is the good of
rooms) he spoke to it:

',\ hat is the good rvhen
You, here by the sea, my lovely tall tower?

there is no one to live in you ? I have no morher,rr sister, and I have not married yet, so I have no wife either to walk
upon your soft ca{Pets. But, may I not be the Arab I am if I do not ask::e Sultan to gve me his daughter in marriage! He will have to
rer to me) or to come out to the battlefield

glve

No sooner said than done! The Arab
and fight with me!'

rooms and wrote a letter to the Sultan.
sat in one of his quiet, empty
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'My lord Sultan of Constantinople, I have had a castle built with a

high tower by the blue sea; there is nobody to walk in it, nobody but
me. Give me your daughter to be my wife, my lord. Ifyou refuse, come

out to fight a battle with me!'
When the letter reached the Sultan, he inquired for someone to

stand as his champion, promising great wealth and riches of all kinds

to him who would slay the black Arab. Many youths \Yent to try their
luck, but none of them was seen in Constantinople ever again.

The Sultan grew worried, as time went by; not only rvas the Arab

still alive, but many of the Sultan's best knights and warriors had

perished fighting with him. Even that was not the rvorst, for some-

thing even more terrible happened before long.
one day the black Arab put on his best costly clothes, hung his

sharp sabre on his belt, prepared his grey mare, putting golden reins

on her, folded his tent and tied it to the saddle behind him. He hung

his heavy mace on the saddle, and, taking his dangerous sPear)

mounted his steed and rode straight to Constantinople. Reaching the

city gate, the Arab stuck his spear in the ground, tethered his mare to
it, and pitched his tent. He then sent word to the Sultan's city, saying

that the citizens.were to give him every night a good sheep, a cartful of
white bread, a barrel of hot brandy and two of red rvine; also, a fair
young maiden to serve him. If they did not do his bidding, a worse evil
would soon befall them.

Before long he grew very rich, for he sold to Italy all he did not need

for himself Even that was not the worst, as they soon realized. The
mighry Arab, dtzzy with power, mounted his slender grey mare again

and rode into the white city of Constantinople, straight to the Sultan's

palace. He stopped in front of it and shouted:

'Bring out your daughter, Sultan of Constantinople! Bring out your
daughter and give her to me!'

He then threw his heary mace at the Sultan's windows and broke all

the glass in them.
Seeing that there was nobody to fight for him now, the Sultan agreed

shamefully to give him his daughter in marriage.

'I shall rerurn in a fortnightr' said the Arab, 'for I must go back to
my castle on the gentle coastland and collect my friends and guests for

the rvedding.'
He rode home happily, whilst the young maiden, learning what the

future had in store for her, started to wail and cry bitterly. Her mother,
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:.re Sultaniya, tried to comfort her, but r.vithout much success. She fell
:.:leep at last. In her dream she saw a man rvho spoke thus to her:

'There is a wide field in your Empire, my lady Sultaniya, and in that
;ide Field of Kossovo there is the town of prilep, where Kralyevich
).larko lives. They say that Marko is a brave, valiant knight. Senj hi- a
.erter, my lady Sultaniya; ask him to be your son by Godlpromise him a
:rch reward and call him hither to save your daughtei from ihe black Arab.,

-Ls soon as she awoke, the Sultaniya ran to ih. Sultrr,s chamber and
:old him olher dream. The Sultan quickly took a quill-pen and wrote
ii once to Kralyevich Marko:

'Be by.God- my son, Kralywich Marko; come to my white city of
Constantinople and slay my foe, the black Arab, to save my fair
:aughter. I shall give you three loads oftreasure.,

lvhen Kralyevich Marko read the episde, he said ro the Tatar who
.:ad brought it:

'Go back, Tatar of the Sultan! Givc my greetings ro the Sultan, my
.cster-farher, and tell him I dare not fighi *ith thJArrb. He is knorvn
:s.the best fighter there is_in this .ountry, and when he cuts offmy head
'*-hat good are the three loads of treasure to me?,

The Tatar rode back on his swift horse and repeated Marko,s worcls
io the Sultan.

The. Sultaniya thoughr for a while and, believing that she would
:roye him by her plea, sent him her own lerter thislime:

'By God, my son Kralyevich Marko, do not let my dear daughter
:nerry the black Arab ! I shall give you five loads of tieasure.,

. Marko perused the letter and said, shaking his head, to the Tatar: ,Go

back, Tatar of the Sultan, go back and tell mv foster-mother that I dare
:rot fight with the Arab. He is the best warrior in this yast Empire and
uili cut o{*y head. And I, tell her, Tatar, I preGr my own head to all
:he Sultan's treasure.'

Back went the Tatar and reported Marko,s message. Hearing him,
rhe fair maiden ran to her room, took a sharp quill arid wrote ,i"rr.,
vith her own blood instead of ink:

'My sworn brorher, Kralyevich Markor l beseech you by God and by
vour Saint John to be a true brother to me. Do not gir. *. to the black

:tr+.! I shall give you seven loads of treasure, seien fine shirrs, em_
b1oide11d with golden thread; I shall also give you a golden dirir.n_
circled 

.by_ 
a golden snake which holds iti head high"; in its mouth

rhe snake holds a precious srone which shines so biigi,tly that mid-
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night is as bright as noon when you eat your supper by its light. I shall

also give you a beautifully wrought sabre n ith three golden hilts,
each of them adorned by a precious stone. That sabre alone is worth
three of the Sultan's big cities. Moreover, I shall have a seal made on it
so that no Vizier or other high dignitary can slay you before asking his

lord, the illustrious Sultan, rvhether he may do so.'

The Tatar carried the third letter to Marko. 
(Woe to me, my sworn

sister! It is bad to go where you ask me to, but it is worse to remain

here,' Marko mused after reading her rvords. 'IfI fear not the Sultan and

the Sultaniya, I do fear God and SaintJohn. Go I r.vill; vhether I come

back or not does not matter to me any longer.'
He gave no message to the Tatar, but as soon as the Sultan's mes-

senger was gone he climbed up his tower, put on his riding clothes,

and on top of them a jacket made olwolf skins; on his head he wore a

fur cap, made o[ wolfskin too. Marko then took his sabre and spear,

saddled his valiant Sharats, and hung a sheepskin full of wine on the

right side of his saddle, the hear.y mace on the left, to keep balance,

and then jumped on to Sharin's back and rode straight to the white
city of Constantinople.

Reaching it, Kralyevich Marko did not go to pay homage to the

Sultan or any of his Viziers. He stopped instead at the New Inn and,

after telling the innkeeper to prepare a room for him, he took his horse

to the nearby lake to let him drink cool, fresh water. But the horse

seemed unwilling to drink, although he must have been thirsty; yet he

would not go back either and kept restlessly glancing around'

After a while a young Turkish maiden walked slowly to the edge of
the lake. She bowed humbly to the quiet green waters and spoke,

without lifting the gold-embroidered veil from her face:

'God be rvith you, you cool green lake! God bless you, my eternal

home! Henceforth it is here that I shall dwell, for I shall be your bride,

my green lake, rather than marry the black Arab.'
'What mislortune drives you to this lake, unknorvn Turkish lady?'

Kralyevich Marko asked, stepping up to her.

'Let me alone, you poor dervish! Why do you ask me when no help

can ever come lrom you?'
Yet her misery was weighing so heavily on her heart that she had to

tell him her sad story from the beginning. 'Attd as a last resource I
wrote to Kralyevich Marko, whom many praised as one of the most

valiant knights of our Empire, hoping that he would free me from the
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black Arab ! I even pledged him to be my sworn brother, bur he neither
came nor sent any answer. May he never return to his mother, where-
ever he may be at this hour!' she ended with a heavy sigh.

'Do not curse me, my sworn sister! I am Kralyevich Marko.'
The Turkish rnaiden ran to hirn and folded herwhite arms round his

neck, imploring him:
'My sworn brother, Kralyevich Marko, do not let me be married ro

the black Arab!'
'Do not Gar him rvhilst I am alive, slf,/orn sister. I shall not let you be

married to the black Arab,' Marko prornised. 'Go back to your palace,
but do not say a word about me to anyone except your parents, the
Sultan and the Sultaniya. Ask them to send me something for dinner,
and remind them not to stint on the wine,' he said, feeling his throat
go dry with thirst. He mused, looking at her, and said:

'When the Arab comes, welcome him and his -wedding-train as you
n-ould any other bridegroom. Tell your parents to let you go arvay with
him, so that there shall be no fight in the palace, As for me, I know
where and how to welcome him.'

The young maiden returned home contented, and Marko rode back
to the New Inn. A princely dinner was brought in before long, with
the best rvines from the Sultan's own cellars. Marko sat down, enjoy-
ing himselfafter the long journey. He was drinking cup after cup ofthe
heary red u'ine, looking out at the passers-by. Suddenly, the innkeeper
hurried to the door and shut the inn.

'Why are you shutting your inn so early?' Marko asked, surprised.
'To tell you the truth, unknown warrior, we are all shutting our

Coors early this evening, for fear of the Arab who has forced our Sultan
io give him his daughter in marriage. The hateful bridegroom arrives
ronight, and that is why u/e'want to be safe rvithin our homes.'

Marko firmly ordered him to let the door stay open, wishing to see

lhe Arab and his wedding-train. After a while the whole town re-
sounded with shrill pipes, and the walls shuddered with the beating of
nany drums. Into the town rode the Arab on his slender grey mare,
rcliowed by five hundred black Arabs, his wedding-suite. The mare
n-as prancing madly along the streets, and stones flew from under her
hoofs, breaking many a window and door in the merchant quarter.

As the Arab entered the street where Marko was, he stopped in
:ront of the New Inn, amazed.

'Isn't this a great wonder!' he exclaimed. 'All the doors of Con-
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stantinople are shut lor fear of me; only this inn stayed open!Is there

nobody in it? Or is there some foolish youth sitting inside 'who never

yet heard of me?'

But he was eager to reach the palace and so he did not go in to
inquire. He spenithe night with his suite in luxuriotts rooms, hardly

,bL to sleepwith impatience. In the morning the Sultan led.his

daughter from her rooms and gave her to theArab. Horsesr'vere saddled

,griln; there were many more leaving the palace than there had been

.I*ing in the previous night: twelve packhorses were loaded with

treasuie the Sultan had given his son-in-law, and sevcral others were

carrying chests with the bride's dowry.

The ivedding-train rode past the Ner'v Inn again and tl-re Arab could

not bridle his iuriosity any longer. He stopped and, looking in, sarv

Marko sitting all by irimself in the middle of the inn, drinking red

wine not out*of cups, but out of a big basin! He would drink half of
it himself and give the other half to his horse Sharats'

The Arab was willing to pick a quarrel, but Sharats barred his way

and did not let him enter the inn'
The Arab bridegroom returned to his wedding-suite and they all

rode through Conitantinople in state, with the music louder and

shriller and the drums wilder than ever before.

Kralyevich Marko now arose, Put on his furJined jacket, turning it
inside out, drew the fur cap lower on to his brow, hung the wineskin

and the mace on the saddle once more, and mounted his Sharats' He

reached the wedding-suite soon after they had left Constantinople

and he started to quarrel and fight with them; those at the rear ran

madly ahead, past the head of the wedding-suite. Marko was now near

the fair maiden; he hit with his mace the two young men at her sides,

and they both fell offtheir horses, neYer to rise again.

The bridegroom was some distance ahead of the others, but a swift

youth galloped uP to him.' 
'I have bad nev/s for you, black Arab! A strange knight rode in

among your wedding-suite: his horse is unlike any other-horse-
piebald iik 

" 
.o* rather than a horse, and he himself looks frighten-

ing, with his wolfskin coat, his furry cap, and terrible black moustache'

Tie moment he reached us he started dealing blows right and left,

making way for himself. Whoever was touched by his mace is not

likely io sei daylight ever again. He slew the rwo knights who rvere

guarding your bride, unfortunate black Arab!'
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The Arab rurned his mare round and reined her in only when he was
tace to face with Marko.

'Bad luck to you, unknown warrior!
'Yh1, devil told_youto ride among my suite and slay my two best

men? Are you such a fool as to knorv nothing about,rr"? Ar. yo.,

ryy...91 and_has your power turned your head? br are you sick ofyour
[fe?' the Arab hissed and, after drawing a deep breath, ,r.r, on,'

'I give.you my word of honouruo*,1 shall pull in the reins of my
mare, shall leap over you seven times, and shall ihen cut offyour head.,

'Do not boast foolishly,you blackArab! IfGod and good luckwill so,
vou r.vill not leap near me, let alone over me!, said N7arko.

The Arab drerv the reins in furiously, rvhipped his mare,s flank and
x'as.about to leap over Marko, but the bravi-sharats stood up on his
hind legs, hit the mare with his front legs and she landed, neighing
fiercely.

Oh, if one could have stood there and watched the two brave
'*'arriors rushing at each other! They were of equal strength and
prowess and neither of them could break the oiher. Theii steeds
pranced, sabres clanked, spears flew, and the air was full of the din of
battle for nearly four hours. At last the Arab realized that Marko was
still as fresh as he had been ar the beginning of their fight, whereas
he himself fek rveariness stealing ,pon hi*. He rushed b-ack through
the city gate, into the merchant quarter of Constantinople. Marko
spurred his Sharats, but the mare was srvifter, swift as a mountain Vila.
She nearly saved the Arab, but Marko remembered his mace, swung it
once or twice and hurled it at the Arab. The mace hit him betrveen Ihe
shoulder blades and the Arab fell offhis horse. Marko ran to him, curt
offhis head, and led dre mare back through the ciry gate.

He found the Princess alone on the road waitin[ for him, sur-
rounded by the packhorses loaded with treasure and hei dowry. All the
Arabs from the wedding-party had disappeared and rhere was nor a
trace ofthem on the road, except the rnarks their horses had left in the
dust.

Kralyevich Marko took the maiden back to the Sultan, her father.
'Here is your fair daughter, my lord Sultan, and there are your pack-
horses loaded with treasure and with her dowry.'

SSyrrg this, Kralyevich Marko departed from Constantinople
without further ado, eager to return to his whire city of prilep.

The next morning, however, the Sultan had seyen horses loaded
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with gold and jewels; his daughter packed the seven gold-embroidered
shirts, the golden dish with the snake holding a precious, shining
stone in its mouth, and, most precious of all, the fine sharp sabre with
three golden hilts and the Sultan's seal, warning everybody, whoever
he might be, that its owner was not to be slain without special per-

mission from the Sultan in person. All this w'as sent to Kralyevich
Marko, and with it the Sultan's message:

'Here is some gold for you, Marko. When you have spent it all,

come to your foster-father to ask for more, Marko.' i --. 1,L\-E\-ICH \: -

THE \''-F - -
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KRALYEVICH MARKO ABOLISHES
THE WEDDING-TAX

N.r day, early in the morning, Kralyevich Marko rode
down the vast Field of KJssovo. As he came to a
river, he saw a maiden coming his way. He stopped
and greeted her: .God be ivith yol, maiden of
Kossoyo!'

Tears ran down the maidenrs rosy cheeks before she ansv-ered
Kralyevich Marko. .No 

personal misfortune has befallen.irfr.. _. orn1I dear parents, my dear brother, oh unknown u,arrior, but it is
rune years now since an Arab has come from across the sea and taken
lease of the Field ofKossovo, granted to him by the Turkish Sultrn. g.
it is who makes us all unhappy, for we all have to provide for his meals,
nis drinks, and all sorts ofwirims. Moreoyer, he jecreed thrt rlLtlror.
r-ho want to be married must gry for it, *rid.nr, fu,r'r.. Uta.r, ,rrrr,give.rhirry golden ducats, and bridegrooms thi;ty_O*. iior. *frc
are rich enough give him their ducatsland they alone can l. _rrri.a.
-1s for me, my brothers are poor rnd, iry as we might, *. .orld n.rr".
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scrape enough money together for me or my brothers to marry;
that is why I could not have a home and a family of my own, and that
is what makes me unhappy. Still, I would not regret that so much-
his not letting us young people be married as we would like to-were
it not for yet another, worse misfortune: the Arab has ordered his men

to bring him a maiden each evening. After spending the night with her,

he gives her over to his sen ants and many of our good maidens have

had to obey that hateful order. It is my turn tonight. I do not know
rvhat to do norv, and I am trylng to make up my mind between
jumping into the river and drowning, or hanging myself. I much prefer

to die, oh brother, than to be a mistress to my country's most bitter
enemy.'

Having heard her rvoes, I(ralyevich lr4arko said: 'My dear sister,

maiden ofKossovo, do not, in the name ofGod, do anything so rash and

senseless. Do not burden your soul with such a heary sin! You should
just tell me rvhere the Arab's mansion is, for I wish to speak to him.'

'Why are you asking about the Arab's mansion-may it soon

become deserted and empty as rvasteland !-my dear brother, unknorvn

champion? Have you found a bride Ibr ),ourself? Are you taking the

tax to him now? You niight be y6uv mother's only son and you might
perish there! What would your poor) lonely mother do then?'

Marko took thirty golden ducats out of l'ris pocket and handed them

to the maiden. 'Take these ducats, my dear sister, and go back to your
white home; eat rvell and take care of yourself, waiting for the bride-

groom whom fate has decreed for you. Or-rly show me now where the

Arab's mansion is, for I shall pay your wedding-tax for you. Why
should the Arab kill me when I have money enough to buy the whole

Field of Kossovo, let alone pay my wedding-tax?'

'He has no mansion, dear brother; he and his servants live in tents.

Look down the Field of Kossovo no'w; can you see the silken flag

flapping in the breeze? That is the black Arab's tent. It is surrounded

by a green lawn, but it is a sad and unhappy lawn, covered with Serbs'

heads stuck on the poles. A whole week has not yet gone by from

the day the Arab slew sevenfy-seyen unlortunate bridegrooms-to-be
fi'om Kosso'r,'o. The Arab is accompanied by forty servants who guard

him day and night and watch like eagles all who approach him.'
Marko waved to the maiden and rode down the field, causing his

good Sharats to be very angry: live flames leapt from under his hools

and blue fire issued out of his nostrils. Angry was Marko too, riding
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dou,n the field and, shedding tears down his manly face, he spoke
wrathfully:

(Woe 
to you, unhappy Field of Kossovo, woe to you that you should

have lived to see this-that Arabs should rule over you alter our honour-
able Tsar Lazar! I cannot bear the shame, nor stand such dreadful
grief as this when I think of the Arabs doing such evil deeds here and
kissing our young maidens and newly wed brides!

'I shall reyenge you todayr my brothers, revenge or die, I promise!'
\farko shouted angrily, but there was nobody to hear him.

As he approached the tents, the Arab's sentry saw him and said to
his master: 'Oh, my master) lord from across the sea, there is a strange
knight riding down the Field of Kossovo, a strange knight and a

piebald horse yet stranger, with live flames leaping from under his
hoofs and blue fire issuing out ofhis nostrils. It looks as ifhe is going to
attack us!'

'N{y children, my forty brave servants, the knight will not dare to
attack us,' said the black Arab, smiling. 'He has probably found a

sl-eetheart and is bringing his wedding-tax to me; he may be angry
L.ecause he is sorry to part with his goiden ducats. Go out, brave
!er\-ants. Give him a fine welcome in front of our pleasant lawn: bow
on to hirn and receive his horse and arms as he dismounts. Usher him
iren into the tent to me: I shall not take his gold but shall behead him,
i:r order to gain a horse rvhich befits me better than him.'

Tl're Arab's senrants hastened out to obey their master)s orders, but
:, hen they saw lr.{arko at a Gw paces' distance, they scurried back

-rder the tent, frightened, trying to hide behind their master, and
:l-ering their sabres beneath their cloaks so that he should not see

::tem.
\{arko rode into the enclosure alone, dismounted his horse in front

-: the tent, and said:'You walk up and dorvn this paddock, Sharats,
., iilst I go in to see the Arab, but do not go far from the entrance of the
::'rt i11 case I should need you.'

\larko walked into the tent; he saw rhe Arab sitting and drinking
:..e cool wine, l-randed to him by a maiden and a young woman.

'God help you, my dear lord,'said Marko by way of greeting.
'God be with you, unknown champion! Come, sit down and drink

,.-:re s.ine with me. Later on you might, perhaps, tell me what has
:::ught ),ou herer' the Arab answered courteously.

'I have no rime for drinking rvine with you, my lord. As for my
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'Where there is a young maiden who has reached the marriageable

age,let her look for a bridegroom, and let her get married whilst she is

still fair and young.

'Where there is a young man, let him look for a bride and let them

marry in peace, for there is no more wedding-tax to be paid now.

'Marko has paid it for all of them, once for all time.'
Thanksgiving was heard from young and old alike:'May God grant

long life to Marko who saved his country from a sad fate and slew the

viilain! May both his soul and body rest in peace!'
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KRALYEVICH MARKO AND MUSSA

KESSEDZHIYA

ussA, the Albanian Turk, was drinking wine in a

Constantinople inn. After a while he said, drunk with
too much wine:

'It is nine years now that I have been serwing our

Sultan in Constantinople, and yet I have not been

g1ven a horse and arms or any clothes, either new

ones or old. I har,-e had enough of this. I give you my rvord of honour,'

he said, turning to his friends, 'that I shall go down to the coast and

become an outlaw: I shall close the roads and ways to my castle and

build a tall tower with gallows underneath. All the Sultan's men who

come my way shall be hanged.'
What the Turk declared when drunk, he accomplished later, when

he was sober: he $/ent to the coast and closed all the roads and ways

leading from the coastland to the Sultan's town, the roads along which

three hundred packs oftreasure were carried every year. All the gold

and treasure which by right belonged to other people or to the Sultan,

Mussa nov/ captured and kept for himself. Moreover, he had all the

Sultan's dignitaries who happened to pass his vay hanged beneath

his tower.
The Sultan received complaints about this behaviour from all sides,

and he finally decided to put an end to Mussa's robbery by sending his

own Vizier, Chuprilich, at the head of three thousand soldiers to

restore peace and order in the coastland.

Howwer, the result was disastrous: most of thc Sultan's soldiers fell

in the battle, and the Yizier vras captured by Mussa, who sent him

roo

ffi



to the Sultan, his hands ded behind his back and his feet bound under
his horse, to tell him what happened.

The Sultan was fuming u,ith rage now: he started to look for a brave
nan who would slay Mussa, and promised unheard-of rewards to him
n'ho shouid prove successful in the exploit. Many were tempted, and
rhey rode down to the coastland, but none ofthem returned.

The Sultan was greatly disturbed. Seeing him downcasr and desper-
ate, the Yizier Chuprilich said to him: 'My lord Sultan, if Kralywich
\larko were here now, he is the only one who could slay Mussa.,

The Sultan looked at him angrily, hardly managing to withold his
rears. 'Let me alone, my Vizier ! Why do you have to mention Kralyevich
\farko to me! Don't you know that his bones must haye turned to rot
and dust by this time! Three years ago I threw him into a dungeon-
and I have not opened the door of it since. He must have been dead
long ago.'

'What v,ould you give to him who told you Kralyevich Marko was
alive, my gracious lord?' the yizier asked.

'What! I would give him Bosnia to rule over for nine years, without
paying me a farthing in taxes or anything else,, the Sultan said wistfully.

The_Vizier leapt to his feet and ran down to the dark dungeon. He
opened the door and, taking out Kralyevich Marko, led fum into
the Sultan's presence. Marko uras a strange sight to behold, no doubt:
his hair was so long that it fell down to the ground (for while he had
been in prison, he rvas uront to lie upon one half of it, using the other
half as a covering over his bdy); his nails.were so long that he could
easily have ploughed the soil rvith them. The damp, cold dungeon had
made his face dark and sallow, and he was a sad si[ht if there i r., *r,
one, thought the Sultan.

_ . 'Are you alive, Marko?' the Sultan asked him, hardly believing
his eyes.

'I am, my lord Sultan, but am not well at allr, Marko answered him.
The Sultan asked him to sit down and listen to his tale of woe.

When he had finished, he asked:

_ 
'Could you go to the coastland now, Marko, could you go there and

slay Mussa? I.yould give you all you could wish for ifyou would put an
end to the villain.'

_ 
'No, my lord Sultan, I cannot do so now! The damp and cold

dungeon has almost deprived me of my sight. I can hardiy see no.w,
let alone fight a battle with Mussa! Let me stay for a while in one ofthe
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Constantinople inns; give me plenty of wine, brandy, good mutton,
and white bread. After some time I shall let you know whether I am fit
for battle or not.'

The Sultan summoned three young barbers: one of them washed
Marko's face andcuthis hair, theother shavedhim, and thethirdcutand
trimmed his nails. He was then taken to an inn, with, at his elbow,
wine, brandy, meat, and bread,ofwhich he might eat and drink as much
as he wished. Marko spent three months there and the Sultan called him
one day again:

'Could you trust yourself to go to the coastland now, Marko? I
am weary with listening to all the unfortunate people complaining of
the accursed Mussa.'

'Give me dry wood which has been lying in the attic for nine years,
my lord Sultan; only then shall I see whether I am fit or not.'

The Sultan had such wood brought down from his attic. Marko took
it into his right hand and pressed it hard: the wood broke into rwo or
three pieces, but not a drop ofwater came out of it.

'In truth, my lord Sultan, the time has not yet comer'Marko said and
u,alked out. Another month wenr by and Marko spent his days at the
inn, much as before, eating and drinking. When he felt his old strength
returningr he asked for the dry wood to be brought to him again. The
seryants rushed to the attic and fetched it for him: Marko pressed the
wood in his right hand and it broke into fwo or three pieces, but, also,
trvo drops of water Gll out of it.

'The time has come for the fight, my lord Sultan,'Marko said, and
he walked to Novak the smith.

'Forge a sabre for me, Novak the smith, forge a sabre better than
any one you have ever yet forged!' He gave the smith thirty golden
ducats and went to another inn, to wait for his sabre. After three or four
days he returned to Novak.

'Is my sabre ready for me, smith Novak?'
The smith brought it out of his workshop and gave it to Marko.

Kralyevich Marko looked at it, 'Is it good, smith Novak?,
'There is the sabre and there is the anvil, Marko-try it and you will

see what it is like,'Novak answered in a low voice.
Marko swung the sabre in his right hand and hit the iron anvil,

cutting it in two.
'Tell me truly, Novak the smith, have you eyer made a better one?'
'I shall truly answer you, Kralyevich Marko: indeed I have forged
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a better one, for a warrior better than you. When Mussa decided to go
back to his coastland I made a sabre for him and when he hit the anvil,
he cut in two not only the anvil, but also the stone underneath.'

This angered Marko so much that he cut offNovak's arm, saying:
'There norv, Novak the smith, this is for you so that you shall
never forge another sabre, better or.worse than this one. And here are a
hundred golden ducats to support you for the rest ofyour life.'

He then mounted on his Sharin's back and rode down to the gentle
coastland, inquiring for Mussa all the time.

Early one morning Marko was riding up a narrow mountain gorge
rvhen whom should he see riding towards him but Mussa himself; his
legs crossed on his horse, he was throwing his mace up in the sky and
catching it in his hands as it fell back, just for amusement. As they
came face to face, Marko said:

'lvlake way for me, Mussa of Albania; make way or pay due respect
to me!'

'Go by, Marko, and do not seek to quarrel rvith me, Marko, r;r
better, dismount your horse and come to drink wine with me, for I
shall not makewayfor you. You maywell have been borne bya Queen
in a King's palace on soft mattresses, you may well have been wrapped
in pure silk and linen with golden thread worren in it, you may well
have been fed on honey and sugar; as for me, a bitter Albanian woman
gave life to me, lying on a cold-stone by her sheep; she wrapped me in
rough, black cloth and tied it with the supple rwigs of the blackberri-;
I have been fed on oats' brewl moreover my mother often made me
svrear to her that I should never in my life make way for anybody.'

Hearing this, Marko threw his spear, aiming at Mussa's chest, but
the Albanian received it on his mace and threw it behind him. It was
his turn to throw his lance at Marko, but the Serb was as quick as his
enemy. He, too, put his mace forward and broke the lance.

Both sabres were drawn out quick as lightning now, and the tu,o
foes charged at each other: Kralyevich Marko swung his sabre but
It{ussa put out his mace and shivered the sabre to pieces. When Mussa
waved with his sabre, Marko met it with his mace and knocked it out
of his enemy's hand. They fought with their maces now) but they, too,
\\.ere soon broken. Dropping them on the green grass, the warriors dis-
mounted and started *i.rtling in the [tIle clelring by the roadside.
Brave, fierce warriors both of them, they fought until noon-time with-
out either proving to be the better ofthe other.
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Raging with anger and fury, they continued fighting until Mussa
shouted: 'Strike me hard, Marko, or I shall strike you to put an end ro
all this!'

Marko tried, but all in vain; Mussa finally succeeded in hitting him
hard and throwing him on the green grass. He sat on his chcst and
was about to kill him, but Marko cried:

'Where are you norv, Vila, my ov/n sworn sister? Where are you
today? May you be nowhere from now on! Why did you lie ro me,
srvearing that you would be at my side ifl ever should need your help?'

Vila's voice was heard from the clouds above them: 'Why, m,v

brother, Kralyevich Marko! Did I not tell you so often never to fight
on a Sunday? Moreover, it would be a shame for the two of us to
attack one foel but where are your secret snakes?'

Mussa looked up to the clouds, hoping to see the Vila. Marko,
meanwhile, drerv a knife out of his belt and gored Mussa from his
throat down to the waist. The dead Albanian lay so heavily on Marko
in the grass that the Serb could hardly breathe. After a rvhile, however,
he freed himself and rose, looking down at his enemy and marvelling
at his strange body: there were three sets ofribs in his chest, and three
hearts beneath them: one of them ltu-as weary, the other rvas prancing
madly, whilst on the third a poisonous snake lay asleep. The beast
woke with a start and spoke to Iv{arko: 'You should thank God,
Kralyevich Marko, that I did not awake while Mussa v/as still alive-
had I not been asleep, you would have perished instead of him today!'

As he sarv this, Marko ril/ept bitterly, saying to himself: 'Woe to
me, unhappy that I am; I have slain a hero migirtier than I!'

Thereupon he cut off Mussa's head, put it in Sharin's oat-bag and
rode back to Constantinople. When he was ushered into the big hall,
he threw the head belore the Sultan, who leapt up, terribly frightened.

'Fear nothingr my lord Sultan!' rumbled Marko. 'How would you
face him alive when you so shake at the mere sight of his seyered head?'

The Sultan gave him three packhorses loaded with treasure. Marko
rode back to his city of Prilep, and Mussa stayed in his mountain
gorge, never to disturb travellers or the Sultan again.
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KRALYEVICH MARKO'S DEATH

ARLx of a Sunday morning Kralyevich lv{arko rvas

riding up a mountain, not far from the seaside. Sud-
denly the horse began stumbling under its rider,
and Marko asked him, greatly rvorried: 'What is it,
Sharats, my brave steed? It is now a hundred and sixty
years that we have been companions, for better for

\\'orse, and you neyer stumbled before! Here 1.ou are now stumbling,
and moreoyer shedding bitter tears. God grant I may be v/rong, but I
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fear this portends no good! One of us rwo is going to lose his head

today-you or I, Sharats

Hardly had Marko uttered those words rvhen a Yila cried from the

mountain top, calling to Kralyevich Marko:

'Sworn brother, Kialyevich Marko, do you want to know w\ your

horse stumbles beneath you today? Hear me now-he is mourning you)

his master, for the nvo ofyou aregoing to Part Yery soon, Marko''

'O white Vila, may your white throat burn with pain! How can

you speak like that? Fiow could I part with Sharats when we have seen

to *rny places and towns together, when we have been through this

country from east to west, ,nJ I kno* that there is no better horse than

Sharats and no better champion to ride him than M do not intend to

part rvith my Sharats as lonf as I carry my head on my shoulders, Viia l'
' 

'S*orn biother, O Kralylvich uaiko, nobody will take Sharats b1'

force from you, and yoo irnrot perish by *y warrior's hand, by his

sharp sabre, heaq' mace, or deadly lance' There is no man on this

earti you ought io fear, but God who .has 
decreed )rol to die' Ii

you do not bii.v. my words, look round rvhen you climb up.to the

*ountrin top; you will see two slender sPruce-trees, taller and more

beautiful thrt ,ry other tree in the woodsl between them there is a

deep well. Dismount your Sharats there, tether him to one of the

sprrice-trees, and bend over the well: you will see yourface reflected

in the clear water, and you will then learn your hour of death''

Marko obeyed Vila, though with a heary heart, and did as she-had

bidden him. deeing the slenf,er, tall spruce-trees, he dismounted from

his brave steed anl tethered him to one of them' He bowed oYer the

well; as soon as he saw his face reflected in the calm water, he knes-

that his hour of death was very near. He urePt bitterly, saying: 
-

'O how false you are, world, my beautiful florver! Beautiful you har-e

been but I have trodden oYer you such a brief time; woe is me! Such a

brief spell, just three hundred years ! And the hour of parting with you

has already come, my hour of changing this rvorld for another''

Thereupon he drew out his sabre ind cut offhis brave Sharats's head

so that Sharats should never be taken and used by the Turks, or be

degraded by carrying'water or any other burden' Marko buried him

in I grr,r*i..p.i thlan the one hehad dug before for his own brother,

Andlia. Heaving a deep sigh, he broke his sabre into four so that no

Turk should be-rble toto"tt ofpossessing it, should he, byanychance'

find it on the mountain. He did this also lest the Christians might
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curse him for leaving his glorious sabre ro the heathen, who would useIt agarnsr them. Then lr{arko took his lance and broke it into seven
pieces ofwood, rvhich he tlirewhigh upamong the branches. As for the
six-knobbed mace, Marko hurleJ it mightif towards the deepUlue
sea, saying:

'When my mace comes up to the surface of the sea, may a warrior of
mv stature and strength come into this world again!,

Having.thus disposed of his weapons, Marko iook a piece ofpaper,
a pen, and a small golden inkpot which he always .r.ri.d in his belr,
and rvrote as follows:

'Let him r,vho should come up this mountain and find Marko lying
by the well betrveen the two ,prr..-tr.., know that Ur*" i, a*a.
\{arko has three purses of treasure with him. What treasure? Golden
ducats, all of it! Let him who finds me take one purse for himselfand
may he be blessed for burying me; let him give the second purse to the
churches that they may be repaired and aiorned with nei icons and
ornaments; as for the third, let it be given to the crippled and the
blind, so.that they 

ryy.walk through ihis world, ,ingiirg th.i. rong,
and speaking of Marko in them.,

Marko took the letter and threw it high up into the branches, and
the paper stuck to one.of them, easilyvisiLle from the road. Kralyevich
Marko threw.the golden inkpot into the well, took off his green
surcoat, spread it on the grass under the spruce_tree, crossed hilsef
and sat down, drawing his fur-lined helmet lorr.., on his brorv, and
then stretched himself down, never to rise again.

, Marko lay dead by the well for a whole rieek. Those going up or
down the road saw him l1,ing there and, believing him ti U."rrli"p,
rvalked far around so as not to rouse his anger by rriaHrrg him from his
sieep. Marko was known to be very qurrilro*. if sudjenly srartled.

- Finally, one day the abbot of the Serbian monasrery of Hilendar, on
\{ount.Athos, happened to be passing by with his deacon Isaiyr.
The old man sav/ Marko, and motioned his companion, u,hispering:
'Hush, my son, walk softly hither, for fear of rousing him. lvtarko is
always angry when he first wakes up: he might easillibehead us both
belore we know where we are.'

Still the monk glanced sideways at the sleeping Marko, full of
curiosity, and looking up, he noticed the letter flapping on the branch.
His younger companion climbed up, brought it do*.,, and handed it
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to him to read. The abbot now learned that N{arko rvas dead and

hurriedly dismounted to touch him but-alas !-the letter had told the

truth.
The monk thought for some time where to buryMarko and, finally'

made up his mind:"he put thedead champion on his horse and covered

him wiih the green ,ri.ort. He then took Marko dorvn to the sea and

carried him, hllped by his deacon, on board a ship' The dead warrior

sailed down the Adriatic sea to Mount Athos, where he was carried in

state into the white monastery ofHilendar. The abbot said the prayers

for therestof his soulrweepingover the dead hero' He then buried him

in the middle of the .hur.h and put the flagstones carefully back

exactly where they had been before, leaving no ryl\ by which

Kralyevich Marko's grave could be found later on' This he did in

ord.. to ensure the warrior a peaceful rest, undisturbed by his

enemies who might rvish to trke ieve.,g. e\ren uporl his dead body'
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