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• 
Chapter One 

IVAN MICHAILOFF 
/ 

When the door of the hut was opened, a clean
shaven young man some thirty-odd years of age was 
standing in the middle of the room, which was 
illumined by the pale light of a kerosene lamp hang
ing beneath a faded icon of the Blessed Mother. He 
was. of medium height, wearing a greenish-brown 
military blouse and _dun-colored breeches. A gray 
cap with a long leather peak was pulled low over 
his forehead. Gaiters of natural, undyed wool were 
strapped around his calves. He was armed from head 
to foot. His waist was zoned with a bandolier heavy 
with its load of cartridges. A revolver hung at his side. 
His breasts and shoulders were criss-crossed with 
straps supporting the bandolier, the_ rifle, the revolver, 
and the variety of other cumbersome comitadji equip
ment, which among other things included a kodak
shaped flashlight. His feet were thrust into ox-hide 
sandals securely fastened with straps about his ankles. 
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With the rifle on his shoulder and the other equip- . 
ment snugly and securely distributed about his 
person, he looked complete and ready to leap at 
something. He was a picture of preparedness. The 
fact that he was receiving ,a guest and two of his most 
trusted aides made no difference to him so far as being 

' ready was concerned. 
After shaking my hand firmly and welcoming me 

to h is modest revolutionary quarters, Ivan Michailoff 
embraced his friends and kissed their cheeks. Then 
we all sat down on comitad ji cloaks spread on the 
floor to serve as blankets. The room was bare, there 
were not even straw mats on the floor, which was the 
earth itself. The petal-like flame of the kerosene lamp 
on the wall seemed to quiver with resentment when
ever Michailoff pressed the button of the flashlight 
and the glowing light from it interfered with its heroic 
effort to keep the room illumined. 

Ivan Michailoff has a sinewy body, a sharp-featured, 
rigid face. When he did not talk his lips were hard
pressed, giving his countenance a severe tenseness. He 
was not robust, but the years of mountain abode and 
rugged comitadji life had tempered him. He was of 
average height, thin, bony, with deep-sunk eyes, hol
low cheeks, and a square chin. With his compressed 
lips and the sculptural rigidity of his face, he looked 
earnest, determined. 

Upon this man has fallen the burden of forty years 
of Macedonian revolutionary history. As I looked at 
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IVAN MICHAILOFF 

him sitting there I thought of Gotse Deltcheff, Damian 
Grue-ff, Boris Saraffoff, comitadji heroes of my child
hood days in Macedonia in the first decade of this 
century. The ambition of every Macedonian boy in 
those days was to become a comitadji, to raise a 
beard, a mop of shaggy hair, and with rifle on the 
shoulder and cartridges across the breast, to fight the 
Turkish hordes and free Macedonia from their cen
turies-old yoke. I still remember how an old woman 
who had a son who was a comitadji would stop me 
on the street and ask me what I would be when I 
grew up. "A comitadji," I would reply without hesi
tation. "What will you do to the Turks?" she would 
ask. "I shall kill-them all!" 

Instead, I came to America to plunge bOdy and 
soul into a different kind of fight and to forget about 
the comitadjis. In my boyhood Macedonia was under 
t}le Turks. Now it is criss-crossed with boundary lines 
as Michailoff's breast is with straps. The Serbs, the 
Greeks, and the Bulgarians hold slices of it. We were 
now in the Bulgarian part. Michailoff was born in the 
Yugoslavian share; I was born in the Greek section. 
But we were Macedonians. What mattered that I was 
an American citizen? Here we were . together in this 
mountain hut. I was not here solely as a curious, ad
venturing newspaper correspondent come to the 
mountains in the dead of night to interview a revolu
tionary chieftain, and to entertain the American pub
lic with stories about armed bands of comitadjis. in 
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the depth of the Balkans. Michailoff was not talking 
to me as he would to a correspondent, making state
ments intended to inform the public what Imro is, 
why it blows up buildings and railway trains and 
bridges, why it assassinates generals and statesmen 
(and by and by a king). ?e was talking to me as to 
a Macedonian, trying to rebaptise me in the sacred 
cause, from which I had estranged myself, what with 
my twenty years of transplanted life in America. And 
it was not hard for me to become infected with his 
enthusiasm. 

In fact, Charles H. Dennis, the genial editor of the 
Chicago Daily News, in discussing with me my pro
jected articles from the Balkans, had tacitly suggested 
that I abstain from political themes and write some
what literary articles about the life of the people on 
the soil, about customs and costumes and quaint 
places. My own feelings were in perfect accord with 
my editor's. I was interested in literature more than 
in journalism, and writing about people that goaded 
oxen and poked donkeys and otherwise lived as peo
ple did in Biblical times seemed far more suited to 
literature than subjects drawn from the tangled skein 
of Balkan politics and nationalism. And I had a grand 
time writing about philosophical donkeys and medi
tating storks, about gypsies baking themselves in the 
sun like snakes, about water-buffaloes sloshing 
through pools of mud, about market-places, pictur
esque monasteries, folk-dances and folk-songs. But at 
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IVAN MICHAILOFF 

length I began to realize how affected and feeble it 
was for a person with a vital interest in human affairs 
to be in these barbaric Balkans where there is so 
much violence and suppressed vindi~tiveness, where 
the victories and defeats are not mere memories but 
actualities, to confine his interest to the braying of 
donkeys and the bleating of sheep and to philosophize 
with the storks. 

So my editor's counsels notwithstanding, in the fall 
of 1927 I established contact with the agents of Imro 
-Internal Macedonian Revolutionary Organization 
-and requested an interview with Ivan Michailoff, 
the chief of the Organization. I was told that he was 
a young man, a very modest young man. I was also 
told that despite repeated requests from many for
eign correspondents he had not yet granted a single 
interview. He was always in hiding, being guarded 
most carefully by an efficient and devoted band of 
comitadjis. He had cloaked himself with so much se
crecy and mystery that the Yugoslav legation in Sofia 
was offering a thousand dollars for a photograph of 
him that the Serbs might see how "Vantcha" (the 
Serbian diminutive for Ivan) looked. I pressed my 
case for an interview, the fact that I was a native 
Macedonian aiding considerably in the negotiations. 

While I was waiting for a decision, news reached 
Sofia that Imro terrorists in Shtip, Michailoff's home 
town, had assassinated the Yugoslav general Kovatche
vitch. This created yet another one of those periodi-
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cal Balkan war scares, with Belgrade addressing sharp 
notes to Sofia and threatening to invade Bulgaria if 
the latter did not stop harboring the Macedonian 
comitadjis. The British and French foreign offices 

Yugoslavia thanks France and England for 
urging Sofia to suppress Imro. 

likewise admonished Sofia to take immediate meas
ures for the suppression of the Macedonian Organ
ization. Andrey Liaptcheff, a native of Macedonia, 
was then prime minister of Bulgaria. To appease the 
Serbs and prevent any untoward events, he declared 
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IVAN MICHAILOFF 

martial law in the frontier districts of Kiustendil and 
Petrich. This martial law, by the way; has not yet 
been lifted, and the population continues to live 
under a state of war. 

In view of these developments I had more or less 
given up hope of seeing Michailoff, when most unex
pectedly one day I was told to make ready for an 
immediate departure. 

We started out from Sofia about midday by auto
mobile. There were five of us, two of Michailoff's 
trusted aides, their bodyguards, and myself. We trav
eled in an open car. The secrecy with which we 
slipped out of Sofia and the occasional whispering 
among my escorts already shrouded our journey with 
a certain air of mystery, only a foretaste, however, of 
what was to follow. 

Going down south from Sofia toward Macedonia 
one passes through one of the most primitive regions 
of Bulgaria, populated by a branch of the Bulgarian 
people known as Shopes, a sturdy tribe which, though 
dwelling near the capital, has stubbornly refused to 
absorb any of its culture or crude refinement. The 
villages here remind me of Indian reservations in the 
northwest. There is even something reminiscent of 
the American Indian in the motif of the Shope em
broidery. The topography is typically Balkan, how
ever, round and oblong hills covered with dwarf oak 
and beech, with stretches of flat land whose monotony 
is checked by rectangular grain fields. The region has 
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neither the ruggedness of the mountains nor the vel
vet mellowness of the lowlands. And the people, too, 
are neither the picturesque highlanders nor the gen
tle peasants of the seaside plains. But after one passes 
the squalid semi-primitive town of Radomir (birth
place of Gheorghi Dimitroff, hero of the Reichstag 
fire trial) and then winds through some sandy hills, 
the whole scene .suddenly takes on the aspect of an 
Anatolian landscape, with fig trees and cypresses. 

And here begins the Struma valley. The Struma 
river issues from the southern slopes of Mount Vi
tosha, near Sofia, and after passing through the whole 
width of Macedonia, empties into the A:.gean, as do 
the Vardar and the Mesta. 

Before we descended into this valley we came to a 
village that hung somewhat precariously on a salldy 
slope. The car found its way through narrow streets 
that were never meant for an automobile. My guides 
told me that this was the last Bulgarian village on our 
way, that the next one would be on Macedonian soil. 
We descended the hillside and were once more on 
level road, flanked on either side by fenced gardens 
and meadows, now barren in early November. The 
Macedonian territory just ahead of us was part of 
Bulgaria, and there was no boundary line to indicate 
where Bulgaria ceased and Macedonia began. A short 
distance to the right of us was the Struma river, but 
just ahead of us there was a smaller stream called the 
Rilska river, foaming down from the mountain whose 
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IVAN MICHAILOFF 

name it bears. This little river was the boundary be
tween Turkey and Bulgaria prior to 1912. When the 
automobile was half-way across the bridge, and we 
were therefore technically on Macedonian soil, my 
four escorts and the chauffeur removed their caps 
reverently, as people do when they enter churches. 
At the other end of the bridge the car stopped, and 
we all climbed off to touch the soil for whose libera
tion so much blood has been spilled. The Bulgarians · 
themselves of course regard this as liberated territory, 
but the Macedonians think differently. 

Shortly after we entered Macedonia, we arrived 
at Gorna-Djumaya, which is fewer than one hun
dred miles from Sofia. It is the largest of the Mace
danian cities which fell under Bulgar rule follow

ing the partition of Macedonia in 1913. So far as 
formal Bulgarian jurisdiction goes, this town forms 
part of the Petrich District, but it is better known as 
the capital of Bulgarian Macedonia. The entire 
Petrich District, with Petrich itself, Melnik, Sveti
Vratch, Razlog, Bansko, N evrokop and Gorna
Djumaya, a territory embracing the upper valleys of 
the Struma and the Mesta and the whole massif of 
Pirin with ramifications of Belasitsa, the western 
Rhodopes and southern Rila, comprises an area of 
about seven thousand square kilometers and a popu
lation of two hundred thousand souls. Bulgaria's 
meager slice of the spoils. To this territory, which 
represents but a tenth of the entire Macedonian area, 
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fell a special and peculiar function in the history of 
the post-war Imro. 

We reached Gorna-Djumaya at dusk. A few miles 
outside the town an Imro courier met us and con
ducted us to a private house.in the town. Later, after 
supper, again using the ca~, we crossed the Struma 
and over a dirt road hedged by bushes and other 
thorny growth, we came to a small village nestling 
at the foot of a mountain. At least a mile outside the 
village we were stopped by an armed Imro militia
man who stood in the middle of the road. He ex
changed passwords with our convoy and climbed on 
the running board of the car. At the edge of the vil
lage we relinquished the car and flung ourselves on 
the wooden pack-saddles of mules that were kept in 
readiness for us in the shadow of a copse of willows. 
Hence, with a guide in front of us and one in 'the 
rear, we rode along the outskirts of the village in 
order not to attract undue attention and came upon a 
path that led up the mountainside. 

We were all silent. And the silence weighed on me 
like a heavy blanket, almost interfering with my 
breathing. I felt as though I were stealthily creeping 
through a forest to an animal's lair and holding my 
breath for fear my presence might be sensed. I wanted 
to cough just once by way of readjusting myself to a 
more or less normal state of being. The knocks of the 
hoofs on the stones in the pathway, with the resulting 
strident metallic sounds, and the mules' loud breath-
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IV AN MICHAILOFF 

ing and occasional groaning as they strained their 
bodies up the winding pathway, made our silence 
seem ridiculous, since if we spoke or coughed the 
sound of our voices would not have carried farther 
than the clatter on the stones of the iron-shod hoofs 
or the snorting and lip-rattling in which the mules 
indulged unrestrainedly. 

At a place on the mountain slope where the beech 
woods closed in upon us, their branches forming a 
roof over the narrow path, we were stopped by the 
first advance guard of Michailoff's own band. I judged 
then that we must be near his temporary quarters, 
but I was mistaken, since we had to travel for at 
least two more hours through the night, with sen
tries posted every half-mile or so over the zigzagging 
mountain trail, before we reached, at midnight, the 
small hut in which Michailoff was awaiting our 
arrival. 

The two men who had led me to Michailoff left 
us alone that we might talk undisturbed. And Mich
ailoff talked. He is a grand talker. His speech is 
clear, lucid, colorful. To explain his revolutionary 
philosophy he summoned to his aid the whole of 
nature; the birds, the blades of grass, the forests, the 
b.rooks, the leaves on the trees, the sky and the clouds, 
with which he had communed these many comitadji 
·years--all these he summoned to his aid in order to 
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explain why he fought the way he did. He talks in 
symbols, contrasting simple things to explain an in
volved thought which otherwise might be hard to 
grasp. His voice is even and resonant. His face re
mains expressionless as though the words come from 
some mechanical apparatus, but the speech flows on 
like a .stream, winding in its picturesque similes and 
metaphors throu_.gh nature, amid flowers and grass, 
under the shade of trees; and the more it winds, the 
clearer it becomes. 

Michailoff's whole being is bent upon one thing: 
The Macedonian Cause! It is very simple. William 
Gladstone put it in four words: Macedonia: for the 
Macedonians. Thousands of Macedonians have died 
for this ideal, and have caused the death of thou
sands of others. They may yet throw the Balkans ;md 
the whole of Europe into new sanguinary conflicts. 
In fact, that is their aim. They do not hide it. They 
believe that another war will change the map of Eu
rope the way the last war did, and in the rearrange
ment Macedonia may be set up as an independent 
state. 

You cannot change Michailoff's views. You may 
talk to him, and he will listen, but he has been think
ing one thing for ten years, for twenty years, ever 
since he was born-autonomy for Macedonia. That 
thing has stamped itself upon his mind, that thing 
has sculptured his physiognomy into a bronze rigid
ity, that thing has hollowed his cheeks and encircled 
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his eyes with deep, dark rings. When a man thinks 
one thing day and night, and that involves terror, 
blood, revolution, it colors his life, twists it, even dis
torts it. Michailoff's mind is a caldron in which seethe 
a thousand plots. Nothing is of any value to him save 
the goal he is working for. The world, wealth, cul
ture, civilization, humanity, all these are empty 
words, meaningless and paradoxical. They are lies, 
he says. There is no civilization if one lives in dark- . 
ness; there is no culture if one is denied it; there is 

no humanity if one is not accorded human treatment; 
there is no justice if one must die in order to obtain 
it, and there is no freedom. You may not agree with 
him. You may think him a fanatic, which he undoubt
edly is, but you cannot help admiring his passionate 
"idealism," his readiness to blow up his brains and 
those of a thousand comrades, or enemies, if that will 
help free Macedonia. 

He kept on talking, with little rest and sleep. He 
talked at night in the hut, under the pale light of the 
lamp; he talked during the day in the outdoors be
neath the oaks, or atop the hills amortg the rocks. I 
tried to divert his mind to other subjects, to see what 
he knew of other things. But he always came back to 
his own subject. To talk of other things was to waste 
time, to dissipate energy; nothing was of any value 
until Macedonia was independent. First that, then 
other things. 

The hill on which we were was surrounded by a 
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cordon of comitadjis. Still as we walked about, Mich
ailoff always rigged up in his comitadji parapher
nalia and with rifle on the shoulder, we were fol
lowed by two comitadjis from his immediate guard. 
We could see a good deal pf Macedonia from this 
h ill. Across a deep, wooded ravine, in the bottom of 
which groaned a stream, there lay a grass-clad hill 
along the spine of which ran the Bulgarian-Yugoslav 
boundary. From where we sat amidst the gray mossy 
rocks we could see the Yugoslavian frontier guards 
moving about the blockhouses. On the other side was 
Yugoslav Macedonia, where Michailoff was not as 
safe as here in the Bulgarian part. But later this part 
too would become dangerous for him, and he would 
seek refuge ~n Turkey, Imro's original enemy. 

The two friends who had conducted me to Mich
ailoff's mountain headquarters continued to leave 
us pretty much to ourselves, giving us a chance to 
talk alone. Toward the middle of the afternoon the 
young revolutionary leader and I were lying in a 
clearing amidst the oaks. The autumn sun fell 
warmly upon the earth. On a hill across from us a 
flock of sheep crawled amidst the rocks, the sheep
bells tinkling resonantly. Once or twice we heard 
the shepherd whistling to his dog. I was tell ing 
Michailoff that it was generally believed abroad that 
the Organization was receiving material aid from 
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Mussolini. He was denying this, when one of his 
two friends who brought me to him came near us 
and suggested that if we had finished he should like 
to have a few words with Michailoff alone. I strolled 
away and joined the other m.an a few hundred yards 
distant. Almost as soon as I had seated myself next to 
him, he began to tell me what his colleague was tell
ing Michailoff. It was this: A few hours before we left 
Sofia news reached that capital that on the night be
fore, Michailoff's father and brother had been killed 
by Serbians in Shtip, their native town, which was 
about a hundred miles southwest across the bound
ary from where we were at the moment. The two 
victims were returning from their shop, in Shtip, to 
their home in Novo-Selo, a suburb, where Michail
off was born. While crossing the bridge over the 
river Otinia they were killed. 

Naturally I was greatly affected by the news. "Why 
did you not tell me of this before?" I complained. 

"We thought it best," replied the man, "to keep 
the news from both you and Michailoff until you 
had h.ad an opportunity to talk under ordinary cir
cumstances." 

So far as Michailoff was concerned the precaution 
which his friends took was hardly · necessary, for 
though ·he must have been touched deeply by the 
tragedy, he did not shed a tear and continued his 
conversations in the same spirit as before. What 
were the deaths of his father and brother? Merely 
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incidents in the fifty-year history of blood. His father 
and brother were but two of the thousands of victims. 
It was not right that he should show greater concern 
over their deaths than over those of any of his many 
comrades and compatriots who met with similar fates 
at the hands of Macedonia's ,enemies. 

I marveled that a man who had just heard of the 
simultaneous deaths of his father and his brother 

r 

could be so composed. Michailoff sat there apparently 
unmoved, like a general receiving a report of two 
casualties in the ranks. How naive I was then! I was 
in the midst of revolutionists; in the presence of peo
ple who plotted death constantly. Less than eight 
months after my meeting with Michailoff he ordered 
the assassination of his colleague in the Central Com

mittee, General Alexander Protogheroff, a man twice 
his age and with a long and distinguishedservice in 
the Macedonian Movement. And while it was only 
natural, not being a seer, that I should be ignorant 
of the future, I was ignorant of the recent history of 
Imro and of the circumstances which led to Michail
off's own rise to leadership. 

Michailoff had two brothers. The telegram an
nouncing the killing did not say which of his 
brothers was killed. He hoped it might be his older 
brother (which it turnedout to be), for the younger 
one, he said, had it in hini to render valuable serv
ices to the cause of independence. Then he com-
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mented that it was not chivalrous to shoot an in
nocent old man simply because he happened to be 
the father of an enemy. "It may not be sheer re
venge!" he reasoned. "Their shooting my own people 
may be just a trick to decoy us into foolish reprisals. 
But they are sadly mistaken. We take only such 
measures as are deemed advisable and expedient re
gardless of any provocations on the part of our 
enemies." 

In the dead of night, as we had come, we started 
for the city, leaving Michailoff in the mountain with 
this band. Before I saw him again many things hap
pened. At that time he was practically unknown, 
except in the Balkans. Since then his name has been 
spread across the pages of the newspapers of the 
world. Writers and correspondents from Europe and 
America have sought him in his revolutionary do
main. Few have ever succeeded in seeing him. And 
now as I write this, his authority in Bulgarian Mace
donia destroyed, the revolutionary machine which he 
had maintained there abolished, Michailoff has found 
asylum in Turkey, Imro's · ancient enemy. The In
ternal Macedonian Revolutionary Organization in 
its forty years of active history, during which it has 
suffered a thousand mortal strokes but did not die, is 
now facing its most severe crisis. None of the , many 
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Imro leaders that preceded Michailoff died a natural 
death. Some of them died in battle with the Turks, 
others were killed by the Serbs and the Greeks, but a 
great many of them fell victims to Imro's own inter
necine strifes which have gnawed at it from its very 
inception. The history of the Macedonian movement 
for liberation has many glorious pages in it. There 
are in it example) of epic heroism that rival anything 
in Greek tragedy. But these epic encrustations are 
tarnished with the smudges of Imro's own blood
letting. It may be nearer the truth to say that 
Imro's last decade of history has rather been one of 
self-destruction than a struggle for self-rule for Mace
donia. When the principle of Macedonian independ
ence was promulgated and a revolutionary organiza
tion founded to be the protagonist of, and crusader 
for, that principle, the groundwork was laid for a 
tragedy for the Bulgarian nation. The Congress of 
Berlin amputated a considerable part of the Bul
garian people from the main body of the nation, 
and this detached part appropriated the slogan 
"Macedonia for the Macedonians" and raised to a 
religion the principle of autonomy. In the name of 
this, for forty years now the Bulgarian people (both 
from Bulgaria and from Macedonia) have been pay
ing a heavy death toll. A revolutionary movement, 
even a brief one (let alone one that has existed for 
forty years) , is not a lane of roses and chrysanthe
mums. It is inevitable that it should be a pathway of 
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thorns and weeds, but the Macedonian revolution
ary movement is half a century of skulls and cross
bones, which should be heaped upon the graves of 
some European statesmen, chiefly upon those of 
Disraeli and Clemenceau. 

Be.lgrade upon a high but inconvenient 
po.sition. 



Chapter Two 

THE BULGARS BRING THE HORSE
TAIL TO THE BALKANS 

The . unnatural frontiers which run in serpentine 
lines over the Balkan hills are also the frontiers. of 
the Balkan minds. The thoughts and attitudes in this 

tragicomic region run in sph,eres. There is a Yugo
slavian sphere, a Bulgarian sphere, a Greek sphere. 
It is hard to think free, unhampered thoughts in the 
Balkans. There is always a thought-sentinel with a 
bared bayonet trying to stab your thought. A citizen 
of Sofia, for example, cannot think clear, unimpeded 
thoughts. The Yugoslav frontier, fewer than thirty 
miles from the capital, stops one's thoughts there and 
sends them back to their source. 

Macedonia is the axis around which these thought 

spheres rotate. 
The Balkan drama can be compared to the pro

verbial triangle play, the angles in this case being 
the Serbs, the Greeks, and the Bulgars. Any one 

of these peoples has at one time or another been 
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sole master of the whole Balkan peninsula. The 
Greeks deem themselves the rightful inheritors of 
the Byzantine Empire. The Serbs live with the mem
ory of their great Stephen Dushan, who, though but 
for a single generation, held the scepter of a mighty 
Balkan tsardom; while one thousand years ago the 
Bulgarians ruled the Ba'lkans. 

A couple of centuries before that, in the year 675 
to be precise, while the highly civilized and effemi
nate Greek emperor was disporting himself on the 
Bosphorus, there arrived in the Balkans, on the 
northern ba·nk of the Danube, a tribe of forty thou
sand ferocious-looking barbarians. Their leader was 
a young man named Asparuch. These savage tribes
men, with shaven heads except for a tuft of hair on 
the top, lined themselves on the bank of the great 
river and watched it flow toward the Black Sea. They 
had with them their women, who wore baggy trou
sers, and their children and their horses and their do
mestic animals, as well as their implements of war. 
And they all looked covetously across the river upon 
the fertile land that was then the Byzantine province 
of Moesia but that ever since has been known as 
Bulgaria. These were mighty inen, wart~iors. and 
huntsmen, and they called themselves Volgari (Bol
gari) because they came from the banks of the Volga 
river where, after migrating there from Asia, for 
some hundred years they had a kingdom known in 
history as Great, or Black, Bolgaria. Their last king 
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there was an old man named Kubrat. When Kubrat 
lay on his death-bed he summoned his five sons and 
gave them sage advice. (He took five wooden sticks 
and bunching them together tried vainly to break 
them all at once. Then he- separated them and broke 
them one by one withottt any difficulty.) Immedi
ately after Kubrat's death the five heirs divided the 
people into five groups. What happened to four of 

r 

the princes and their tribes history does not tell. 
Probably they were annihilated by the many warring 
peoples that infested Europe, or they were fused into 
the blood of other nations. 

The forty thousand that came to the banks of the 
Danube and looked across at the fertile plain of 
Moesia survived and became the bad men of the 
Balkans. Other barbarians had invaded the provinces 
of Byzantium, but almost all of them had co~e for 
conquest and for plunder. These Bolgari came with 
their women and their children. They came to stay. 
Some of . them carried long wooden poles on which 
were tied the tails of horses. In time of war, which 
was often, they rallied under the horsetail, and in 
time of peace they swore by it. They called their 
kings Khans. 

The pleasure-loving emperor in Constantinople, 
reclining on his soft couch, called one of his generals 
and asked him to go up to the Danubian region and 
chase these horsetail worshipers away from his terri
tories. Then he turned on his other side and called 
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for another of his beautiful Byzantine ladies and for 
a plate of fresh figs from Samos. 

About sixty miles south of the Danube and as 
many miles inland from the Black Sea at a place 
called Aboba-Pliska, Khan Asparuch built his wooden 
palace. Around it grew up the first capital of the first 
Bulgarian khanate in the Balkan peninsula. Since 
then there has been no peace in the Balkans. And if 
today the Balkans are admittedly regarded as the 
powder keg of Europe, it is, as we shall see in the 
pages of this book, because of this tribe of forty 
thousand Bolgari who swam the Danube and changed 
the name of the Byzantine province of Moesia into 
Bulgaria. Had they, like the other four divisions of 
old King Kubrat's people, been lost, and it was a 
mere chance that they were not, it is impossible to 
say what the history of the Balkans would have been. 

These slant-eyed, fierce-looking Bulgars, who car
ried their horsetail all over the Balkans and to the 
very gates of Constantinople, in time became ab
sorbed by the native Slav population. There is now 
no trace of their own tongue, but they gave their 
name to the country and to the people whose lan
guage and culture they adopted. For many genera
tions the Bulgarians have been regarded as a Slavic 
people, but even today in remote and primitive ham
lets one occasionally meets a Bulgar man or woman 
with Asparuch's Mongolian features. 

To induce Khan Asparuch to keep the odious 
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horsetail far from the gates of Constantinople, the 
emperor paid annual tribute to the Bulgar khan 
and sent him fair Greek wenches and other costly 
gifts. The Byzantine emperors were crafty men. In 
the modern Bulgarian language the word Byzantine 
is a synonym for shrewdl(ess and intrigue. The em
perors knew that the women of these savage Bulgars 
were coarse and unkempt, while the ladies of the 
Bosphorus haasoft, velvet eyes and Grecian profiles; 
their skins were as smooth as marble, and their lan
guorous bodies exuded the perfumes of the baths. 

Even so, time and again the imperial forces suf
fered the temper of the Bulgar arms. Khan Kroum, 
one of Asparuch's successors, distinguished himself 
by killing an emperor in battle, something which 
only the Goths had done before him. The Emperor 
Nicephorus invaded Bulgaria and razed Kfoum's 

wooden palaces at Aboba-Pliska. But while he was 
on his way back to his capital, Kroum bottled him up 
in the narrow Balkan passes. "Alas, alas," the un
fortunate Nicephorus is supposed to have exclaimed, 
"unless we could assume the wings of birds, we can
not hope to escape." Kroum chopped off his head 
and impaled his body. Then he encased his skull 
in gold and used it as a drinking goblet on state occa
sions. The mighty Kroum besieged Constantinople 
repeatedly, but the impregnable walls dismayed him. 
During the long sieges Kroum's men built huge bon
fires and amused themselves in various ways. And the 

36 



THE HORSE-TAIL TO THE BALKANS 

Khan himself, escorted by his adoring concubines 
and by his entourage, marched to the shore to wash 
his feet in the waters of the Bosphorus. From the 
parapets of the walls the beautiful Byzantine women 
gazed with amusement upon the wild Khan. Once he 
promised to lift the siege if the emperor would admit 
defeat by permitting him to sink his spear into one 
of the gates as a token of victory. 

In the tenth century, under Simeon the Great, the 
Bulgarian tsardom covered practically the entire 
Balkan peninsula, stretching from Hungary to Thes
saly and from the Black Sea to the Adriatic. After 
Simeon's death the empire disintegrated. Samuel, a 
Macedonian chieftain, restored the realm for a short 
while. At a place near Petrich, where now the bound
aries of Greece, Yugoslavia, and Bulgaria meet, Sam
uel was defeated by the Emperor Basil, nicknamed 
Killer of the Bulgars. Basil captured fifteen thousand 
of Samuel's soldiers and gouged out their eyes, leav
ing one in a hundred with a single eye to guide his 
comrades back to the king. Poor old Samuel dropped 
dead . from grief upon beholding his pitiful blind 
army. 

By . the enq of the fourteenth century the last ves
tige of Bulgar independence had disappeared. The 
Turkish crescent on its field of red was lifted wher
ever had stood the pole with the horsetail. Toward 
the beginning of the nineteenth century came the 
revival of Balkan nationalism, long dormant under 
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the lunar dusk of the Turkish crescent. The Greeks, 
the Serbs, and the Rumanians won their independ
ence from the Turks before the middle of the nine
teenth century. The 'Bulgarians had to wait an
other generation. During. the long, dark years of 
Turkish rule the Bulgari~n people had lost knowl
edge of their erstwhile greatness. A monk from 
Mount Athos named Paissi, born somewhere in 
Macedonia, wrote a book in crude old Bulgarian 
which he called History of the Bulgarian People, 
Their Kings and Their Saints. The voice of Father 
Paissi rang like a bell through all Bulgar lands and 
awoke the people to the fact that they were a nation, 
that they had a glorious past, that they had illustri
ous kings like Simeon and Samuel, and like Kroum 
who used an emperor's skull as a drinking cup. · 

After this the Bulgarians began to think of 'their 
nationality, of schools and churches. In 1835 the 
first Bulgarian school was opened in Gabrovo. By 
1870 the Bulgarian church, which had been under 
the authority of the Greek patriarch of Constanti
nople, was recognized by the Sultan as an independ
ent institution with an Exarch as its supreme head. 

Mean}Vhile Bulgarians in whose souls rang the 
voice of Father Paissi began to think of political in
dependence and organized revolutionary committees. 
Vassil Levsky, a native of the famous Valley of Roses, 
became the guiding genius of the new revolutionary 
society. Disguised as a monk, he traveled through the 
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villages and was known everywhere as the "apostle" 
because of his preachment of this new religion which 
he called "freedom." He succeeded in weaving a se
cret revolutionary network from the Adriatic to Con
stantinople and threatened the stability of the old 
corrupt Ottoman empire. He did not live to see his 
country free. Sixty-two years ago the Turks hanged 
him in Sofia. Shortly after that, in April, 1876, the 
Bulgarians revolted against the Turks. Christo Boteff, 
the poet-revolutionist who was then in Rumania writ
ing his fiery verses, rushed to the aid of his country
men with a band of two hundred of his compatriots. 
Carrying long valises s..1pposedly containing carpen
ter's tools, the insurgents boarded the Austrian vessel 
Radetsky. When the boat pulled from the landing, 
they unpacked their bundles and donned their revo
lutionary uniforms. They wore furry calpacs with 
rampant bronze lions on the front. Like a band of 
pirates they took possession of the vessel. But theirs 
was a noble mission. Boteff wrote a memorable let
ter to the Austrian captain. 

"These are Bulgarian revolutionaries," he wrote, 
"and I am their captain." The commandeered boat 
transported the would-be liberators to the Bulgai;ian 
bank of the river. Thence they marched across their 
native country, waking such villages as were still dor
mant. Bote££ was only twenty-eight years of age when 
he died. A bearded Circassian aimed the fatal bullet 
that pierced his forehead. Like the Hungarian Petofi, 
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Boteff was a poet-revolutionist. He sang of freedom, 
and he died fighting for it. He left but twenty poems, 
yet half of them are enough to raise him high above 
any Bulgarian poet that has followed him. All his 
poetry is a protest against · bondage, a mighty cry for 
freedom. His ideas trans~end the narrow bounds· of 
nationalism and embrace the cause of the oppressed 
throughout the world. Boteff defi-es a God that 
anoints kings a nd patriarchs and that teaches the 
slave to be patient and to pray. One god alone he 
acknowledges, the god in himself, in his own heart 
and soul, the god of freedom. 

That April insurrection was suppressed by the 
Turks, but it did not fail of its end, since it precipi
tated the Russo-Turkish war which resulted in the 
freedom of Bulgaria, though not of all the Bulg~rian 
people. In crushing the rebellion the Turks mas
sacred thousands of people. In one village alone, 
Batak, they butchered five thousand, most of them 
women and children . .Such wholesale destruction of 
innocent people could not pass uncensored even in a 
Europe callous to the spectacles of bloodshed. Wil
liam Gladstone thundered in the British parliament 
against the "despicable Turk" and wrote pamphlets 
about the atrocities which sold into thousands of 
copies. The Russian Tsar, cloaked in the mantle of 
protector of all Slavs, was disturbed in his quiet 
contentment by the thunderous exclamations of the 
British statesman. So he led the armies of the Russias 
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into the Balkans and drove the Turks out of Bul
garia. The victorious Russians stopped before the 
gates of Constantinople. There, on the Bosphorus, 
the Turks signed a peace known in history as the 
Treaty of San Stefano. Had not Disraeli scrapped this 
treaty and supplanted it with the notorious Treaty of 
Berlin, the word comitadji would not have come into 
existence. According to the San Stefano Treaty Tur
key agreed that all Balkan lands inhabited by Bul
garians should form one independent Bulgarian state. 
But a few men in Berlin restored the abominable 
condition that a whole army had shed blood to rec
tify. The Berlin butchers dipped their pens in ink
wells full of blood and consigned to the refined 
cruelty of the Turk several millions of people, at the 
same time foredooming to early and forcible death 
other millions yet unborn. Macedonia they returned 
to Turkey for further serfdom; East_ern Rumelia, 
with Philippopolis as the capital, they erected into an 
autonomous province with a Christian governor ap
pointed by the Sultan. What was left of the territory 
which the Turks ceded at San Stefano they allowed 
to be established as a nominally independent Bulga
rian principality. 

Once more then, after a hiatus of half a millen
nium, the horsetail was hoisted on the pole in the 
Balkans. But in that there was cause for rejoicing as 
well as for appre'l)ension. From that messy, bloody 
inkwell int? whi f were dipped the pens that signed 
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the Berlin Treaty grew up a new Balkan thorn. 
Many have pricked their fingers with it and have 
died from its poison. From that moment the Mace
donians began to aspire fQr a separate national exist
ence, for an independent Macedonian state. William 

' Gladstone coined for them the phrase "Macedonia 
for the Macedonians." They made this their slogan. 
The Macedon-fan Bulgars deserted, as it were, the 
horsetail, and instead took a piece of black cloth, em
blem of serfdom and oppression, and across it em
broidered. with red silk the words "Liberty or Death." 
For nearly half a century now that has been the stand
ard of the Macedonian comitadjis. 
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-Chapter Three 

IMRO 

T h~ Internal Macedonian Revolutionary Organi
zation-Imro-is the principal factor in the struggle 
for Macedonian independence. For while all legal
political activities are conducted outside of Mace
donia, Imro, as the first word of its name indicates, 
has existed on the soil, in Macedonia. Imro was 
founded for the sole and direct purpose of freeing 
Macedonia and making it into an independent state, 
but for the last fifteen years, in addition to that ever 
present objective, it has had the more immediate and 

more compelling mission of saving the concept of the 
very existence of a Macedonia. For that concept was 

rapidly disappearing; Macedonia was becoming a 
mere historical conception, something that existed as 

a state more than two thousand years ago, like Cappa
dacia, or Moesia. That it has not become. so is due 

chiefly to Imro's r !fusal to die. 
Before 1912 M .cedonia with its three vilayets con-
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stituted an integral province of European Turkey. 
In that year the Christian Balkan states defeated Tur
key and divided Macedonia among themselves. That 
part of Macedonia which fell under Greek jurisdic-

-

Macedonia, Belgr.._ade's dangerous burden. 

tion began to be known as "Northern Greece," that 
under Serbia was rechristened "South Serbia," and 
that under Bulgaria is generally called the "Petrich 
District." 

The Greeks regard all Bulgars in their share of 
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Macedonia as Slavophone Greeks, that is, Slav-speak
ing Greeks. On that ground they refuse to grant them 
the minority rights guaranteed by tht; Peace Treaties. 

The Serbs on the other hand regard the Bulgarians 
in their part of Macedonia as "Old Serbs" or '_'South 
Serbs" and see no reason for observing any treaty 
stipulations concerning minorities. I have before me 
heaps of volumes containing innumerable testimo
nials, letters, eye-witness statements, photographs, 
charts, and documents concerning Serbian and Greek 
tortures in Macedonia. The Serbs are drunk with 
power, and the Belgrade megalomaniacs are trying 
to denationalize a stubborn Bulgarian population 
and make of it pravi Serbi-pure Serbs. The effort to 
transform stubborn Bulgarians into pravi Serbi may 
seem ·strange, and even amusing, to an American, 
but in the Balkans it is a grimly tragic matter. In 
one of the volumes alluded to there is the portrait 
of a little girl from Prilep who has made herself 
famous among the Macedonians. In 1912, during the 
progress of the first Balkan war, the recently assas
sinated King Alexander of Yugoslavia, then Crown 
Prince, stopped this little girl in a street in Prilep and 
bending over her, asked, "Pa shta si ti?" (And what 
are you?) The little girl said, "Bulgarian." The 
"charming" and "sensitive" Alexander swung his 
arm and slapped the little girl'~ face with the royal 
palm. Any discerning person witnessing that inci
dent would have foreseen the second Balkan war 
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hanging like a cloud over the allied Balkan armies, 
which had not yet defeated the common enemy. 

The paradox of it all is that while Macedonia was 
under Turkish dominion the whole Slav population 
there regarded itself, and' was regarded by the world, 
as Bulgarian. Then the Balkan allies took Macedonia 
away from Turkey and divided it unequally among 
themselves, thiU is to say, passed arbitrary boundaries 
through Macedonia. Automatically all those Slavs 
that fell under Greek jurisdiction became Slavo
phone Greeks; those under Serb became Old or South 
Serbs; and those under Bulgarian remained as Bul
garians. These boundaries were not made to satisfy 
ethnological claims; they were not ethnical bound
aries that later became also state or political bound
aries. The Greeks and the Serbs retained such Mace
danian territory as their armies occupied during the 
progress and confusion of the war. The Bulgarians 
happened to be fighting in Thrace and so invaded a 
small part of Macedonia. If the frontiers had been 
different, leaving more Macedonian Slavs under 
Greek rule, there would have been more Slavophone 
Greeks; if the Serbs had gotten Salonica, which they 
still covet, there would have been more "South 
Serbs," and if Bulgaria had acquired the territories 
the Greeks and Serbs had ceded to· her in the pre
war secret treaties, there would have been more 
Bulgars. 

As I write this I feel how powerless I am to con-
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vey even a fraction of all that which animates these 
Macedonians and of what it would mean to them if 
they awoke one morning and found themselves a free 
and self-governing people. I have a feeling that the 
Irish would understand this better than any other 
people. Often, when I have speculated on a free 
Macedonia, I have pictured to myself the half a 
million Macedonian emigrants now in Bulgaria 
marching exultantly across the hills and pouring into 
Macedonia to kiss the soil and embrace the trees. 
The hearts of many would burst with uncontainable 
joy, like the heart of the nightingale in the folk-song. 
And this is not entirely a writer's fancy, for I re
member that a Macedonian, Theodore Lazaroff, igno
rant of the fact that the Balkan allies in 1912 had se
cretly divided Macedonia among themselves before 
they declared war on Turkey, and believing that at 
last his country was free, shot himself dead from 
sheer joy. 

The father of Imro was Damian Grueff, native of 
Smilevo, a village of carpenters near Bitolia. Gnieff 
studied at the State University in Sofia, but like ever 
so many of his followers, lie quit the student's bench 
to carry the pistol and the dagger in Macedonia. In 
Salonica, with the cooperation of Dr. Christo Tat
artcheff of Ressen, he founded the Organization in 
1893, Dr. Tatartcheff becoming the first president of 
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the Central Committee, and Salonica the seat. Local 
chapters were quickly formed in all the principal 
towns and cities in Macedonia. Most of the leading 
spirits were school teachers, and those that were not 
managed to obtain appointments as such in ·order 
to explain their presence in the towns where they 
had to conduct conspiratory work. Gruefi had him
self appointed inspector-general of schools in Mace
donia, a position which greatly facilitated his move
ments as the · evangelist of the new gospel. In those 
days all Bulgarian schools in Macedonia were under 
the jurisdiction of the Bulgarian Exarch in Constan
tinople, as were all Greek schools under the Greek 
Patriarch in the same city. But the revolutionary or
ganization and the Exarchate soon clashed, the latter 
disapproving of the insurrectionary activity and 
maintaining that through education and legal.politi
cal means Macedonia would eventually become free. 
The revolutionary hot-heads retorted sarcastically 
that the slave never freed himself by prayer. The con
flict, however, had deeper roots than mere tactical 
disagreements. The Exarchate was a national Bulga
rian institution supported by the Bulgarian state. 
That its seat was not in Sofia, the capital, but in Con
stantinople, was due to national policies, similar to 
those of the Greeks, whose Patriarch maintained his 
seat in Constantinople instead of in Athens. Through 
the churches Athens and Sofia meant to enlarge and 
strengthen their claims over the Christian population 
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in Thrace and Macedonia. Imro's principle of au
tonomy conflicted with the policy of the Exarchate, 
which, while serving the spiritual needs of all Bul
garian nationals, did nQt forget the political interests 
of the Bulgarian state. 

At first a secret and civilian society, Imro quickly 
spread through the villages and took on a mass char
acter. Teachers, priests, tradesmen, peasants, stu
dents, merchants, shepherds, even housewives, swore 
upon the open Bible whereon lay crossed the pistol 
and the dagger-swore to fight, at the cost of their 
lives, for the autonomy of Macedonia. The response 
was so everwhelming that it surpassed the broadest 
expectations. The land of Macedonia was covered 
with revolutionary cells, which were linked together 
into a system of local, sub-county, county, and dis
trict revolutionary committees~ all under the supreme 
authority of the high and mighty Central Committee 
at Salonica. The novice revolutionists patterned their 
society after that of the Italian Carbonari and drew 
inspiration from their Bulgarian prototypes. 

Imro soon became the weapon with which the 
Macedonian people defended themselves alike against 
corrupt official authority and unbridled rapacious 
beys, aghas, and cruel bashibazouks. Through it they 
became more secure in their homes and more self
reliant. In pre-Imro days the peasants blindly be
lieved that Grandfather Ivan the Muscovite would 
come along to save them from the Turks even as he 
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had done with their blood-brothers, the Bulgarians 
of the kingdom. When they talked politics they won
dered what the Franko and the Engliso were doing, 
hoping vainly that their freedom might even come 
from Paris or London.· But Imro, only a few years 
after it spanned its mesh •of secret cells through the 
land, became the most vital political factor in the lives 
of the Macedonj an people. There was now a power, a 
strong power, more important to them than the 
doubtful humanity of a fickle Christian Europe. And 
that power was their own creation and their own pos
session. "Help yourself that God may help you," the 
folk began to exclaim. Imro began to punish with 
death tyrannical Turks that exploited the population. 
Imro curbed the Turk's wilfulness; it frightened the 
lust out of the beys and the pashas, for its. grim 
shadow fell menacingly from the mountainside upon 
the plain where the seraglios of the land-owning beys 
lifted their proud, white towers. The peasants re
fused to do the forced labor which the lords had been 
wont to impose upon them for generations. As are
sult, feudalism in Macedonia began to crumble under 
Imro's mighty blows. 

Imro was at first an underground, civilian, propa
gandistic society. The transition from "evangelism" 
to action came with the efforts to supply the people 
with arms. Most of the rifles and cartridges were 
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smuggled m from , Bulgaria, but some came from 
Greece, and a good many were bought on the spot 
from Turks by the peasants themselves. Later on 
Im~o agents studied the art of explosives in Belgium 
and Hungary and established small bomb foundries 
in Macedonia. 

For two whole years the revolutionary network 
kept spreading through Macedonia. Couriers crossed 
the land carrying important messages and ammuni
tion was transported and stored at various strategic 
poiQts without the slightest suspicion on the part of 
the empire that such a tremendous complot was be
ing organized against it. The first intimation of the 
existence of this immense conspiracy came quite ac
cidentally, as did also, later, the real discovery of the 

revolutionary organization. The members of the 
Bitolia (Monastir) revolutionary committee wanted 
to see what the bombs looked like. A peasant from 
Shtip, Andon Stoyanoff, was entrusted with the trans

portation of several iron balls, which were empty, . 
that the folk in Bitolia might see them and rejoice. 
He concealed the bombs in sacks of rice packed on 
his mule. On the way he was stopped by revenue 
men from the tobacco excise. Thrusting their iron 
spears through the sacks to check up for contraband 
tobacco, the excisemen struck something solid. When 
they poured out the rice, out fell the bombs, empty 
inside but bearing witness nonetheless to some evil 
plot. Andon was put through the most trying tor-

51 



HEROES and ASSASSINS 

tures. He was kept locked upstanding in a cage for 
days, yet he went through the whole inquisition with
out revealing a single detail. He became famous for 
his fortitude throughout Macedonia, the progenitor 
of that firmness of will and fanatical devotion to the 
cause that later became characteristic of the whole 

movement. 
Two years later Imro's existence was disclosed. 

Vinitza, the name of a village in the rice country near 
r-

Kotchani, became the synonym for bestiality and 
human depravity. This village had a mixed popula- _ 
tion of Turks and Bulgars. In November, 1897, a 
band of robbers crossed over from Bulgaria and late 
one night forced their way into the house of a wealthy 
Turk, Kiazim Agha. After robbing the Turk of eight 
hundred Turkish pounds, they shot him dead. On 
the following morning the prefect from Kotchani put 
the Bulgarian inhabitants through the usual ·tor
ture. All bore up heroically until a woman, break
ing down, confessed that there were rifles and cart
ridges concealed in her house. The Turks then 
searched all houses and hauled out about fifty rifles, 
several cases of bombs and cartridges, and a quantity 
of gunpowder. The interest of the authorities now 
shifted from the murder and robbery to something 
more important. The valie from Skopye, Hafuz 
Pasha, renowned for his Bulgarophobia, and the po
lice official, Dervish Effendi, notorious for his sad
ism, were given carte blanche directly from Yildiz by 
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Sultan Abdul Hamid to uncover the conspiracy. 
They put into action all known inquisitorial practices 
and devised many of their own. In county after 
county through Macedonia Turkish cruelty and 
bestiality ran rampant. Heads were compressed with 
wet ropes, priests and school masters were debased 
by perverted soldiers and gendarmes, hot irons were 
inserted in anuses, finger-nails were extracted, 
tongues were pinched with heated fire tongs. For two 
months the hellish scenes continued and were ter
minated only as the result of work done by British 
news correspondents and special investigators of the 
British embassy at Constantinople. The number of 
those tortured, jailed, and killed reached thousands. 

These cruelties were powerless to stop the revolu
tionary tide. On the contrary, the greater the hand 
of the oppressor, the more resistant proved the spring 
of the revolution. And Turkey, which had hardly 
yet recovered from the shocks of the recent massacres 
of Armenians, and beset moreover by the problem 
of Cretan and Yemmen independence, found still an
other volcano erupting in her rotting realm. 

After the Vinitza affair Imro came out in the open, 
openly to share authority with the Sultan in Mace
donia. Its existence was now no secret. Everyone 
knew of it. However, it remained invisible, though 
it was omnipresent. 
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COMITADJIS 

For the first few years after the founding of Imro 
there were none of those armed bands roving the 
mountains and the countryside which the whole 
world was to know later as the comitadjis. The for
mation of these army units came as an inevitable de
velopment of the movement and in time chang~d the 
whole structure and character of the Organization. 

The name comitadjis was given to the Macedonian 

revolutionists by the_ Turks. Literally, a comitadji 

means a committeeman. The Bulgarian form of the 

name is comita, and as such it gained wide use among 

the Bulgarian folk in Macedonia, but in Imro ter

minology a c~mitadji is always referred to as tchet
nik, and the band of which he is a member a tcheta. 

The position of the tchetnik in the revolutionary or

ganization is analogous to the private in the army. 

The tcheta is the company, and the commander of it 

is called a voyvoda. The word comita or comitadji 
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(the latter seldom used by the Macedonians since it 
has an unsavory connotation) is a general tenn and 
can be used for anyone from the ordinary tchetnik to 
a member of the Central Committee. 

The comitadji institution transformed Imro from 
a civilian, underground, conspirant society into a 
semi-military organization able to engage in battle 
with army detachments and to patrol Macedonia. In 
fact the tchetas became masters o£ the night in Mace
donia, and all that remained was for them to take 
possession of the day and independence would be 
virtually achieved. In certain villages in which there 
were no army posts or police stations, and no Turk
ish inhabitants, the comitadjis were masters in the 
daytime as well, going openly about the streets like 
gendarmes. 

The need for the formation of these armed revo
lutionary bands came with the uncovering of Imro 
by the Turkish authorities. Hundreds o£ persons that 
escaped then into the mountains had to be utilized. 
Gotse Deltcheff, co-founder o£ Imro with Damian 
Grueff and Pierre Toshef£, conceived the idea o£ 
grouping them into units and arming them to serve 
as a sort of gendarmerie and punitive section of the 
Organization. In fact Deltchef£ had already been us
ing similar bands as convoys of ammunition trains. 
In that capacity then, and as punitive and patroling 
contingents, the first comitadji bands were employed. 

The leaders quickly sensed that these bands af-
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forded the Organization a new department of which 
there was a definite need. What at first was a fortui
tous and somewhat temporary measure was made a 
permanent feature of the Qrganization. New duties 
and functions were added to the tchetas until gradu-

' ally they became the mobile centers of the county 
and district revolutionary committees. Finally they 
became the axis--around which all revolutionary ac
tivity revolved. With their further perfection the 
whole structure of Imro changed. From a propagan
distic, administrative, and civil organization, it 
changed into a military machine that took possession 
of the forests, revolutionized the villages, quickened 
the whole tempo of the movement, and openly shared 
authority with the Sultan in Macedonia. 

The tchetas became the visible manifestation of 
the mysterious power of the conspiracy. The comi
tadjis not only preached revolt to the folk, but made 
the idea concrete by their own example of valor and 
sacrifice, for they forsook families and occupations 
and were ready at any moment to die for what they 
preached. The tcheta was the materialized image of 
the new gospel, the symbol of word and action. It was 
the kernel of the mighty rebel army Macedonia would 
raise when the hour for the mass insurrection would 
strike. These mysterious bands, besides producing a 
magic effect upon the lethargic peasantry, inspired 
fear in the Turkish officials and forced them to mod
erate their treatment of the enslaved population. Al-
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COMITADJIS 

most every village, and sometimes whole counties and 
districts, groaned under the. lordship of some bey or 
pasha. Through the removal of these puppet tyrants 
many villages were virtually liberated. 

Gotse Deltcheff, father of the comitad jis, became 
chief organizer and inspector-general of them. Delt
cheff was born in the quaintly named town of Ku
kush, near Salonica, now under Greek rule. On the 
eve of his graduation from the military school in Sofia 
he managed to have himself expelled so he might 
rush back to Macedonia, for he had just heard that 
Damian Grueff was laying there the foundations of 
a revolutionary society. And it was well he did so, for 
the revolution needed him as much as it needed 
Grueff and that other member of the triumvirate, 
Pierre Tosheff. Deltcheff's personality and tempera
ment fitted him for a special place in the movement. 

These three men were the architects of Imro, they 
built it into the mighty power that it was. Grueff 
was endowed with immense intellectual prowess. He 
was the philosopher and mental giant of the revolu
tion. Tosheff was a silent, moody, sensitive person. 
In Grueff Imro had its mind. The pensive Pierre, of 
whom Grueff says that he had a pearly Slavic soul, 
supplied the spirit and conscience, whatever spirit 
and conscience a terroristic society may possess. And 
Gotse Deltcheff was the flesh and blood of Imro. He 
was the energy, the motive power which pushed the 
efficient and vibrant machine into action. The very 
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sound of his name acted like magic upon the souls 
and minds of the Macedonian youth. It was enough 
for a rumor to go through the villages that Deltcheff 
was in the vicinity for people to feel that freedom 
was nearer at hand. 

One could hardly con!=eive of two human beings 
more different from one another than were Deltcheff 

I 

and Grueff. One of them was frank and na'ive, solving 
the most perplexing problems by sheer intuition; the 
other, a sound-thinker, with an eye for the practical. 
Deltcheff was ever ready to burn himself in the buoy
ant flames of his boundless love; Grueff had com
pletely dominated his emotions and exposed himself 
only so much as. circumstances warranted. Deltcheff 
believed that all people were fashioned after his own 
spiritual image and trusted to the utmost in their 
good natures; Grueff looked upon every human being 
as a subject for observation and for conscious cul
tivation. One of them personified faith and exulta
tion, which helped him to recover quickly after the 
most trying experiences; the other, with his unper
turbed equilibrium and his restrained but constant 
optimism, was always prepared for the worst disap
pointments. And, finally, Deltcheff dominated the 
souls of men by his absolute frankness, brightly re
flected in his eyes, while Grueff succeeded just as well 
through his iron logic and his rare aptitude for tak
ing into account the character of his subject. 

The two men met for the first time in Shtip imme-
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diately after Deltcheff's return to Macedonia. They 
both were "school teachers" in the town. It is not 
hard to imagine what sort of school teachers they 
made. Little did Deltcheff's pupils suspect that this 
"schoolmaster" of theirs a few years hence would be 
the bash-comitadji, and that the Sultan would be of
fering a bag of gold for his head. 

"Listen, boys," Deltcheff told his class, "any of you 
who at the end of the term cannot jump over one of 
these benches will not be promoted to the upper 
grade. I shall thrash anyone that does not strike 
back when someone strikes at him. I shall cut off the 
tongue of anyone that spies on his schoolmates and 
reports to me. You must yourselves punish anyone 
that you think has done wrong."_ 

This was quite in keeping with his conduct as a 
student in the Bulgarian gymnasia in Salonica. The 
class there had once been plotting something against 
the teacher. One of the students reported the con
spiracy. The thirteen-year-old boy from Kukush 
would rather hang than leave the traitor unpunished. 
So he stuck a dagger in his back. 

The Bulgarian poet, Payo Yavoroff, who was a 
comitadji in Deltcheff's band when the latter was the 
hero of all Macedonia, has left some memorable im
pressions of the voyvoda. Yavoroff was not a native 
of Macedonia, but he threw himself into the furnace 
of the revolution to stifle the roaring forge in his own 
soul. He joined Deltcheff, the map who, with a spill 
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kindled from his flaming being, set afire the rebel 
spirit of Macedonia. There is no photograph extant 
of Deltcheff in comitadji uniform. But Yavoroff de
scribes him wearing a bl~use and breeches of gray 
homespun and walnut-colored woolen gai ters reach
ing to his knees. On his head is a white Albanian fez 
without tassel and around his neck is folded a black . 
woolen scarf. Over the blouse he wears a short tunic, 
with only the left arm thrust through it, the right 
side of the garment dangling freely like a broken 
wing. Dark chestnut-colored hair waves above his 
high, serene forehead, propped up by a pair of scowl
ing brows. His round, swarthy face is illumined by 
large brown eyes, with a look in them usually meek 
but ready to blaze forth like a knife at the slightest 
anxiety. His regular Roman nose curving a littk over 
his mustache, his nostrils thirstily dilating, his thick 
lips drawn into an enigmatic smile, and his well
rounded chin, all bear witness perhaps, says Yavoroff, 
to his flaming, emotional nature. With dagger, pistol, 
cartridge-belt, and a bright Mannlicher on his shoul
der, Deltcheff resembles some sort of haiduk deity. 
He is the voyvoda in the folk-song that sends greet
ings to the forest and asks it to prepare him a thick, 
cool shadow and provide him with a cold spring. He 
is the voyvoda that orders the pashas to sit quietly 
in their seraglios and to commit no wrong-doing. 
And the forests and the pashas obey. 

For the comitadjis are the lineal descendants of 
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the haiduks, those brave forbears of insubordination 
to Turkish rule. The haiduks formed the backbones 
of the revolutionary armies with which all Balkan 
nations began their organized struggle for freedom 
from the Turks. Every Balkan nation has a galaxy of 
these heroes, for whom songs are still sung in the vil
lages. A great many of them have immortalized their 
names in the ·histories of their nations as harbingers 
of the nationai reawakening. "'When Lord Byron went 
to aid the Greek insurgents in their struggle against 
the Turks, he lent his moral and material support to 
a lot of erstwhile kleftes, who for decades had lived in 
the mountains with the sky as their roof before they 
harnessed themselves to the "scientific" rebellion led 
by Ypsilanti and Mavrokordati. 

The haiduk bands operated singly, each one 
blindly devoted to its voyvoda. They were not pursu
ing political aims, nor had they either hope or in
tention of freeing rayahs and enacting independent 
states. Nonetheless they were Balkan Robin Hoods, 
champion defenders of the otherwise defenseless 
peasantry. Often they swooped down from their 
mountain strongholds like a flock of eagles to deliver 
some unfortunate village from the greed and lust of 
a hireling of the Sultan, or of a bashibazouk horde. 
And so when Imro captured the night and the forests 
in Macedonia, it came upon these perennial moun
tain kings, many of whom joined the bands and be
came famous as comitadji voyvodas. The Macedonian 
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epic, therefore, like all Balkan revolutionary epics, 
owes its proper debt to these legendary figures, the 
ballads and tales of whose courageous exploits still 
thrill Macedonians. The poems about the haiduks 
are filled with the mysterioms noises of the forest, with 
the serenity of the mountain plateau, and with fairies 
that tome to heal the wounds of the warriors. The 

/'" 

image of the haiduk still captivates the Balkan imag-
ination. In many songs which villagers now sing, 
the forest sighs with nostalgia for the courageous 
haiduk. The most beautiful song in the Bulgarian 
language, Christo Boteff's ode to Hadji-Dimiter, his 
fellow revolutionist, is but an apotheosis to the spirit 
of the haiduk. Boteff's hero, with a deep wound in 
his bosom, lies in a pool of blood upon the balkan 
(mountain). To one side he has tossed his rifle; to 
the other, his saber broken in two. His eyes are dim, 
his head is bursting, his mouth is cursing the whole 
universe. And in the sky the sun is stopped, parching 
the earth with its angry rays. An eagle with his out
spread wings screens the hero's face from the sun, 
and a wolf gently licks his wound. The sokol, heroic 
bird, also comes to care for its wounded brother. And 
at night when the moon rises on the starry sky, and 
the forest rustles with the breeze, the whole moun
tain sings the song of the haiduk. Then fairies in 
flowing white robes come dancing upon the verdant 
grass. They sit beside the wounded hero. One of 
them bandages his wound, another sprinkles him 
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with cool water, still another hastily kisses him on the 
mouth. The hero asks them for his lost comrade, for 
h is loyal, faithful band. And the fairies strike their 
hands, and they embrace one another and then fly 
up into the heavens to seek the spirit of his lost 
comrade. Still the wounded hero lies and groans 
upon the balkan, living there forever, for he that falls 
in the battle for freedom dies not. Earth and heaven 
mourn for him, beast and nature sing of him. 
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Chapter Five 

FOURTEEN THOUSAND 
"MISS STONES" 

The dues which Imro collected from its members 
and the taxes which it levied upon villagers and 
townspeople were not sufficient for the extensive 
arming and the various other revolutionary projects. 
Boris Saraffoff of N evrokop became a sort of perma
nent European agent, or ambassador at large, for 
Imro, and tried many schemes for raising money. 
A romantic personality, Saraffoff cut a smart figure 
in the European chancelleries and drawing-rooms. 
He had resigned his commission in the Bulgarian 
army for revolutionary activity in his native Mace

donia, where, by a single daring exploit, he became 
a hero over night. In 1897 Saraffoff, at the head of a 

band of rebels, captured the town of Melnik from 
the Turkish garrison and held it for twenty-four 

hours. 
This town, which then had a population of ten 

thousand and is now a heap of ruins, has a most 
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curious history. Its doom was spelled in 1913 when 
the Greek-Bulgarian boundary passed just a few miles 
south of it and cut it off from its contact with Sa
lonica, which consumed the famous Melnik wine arid 
lace fabrics. Melnik was founded in the twelfth cen
tury by noble Byzantines who had fallen into dis

favor at the imperial court and were sent into exile. 
It became a center of culture and gayety, since the 

nobles were permitted to take with them their wealth 
and their retinues. 

No gloomier site could have been selected for a 

community of exiles. The town is situated in a sandy 
chasm that opens like an immense mouth and holds 
in its jaws the rows of houses. The visitor does not 

see Melnik until he comes to the very mouth of this 

sandy abyss. The houses are heaped up, the roof of 
one on a plane with the ground porch of another 
above it. All project horizontally from the sandy 

walls and form a sort of amphitheater so that from 
every window one can see the market-place down at 

the small plaza where a sole plane tree spreads its 
mighty branches. Because of this piling up of the 
dwellings the ruins are even more appalling, giving 

the impression of a single enormous structure, tum

bled and forsaken, filling the whole chasm. 

Most buildings are constructed of gray stone and 
mortar and are covered with red tiles, now bronze

green and moss-coated on such roofs as still survive. 
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Back of every house, extending into the bowels of 
the earth, are deep artificial caves, once the reposi
tories of barrels filled with the thick, blood-red wine 
of the region. 

The population of Melnik never exceeded ten 
thousand, but the town in b palmy days had sev
enty-two churches, all of which are now in ruins, with 
the Byzantine frescoes faintly perceptible on their 
crumbling walls. These churches were built by the 
exiles, it being the custom for every new arrival to 
build his own private temple in which to worship 
for the expiation of his sins. From this circumstance 
it is concluded that in all seventy-two Byzantine 
nobles were banished from the gay capital on the 
Bosphorus to the abysmal gloominess of Melnik. 
Through the centuries of Turkish domination that 
followed, there were kept in one of these churches 
the crown, crosier, and purple mantle of a Byzantine 
emperor. When, during the Balkan war in 1912 

King Constantine of Greece came as far as Levunovo, 
a village some ten miles south in the direction of 
Petrich, these long-treasured imperial objects were 
presented to him with befitting pomp and ceremony. -

It was ,exactly fifteen years before that Saraffoff 
enriched the romantic history of this gloomy town 
by his daring exploit. Saraffoff surprised the garrison 
and captured the town. This was the first purely 
revolutionary act of this nature in Macedonia, and 
Saraffoff had a hard time to preserve it as such. Some 
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of his recruits were former brigands and could not 
understand why their leader would not let them take 
the money from the city treasury and fill up their 
skin-bags with gold and silver ornaments. Saraffoff 
succeeded in keeping in check their instincts for 
pillage and in giving his exploit a purely political 
meaning. From that moment till his assassination in 
1907 Saraffoff was one of the leading factors in the 
Macedonian movement. 

After Melnik he began wandering through Eu
rope, where he made love to daughters of British 
and Belgian capitalists that their purses might be 
loosened for the cause of Macedonia. And he was 
not unsuccessful. In Geneva, in London, in Petro
grad, in Vienna, the handsome figure of the Mace
danian could be seen in the company of gorgeously 
attired ladies, usually mature and ugly, since the 
young and beautiful ones understood little about 
national movements and the funds that were needed 
to keep them moving. Some of his schemes for rais
ing funds verged on the fantastic. He once heard 
that the Macedonian monks in the monasteries at 
Mount Athos had fabulous gold concealed in their 
money-belts and in the cellars of the monasteries. 
Thither Saraffoff sped, only to meet with disappoint
ment. During the Spanish-American war he offered 
the United States Consul at Petrograd a Macedonian 
legion to help in the fight for Cuban independence 
if, in exchange, America would supply Imro with 
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arms for its struggle against the Turks. The United 
States Consul told him there was no need of men. 
Once he tried to get General Kuropatkin interested, 
but the General received hip1 coldly and did not even 
ask him to sit down. "Tchto vie delaete'!" (What's 

' this you are doing?) admon!shed Kuropatkin, and 
counseled him to lay low, for Russia was busy in the 
Far East and could not help them if Turkey decided 
to make mince-meat of them. Saraffoff walked out 
angry. 

A mysterious Englishman with an unattractive old 
daughter whom Saraffoff seemed to find quite agree
able to his tastes gave him fifty thousand gold francs 
in Geneva. He tried to work some Americans at the 
Bellevue Hotel where he himself . lived under the 
name of Nicolas, but he was less successful with them. 

The biggest lump of_money that fell into the Imro 
treasury at one time was the fourteen thousand Turk
ish gold pounds (seventy thousand dollars) which 
came to bear the special name of Miss-Stonki. They 
represented the ransom money the Turkish govern
ment paid for the release of Miss Helen Stone, a 
Boston missionary whom the comitad jis kidnapped. 
This episode created an international sensation and 
did Imro more harm than the seventy thousand dol
lars did it good. Miss Stone, however, came out of it 
a convert to the Macedonian cause and lectured in 
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America in its behalf, but her friendship was not 
sufficient to counteract the impression that had been 
created, for the American public instantly put the 
Macedonian revolutionists in the same category with 
Chinese bandits holding American missionaries for 

ransom. 
The abduction was carried out by the voyvodas 

Yane Zandansky and Christo Tcherno-Payeff. Zan
dansky, chief of the Seres region, might be said to 
have been the engineer of the exploit. His position 
in the Macedonian revolutionary movement was a 
peculiar one. He certainly had some talents as a 
conspirator, and his contribution to the Macedonian 
mythology is considerable, yet his conduct was such 
that he has been denied a place in the calendar of 
heroes. He was the forbear of the socialist and fed

eralist tendencies in the movement and was a bitter 
enemy of all those Macedonian Bulgars that never 
could divorce the Macedonian question from the na
tional Bulgarian ideal. He thought that that roman
tic knight-errant of a Saraffoff was nothing but an 
agent of Princel Ferdinand of Bulgaria, and so he dis
patched his friend Todor Panitsa to shoot him. In 
1907 Panitsa shot both Saraffoff and Ivan Garvanoff 
just as they were leaving the Royal Palace from a con
ference with Ferdinand. 

But I am getting ahead of my story. My immedi
ate concern is the abduction of Miss Helen Stone of 
Boston, and that happened in November, 1901. It 
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was a successful enterprise, except for the evil repu
tation it gave Imro, attaching to it the stigma of ban
ditry. Zandansky says in his memoirs that he and 
Tcherno-Payeff were playiqg with the idea of a kid
napping as a means of raising funds for quite some 
time before they captured' Miss Stone. In fact they 
had their eyes set on a _wealthy bey from Gorna-Dju
maya. They did,..--go there and waited for a couple of 
days at Cafes where the bey was in the habit of sip
ping his black Turkish coffee. But luck was with the 
bey, as he happened to be laid up in bed with the 
"flu" at the time. 

From there the two voyvodas and their bands went · 
to Bansko in the beautiful Razlog plain, which 
spreads like an immense baseball field some three 
thousand feet above sea level. The plain is ·sur
rounded by Mount Pirin, the Rhodopes, and the 
Rila ranges. Bansko is just at the foot of Mount Pirin 
and is one of the most ~nteresting places in the whole 
of the Balkan peninsula. It has a population of about 
five thousand, all of them Bulgarians, but a special 
type of Bulgarians, which accounts for the fact that 
throughout the centuries of Turkish ruie this place 
remained a stronghold of Bulgardom. No Turk ever 
dared spend a night in Bansko or allow himself to 
be caught there by the dusk of evening. The name 
of the place is derived from ban, Slavic for gov
ernor. It is said that some ban sought refuge here 
from that terrible Sultan Murad, warrior and versi-
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fier, who eclipsed the sun with the glitter of his 

saber. 
The Bansko houses are veritable stone citadels 

with ponderous doors of oak planks. The windows 
are small, grilled with heavy irons, and provided 
with impenetrable shutters. And the Banskali, or ~ 

Banschani, as the inhabitants prefer to call them-
selves, are very much like their houses. They are 
silent, impenetrable, forbidding. There is a large 
number of idiots among them who leer at strangers 
and sometimes growl. They pick up stones and 
threaten to hurl them at you, but they never do. 
All Banschani look as though they concealed a hatred 
about which they will not speak. Most of them are 
tall, lanky mountaineers. The women carry their 
babies in bags at their backs as American Indians 
do. The children go about barelegged and dirty, with 
unkempt coarse hair covering their round cabbage 
heads. 

Bansko has given sor e of the most distinguished 
personages to. the Bulgarian nation. At one time its 
merchants traded with Vienna. Its fresco painters 
studied at Munich and other art centers of Europe. 
A Sultan and the kings of Serbia had as counselors 
men from Bansko. Neophite Rilsky, the father of 
Bulgarian education, was born in Bansko, and proof 
is piling up to convince anyone who cares that Father 
Paissi, the monk of Mount Athos whose quaintly 
phrased history of the Bulgarian people made the 
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Bulgars realize that they were a nation and that they 
had a glorious past, was also a native of Bansko. 

In Turkish times the craftsmen of Bansko minted 
such immense quantities of counterfeit metaliks that 
the Sultan despaired of tracing them and ordered 
them accepted as real coi~. When the Berlin Con
gress did not include this' village in the newly cre
ated Bulgarian principality, the people arose and 
proclaimed their- valley to be an independent king
dom. But their kingdom lasted for seven days only, 
since the Russians did not come to their support, 
while the Turks did come with cavalry and artillery. 
In September 1923, when Gheorghi Dimitroff led the 
Bulgarian Communists in an unhappy revolt, the 
people of Bansko proclaimed a soviet republic and 
installed a Communist municipal administration. 
This lasted for twenty-four hours, since again· the 
Russians did not come to their aid, and the Bul
garians did come with cavalry and artillery. 

To Bansko, then, came the comitadjis Yane Zan
dansky and Christo Tcherno-Payeff. They came to 
Bansko because, besides the other advantages, the 
place happened to be a Protestant stronghold in 
Macedonia. Some one hundred and forty houses in 
the village have been converted by the missionaries 
to Protestantism. Zandansky wanted the leading Prot
estants to ask a certain Dr. House, head of the Mission 
in Salonica, to come to Bansko so that he might cap
ture him and take him up to Mount Pirin to hold 
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him fo! ransom. He was told, however, that it would 
be hard to get Dr. House to come. Happily, though, 
just now there was in the village another missionary, 
a Miss Stone, also an American. Zandansky says in 
his memoirs: "I investigated and found out that she 
was an important person. I told Tcherno-Payeff, and 
he agreed that we should capture her. I revealed this 
to one of the Protestant members of Imro, and he 
said that he would help. He told us when Miss Stone 
would leave." 

They captured Miss Stone about ten miles from 
Bansko on the road to Gorna-Djumaya, at a place 
called the Predel (Divide), where the southernmost 
hills of the Rila mountain touch the tree-clad slopes 
of Pirin. At a place in the pass where an immense 
rock hangs menacingly over the road (since known 
as "Miss Stone's Rock"), Zandansky and his aides 
stopped the travelers. "There was an old woman," 
says Zandansky, "whom we wished to take along as 
companion for Miss Stone, but she fainted. So we 
took a younger woman, Madame Tsilka. A Turk 
passed by, who, we afterw-ards learned, was a smug
gler. I told him to stop. He jumped from the saddle 
of his horse and started to run. The boys chased after 
him. He fired back, wounded one of my boys. We 
shot him instantly." 

That they might disguise themselves as a band of 
robbers Zandansky and his men were dressed in a 
variety of costumes, including Turkish. As an added 
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measure to remove suspicion that the kidnapping 
was done by members of Imro, Zandansky ordered 
his men to converse in Turkish among themselves. 

"For five or six days the women kept weeping," 
says Zandansky. "They asked us what we were. 
'There are all kinds among us,' we told them, 'Turks, 
everything.' They got terribly frightened and kept 
on weeping." 

The two voyvodas kept Miss Stone and Madame 
Tsilka hidden in villages and mountain huts, while 
the affair filled the pages of the world's newspapers. 
Negotiations for ransom were begun in Sofia and 
Constantinople. Boris Bachmetev, Russian minister 
to Sofia (he was the Tsar's last ambassador to Wash
ington), had an important part in these negotiations. 
The original demand of the abductors was for twen
ty-five thousand Turkish pounds, but they compro
mised on fourteen thousand because, as Zandansky 
says, it got on their nerves, and Madame Tsilka had 
in the meantime given birth to a baby which they 
had to carry along with them. 

On January 18, 1902, in the dead of winter, the 
American delegation, headed by Dr. House, who was 
originally intended to be the victim, arrived in Ban
sko with the fourteen thousand "Miss-Stonki" se
curely locked in coffers. The delegation was escorted 
by a guard of two hundred and fifty Turkish cavalry
men. In Bansko, without the knowledge of the Turks, 
Dr. House emptied the chests of their gold content 
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and reloaded them with lead. He delivered the 
money to Zandansky and continued his journey to 
the town of Seres, where . he informed the Turks 
that the money had been delivered in Bansko. 

In another part of Macedonia, Tcherno-Payeff re
leased the two women and the baby. Helen Stone 
died in Boston several years ago. Her companion, 
Madame Tsilka, I saw in 1928 in Tirana, Albania, 
where she is director of an American orphanage. 

I 
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Chapter Six 

THE SALONICA DYNAMITERS 

The Macedonian revolutionary spirit expressed it
self most dynamically in 1903. In that year Imro 
raised an army of fifteen thousand comitadjis and 
pitched them in open battle against three hundred 
thousand of the Sultan's crack soldiery. The three 
Turkish vilayets (Salonica, Bitolia, and Skopye) 
which comprised Macedonia raised the banner of 
revolt and remained at war with the Ottoman em
p~re for three months. It was a quixotic, mad effort 
and proved disastrous .for the population, since the 
Turks crushed the revolt with their proverbial fierce
ness and cruelty. Nonetheless, the Macedonians, a 
handful of people battling an empire, showed to the 
world that their "Liberty or Death" slogan was not 
a mere phrase but something which they meant and 
were ready to carry out to the end, one way or an
other. 

Even without this, the year 1903 would still have 
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been a red-letter year in the Macedonian calendar. 
For as a prelude to the mass revolution, and contrary 
to the wishes of the Central Committee of Imro, a 
group of Macedonian students in Salonica staged a 
series of perfectly planned and timed outrages, chief 
of which was the blowing up of the Ottoman Bank. 
Of the dozen youthful terrorists who took part in 
the Salonica outrages one alone is alive today. This 
man, Pavel Shateff, now about fifty-three years old, 
I met not long ago in Sofia, and I acknowledge 
to him my indebtedness for some of the details in 

this chapter. 
Nearly all the Salonica dynamiters were from the 

town of Veless, situated on both banks of the Vardar 
river some hundred miles up from its mouth near 
the Macedonian metropolis. The Salonica-Belgrade 
railway passes through this town. The people of Ve
less are noted in Macedonia for their extreme indi
vidualism, their tendency to be hypercritical, and 
their rabid patriotism, qualities which apparently do 
not seem to go together. With Skopye, Shtip, Bitolia, 
Kukush, Prilep, and Ochrida, Veless is one of the 
strongholds of Bulgarianism in Macedonia. All these 
towns, except Kukush, which is under Greece, are 
now under Yugoslavia. 

It was quite natural that these young sons of Ve
less studying in Salonica should find faults with 
Imro's tactics and its plans to arouse the people in a 
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mass revolution. They did not believe that Mace
donia was sufficiently prepared for such a rebellion 
and warned that this would give the Turks their 
excuse to raze the villages and indulge in extensive 
massacres. 

And yet they wished not merely to criticize; they 
were eager to make their 1 own contribution to the 
Macedonian cause. But they did not know how, and 

remained at be~ a student coterie that, because of 
instances of insubordination in the school and other 

disturbances, had won for itself the appellation of 
Giurultadji-"Troublemakers." Soon however this 

epithet was replaced with a more idealistic one. 
The chief of the "Troublemakers" was a tall, thin 

youth with dark hair and swarthy skin. He was bur

dened with the imposing name of Yordan Pope-Yor
danoff. Every one, therefore, called him Ortzeto. 

Toward the end of the year 18g8 there came to 

Salonica from Geneva a student by the name of 

Svetoslav Merdzhanoff: It was not by accident that 
Svetoslav came to the principal Macedonian city, 
nor was it an accident that he immediately estab

lished contact with the "Troublemakers." He came 

there for the express purpose of looking over the 

ground for terroristic acts on a large scale. He was 

the representative of a group of Macedonian students 
in Geneva who had come in contact with some Rus

sian social revolutionists and had become infected 
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with ideas of nihilism and anarchism, which in those 
days were quite fashionable. Merdzhanoff initiated 
the embryo Salonica dynamiters into the mysteries 
of nihilism by providing them with ample litera
lture on the subject. So far they had only read the 
novels of Turgenieff and the memoirs of the Bul

garian revolutionaries, and they entertained ambi
tions of being men of action and of few words like 
Bazaroff, the hero in Fathers and Children. Merd

zhanoff introduced them to Underground Russia and 
The Field of the Nihilist by Stepnyak; Anarchy and 

the Dying Society by Jean Graff; La ConqwJte 
du Pain and Au Lendemain de la Revolution by 
Kropotkin; and to Lavroff, Tchernishevsky, and 

others. 
The "Troublemakers" now knew definitely what 

they wanted to do. So they immediately dropped 
that name and baptized themselves Gemidji-"Boat
men." In other words, they were not now just a _ 

group of fault-finders and troublemakers, but men of 

ideals who had taken leave of ordinary life and had 
set out in their little boat upon a stormy sea. They 
would either reach shore successfully or wreck their 

boat and themselves against the rocks. They did the 
latter. 

Now that they had an ideology, all they needed 
was money. Money indeed was all that stood between 

the heavy yoke of the Red Sultan 'and precious inde-
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pendence. And they did not even have money for 
their own support, let alone for their great deed. 
Two of them agreed to have themselves kidnapped 
so that a ransom might be collected from their own 
fathers. Gotse Deltcheff, who sympathized with them, 

though the Central Committee of Imro disapproved 
of their projects, offered to help them, but he could 

give them no m;mey from the Imro treasury. How

ever, he cooperated in the kidnapping hoax and 

collected one thousand dollars from the father of 
one of the boys. The other's father refused to pay. 

By the time the conspirators got the thousand dollars 
they had already spent it. Again they were in des

perate need. 
Merdzhanoff, who in his four months' association 

with them had provided them with their ideology, 
came to their aid. He had gone to Sofia and had in

duced Boris Saraffoff to supply him with funds for 
an attempt on the life of the Sultan. Immediately 
he summoned the "skipper" of the Salonica "Boat

men" and told him of Saraffoff's financial support and 
of his Constantinople project. He offered to divert 
part of the 'funds to Salonica if the "Boatmen" would 

undertake "something big" there. The two men then 

conceived the plan for the blowing up of the Salon
ica branch of the Ottoman Bank. They parted in 

Sofia toward the end of the year 18gg, Merdzhanoff 

with two of his Geneva colleagues going to the capi-
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tal on the Bosphorus, Ortzeto returning to the Mace

danian capital on the .£gean. 

Constantinople 

Every Friday afternoon Sultan Abdul Hamid drives 
from Yildiz Seraglio on the Bosphorus to a mosque 
near by for his weekly selamlik. Merdzhanoff plans 
to assassinate the Sultan on one of these selamlik 
processions, since that is the only time he leaves the 
palace. For four or five months the three terrorists 
attend these processions. At the end of that time they 
become convinced that it is impossible to get near 
the Sultan's carriage. Hamid is in constant fear of 
assassination and takes ample measures for his pro
tection. 

Giving this up as an unrealizable task, the three 
young men from the Geneva circle decide to blast the 
Ottoman Bank. They enlist the cooperation of a 
Bulgarian printer in whose name they rent a build
ing opposite the bank to be used as a warehouse. It 
is a three-story narrow building. They bring into it 
boxes of paper stock, books and pamphlets of a re
ligious and otherwise innocuous nature, textbooks 
for learning Russian, and other pertinent stock, like 
ink, glue, etc. 

A lot of the boxes, however, are empty. Later they 
will be filled with the dirt from the tunnel. The three 
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men, through Dimitry Liapow Gourin, who serves 
as a link between the Macedonian comitadjis and the 
Annenian Tashnaks, are put in touch with the Ar
menian revolutionist Kozakoff. 

They start digging. Wh~n they reach a depth of 
fifteen feet into the ground they turn horizontally, 

' straight for the bank, fifty feet away. There are only 
three of them, and they feel the need of a fourth 
one so that they may work in shifts of two. They 
write to the "Boatmen" to send them one of their 

crew. 

Salonica 

After many weary days the "Boatmen" have · at 
length rigged up their boat and set out on their 
great voyage. They are going to make history. They 
are working like rats under th.e earth, digging their 
way to the foundationsyf the Salonica branch of the 
Ottoman Bank. Opposite the bank they have rented 
a store and turned it into a "barber shop," install
ing one of their crew there as a "tonsorial artist." 

Little paper bags filled with earth come up from 
the cellar of the "barber shop," are put into cases, 
like refuse, and carried to the quays to be tossed into 
the sea. 

The Saraffoff money which Merdzhanoff promised 
to send regularly is very, very slow in coming. And 
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the "Boatmen" are usually on the rocks. One of them 
runs up to Veless, the home town on the Vardar 
river, and steals his aunt's jewelry. The uncle runs 
down to Salonica and retrieves the heirlooms from 
the noble thief for the equivalent of two hundred 
American dollars. It is not a lot of money, hardly 
enough to blow up the Ottoman empire, but it keeps 
the crew off the reefs for the months of April, May, 
and ] une in the year 1900. 

There are nine of them in the crew. Too many 
mouths to feed. So they are glad to send one to 
Constantinople, as requested by their colleagues 
there. It would mean one less to feed. Besides, hav
ing a representative in Constantinople might help 
get their share of the Saraffoff funds more regularly. 
They decide to send Pavel Shateff. 

While at first business was poor in the "barber 
shop," now too many local Bulgarians begin to visit 
it, making of it a sort of rendezvous. That is dan
gerous, for it may arouse the suspicion of the police. 

The "Boatmen" therefore ask their Constanti
nople confederates to send them, in exchange for 
Shateff, an Armenian Tashnak to run the "barber 
shop." This is not merely a precaution against the 
police but against the local Greeks as well, who are 
not at all favorably disposed toward the Macedonian 
cause, regarding it as nothing more than Bulgarian 
propaganda. A young Armenian bearing the half
Turkish, half-Greek name of Kiose Aristidi arrives 
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from Constantinople to take charge of the "barber 
shop," and the "Boatmen" feel relieved. 

Constantinople 

The tunnelers have struck rock here. They use chis· 
els and hammers. Four inches is the most they can 
do in a day. The tunnel is two feet wide and high 

enough so a man can sit with his head slightly bowed. 
The men work in shifts now, two of them resting 

in the city, the other two at work. One of the work
ers is in the tunnel, chipping bits of rock with the 

chisel and the hammer; the other is at the mouth of 

the tunnel blowing air into a rubber hose with a 
bellows. If he stops for three minutes the sperma,ceti 

candle which the other uses goes out, and breathing 

becomes difficult. One can only stand it in the tun
nel for a couple of hours. He is then relieved by the 

other, whose place he takes at the bellows. They 
work only in the daytime, for the guards might hear 
their hammering at night, when it is quiet on the 

street above. While one sleeps the other stays awake, 
watching over him, for he might talk in his sleep 

or cough, and the place, a "warehouse," is not sup

posed to be inhabited at night. Water is brought to 

them in big bottles like printer's ink. They only use 
it for drinking and never wash, except when they 

go out at the end of their shift for a two-week rest 
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above ground. Once every four days, Natcho, the 
son of the printer, comes in to bring them groceries. 

With a bag suspended from a rope they draw up 
the chipped stones and pour them into the empty 
cases in the "warehouse." 

Salonica 

The soil is soft here, and the job can be done inside 
of two months. In the capital the work would take at 
least six months. The conspirators want to blow up 
both banks simultaneously so as to give a purely po
litical-revolutionary significance to the outrages, 
which migh't be considered isolated nihilistic acts if 
they occurred at separate times. The men in Con
stantinople therefore advise their Salonica comrades 
to suspend work. The "Boatmen" follow this advice. 
At a point where they have encountered some old 
Roman walls they discontinue their activities. They 
call this part of their tunnel "Thermopyl~." To con
serve funds, some of the crew go home to V eless, 
where there's a roof and three meals a day at the 
family board. 

Constantinople 

The Ottoman Bank in Constantinople is the largest 
European-owned institution in the Sultan's empire. 
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The wealth of three continents, over which the em
pire stretches, pours into Constantinople, into the Ot
toman Bank, thence to be distributed to the share
holders in Paris, in Brussels, in Berlin, in London. 
European capitalists have .their fingers in all large
scale commercial and industrial enterprises in Tur-

' key. They do not listen to the cries of oppressed 
peoples like the Macedonians, the Armenians, the 
Yemmenites, the Cretans, all of them clamoring for 

administrative reforms and for liberty. The ambassa

dors kiss the hand of the Sultan at audiences and 

counsel the rayah to be loyal, to be patient. 
But wait! For months now four men have lived 

under the earth, eating the earth, ~oring into the 
rocks, inch by inch. They are now at the corner of 

the bank, in the foundations, fifteen feet below . the 
surface of the street. They can hear the roaring of 
the dynamo that generates the electric current for the 

illumination of the financial bulwark of the empire. 
Nothing can stop them now. All they need is the 
dynamite, and the clever Saraffoff, who makes love 

to the daughters of the European bankers for some 

of the profits they get from their investments in Tur
key, has promised to send them enough dynamite 

to blow up the whole of Pera and · Stamboul. And 

Saraffoff is a man of his word. He has already shipped 

one hundred kilograms from Belgium. It is on the 

way~ When it comes they will deposit it under the 
building, and then whenever they wish, whenever it 
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strikes their fancy, they will light the wick. Then 
there will be a blasting and detonation for the world 

to hear. 

Salonica 

All of the "Boatmen" are back at work. They too 
have been promised their dynamite by Boris Saraff
off. They are happy that the work in Constantinople 
is completed. Theirs will not take long. When they 
have deposited their explosive under the building, 
a time will be set, the one outrage to be followed 
quickly by the other, or, if so decided, both at the 
same time. Ortzeto, the "skipper," is sometimes 
sulky and wrathful, sometimes mild and genial. He 
bullies his comrades when they fail to carry out in
structions. He is railing at one of them for having 
failed to bring food in time to the comrade on duty 
under the earth; he is criticizing another for having 
looked at the basement window of the "barber shop." 
By such an act he might arouse suspicion and betray 
the whole scheme. Ortzeto is the oldest of the crew, 
and he hardly twenty years of age yet. 

Constantinople 

The dynamite has arrived. The Armenian revolu
tionist Kozakoff has got it past the customs. Two 
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Armenian hamals put the valises on their backs. A 
secret-service man on guard outside the customs 
house becomes suspicious. The hamals are bending 
down too much under the weight of those valises. 
He follows them. When th~y enter Kozakoff's house, 
he calls for the police. Kozakoff and the dynamite fall 
into the hands of the authorities. Kozakoff reveals 
nothing of the great conspiracy. Being a Russian 
subject, he is trA-nsported to Odessa, and the Tsar 
sends him where the Tsar sends all revolutionists
Siberia. The Turkish police bestir themselves. They 
begin wholesale arrests of Armenians and Mace
donians. Since the diggers have finished the tunnel, 
and all of them are living above ground, three of 
them fall into the hands of the police. The other 
escapes to Bulgaria. In Merdzhanoff's clothing the 
Turks find a code letter from Christo Matoff of 
Imro's Central Committe, but it contains nothing 
about the conspiracy. The three men are kept in jail 
for four months. Finally at the instance of the Bul
garian minister, the Sultan releases them but ban
ishes them from Constantinople. Merdzhanoff and 
Sokoloff go to Sofia; Shateff returns to his home in 
Macedonia. 

The tunnel, with the entrance c·arefully masked, 
remains undiscovered. There is now neither dyna
mite nor dynamiters. In a few months, however, 
two others arrive on the scene to take the place of 
the banished four. Their job is merely to get new 
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dynamite and blow up the bank. The long, arduous 
underground work has been done by the others. One 
of these new men, Alexander Kiproff, directly upon 
arriving goes to the "warehouse" witli Natcho, the 
printer's son, to examine the tunuel. Then like a 
fool he sits down and in a code letter describes the 
whole thing to Christo Matoff. (I met Kiproff in 
1927 in Sofia, where he was occupying himself with 
journalism and story writing. He said that having 
failed as a dynamiter, he had hopes of winning the 
Nobel prize as a writer. I wished him luck, but he 

died two years ago.) 
Luck must be with the Ottoman Bank. For just 

as Matoff receives Kiproff's letter and puts it in his 
pocket, he is arrested in Salonica, and the police 
find the letter. They have the key to the code, and 
they send the decoded message to Abdul Hamid at 
Yildiz. Hamid, without notifying the police of the 
capital, sends his own private police to padlock the 
"warehouse." Happily, Kiproff and his co-worker 

manage to escape. 
For t~e second time in five years the Banque Otto

man is saved from being blown into the air. The 
first time was in 18g6 when sixteen Tashnak terror
ists entered the building, carrying with them, in 
bags like coin, sixteen kilograms of dynamite. They 
locked the doors and took possession of the premises. 
Through the director of the bank they sent to all 
the ambassadors at Constantinople a project for ad-
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mm1strative reforms in the six Armenian vilayets. 
They made it plain that if the reforms project was 
not accepted . they would blow up the bank. As a 
reply to this threat the Yil~iz camarilla organized a 
massacre. Mobs of fanatical Turks armed with clubs 
and yataghans started an irldiscriminate butchery of 
Armenians. Should the Tashnaks blow up the bank 
there would be few of their people left to en joy the 
reforms even if they were granted. On the other hand 
if they relinquished their plan, the massacre might 
stop. Sultan Hamid, who, incidentally, was part Ar
menian, dispatched the chief Russian dragoman to 

negotiate with the revolutionists. He offered them 
safe transport to any foreign country if they came 
out without damaging the building. And so the six
teen Tashnaks came out and through streets sprin
kled with the blood of their people walked to the 
pier to board a French steamer for Marseilles. Even 
so, twenty-five thousand Armenians lost their lives. 
The bank was saved. · 

It is worth noting, perhaps, that the Tashnaks are 
the progenitors of political terrorism. They are the 
men from which the Macedonian comitadjis bor
rowed the method and elaborated upon it. The Tash
naks still exist, though the contemporary ones are 
quite different from those old fighters against Turk
ish tyranny. They are now fighting against a Soviet 
Armenia that is free politically and economically. 
Some people are chron1c revolutionists. If there is 
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no real tyranny and oppression to fight against, they 
will fight shadows. The last act of Tashnak terror 
was the assassination in New York City on Christ
mas, 1933, of Archbishop Leon Tourian, member of 
an old Armenian family and head of the Armenian 
churches in the North and South Americas. The 
Archbishop's Soviet sympathies, the Tashnaks 
claimed, exerted a corrupting influence on the old 
Armenian Church. 

But while Armenia, suffering mate of Macedonia 
under the sultans, is now healthfully thriving and 
building itself into a modern state under Soviet di
rection, Macedonia is farther away from her free
dom than ever before. 

Salonica 

When the "Boatmen" heard that the Constantinople 
part of the conspiracy had been exposed, they quickly 
masked the entrance to their tunnel and rented their 
"barber shop" to an Italian, who knew nothing of 
what was 'underneath it. They now decided not to 
resume work until they had put their hands on 
some dynamite. They were going to take no chances. 
The "skipper" went to Sofia to raise funds, but Sar
affoff was not there. Meeting with rebuffs from other 
Macedonians, he sought the Macedonian ambassador 
m Geneva. Through him the future hero of the 
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Salonica outrages met a lot of Russian Socialists, 
Communists, Anarchists, and Nihilists, all of whom 
approved his plans for terroristic acts in Macedonia 
against European investments. Saraffoff had just then 
obtained a tidy sum from a mysterious Englishman 
and gave the "skipper" two thousand dollars. He also 
promised him one thousand kilograms of dynamite. 
Immediately Ortzeto took out a two-thousand-dollar 
policy with New.- York Life, making Saraffoff the 
beneficiary of it. (After the fireworks in Salonica, 
Simeon Radeff of Ressen, from 1925 to 1933 minister 
plenipotentiary to Washington from His Royal Maj
esty King Boris of Bulgaria, collected the premium 
and delivered the money to Saraffciff, who gave four 
hundred dollars of it to the youth's parents. In those 
days Mr. Radeff was publicizing the Macedonian 
cause in Europe. He introduced Saraffoff to Clemen
ceau. The latter became a warm advocate of the 
Macedonian movement, which he crucified in 1919, 
since the Macedonians had helped the Bulgarians 
who had helped the Huns.) 

Ortzeto returned to Salonica and reassembled his 
crew. Meantime Saraffoff purchased one thousand 
kilograms of melanite in Belgium and as an experi
ment shipped one-tenth of it in a barrel as a remedy 
for vine-grape phylloxera. It came through the cus
toms without any mishap. The "Boatmen" felt re
assured and set to work. Unable to rehire their "bar
ber shop," they rented a new store and fitted it out 
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as a grocery. They deposited their hundred kilograms 
of melanite in the cellar of this new store and began 
digging a new tunnel. Again they put the dirt in 
paper bags and boxes, like garbage, and carted it 
to the sea. When they met their old tunnel it was 
not necessary to do this, since they packed the dirt 
into it. 

They waited for their big lot of dynamite which 
Saraffoff had already shipped. What they had on 
hand was sufficient for the bank alone, but they 
planned other acts. At length they received a com
munication from the Constantinople office of the 
Compagnie Freycinet that a shipment of phylloxera 
remedy from Marseilles was at the customs house in 
the port of Dede-Agatch and that they should call 
for it. They hired a Vlach smuggler to take the stuff 
out for them, paying him 'two hundred and fifty 
dollars in advance and promising to pay as much 
more upon delivery. They waited and waited, but 
the Vlach contrabandist did not appear. The "skip
per" then went to Dede-Agatch himself, only to dis
cover that the shipment had been removed from the 
customs. It turned out that I van Garvanoff, acting 
head of Imro's Central Committee, (Grueff was in 
exile in the Fortress of Podrum in Asia Minor) had 
by a ruse put his hand upon the shipment. (He paid 
the Vlach the balance, and perhaps more.) In this 
way Garvanoff had hoped to thwart the outrages. 
This was a severe blow to the "Boatmen," arid they 
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were downright angry. They were dangerous enough 
even when they were not angry. Deltcheff succeeded 
in quieting them. 

Anyway they had one hundred kilograms of the 
blasting stuff. They stole siKty kilograms more from 
a quarry in Bulgaria. Th\s was Nobel's dynamite. 
They had a difficult time getting Mr. Nobel's explo
sive transported from Sofia to Salonica. First they 
made use of a Macedonian youth who worked in the 
Wagons-Zits on the Orient Express. At the Sofia sta
tion they would leave in the chest in the closet a 
cartridge belt containing five kilograms of the dyna
mite. The Macedonian youth would pick it up and 
gird it around his waist under his uniform. In Con
stantinople he would walk out from the station in his 
uniform and go directly to the cafe Palais de cristale, 
in Pera. Here he would hand the dynamite to a 
Czechoslovakian dancer who had formerly been em
ployed in Sofia at the "Cafe Battenberg," where she 
had left a gold cross, a ring, and some other personal 
property. In exchange for her services the "Boatmen" 
redeemed her articles and delivered them to her. All 
sixty kilograms of dynamite was in this way brought 
to Constantinople without any mischance. Now to 
get it to Salonica. This proved much easier, since it 
did not have to cross any boundaries. Ortzeto came 
to the capital and bought a lot of sardines. He packed 
these in barrels, carefully concealing the dynamite 
between them. The sardines were safely delivered in 
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Salonica. One hundred kilograms of Belgian mela
nite and sixty kilograms of Nobel dynamite were now 
in the "Boatmen's" possession. They went to Garvan
off, who, through his base ruse, had, in a way, "high
jacked" their large shipment. They bragged before 
him that they had their dynamite now, and that he 
could coine to see it .if he wished. Gotse Deltcheff, 
who had the most influence over the youthful terror
ists, begged them to defer their act. He had large 
supplies of rifles and cartridges coming in from 
abroad for the general insurrection the following 
summer. He feared the Turks m-ight take extreme 
precautions after the outrages and he might expe-
rience difficulty in smuggling in his arms. Deltcheff 
counted out to the "Boatmen" two hundred and fifty 
"Miss-Stonki" for their up-keep while they waited 
for his rifles. 

During the month of March ( 1903) the Salonica 
municipality was digging ditches for sewerage pipes 
and the "Boatmen" quaked with fear lest the city 
diggers expose their subterranean passage. Happily 
the sewerage pipes went only six feet deep, while 
their own worh were twice that depth into the 
ground. But no sooner had they breathed with relief 
over this danger than news appeared in the European 
press that the Macedonian revolutionists were ready 
to carry out large-scale outrages against European in
terests in Turkey. As a result the Turks doubled the 
guard at the bank and at other public buildings. 
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The plotters were getting desperate lest something 
should thwart their great plans. Just at this time 
Damian Grueff returned to Salonica from exile. fie 
too begged them to give. up their project, for he 
feared that the counter-terrorism in which the Turks 
were bound to indulge ~ould emasculate Imro's 
strength, which was needed for the impending mass 
uprising. Failing to persuade them to abandon their 
plans completely, Damian tried to get them at least 
to save their act for the tail-end of the insurrection 
as a final blow to Europe in case the insurrection 
should fail to bring independence to Macedonia. 

It was useless. The youths were intransigent. For 
five years they had been waiting for this moment. 
They feared if they waited any longer something 
might happen to rob them of their opportunity. 
Besides, Mr. Nobel's dynamite might lose its blasting 
force from the dampness down in the depths of the 
earth. They warned I!llro leaders to clear out of 
Salonica so as not to be caught there and charged 
by the authorities as confederates in thecrime. Grueff 
hurried to Bitolia and saved himself for the rebel
lion. Garvanoff stayed in Salonica to face arrest and 
trial. It was ironic that this man who did everything 
in his power to prevent the outrages was sent to jail 
for life on account of them. 

The terrorists were now ready to act. But they 
had one more vital, very vital, question to dispose 
of. That was whether they should try to save them-
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selves as best they could after the outrages, or 
whether they should all die. To decide this question 
they gathered at a place called the "Pyrgi" in the out
skirts of the city. Having undertaken, without asking 
any one, and contrary to the wishes of the national 
revolutionary organization, to plunge into fire the 
largest city in the land, had they the right to outlive 
their own violent act, or were they in duty bound to 
perish in the flames of their own fireworks? Concern
ing this Shakespearean dilemma there was no una
nimity of opinion. Some, including Shateff, the sole 
survivor, thought that they would be needed to con
tinue their work, and that there was no sense in fore
dooming themselves to death. But the majority, led 
by the "skipper," could only see their work as being 
bound up with their self-sacrifice. To survive would 
mean to tarnish the luster of their heroic act. To sow 
death all around them and to continue living them
selves would be the basest of acts. They decided to 
die. 

Having disposed of their lives, they resolved to 
act immediately after the Easter holidays. They were 
to begin their work by dynamiting one of the foreign 
merchant vessels in the Salonica harbor. There were 
British, Italian, Russian, French, Austrian, Belgian, 

and German steamers making the port. Before pick
ing a country, they consulted, in a general way, with 
a diplomat well disposed toward the Macedonian 
cause. He told them that the countries most inter-
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ested in the Macedonian movement but least in
clined to do anything about it, since they had no wish 
to change the status quo, were Austria and Russia. 
England was sympathetic but was without any allies 
at the moment and was therefore unlikely to take any 
drastic measures by herself. Menacing the economic 
interests of Germany wopld do no good, since Ger
many was Turkey's strongest friend. Vessels flying 
the flags of these countries were therefore ruled out. 
There remained France, Italy, and little Belgium. 
The "Boatmen" reasoned that France could do the 
most for Macedonia, since it was likely that she might 
persuade Russia to back hh. So they chose France. 

On the morning of April 28th the steamship 
Guadalquivir, of the Messagette Maritime, steamed 
into the harbor of Salonica to pick up passengers 
for Constantinople. Pavel Shateff boarded the Gua
dalquivir under the name of Gheorghi Manasseff as a 

first-class passenger. The gendarme examining his 
baggage thrust his hand among the shirts and other 
things in his valise and motioned the blond youth 
to go ahead. Had the gendarme felt the weight of the 
suitcase, the thundering explosion that half an hour 
later shook the Salonica harbor might have been 
averted, for sewn in the sides of the suitcase were 
eleven kilograms of the Belgian dynamite. Shateff 
went directly to his cabin. Let us allow him to tell 
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what he did, especially since he is the only one of the 
dynamiters who can do as much for us. 

"As soon as I entered the cabin I locked the door 
and cut up the sides of the suitcase. I took out the 
melanite which was wrapped in packages and trans
ferred it into a bag of linen cloth. Then I walked out 
of my cabin, carrying the bag of dynamite in my 
hand. It was my purpose to sink the vessel by blow
ing a hole in the hulk, but I discovered that I could 
not get to the lower decks, below the level of the 
water. So I decided to set the boat afire. I placed 
the bag of dynamite in the dining salon right against 
the hull of the boat. By the time I had done all this 
the boat had started moving away from the harbor. 
I wanted to get it over with before the vessel had 
got out of the harbor so that the passengers might 
be rescued. Just as I was ready, a steward passed 
through the dining room. I waited till he got away 

_ from me, for I thought he might rush to snatch 
away . the burning wick. The wick was four inches 
long. At the end of it I had put a little of the Nobel 
dynamite, which lights quickly. When the steward 
had left the room I ignited the wick with my cig
arette and ran. I was hardly five paces away when 
the bag exploded. The noise was terrific. It bore a 
hole like half a window through the side of the boat. 
Soon the machinery caught fire. In five minutes the 
whole boat began to burn." 

All the passengers were saved. The people that 
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crowded the quay to watch the burning vessel mur
mured "kazan patlamish,"-the boilers have burst. 
But the French consul and the Turkish police who 
saw the gaping hole on the hulk knew that it was 
no boiler trouble. By evening, when the next step 
in the series of carefully pl\lnned outrages was taken, 
every one in Salonica thought as the police did. 

The passengers were brought to the Salonica of
fices of the stea~ship line. After their names were 
taken they. were told to return in the morning for 
.the refunding of their fares . Shateff spent the night 
at the hotel Parthenon in the city and in the morning 
took the first train for Skopye. But when it turned 
out that he was· the only passenger not to show up 
to claim his fare, the governor of Salonica wired in
structions that all passengers on the trains that had 
left the city that morning be carefully examined. 
Shateff was arrested just as his train pulled into the 
Skopye station. He was brought back to Salonica in 
chains. 

The previous evening, while the burning Gu.a
dalquivir illuminated the harbor, the Constantinople 
express came upon some dynamite on a small bridge 
at the outskirts of Salonica. This was all that was 
done the first day. It was only the announcement. 
The big job was set for this, the second day. 

That there might be no slip-up, Ortzeto, the "skip
per," took his post in the cellar twenty-four hours 
ahead of time to await the signal for the blasting of 
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the bank. The signal was to be the extinguishing of 
the lights in the city, which was to be accomplished 
by dynamiting the gas pipes. This was done about 
eight o'clock in the evening by one of the "Boat
men." He placed two kilograms of explosive under 
the gas main just outside the city and applied his 
lit cigarette to it, the wick being long enough to 
give him time to escape. Almost simultaneously with 
the explosion all lights in the city went out. This was 
the signal for action not alone for Ortzeto but fop 
all the dynamiters. 

Milan Arsoff, the youngest of the conspirators, 
barely eighteen years of age, was at the "Casino Al
hambra" near the sea when the city was plunged into 
darkness. The public here did not hear the distant 
explosion of the gas main, and thinking perhaps 
that the lights had gone out owing to some minor 
accident, began to whistle and to clap hands. But 
in a minute young Milan placed a bomb on one of 
the tables and ignited the wick. When the sputtering 
wick illuminated the iron sphere the patrons began to 
scream and run. Milan escaped through the crowd. 

Through the window of the cellar Ortzeto saw the 
city lights go out. The dynamite under the bank was 
in tin cans connected with the necessary wicks, which 
were nearly one hundred feet long in order to give 
him time to get out. The "skipper" waited five min
utes after the lights went out and then lit the wicks. 
Coming out, he closed the shutters of the store and 
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hurried to the second floor of the bank building to 
warn the director and his family who occupied an 
apartment there to leave the building as in five min
utes it would go in the air. Then Ortzeto ran madly 
in the darkness and succeeded in reaching his room, 
in which he locked himself. While he was scurrying 
in the darkness he felt the ground shivering under 
his feet. A deafening thunder crashed through the 
city of Salonica as_.-the Ottoman Bank came down in 
ruins. 

Meanwhile bombs began exploding in different 
parts of the city, in theaters, cafes, hotels, on the 
streets. Salonica was in the throes of an invisible 
demon. The garrison under the command of Hassan 
Arab-Binbashi ran wildly through the streets, think
ing that the city was invaded by hordes of comitadjis, 
but there was no trace of these. And yet bombs kept 
popping up all over the dark city. The public, panic
stricken, ran indoors, leaving the city to the terror
ists and to the military. 

Briefly, the activities of the terrorists during the 
night went as follows: 

Constantine Kirkoff blasted the gas main. Return
ing from there he passed in front of the "Grand 
Hotel" and crashed a bomb against it. Thence he 
hurried to his room. 

Gheorghi Bogdanoff threw a bomb into the "Cafe 
Nono." 

Vladimir Pingoff set fire to the "Boshkoff Inn" and 
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started for home. Stopped by soldiers on the way, he 
tossed a "pineapple" at them. He was shot dead by 
the soldiers, being the first to carry out the death 
pledge. 

Dimiter Metcheff and Elya Trutchkoff attempted 
to blow up the gas house but came upon a strong 
guard and gave up the plan. Returning from there, 
they took separate ways so that as they went along 
they might each spread terror along a different route. 
They made use of all the bombs they had on their 
persons, hurling them into cafes and crashing them 
in the streets. Both succeeded in getting home, where 
they had a large supply of the hellish iron balls. The 
first one tossed from their window attracted the sol
diers. The two terrorists lay down on their stomachs 
and began tossing out meteors as long as the supply 
lasted, and that was well into the morning. By that 
time dozens of soldiers lay dead on the street. Having 
shot out the last sphere, the youths stood up against 
the windows to receive the volley of bullets. The sol
diers found their bodies riddled with bullets, but 
not a bomb was in sight. 

Three of the conspirators have so far been true to 
their vow. 

The next morning the city quieted down for a little 
while. Then suddenly a bombshell crashed in front 
of a house. The soldiers rushed thither. It was Ort
zeto, the "skipper." He had several of the demoniac 
spherical bulbs in his room. When he whizzed out 
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the last one he too stood up against the window to 
gather to his breast the shower of bullets. Hassan 
Arab-Binbashi struck with his crop one of his sol
diers who tried to mutilate with his bayonet the body 
of the captain of the "Boatmen." 

This makes four to reach, the end of their voyage. 
On this day the Turks started a massacre of the 

Bulgarians in the city. But unlike the Armenian 
massacres, this one was not organized by the authori
ties, and only some three hundred corpses were 
picked up from the sidewalks by the garbage-dis
posal carts. The governor of Salonica, Hassan Fehmi 
Pasha, came out in the streets and begged the Mos
lems to stop the slaughter, for, he counseled, that 
would be worse for the empire than the dynamite 
of the terrorists. Another thing that stopped the mas
sacre from taking on "Armenian proportions" was 
the fact that on the same day a squadron of Italian 
warships announced its arrival in Salonica Bay with 
booming guns. The ne~t day Austrian and French 
men-of-war likewise steamed into the harbor with 
guns leveled at the fortress above the city. On this 
day too (the 3oth of April and the third day of the 
outrages), foreign correspondents began to arrive 
in the city. One such was H. H. Munro, then an 
obscure reporter for The Morning Post but later 
to become famous as "Saki." He happened to be in 
Skopye, where, he writes, the only hotel was full so 
he was in the other. In this other hotel the future 
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"Saki" was offered the alternative of sharing a bed
room with a Turk or a nicer bedroom with two 
Turks. He pleaded a lonely and morose disposition 
and was given a room without carpet, stove, or ward
robe, but also without Turks. 

Munro reached Salonica on the 30th of April. At 
midnight he sent the following dispatch to The 
Morning Post: "The reports which reached Uskub 
(Skopye) on Wednesday night and this morning of 

sinister doings at Salonica, of attempts to dynamite 
the line to Constantinople, and of the Ottoman Bank 
having been blown up, tempered by a cheerful offi
cial optimism that parts of the bank were still stand
ing, prompted an immediate move towards the scene 
of disturbance. 

"In company with an American newspaper repre
sentative, whose last act in Uskub was to snapshot 
almost the entire Consular Body, which had turned 
out to see our departure, I started south by the train 
leaving at two o'clock in the afternoon along a line 
dotted throughout its length by frequent picquets, 
patrols, and sti'Iall camps of railway guards. Before the 
train, slightly overdue, drew into the dark and ap- . 
parently deserted terminal station the news was 
passed along by obviously demoralized officials that 
the town was in a state of siege, and that no one 
could be allowed to leave the station that night. 

"The first duty of a correspondent is to corre
spond, and a town in the throes of a revolutionary 
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outbreak seemed to offer more attractions than a 
railway station tenanted with herded humans. 

"In the hope of slipping out by a side exit we 
therefore picked up our valises and made for an ap
parent outlet some five hundred yards distant across 
a waste of inconveniently overgrown grass. As a slight 
precaution against being mistaken for prowling Ko
mitniki we turned down th'e collars of our overcoats 
so as to display the white collar, if not of a blameless 
life, at least of a--business that did not call for con

cealment. 
"About four hundred yards of the distance had 

been covered when a frantic challenge in Turkish 
brought us to a standstill, and five armed and agi
tated figures sprang forward in the starlight and be
gan to interrogate us at a distance, which they seemed 
disinclined to lessen. As five triggers had clicked and 
five rifles were covering us we dropped our valises 
and up-handed, but without reassuring our ques
tioners, who seemed to be possessed of a panic which 
might more reasonably have been displayed on our 
part. 

"Neither of us knew a word of Turkish, and Bul
garian was obviously unsuited to the occasion. Never 
in my study of that tongue have its words come so 
readily and persistently to my lips, and every French 
sentence I began became entangled with the phrase
ology of the debarred language. 

"The men had reached a point whence they were 
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unwilling to approach nearer, and for a minute or 
two they took deliberate aim from a ridiculously 
easy range in a state of excitement which was un
pleasant to witness from our end of the banels. 

"At last two lowered their rifles, and after stalking 
round us with elaborate caution managed to secure 
our hands with a rope or sash-cord, which was hur
riedly produced from somewhere. The operation 
would have been shorter if they had not tried to hold 
their rifles at our heads at the same time. When it 
was safely accomplished the statement that I was 
Inglesi effendi and the demand for our Consuls al
layed their suspicions to a certain extent, but noth
ing would induce them to pick up my valise until 
the light of day should show its real nature, and it is 
still lying out on the waste land, where, if it explodes 
violently, no great harm will be done. 

"Arrived at the railway waiting-room, where the 
accumulation of apparently several trainloads was 
gathered in philosophical discomfort, the horrified 
officials flocked to release us with a haste which made 
the untying process almost as long as the binding. 

"The explanations on both sides had to be ac
cepted for the moment, and two loud explosions in 
the distance made us feel that we had gained our 
security none too soon. 

"According to the information, doubtless panic
colored, which was given us in nervous scraps by 
non-Turkish railway officials, the town is in a condi-
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tion which makes it dangerous to venture into the 
streets, the Ottoman Bank is in ruins, the Colombo 
and other hotels have been damaged by bombs, and 
many persons have been killed and wounded. 

"The exits of the station are closed until daylight. 
On my asking the members of the picquet why they 
had not fired, they answered that they had only hesi
tated on seeing our collars, which made them doubt 
if we were Bulgarian desperadoes." 

On the fourth and last day two more of the 
"Boatmen" fulfilled the death vow, making six in 
all. These two were Constantine Kirkoff and Trayko 
Tsvetkoff. Kirkoff had plunged the city in darkness 
on the night of the second day. On the final day_ he 
donnec;l formal attire, put on a silk hat especially 
purchased for the occasion, and swung his cane as he 
walked in the direction of the telegraph office. At the 
entrance to the building the sentry tried to stop him. 
Kirkoff took a few steps' back and pulled out a bomb, 
but before he could ignite it the sentry plunged his 
bayonet into his body~ 

Tsvetkoff was waiting near the governor's villa to 
toss some iron balls into his carriage as he was driv
ing to the administration building. The guards be
came suspicious and wanted to search him. He ran 
a distance from them, lit a bomb, and sat on it. The 
next instant he was blown , to fragments. That was 
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the last bomb to explode, and he was the last of the 
conspirators ·to die in action. 

Four of them survived the terrorism. They either 
saved themselves deliberately or were arrested before 
they could die fighting like their comrades. These 
four were Pavel Shateff, Gheorghi Bogdanoff, Marko 
Boshnakoff, and Milan Arsoff, the youngest. They 
were tried by a special military tribunal and sen· 
tenced to death. Sultan Hamid commuted their 
death sentences to life imprisonment. For three years 
they rotted in the cells of the Fortress of the Seven 
Towers, which surmounts the city of Salonica. They 
were then taken out together with one hundred and 
fifty other Macedonian political prisoners, put into 
chains, and led through the streets to be put on a 
boat for Tripoli. From that city they started on a 
long trek across one thousand kilometers of parched 
desert. After weeks of torture and agony they ar
rived in the town of Murzuch, province of Fezzan, 
the Sahara, where they were to stay for life. Boshna
koff and young Milan died in Murzuch. Their com
rades buried them in the sands in the outskirts of the 
city. Shortly after their death, in 1908, as a result of 
the Young Turk revolution, a general amnesty was 
proclaimed for political prisoners. Shateff and Bog
danoff were released, but they were loath to leave the 
bodies of iheir comrades in the sands of the Sahara, 
so far away from Macedonia, for which they had 
given their lives. "We were free now," says Shateff, 
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"but the clank of the chains, the whistles of the 
guards, the yells of the gendarmes, the breath of the 
damp, dark cells, all that was still a reality to us. 
And our minds, our instincts, impelled us toward 
our comrades. We wanted to take their bodies back 
home. The sanitary authorities, however, would not 
permit us to exhume them;" 

One moonlit night Shateff a~d Bogdanoff crept 
stealthily along the bare city walls and came to the 
graves of their comrades. Quickly they dug out the 
sands and came upon the bodies, only to find them 
in a state of decomposition. They intended to take 
the bones, but the bones, says Shateff, were still cov
ered with decomposing flesh. Since they were unable 
to take the bones, and it was impossible to carry the 
decomposing bodies, they took out their knives and 
cut off the heads. In the morning they dabbed the 
heads with iodoform and placed them in tin cans, 
which they sealed hermetically. Thus they carried 
the heads of their comrades back across the Sahara 
and delivered them to fhe parents of the youths in 
Macedonia. Bogdanoff died afterward in Macedonia. 
Shateff is the only one alive today. 

The youthful conspirators, carrying bombs in their 
hands, went to death knowingly. If they shed the 
blood of others without restraint, they gave their 
own without hesitation. Theirs was the madness of a 
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people driven to desperation by a cruel, insupport
able government. But the people of Macedonia paid 
dearly for their rash act, which anyway most of Eu
rope conveniently labeled as anarch istic. And while 
the conspirators liquidated with th emselves, th ey left 
it to Imro, against whose wishes they had committed 
the outrages, to cope with th e situati on they had 
brought about. Since th e world did not know the 
true story, Imro harl to live down th e stigma of 
"anarchism" and "nihil ism." 

For months after the outrages the Turks kept ar
resting and torturing people all over Macedonia . In 
Bitolia fourteen were killed in the streets, and hun
dreds were jailed. In Salonica more than two thou
sand were arrested. Thirty-three of them were given 
prison sentences ranging from five to one hundred 
and one years. In Veless, the home town of the dyna
miters, special investigations were conducted by the 
military. The parents and relatives of all conspira
tors were thrown in jail. All villages that were noted 
for their proud comitadji spirit became targets for 
the bashibazouks as well as for the regular army. 

I was then a boy of five, and I remember scenes 
of suffering. Our own village did not meet with as 
harrowing an experience as some others. Only a few 
people were killed, and a score or so, among them my 
father, had the soles of their feet beaten to pulp with 
wetted ropes. In a village close to ours (Smurdesh) 
two hundred and forty houses were burned down out 
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of the total of three hundred, and eighty-five of its 
inhabitants were killed. Most of the dead were young 
women who perished fighting off their assailants. For 
several days the village smoked, and the people wept 
and cried, but they did not bury the dead because 
they were waiting for som~ sort of commission from 
Bitolia. Everybody was saying "komissia) komissia," 
through tears. I thought it was something which 
would make the dead live again. At last the komissia 
came and looked at the dead and the wounded. But 
nothing happened, and they might just as well have 
not waited, with all those bodies rotting in the sun 
and no one touching them. 

But if this sounds like hell, let me tell you that it 
was only the beginning. For three months after the 
Salonica outrages Imro plunged the whole of Mace
donia into open revolt against Turkey and kept it 
in active warfare with the empire for three months. 
Then it was a thousand hells. 
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Chapter Seven 

THE MACEDONIAN CRY 

E linden means St. Eli's Day in Macedonian. Or 
rather it meant that until 1903. Since that year it 
has meant the rebellion which the Macedonians 
raised then against the empire of the sultans. The 
supreme revolutionary command set the date for the 
uprising late in the summer in order that the crops 
might be given a chance to ripen. 

For ten years previous to that Imro had been pre
paring Macedonia for this day of judgment. The 
weeks just preceding were restless, feverish weeks. 
Foodstuffs and medicine supplies, to say nothing of 
ammunition, were stored in secret .places in the 
mountains. Preparations as for a war-and it was a 
war-were made without arousing the suspicion of 
the Turks. New conscripts were drilled in the art of 
warfare, maneuvers were even staged by the comi
tadjis in the mountains. The small local bands were 

combined into revolutionary companies numbering 
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from seventy to a hundred fighters . An army of some 
fifteen thousand comitadjis was thus raised to lead 
the people in revolt against their oppressor. 

At last the long-awaited day arrived. On a little 
plateau surrounded by trees just above Damian 
Grueff's native Smilevo, tile General Staff of the re
bellion was assembled. Voyvodas, tchetniks, and hur

riedly trained peasant recruits were kissing the flag 
of the revolutiO'"n, a black drape upon which the 
school mistresses of Bitolia had embroidered in red 
silk the words "Liberty or Death." The village priest 

in gold and silver vestiJ,lents swayed a ponderous cross 
and jingled a fuming censer. "May the Lord almighty 
bless the fairness of our cause and the day of our 
rebellion!" he chanted. When the insurgents had 
done kissing their flag, they began embracing and 
felicitating one another, and every one present felt it 
a duty to shake the hands of the three members of 
the General Staff, Damian Grueff, Boris Saraffoff, 
and Alexander Lozantcheff. 

Just as they finished the ceremonies the sun went 
down behind the wooded peaks. The insurgents 
heard the bugle down in the village square call the 

garrison to the customary evening prayer for the Sul
'tan. Carefully they crept down the wood and reached 
the square just as the troops were shouting "Long 
live the Sultan." 

"Down with the Sultan," yelled the insurgents, and 
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discharged volleys of bullets at the troops. The Elin
den rebellion was formally open. 

When darkness fell over Macedonia that evening 
a series of huge bonfires, as though started by a single 
hand, flamed from the peaks of the mountains and 
illumined the sky and the plains. Then the voice of 
a bell rang out somewhere in a remote mountain vil
lage. Another took up the bell cry, and another, and 
another, and shortly the plains and the valleys re
verberated with the voices of thousands of bells. Vil
lage beckoned to village, and village responded to 
village. The mountains called to one another. From 
the plains came the thundering detonations of blast 
ing dynamite. The crash of rifle shots and the cries 
of human throats blended with it. All of it blended 
into a single mighty cry waking nature and heaven 
to demand justice. 

Damian Grueff stood upon a mountain top and 
saw his country illumined by the bonfires and heard 
the mighty cry. Then Damian heard his own faint 
~oice taking the first revolutionary oath over the 
pistol and the dagger on the open Bible in Salonica 
ten years before. This cry was that voice, now grown 
into the voice of the national conspiracy. It was a 
mad cry, and he knew it, but it was the madness of 
chains, a desperate human call for human compas
siOn. So loud was that call that it still rings in the 
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phraseology of many languages as the "Macedoni;m 
Cry." The Archbishop of Canterbury heard it; the 
Pope heard it; some children in America heard it and 
gave pennies for destitute children in Macedonia. 
The ~orld responded with 'food and medical aid, but 
no one responded with ' what the Macedonians 
wanted. 

The Macedonjans took as their motto "Liberty or 
Death." The world let them make good their boast. 
The Macedonians are still dying for th~ir cause. The 
world is still indifferent. If I sound emotional here, 
it is because I still hear the echo of that Macedonian 
Cry. My voice was in that Cry; and my mother's, and 
my father's, and our bell's. When I hear someone 
use the expression the "Macedonian Cry," or see it 
in print, I instantly hear myself shout. But I hear 
myself as a boy of five lost in a forest. The ~illages 
down in the valley were burning. We had deserted 
them to hide in the mountain, for the Turks were 
butchering folk indiscriminately in order to force 
the insurgents to lay down their arms. It was an old 
Turkish custom to strike at the family of any one 
who had defied their authority. I spent a day and a 
night alone in that forest before I was picked up by 
others that were fleeing and eventually . restored to 
my parents. 

The rebellion lasted three months. For about three 
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weeks the comitadjis were virtual masters of the sit
uationin the six counties of at least one vilayet, that 
of Bitolia. From then on, till the end of the insur
rection, they were on the run. The town of Krush
evo, directly north of Bi tolia, fell . into the hands of 
the insurgents on the first night of the insurrection 
and remained in their hands for ten consecutive days. 
Immediately the comitadjis turned the place over to 
the townspeople to govern it. An administrative 
council was chosen in which all nationalities, Bul
garians, Greeks, and Rumanians were represented. 
The Turkish forces tried repeatedly to regain pos
session of the town, but the insurgents, about eight 
hundred of them, repulsed them every time. Finally, 
on the eleventh day, an army of eighteen thousand 
assembled about Krushevo. The pasha sent emissa
ries to the voyvodas to surrender the town, but the 
rebels refused. In the bitter engagement which en
sued, the comitadjis were forced to withdraw into the 
mountains. And when the Turks reoccupied Krush
evo, the town paid dearly for its ten days of au
tonomy. 

The Yildiz Kiosk on the Bosphorus expected the 
uprising to be crushed within a few days, but when 
several weeks passed and the commander-in-chief, 
Orner Ruzhdi Pasha, failed to live up to that expec
tation, the bloody occupant of Yildiz sent Nazar 
Pasha to take the place of Orner Ruzhdi. In the 
vilayets of Salonica and Skopye the rebellion was at 
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best sporadic, but in the six counties constituting our 
own vilayet of Bitolia it took on a mass , character in 
every sense of the word. In this vilayet the new com
mander, Nazar Pasha, concentrated an army of two 
hundred and sixty-four battalions of infantry, as
sisted by the usual bash\bazouk hordes. The more 
than two hundred thousand red fezzes made the plain 
of Pelagonia look like a field of poppies from the 
heights ,where we were hiding. 

The old commander had not put imo operation 
a general plan for the suppression of the revolt. He 
limited himself to dispatching army detachments in 
all directions, wherever the insurgents would show 
up. In this way he left the initiative to the comitadjis, 
who felt quite secure in their mountain strongholds. 
But immediately upon the arrival of Nazar Pasha a 
definite plan of action was applied. Instead of scat
tering his· army_ all over the place to chase the comi
tadjis, Nazar Pasha divided his force into cordons 
which he placed aroupd the foot of each mountain. 
These cordons began to move upward and narrow in, 
combing the mountainsides as they went on. A 
similar plan had been employed by the British against 
the Boers, and it was good strategy, but the moun
tains were combed, and many battles took place, and 
still the rebel bands were neither captured nor de
stroyed. The comitadjis somehow managed to squeeze 
through the cordons and to manifest their presence 
upon hills that had already been searched, or to 
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cause confusion by crossing into districts that had 
not arisen en ma.Sse. Then Nazar Pasha added an
other point to his plan. And this proved more effica
cious than his cordons. An order was given to the 
army to burn and pillage the villages and to mas
sacre the population, which even without that was 
going through a terrible ordeal. 

The revolt came to an end on October 23, exactly 
two months and twenty days from the time it was 
proclaimed. During that period there took place 239 
engagements between rebels and the army. The total 
number of regular Turkish forces engaged in the 
suppression of the revolt was 26o,ooo, to which must 
be added several thousands of bashibazouks. The 
number of comitadjis. was 15,000. Nine hundred and 
ninety-four of them were killed in action. I do not 
know exactly how many Turkish soldiers were killed, 
but I believe the ratio in casualties was about the 
same as the number of men in the opposing forces, 
that is, about twenty to one. In suppressing the re
volt the Turks reduced to ashes 201 villages with a 
total number of 12,440 houses. Four thousand six 
hundred and ninety-four inhabitants were killed or 
burned alive; 3,122 women and girls were dishon
ored; 176 women and girls were carried away into 
the harems; approximately wo,ooo people were left 
homeless; and 3o,ooo escaped into Bulgaria as 
refugees. 

Grueff and the other leaders wept at the spectacle, 
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but Macedonia was not freed, and all the Macedo
nians were not yet dead. So Imro retired into its in
visibility. It celebrated its tenth birthday with a carni
val. And its war-cry still was and is "Liberty or 
Death!" 

And so for another decade Imro kept up its re
lentless struggle against Turkish oppression. Exactly 
ten years after Elinden, Macedonia changed its Turk
ish master for three new ones. To-day, thirty years 
after Elinden, Imro's chief, Ivan Michailoff, whose 
head the Serbs, the Greeks, and the Bulgars demand, 
is given asylum in Turkey by Kemal Pasha, another 
native of Macedonia. 
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Chapter Eight 

TODOR ALEXANDROFF 
REVIVES IMRO 

The three Balkan states, Bulgaria, Serbia, and 
Greece, raped Macedonia in 1912-13. The Paris 
"Peace Makers" in 1919 sanctioned the rape. They 
remade the whole world. Old decayed empires were 
disemboweled and chopped up. Peoples that never 
even dreamed of political independence were set up 
as self-governing nations. Artificial states were even 
created. But the Macedonians, who for a generation 
had been spilling blood for their independence, were 
used by the conquerors as chattel with which to re
ward their petty Balkan allies. The Italian peace 
delegation made a feeble gesture in their behalf. Its 
proposal for some sort of local autonomy for Mace
donia met with favor in American and Japanese con

ference circles. But France was the boss. Clemenceau, 
the old t iger, growled at these suggestions, and the 
Macedonian question was ·silently interred. 

The Macedonians were not merely chagrined, they 
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slumped into despair. They went around like a flock 
of dazed sheep. One of their leaders, the only one left 
of those early times when Imro defied Turkish au
thority in Macedonia, could not stand the blow. He 
died of grief and disappointment. That man was 
Christo Matoff of Struga. He was a remarkable man, 

I 

this Matoff. He composed charts and graphs about 
the structure of Imro; wrote simple but profound 

treatises on the philosophy and strategy of revolution
ary movements; and went into nice distinctions be
tween mass uprisings and partial insurrectionary acts, 
classifying them and building them up into systems. 
His series of books on the bases, norms, and prin
ciples of Imro, on the manner of its government, 
and on the various categories of terroristic acts, 
served as guides and handbooks for voyvodas and or
dinary comitadjis alike. 

Such critical times in the histories of peoples or 
movements are pregnant with potentialities for the 
emergence of new leaders, real or bogus, and for 
the testing of the genuine qualities of those already 
in positions of leadership. Christo Matoff, the theorist 
and strategist, wrote in one of his pamphlets that so 
long as the Macedonians kept up their revolutionary 
organization there would be hope for them. The rev
olutionary organization, Matoff insisted, was their 
source of strength and their most effective instrument 
in the fight for their rights. Matoff had written that 
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in Turkish days to fit Turkish conditions m Mace
donia. Todor Alexandroff took it to be an eternal 
truth, to fit any time and any conditions. So he re-

Europe trying to pacify the crying 
minorities with citations from the Peaa 
Treaties when she should nurse them or 

call their mothers. 

vived Imro, and by doing that he resuscitated the 
drowned Macedonian question and kept it alive by 
artificial respiration. Imro's chief duty now was not 
merely to be the voice of a people clamoring for lib-
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erty but that of a doctor as well; a doctor whose pa
tient was in constant danger of dying. 

For now not only the territorial integrity of Mace
donia was destroyed, but its inhabitants were scat
tered. Bulgaria and Greece signed a convention for 
the "voluntary" exchange' of populations. Thousands 
of Bulgarians from the Greek part of Macedonia set
tled in the cities of Bulgaria as bakers and brick
layers, or on the land as plowmen. Other thousands 
from Macedonia under Yugoslavia, with which Bul
garia signed no convention for "voluntary" exchange 
of populations, likewise came to Bulgaria that they 
might speak their own tongue and feel themselves 
free men. Then it seemed as if the end of the old 
ideal of Macedonian independence had come; it 
seemed that even the name of Macedonia would soon 
disappear from the maps and from the geography 
books. Yugoslavia rechristened her part of the spoils 
"South Serbia," Greece called hers "Northern 
Greece," and Bulgaria referred to her portion as the 
"Petrich District." How could the internal revolu
tionary organization be revived when its territory 
was crossed with boundaries that divided it into 
three parts? -Moreover, in Turkish times the Macedo
nian question was a concrete thing. All that was 
needed was someone to lead the people, to organize 
them, to plan for them. Now the question was buried 
in Paris, buried alive perhaps, but buried. The peo
ple were scattered. 
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But Todor Alexandroff defied time. He unfurled 
the dusty revolutionary banner across which were 
written the words "Liberty or Death" and carried it 
over the three bleeding parts of Macedonia. Once 
more Macedonian comitadjis, living symbols of a 
people's undying hope for freedom, began to prowl 
over the mountains. Modernized now, in russet
colored military blouses and breeches, with spiked 
leathern or cloth helmets fitting snugly over their 
heads like skull-caps, with strapped breasts and loins 
girt with belts bulging with cartridges and hand
grenades, Alexandroff's comitadjis began their revo
lutionary campaign against the three occupants of 
Macedonia. Alexandroff buoyed up not only those 
Macedonians who remained in the homeland but 
the half a million as well who had emigrated to Bul
garia thinking that this was the end of home rule for 
Macedonia. All acknowledged him as the rescuer of 
the ideal, the salvager of the sinking Macedonian 
ship. 

This man Alexandroff, who had the face of an 
ascetic and the thin, lanky body of a mountaineer, 
had attained a place of leadership in Imro at a time 
when there was no dearth of veteran revolutionists 
and when the Organization was not faced by any 
such cr.isis or chaos as it was immediately after the 
war. As early as 1908 Alexandroff was a member of 
the Central Committee, the youngest ever to attain 
that position. (He was then twenty-eight years old.) 
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During the World War, when part of Macedonia 
was a No Man's Land and part was overrun by the 
armies of the Central Powers, and when there was no 
sense in maintaining the revolutionary organization, 
Alexandroff and thousands of other comitadjis were 
in the Bulgarian army. Alexandroff held the rank of 
captain but had more power than a field-marshal. 
When the German Kaiser and King Ferdinand of 
Bulgaria met at _Nish during the progress of the war, 
Alexandroff was there to meet the Kaiser. Another 
Macedonian leader at this historic meeting was Gen
eral Alexander Protogheroff, then Food Adminis
trator of Bulgaria. Both these men were members 
of the Central Committee of the then defunct Imro. 
But that did not prevent them from accepting official 
position_s in the Bulgarian army and civil service. 
The Central Powets had occupied practically the 
whole of Macedonia, and the comitadjis governed it 
for Bulgaria, to which Germany had promised it, and 
which Bulgaria would have acquired if the Central 
Powers had won the war. The Macedonians would 
have been perfectly happy if Bulgaria had retained 
Macedonia after the war. The autonomy ideal would 
have been abandoned. For the Macedonians, who 
have always struck their chests and sworn by their au
tonomy, have gone back on their goal at the first 
favorable prospect of a Bulgarian occupation. The 
gist of the matter is that the Macedonian Bulgars 
picked autonomy not as a choice but as a practical 
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necessity. This flirtation and vague relationship with 
Bulgaria has hurt them a great deal and has perhaps 
cost them their independence. ' 

It is significant that on three occasions in its history 
of forty years, Irnro has turned its entire machinery 
over to the Bulgarian war ministry. In the First 
Balkan War in 1912, when the Allied Balkan states 
fought against Turkey, the cotnitadjis fought shoul
der to shoulder with them against the Turks. It was 
plain that Bulgaria, Serbia, and Greece were not 
fighting Turkey with any altruistic motive such .as the 
establishment of an independent Macedonia. The 
truth is that they had secret treaties for the division 
of Macedonia. There was for example a strip of ter
ritory on which the Bulgars and the Serbs could not 
agree. They designated this as a disputed zone and 
agreed that upon the conclusion of the war they 
should refer their dispute to the Tsar of Russia for a 
final disposition, each nation binding itself to take 
the Tsar's decision as final. 

Of course in those days anything seemed better 
than the Turk, but it strikes me that it would have 
been more logical for the comitadjis to have made 
common cause with their ancient enemy and fought 
off the "liberators" that were coming into Macedonia 
to crucify it. At least under the Turk Macedonia 
existed as a geographical unit, and the inhabitants en
joyed certain national rights. 

When the Turks were speedily defeated, the 
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Greeks and the Serbs refused to vacate Macedonian 
territories which, according to the pre-war treaties, 
should have gone to Bulgaria. The Bulgarian armies 

The argument (Imro) which the Yugoslav 
delegates always bring before the League 
of Nations in defense of their policy in 

Macedonia. 

happened to operate chiefly in Thrace, and therefore 
Bulgaria occupied the least territory in Macedonia. 
The refusal of Serbia and Greece to abide by the 
preliminary agreements caused the inter-allied, or 
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Second Balkan War. In this war Bulgaria was quickly 
thrashed and lost not only more of her Macedonian 
territory but nearly all of Thrace, · including Adri
anople, and part of Dobrudja, since this second 
Balkan war became a free-for-all, with Bulgaria alone 
against Greece, Serbia, Rumania, and Turkey. The 
Macedonians in the Second Balkan '\Tar turned their 
guns against the Serbs and the Greeks. In May 1913 
the Balkan States signed the Treaty of Bucharest, 

dividing Macedonia into three unequal parts, giving 

the largest part (34, 154 sq. kilometers) to Greece, 

the next largest (25,774 sq. kilometers) to Serbia, 
and the smallest (6,798 sq. kilometers) to Bulgaria. 
The Paris Peace Conference sanctioned the Bucharest 

division. 
Alexandroff's revived Imro was the answer to the 

Paris crime. Under his leadership the Macedonians 
pulled themselves out of the spiritual doldrums. 

Alexandroff embodied in himself the rebel spirit of 
Macedonia, for he was willing and ready to carry 
the old slogan "Liberty or Death" to one or the other 

end. He was not unaware of the difficulties that con
fronted him. But he was, besides being a dreamer and 
a fanatic, a practical man. He knew that he must 
start all over again, from scratch. So he wound woolen 
gaiters around his calves, thrust his feet into sandals 
of ox-hide, girt his slender waist with a bandolier, 
strapped a carbine upon his shoulder, and left the 
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ease and security of Sofia for the danger and hardship 
of comitadjism in-Macedonia. 

Being a practical and cautious man, he first went 
to that part of Macedonia which was under Bulga
rian rule, the Petrich Di~trict. This is the smallest 
division of Macedonia, representing in territory and 
population but one tenth of the whole. But it was 
Macedonia. There it was, a whole district of valleys 
and plateaus and the most beautiful mountains in 
Macedonia. It was a little state in itself, as states go 
in the Balkans, butl a great deal more than that to 
Alexandroff, who regarded a handful of Macedonian 
soil as precious as· an orthodox priest regards a hand
ful of Smyrna incense. 

Now here is how things stand and have stood be
tween Bulgarians in Bulgaria and Bulgarians in 
Macedonia. The Bulgarians in Macedonia would be 
perfectly happy if they could be united in a single 
free state with their brothers in Bulgaria. But if that 
were denied to them, their next choice would be au
tonomy. The Bulgarians in Bulgaria would be per
fectly happy if they could free their Macedonian 
brothers (and they certainly have tried hard), but 
failing in that, they would rather see them have their 
autonomy and remain Bulgars than be under Greece 
and Yugoslavia and be assimilated by the Greeks and 
Serbs. In Turkish times the Macedonian comitadjis 
used to come to Sofia for hospitalization, for recupera
tion, for reorganization, and for re-arming. They 
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went about the streets of the Bulgar capital in their 
beards and their shaggy hair, even in their uniforms 
sometimes. And a comitadji was a romantic, heroic 
figure fighting for the liberation of those Bulgarians 
that were still subjects of the Sultan. 

The Bulga1·ians never did take seriously the Mace
donians' slogan of autonomy. They always felt that 
it was a mere maneuver on the part of these preco
cious children, who, however they romped and 
shouted for independence, as children always will , 
generally came home to the comfort and security of 
the parental roof when things got too hot or too cold 
in the outside world. In fact the Bulgarian delegates 
at the Paris Peace Conference, when they saw that 
Macedonia would be left divided more or less as it 
was in Bucharest in 1913, volunteered to give up 
their own share provided the Serbs and Greeks did 
likewise so that a separate Macedonian state might 
be created. But this was to no avaiL The Serbs had 
sacrificed themselves for the Allied cause, and they 
had to be recompensed. And the Greeks of course 
had not been unfriendly to the Allies, while the horse
tail-worshiping Mongol Bulgars had helped the 
Huns. 

Well, things being what they were, the Bulgarians 
not only did n~t object to Alexandroff's going down 
into their share of Macedonia and making of it a 
base for his revolutionary activities against Greece 
and Yugoslavia, but they thought it was a good idea 
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that someone should continue, by force if necessary, 
to dispute the right of the Greeks and the Serbs over 
Macedonia. Little did they suspect how dangerous 
this was, and what internal and external complica
tions it would create for t~e Bulgarian state. 

The Petrich District is varied in its topography. 
There are valleys with Lombardy poplars and clus
ters of willows and fruit trees that look like land
scapes lifted out of Italy and dropped here by the 
Romans when they were masters of the Balkans. 
There are oak-clad hills over which crawl goats and 
sheep, and on the sides of which, in the clearings here 
and there, fields of wheat or barley smile in the sun. 
There are mountains of Alpine grandeur. Such, for 
example, is Pirin, the highest mountain in Macedo
nia and the most majestic in the Balkans. The Slavic 
god Perun, from whom the mountain derives its 
name, is supposed to have dwelt here in those bliss
ful days when people believed there was a god of 
storms. 

When Alexandroff went down into this pictur
esque region, he took with him General Alexander 
Protogheroff, a man much older than himself a~d 
like himself a veteran of the revolution. Alexandroff 
was born in Shtip, the birthplace also of Ivan Mich
ailoff. Shtip has given more leaders to the revolution
ary movement than any other Macedonian city. 
Nearly all of the assassins, including the assassin of 
Louis Barthou and King Alexander, have come from 
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Shtip. Protogheroff was born in Ochrida, also in the 
Yugoslavian part of Macedonia. It was in Ochrida 
that Tsar Samuel (who dropped dead when he be
held his blinded army) had built his palaces when 
he re-established great Simeon's Bulgar tsardom. 
Ochrida was also the seat of the first Bulgarian bish
opric in the Balkan peninsula. There is no town in 
Macedonia that is more beloved of the Bulgarians 
than Ochrida. And rightly so, for it is both the 
cradle of Bulgarian culture and one of the most 
beautiful of Macedonian towns, situated as it is on 
the picturesque lake of the same name, which is now 
divided between Yugoslavia and Albania. 

Within shouting distance of Ochrida is the smaller 
town of Ressen, birthplace of Andrey Liaptcheff, for 
many years prime minister of Bulgaria. And here also 
was born Simeon Radeff, until recently Bulgarian 
minister plenipotentiary to Washington and Bul
garia's foremost historian. The Macedonian Bulgars 
have interwoven themselves into the cultural, eco
nomic, and political life of the kingdom, which is 
why the Macedonian question is so confused. But 
it really is much simpler than it appears, and we are 
trying our best to render it so. 

I think we had better moor ourselves to Alexan
droff and Protogheroff for the moment, for through 
them we shall be able to touch on a lot of things, as 
those two men had their fingers in every pie. When 
these two old comitadjis started for Macedonia from 
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Sofia, Protogheroff was a much more distinguished 
personage than Alexandroff. It was in the few brief 
years that followed that Alexandroff's figure eclipsed 
that of Protogheroff. And thereon hangs a tragic tale, 
which we shall consider in its proper place. Proto
gheroff was a general in the Bulgarian army and had 
also been entertained by the German Kaiser at N ish. 
When in the fall of 1918 the Bulgarian army muti
nied on the Salonica front and marched in disorder 

r 

toward the Bulgarian capital, it was Protogheroff who 
organized and conducted the defense of the city 
against its own army. 

These two important comitadjis going down into 
Macedonia to wake up Imro perhaps did know, but 
most likely did not, what they were starting. They 
started a bloody drama in which they both lost their 
lives and caused a great many others to lose theirs. 

Alexandroff and Protogheroff did not go into Bul
garian Macedonia like politicians campaigning for 
election. It was absolutely safe for them to go openly 
from town to town and from village 'to village, to 
show themselves to the people, to gather the people 
in the schoolhouses and in the churches or in the 
village greens and to preach the resumption of the 
old struggle. They could do this well enough. They 
could ride in automobiles and call themselves Mace. 
donian revolutionists, and no government official 
would have molested. them so long as they remained 
on Bulgarian soil. But Alexandroff and Protogheroff 
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went into this virtually liberated part of Macedonia 
as though it were governed by a hostile nation from 
which they must free it, as they must free the other 
two parts. They went there as comitadjis with all the 
mystery and romance that cloak comitadjism. 

Alexandroff was gravely concerned with preserving 
. the integrity of Macedonia. He knew how easy it 
would be for the Petrich District to become an indig
enous part of the Bulgar state and lose its Macedo
nian identity. If the Greeks and the Serbs could hope 
to assimilate the Macedonians, how much easier for 
the inhabitants of Bulgarian Macedonia, already Bul
garians to begin with, to be absorbed completely by 
the Bulgarian state. Alexandroff saw to it that the 

_Petrich District was kept ever conscious of its Mace
donianism. 

The two leaders crossed the Struma river at Simitli 
and took the winding, narrow path between the foot
hills of Pirin and the shelves of the Rila mountains. 
They came to the Razlog highland, which opens like 
a tray about three thousand feet above sea level and 
is surrounded by the most beautiful mountains in the 
Balkans. On the south side of this picturesque table
land rises Mount Pirin with its Alpine grandeur. 
Pirin is an oblong mountain, a series of high peaks 
striding its spine. Mangar Teppe, Bezbog, Todorin 
Virh, El-Teppe, are the names of some of these peaks. 
El-Teppe is the highest of them all. In Turkish it 
means Peak of Storms. It is always wrapped in mist 
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and clouds. When the sun beats upon the plain of 
Razlog and the sky is blue and spotless, the Peak of 
Stonns is wrapped in haze or mist or clouds. When 
there is haze or mist the people in the villages down 
in the Razlog plain say that old god Perun is breath
ing hard, and when there are clouds, black menac
ing clouds, they say Perun smokes his pipe. The Peak 
of Storms yields only fifteen feet in height to Mount 
Mussala in Bulgaria and seventy feet to Mount Olym
pus, the highest ~untain in the Balkan Peninsula. 
The Macedonians are piling up rocks upon their 
storm peak, and every new map of the peninsula adds 
to the height of Mount Pirin. When Alexandroff and 
Protogheroff reached the summit they brought rocks 
with them from down lower and added them to the 
pile, thus increasing the height. Here the two men 
stood like eagles upon the great height. 

The folk down in the plains and in the valleys 
are right perhaps in believing that the storm god 
Perun still dwells upon this high and inaccessible 
peak. For indeed these two men that stood there 
upon the summit in the spring of 1920 started a storm 
that has raged in the Balkans for fifteen years and 
may one day engulf the whole world in its fury. 
Storms often have their beginnings in little twists of 
wind that begin twirling somewhere in a dale or 
upon the summit of a hill and then go whirling down 
through the valleys and rolling over the plains. 

Todor Alexandroff became Macedonia's stonn god. 
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Whether the real Perun ever inhabited Pirin or not, 
Alexandroff is buried in the bosom of the mountain, 
which rises above his grave as a memorial to his 
mighty spirit. Her.e's how Ivan Michailoff, the man 
who avenged his death and stepped into his ox-hide 
sandals, describes him. "The most conspicuous thing 
about Todor was this: After his words came action. If 
you seek in him a temperament, you will find the 
active temperament of a strong man. In the person of 
Todor action had found its master, a master whose 
power manifested itself alike when it was necessary to 
conceive, to commence, to pursue, and to finish 
something. 

"He was not afraid to accept responsibilities re
gardless of the magnitude of the enterprise. He could 
sense the proper moment as if by intuition. In this 
connection he showed himself to be a statesman oE 
large caliber. Such a man does not wait until all the 
grandmothers have seen the necessity of a certain 
course of action before he approves of it. Alexandroff 
always led. It took others, with sluggish minds, a long 
time to see the wisdom of his actions. If the hardest 
problem for a soldier is to re-form the ranks of his 
scattered army and to lead them anew toward vic
tory, Todor showed himself a brilliant leader of a 
whole scattered and dazed people. At a fatal historic 
tum he saved the Macedonian cart from wreckage 
and d:rove it into the pathway of the national ideals. 

"A realist in grasping the need of the moment, he 
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was also that when it came to choosing his men, ap
praising them not according to their spiritual 
make-up, not even according to their minds, but 
through trial in real action. He was capable of sizing 
up a person quickly and accurately. Whenever a new 
zealot offered himself to serve the revolution, comi
tadjis and voyvodas would murmur, 'Now he'll go on 
the scales,' that is, to Todor to get weighed. Alexan
droff believed th<}.t fighters could be created in the 
struggle itself. 'Human beings are what they are,' he 
often said; 'the art comes in making them what you 
want them to be.' He never ceased preparing his men 
for everything, but if it was necessary to save time, 
he would not stop right in the midst of things and 
exclaim, 'Ah, if only I had men . .. .' He would 
harness into action even such men as were not well 
chosen for the task and not adequately prepared, re
lying on himself afterward to neutralize their con
flicting qualities and make up for their lack of fitness. 
Todor would say that a certain person was slow but 
brave, that another was timid but alert and wary. 
To such a pair he would assign a common task, com
bining their positive qualities mathematically, so that 
such men succeeded excellently in their assignments. 
Himself a strictly defined character, a singularly cold 
nature, he got along and accomplished results with 
persons of the most contradictory inclinations. 

"That until his time revolutionary Macedonia had 
known no greater conspirator than Alexandroff can 
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hardly be disputed. As in the planning of an isolated 
stroke, so in the mapping out of a whole campaign, he 
adhered to the rule that it is better to conceive a sim
ple plan and execute it than to undertake something 
complicated and leave it unrealized. With remarkable 
foresight and sagacity he would spot the most deli
cate, the most difficult moment in the execution of 
an act. U pan that moment he would · concentrate, 
study it, and solve it. In a complex design he un
erringly determined the place of personal bravery, of 
caution, and of technical skill. He could perceive 
the intentions of his rival, and before being attacked, 
Alexandroff would take a position such as would 
cause confusion in the enemy and stun him morally. 
Terrific as he was in administering a direct blow, he 
was also enigmatic and dangerous in the selection of 
his maneuvers when attacking in a roundabout way. 

"Todor undertook nothing from sheer love of 
action. For every objective he knew how to choose 
the proper measure and to find the simplest means 
for its application. But unless he had studied the 
whole situation, and, chiefly, unless there was the 
likelihood of a positive result which wohld have a 
social justification or at least the justification of a 
rational revolutionary necessity, he would take no 
step whatever. If it were possible to mention the 
many large and small practical questions solved by 
him, it would be seen that he seldom deceived him
self. Because primarily he employed revolutionary 
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means in his fight, he never missed the opportunity 
to put his acts in such a light as to make them com
prehensible to the world. Here the voyvoda and con
spirator showed himself also the sagacious political 
personality. 

"The people knew Alexartdroff and will perpetu
ate him in legend more as , a saint than as a hero. 
His example even in the most trivial instances in
spired veneration. His quiet and slow speech, and 

---even his silence, carried more weight and authority 
than the eloquence of an orator. His will power was 
tremendous. It is not to be wondered at that, under 
the most unfavorable conditions, through many long 
years, he lived by rule and order, finding time to eat 
regularly, to rest, and to work. While driven by an 
incredible amount of work, he was still able to main
tain his grasp upon the multitudinous phases of pub
lic life, to follow political developments, to learn the 
French language, sparing moments from his sleep 
for it. Despite damaged lungs, he bore with cold, with 
fatigue, and with hunger-. His love for work and his 
self-discipline is proverbial. Idle talk was distasteful 
to him. 

"His manner was permeated with affability and 
modesty. He was indifferent to no one. His strong 
memory helped him to remember thousands of faces. 
Seeing that he had not forgotten them, the peasants 
became even more ardent in their devotion to him. 
They called him Stariot (the Elder) . Perhaps these 
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TODOR ALEXANDROFF . 

simple people believed in the eventual success of the 
struggle on account of their great faith in Todor. 
Todor was always an optimist, fanatically believing 
in the success of the movement, to which he contrib
uted his tremendous moral strength. He believed 
that the success of our cause was primarily a moral 
one. No one knew better than Todor the spirit of the 
Macedonian revolution." 
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Chapter Nine 

THE GARVAN GOLGOTHA 

Todor Alexandroff appropriated the Petrich District 
from the Bulgarian government and therein estab
lished his own tiny Macedonian state. In the other 
two parts the name Macedonia or Macedonian was 
forbidden. In the Bulgarian part every enterprise 
took on Macedonian characteristics. Even the revolu
tionary organization did not bother to observe closely 
its ancient and honored principle of invisibility. The 
comitadjis and Imro agents went about the towns and 
villages in their uniforms and with their pistols 
bulging at their hips. They made no bones about it. 
The name Macedonia or Macedonian :was incor
porated into the names of all commercial and other 
organizations. The Macedonians who had written 

their names in large letters across the dramatic his

tory of the Movement were honored here, their pic
tures hanging in schools, offices, cafes, private homes. 

The Organization not only used the district as a 
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base for its revolutionary activit.:es in the other two 
parts of Macedonia, but established itself there as an 
administration, as though this territory were an au
tonomous Macedonian province under the protecto
rate of Bulgaria. Imro accepted the presence of the 
Bulgarian administrative officials as a necessary evil 

and proceeded to govern the region as its very own, 
jealous of every prerogative and ready to fight off any 

inter_ference on the part of the Bulgarian state, which 
was responsible before the world for maintaining 

proper administrative machinery in this as in the 
other fifteen districts of the kingdom. 

When Alexandroff and Protogheroff established 

their dominion over the Petrich District, economi

cally and administratively it was the worst in Bul

garia. Under the long neglect and exploitation of the 
Turks it had become impoverished. There were no 
roads, no sanitation. Besides, it was infested with 

robbers who had divided it into zones over which 

they ruled like feudal lords. Imro cleared up the bri
gands, quickly trapping criminals which the official 

authorities had been unable to capture. In line with 

its assumption that this was a Macedonian state, 

Imro proceeded( with logical paternalism, to guard 
its territory, to improve it administratively, economi

cally, hygienically. Mr. Rockefeller's Foundation was 
induced to spend some thousands of American dol
lars to clear up the malaria-breeding marshes in the 
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district. Imro built roads, organized industrial and 
commercial corporations, improved communications 
with Sofia, and proceeded to make of this bit of Mace
donia an example of what it hoped to make of all of 
Macedonia when it had the chance. 

And yet all this was of secondary importance. Imro 
I 

was first and last a secret, conspirant organization; 

its ever present and paramount objective still was 
autonomy for Macedonia. Nowhere in its constitu

tion does it say that it will be the government of 

Macedonia when Macedonia is free; nor is there any

thing anywhere specifying the form of government 
Macedonia should have when it is free. In fact the 
moment Macedonia becomes an independent state, 
Imro must dissolve, its revolutionary ranks must dis
band, and its struggles become Macedonian history. 
Imro had to cleave close to its supreme goal. No one 
was more aware than AlexandrofE of the fact that 

the revived Imro, inheritor of the pledges of the 
founders and builders ·of this great guardian of Mace

danian autonomism, might easily vitiate itself into a 

quasi revolutionary band of careerists and hirelings. 
The Organization must live and thrive on the danger 

which the struggle itself necessarily involves. And 
while AlexandrofE detailed people to administer the 
Petrich District, collect taxes for the support of the 
Organization, and carry on the manifold other activi
ties as in a state, he turned his attention to the revo-
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lutionary activity that was sorely needed in the other 
two sections, where the Bulgarian population was 
being put through the mill to be ground out into 
Greeks or Serbs. And there, before the ink had dried 
out on the shameful peace documents that for the 
Macedonians spelled a new declaration of war, bombs 

and infernal machines began to explod~ . 

Alexandroff himself crossed the frontier into Yugo

slavia and showed his inspiriting figure to those Mace
donians who, unlike their brothers in the Bulgarian 

section, were forbidden to speak their own tongue or 
to call themselves by the names which their god
fathers had bestowed upon them. For the Serbs and 
the Greeks govern their parts of Macedonia as 
thc;y would enemy territories under military occupa
tion. They converted all the Bulgarian schools and 

churches into Serb or Greek, banished the priests and 
the teachers or imprisoned and ~illed others that 
refused to convert themselves overnight into Serbs 
and Greeks. Bulgarian names were changed to com

ply with the Serbian or Greek terminations, and 

the jails are filled with people who were suspected 
of connection with the revolutionary organization. 
The Serbs and the Greeks proved themselves more 

refined torturers than the Turks, improvising harrow

ing means beside which some of the features of the 
Inquisition would seem acts of mercy. 

I have before me a list of names long enough to 
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fill a volume. They are the names of Macedonian 
men and women who have been beaten, tortured, 
jailed, or murdered by the Serbs and the Greeks in 

Light in Yugoslavia. 

the generation that they have possessed Macedonia. 
Some of these people might have been members of 
Imro, but most of them were merely suspects, or rela
tives of comitadjis. 

It is beyond the scope of this book to go into a 
detailed account of the inhumanities committed by 
the Serbs and the Greeks in Macedonia or, for that 
matter, into a recital of all the outrages committed 
by Imro itself. But I should attempt to recreate one 
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example of Serbian sadism in Macedonia in the post
war period. The incident (for it is a mere incident 
in the Serbian regime in Macedonia) that follows 

JAKOHb 

~ 
The Law in Yugoslavia. 

... . , 

has come to be known among Macedonians as the 
Garvan Golgotha. 

The village Garvan is situated about ten miles 
south of Shtip. Shtip is the seat of the Bregalnitza 

]upania and therefore the residence of the Grand 

]upan Dobritza Matkovitch himself. The fifty-odd 

houses of Garvan cling to the skirt of a mountain 
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that looms above them to a height of some three 
thousand feet. It is the third of March in the year 
of our Lord 1923, and the spring sun sends down its 
warm rays to revive life in the narrow valley of the 
Lakavitza river. Spring comes early in Macedonia, 
so that most of the folk of Garvan are out in the fields 
working, plowing the moist' earth, mending fences, 
planting seeds in the ground, and attending to nu
merous other tasks.. They are hard-working folk, they 
grapple with the soil season after season, and their 
faces are wrinkled and cracked from worry and labor 
like the face of their earth from which they eke out 
their scant livelihood. The Garvan villagers are the 
descendants of folk that lived here for generations 
under the Turks. They know what hardship and 
suffering are. In days gone by Stamboul was the 
center of the world for them. There the Sultan dwelt. 
After 1913 the center of the world for these folk 
shifted to Belgrade, the white city, the fair city where 
the Danube and the Sava rivers meet. Upon the hill 
above the confluence of these rivers where the Ro
mans and the Goths once had fortresses, rises the 
beautiful palace of King Alexander Karagheorghe
vitch- the Black George of the Balkans. 

Upon the road that comes from Shtip, where the 
residence of the Grand Jupan is, there is a column 
of troops moving toward the village. At the head of 
the column rides Dobritza Matkovitch, the Grand 
Jupan himself. He has left his residence in Shtip to 
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tour his Jupania and to purge it of the comitadjis. 
He is a stern-looking man, and his black mustaches 
are severely twisted. They curve out like horns. 
King Alexander is in his palace on the hill above the 
confluence of the two rivers, and his palace is guarded 

by picturesque tall sentries from Montenegro and 
from the swine country of Shumadia. King Alexan
der's kingdom stretches from the plains of Hungary 

almost to the shore of the lEgean and from the Adri"

atic to the Balkan mountains. It is a great Balkan 
empire which the"Peace Makers" in Paris gave.Alex

ander to rule. And he rules it well. 
Dobritza Matkovitch dismounts from his charger in 

the little open space in the center of the village and 
orders the assistant mayor to call in the men from the 

fields. While the assistant mayor is gathering the 
men, the soldiers herd the women into the little open 

space in the center of the village. The sun falls down 
upon the village more warmly. One by one, two by 
two, the villagers, having left their oxen and their 

tools in the fields, hobble toward the village, shaking 

the dirt from their ox-hide sandals. 

Twenty-eight of them have come. Some others 
have crept away to hide in the near-by woods. 

Says Dobritza Matkovitch: "By the will of God and 

His Majesty King Alexander I am the Grand Jupan 
Dobritza Matkovitch, and I order you to tell me 
where the comitadjis are, and who of you are giving 
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them shelter and food. If you do not tell me I shall 
kill you like a pack of dogs!" 

"We neither know nor have seen any comitadjis!" 

r eply the villagers. 
Now Matkovitch orders the men separated from 

' the women. "I shall take you to Shtip," he says to 

the menfolk. The latter beg to be set free and re
fuse to leave the village. But the whips, the straps, 

and the butt ends of the rifles drive them ahead. Some 

soldiers are left at the entrance to the village to keep 
the womenfolk from following. The men, their hands 

tied at their backs, stumble ahead upon the road. 
They hear the cries of their womenfolk who try to 
break through the guards and come to their aid. 

At a place upon the road about two miles from the 

village, Matkovitch orders his troops to turn the 
peasants away from the road and drive them toward 
the fields. Now the twenty-eight villagers realize that 

they are being led to their graves. 
So they fall down on their knees and plead for 

their lives. But the whip lashes come whistling down 
upon their heads, and the butt ends of the rifles ram 

at their backs, and so the cringing, groaning bodies 
move away from the road through the fields toward 

the foothills of the mountain. 

In a field, some distance from the roadside, the 

twenty-eight men are stopped. 
Again says Grand Jupan Dobritza Matkovitch: 
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"Tell me where the comitadjis are, and who of you 
have given them food and shelter!" 

Again the villagers deny knowing the whereabouts 
of comitadjis. 

"You do not know where the comitadjis are! Then 

you yourselves are comitadjis!" shouts Dobritza. And 
he orders his soldiers to stand off and shoot. 

The soldiers withdraw a few paces and make ready 
to aim. But one among them begins to grunt, and an

other starts fidgeting, and still another hisses his dis

approval. They refuse to shoot. They are the sons of 
just such old, simple villagers as these. They have not 

the heart to shoot down these innocent men. 

There are youngsters too among these twenty-eight 
men from Garvan. There is one who is twelve and 

another thirteen years of age. These boys look plead

ingly at the soldiers, and tears run down their cheeks. 
There are two youths also, one of them nineteen, the 

other twenty. The oldest of the men is fifty-nine. 

Jupan Matkovitch curses his troops for disobeying 
him. He threatens them with court martial and again 

and again issues stern commands to them to carry out 
his orders. But the soldiers refuse. 

There is the machine-gun standing by obediently. 

It has no tongue to refuse and no soul to rebel. Mat

kovitch himself bends down to the machine-gun. The 

poor villagers wail out; they touch the earth with 

their knees and beg for mercy. The voices of the 
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two youngsters pierce the air with their plaintive 
cries. 

But the racket from the machine-gun drowns the 
cries. The soldiers turn their heads away, from shame 
and grief. 

The fire-belching machine-gun rattles off bullets, 
and the bodies tumble, huddling and hugging one 
another as if foJ protection. The bodies in their 
agony squirm and wiggle and the blood drenches 
them and their earth. 

Matkovitch leaves part of his troop to guard the 
village and prevent the women from coming out into 
the fields to find their dead men. For six days the 
twenty-eight corpses lie in the field, while the women 
in the village, informed of the tragedy by the troops, 
keep crying and groaning in their ho:uses. On the 
seventh day peasants from the neighboring villages 
come to the scene and bury the corpses. An old 
woman, a grandmother of sixty-five, seeing the pile of 
dead bodies, drops dead on the spot, making the total 
number of victims twenty-nine. 

(As I was reading proof news reached me that 
Matkovitch has been appointed governor of all Yugo
slav Macedonia.) 

And a little later in another village (Brest) nine
tec:n folk were likewise gathered by the roadside and 
would have been mowed down but for the fact that 
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a Croatian lieutenant-colonel in the service of King 
Alexander's army took his place among them and 
said to the commander that he would be the 
twentieth. 

The Greeks would not let themselves be outdone 
by the Serbs. In July of the following year a Greek 
officer named Doxakis, convoying a score of Macedo
nian peasants to the town of Seres, massacred them 
between the villages of Turlis and Gorno-Brodi. 
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Chapter Ten 

A PREMIER GETS THE IMRO CURSE 

Todor Alexandroff did not remam comfortable in 
the Petrich District very long. Alexander Stambo
lisky's Agrarian cabinet declared itself a mortal 
enemy of Imro and undertook the task of destroying 
its power in Bulgarian Macedonia. The burly peasant 
premier heartily despised the Macedonians, for he 
believed that Bulgaria had often sacrificed herself for 
their liberation, and he was not going to take any 
chances of having the country overrun by an irate 
Yugoslavia on account of-these precocious children of 
terror. Besides, the shaggy-headed premier believed 
that Bulgaria's economic welfare lay in understand
ing and cooperation with Yugoslavia. He even enter
tained hopes of Bulgaria's joining Yugoslavia. 

Now Belgrade would extend no friendly hand to 
any Bulgarian government unless that government 
took the first and simplest step toward such friend
ship. And that simple and primary step was the de-
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struction of Imro's power in Bulgaria and in Bulga
rian Macedonia. Stambolisky was sincere, and he took 
the step Belgrade wanted. 

The Bulgarian army, however, did not entertain 
Stambolisky's ideas. That army had been maintained 
not so much for the defense of the state as for the 
realization of Bulgaria's national ideal-the unifica
tion of all Bulgarians in the Balkan peninsula under 
one government. The Bulgarian army was the sworn 
enemy-of Serbs and Greeks. Imro was fighting for the 
national rights of Bulgarians which this army had 
failed to liberate on the battlefield. 

Ten years hence that army would "mop up" Imro 
in Bulgarian Macedonia, but not now. And Stambo
lisky knew that. So he turned over the job not to his 
minister of war but to his minister of the interior. 
When Stambolisky did that he put the poor man's 
head in a bag, to say nothing of his own. It was too 
soon after the war, and Bulgarian feelings were too 
bitter against Yugoslavia. Bulgarian public opinion 
was with the Macedonians. The Macedonians had 
not yet made a mess of their movement, they had not 
yet converted the capital of Bulgaria into an arena 
for their mutual extermination. Stambolisky was just 
ten years too soon. He lost his head, sacrificing at the 
same time the heads of thousands of his adherents, in 
order to do to the Macedonians in 192 3 what the 
army did to them in 1934 without the loss of a single 
life. The ten years that intervened made a great 

155 



HEROES and ASSASSINS 

difference. And the Macedonians have no one to 
blame but themselves for what happened to them in 
Bulgaria in the spring of 1934. 

Just about the time Stambolisky was making ef
forts to destroy the comitadjis something happened 
which would seem to facilit<ite his task. Some Mace
donians had despaired of the autonomous idea and 
started a so-called federative movement, that is to say, 
a movement for ~ree and self-governing Macedonia 
as a unit in a system of federated Balkan states. Those 
that adopted this ideology became known as the 
' ' F ederatists. ' ' 

Now from its very inception the Macedonian revo
lutionary movement has suffered from internal dis
sensions. Factionalism has been an avid leech which 
has too frequently sapped the energy of Imro. All 
through its history frequent operations and blood
letting have been the practice in order to save the 
revolutionary organism. In the early days there were 
those who opposed the autonomy principle and 
started a counter-revolutionary movement. These 
were known as Vurhovisti , after their Vurhoven 
Committet (Supreme Committee) organized by 
Macedonians in Sofia to work for the annexation of 
Macedonia to Bulgaria. The Vurhovisti sent armed 
bands into Macedonia, most of them led by officers 
from the Bulgarian army and equipped with ammu
nition from the military arsenals of Bulgaria, to 

propagate the national Bulgarian policy and oppose 
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Imro's autonomism. Vurhovisti and Centralisti (sup
porters of Imro's Central Committee) often engaged 
in battle, but at length the Vurhoven Committet was 
dissolved, and all Macedonians united in their sup
port of Imro and of the idea of autonomy. 

This lack of unity was considered a major tragedy 
in the early history of the struggle, but it was a slight 
illness compared to the dangerous incisions and am
putations which post-war Imro had to undergo in 
order to preserve its organism. With the formation of 
the "Federatist" faction begins the darkest and most 

tragic period in the history of the Macedonian move
ment. From 1922 to the present date the Macedonian 
revolution has been a spectacle of self-extermination. 
Macedonian history in all its phases is the most 
poignantly tragic chapter in the history of Europe 
since the Peace Treaties. If all the other calamities 
which the world has suffered as a result of the iniq
uity of the Paris peace documents had been prevented 
by a more just and equitable peace, still what has 
been happening in Macedonia for the past fifteen 
years would have been enough to damn to purgatory 
the Paris "Peace Makers." 

But let us come back to our "Federatists." Among 
them there were all sorts of Macedonians. There were 
those who were dissatisfied with the way Alexandroff 
ruled the Organization and were ready to jump on to 
any wagon so long as it traveled in the opposite direc
tion; there were those who for one reason or another 
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had been estranged from the Imro ranks and were 
eager to take vengeance; and of course there were 
some who were jealous of Alexandroff's triumphal 
entry into the kingdom of legend while he was still 
very much alive and still very human. It is not neces
sary, therefore, for us to stress the point that a bitter 
conflict arose between the' "Federatists" and Alexan
droff's autonomists, but it is necessary to point out 
that any faction, organization, movement, agency, or 
force, whether )Veak or strong, that declared itself an 
enemy of Imro, could rely upon the aid, official or 
unofficial, of Yugoslavia. 

These "Federatists" found the hand of Belgrade 
eagerly extended in their direction, and we might 
add, without the slightest desire to cause hard feel
ings anywhere, that that hand was neither empty, nor 
did it remain ungrasped. Since the interests of. the 
"Federatists" and those of Stambolisky's fake green 
internationalism coincided, the "Federatists" like
wise met ,with encouragement from the Bulgarian 
government. But the "Federatists" were in Sofia and 
in Belgrade, and no ·revolutionary movement that 
calls itself Macedonian is worth grandmother's distaff 
unless it emanates from Macedonia itself. Todor 
Alexandroff, the man that became a legend while still 
alive, was in Macedonia, and there also were Alexan
droff's comitadjis dying for their ideal. 

The "Federatists," however, had in their group 
men who were made of stern stuff, and who were 
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ready to go down into Macedonia and fight Alexan
droff if only they could find the means with which 
to arm and feed themselves. These means they readily 
obtained from their Belgrade and Sofia sympathizers. 
And so we see armed bands of "Federatists" trespass
ing upon Alexandroff's revolutionary domain and 
searching for him to impale his head . I have no wish 
to make the pages of this book any more sanguinary 
than is necessary for the clearness of our story, and 
shall therefore content myself by merely saying that 
all these bands came to a very sad end. 

In a speech at Belgrade Stambolisky said to the 
Serbs that he would pile up all the Macedonians on 
freight cars and dispatch them to Belgrade for the 
Serbs to do with them as they pleased. Now that was 
a very foolish thing to say. No man with real states· 
manship in .himself would have said that. In the first 
place there are in Bulgaria half a million Macedo
nians who are citizens of the state, and who are woven 
into the fabric of Bulgarian .social, economic, and 
political life. Then there are the Bulgarian people 
themselves who regard the Macedonians as blood
brothers and who would not stand fo~ any such anti
national sentiments; and there is the Bulgarian army 
which looks upon the Macedonians as the unlucky 
branch of the nation and sympathizes with their 
heroic struggle. And· finally there is Imro with its 
tried and proven terroristic wing ready to chop the 
head off any enemy of the Macedonian cause. 
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Stambolisky was a burly peasant with a shock of 
black hair curling about his forehead and a head as 
thick and solid as a stump. He went about the coun-

Belgrade: "With these pipes (Macedonia) 
constantly smoking, my stove (Serbia) will 

never keep me warm." 

try roaring like a bull and threatening to massacre 
the Macedonians, these same people that had fought 
valiantly for thirty years and had been smashed by 
the Sultan and still had survived to fight the Chris-
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tian rulers of their birthland. They tried hard to 
pacify and conciliate the rural premier, but he had 
the stubbornness of a steer and the proverbial men
tality of that bovine species. He bragged about hav
ing crushed the railroad strikers and the Commu
nists, and he bragged about his ability to smash the 
Macedonians too. He signed a pact with the Serbs 
in Nish for joint operations against the comitadjis. 

Just to give Stambolisky a mild warning that they 
meant business, the comitadjis killed his minister of 
the interior, Mr. Alexander Dimitroff. Instead of 
bringing him to his stolid peasant senses, this act en
raged the bullish premier all the more. He appointed 
as new minister of the interior his crony, Rayko Das
kaloff, an even more irreconcilable despiser of the 
Macedonians. Things became very difficult for the 
Macedonians now, not only for those in the Petrich 
District but for the half a million in Bulgaria proper. 
A Bulgarian cartoonist, celebrated for his political 
sagacity, published a cartoon showing Stambolisky 
reaching up a tree with a stick to destroy a nest in 
which the comitadjis had comfortably huddled them
selves. Underneath the cartoon he wrote the pro
phetic caption: "He that destroys a nest gets the 
curse." The bullish premier became gorier. 

One of the principles which the comitadjis try hard 
to cling to is the principle of Internality. This prin
ciple says that the Macedonian revolutionary organi
zation is an internal one, that it should exist on 
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Macedonian soil, that it should not go outside the 
boundaries of Macedonia to meddle in the affairs of 
other peoples, and that it should not allow others 
to come into its revolutionary interior and meddle 
in its own affairs. But in this instance Imro's life 
was threatened from without, that is to say, from 
Sofia. Imro had no choice. but to remove the enemy 
from his position in Sofia. So for the moment it 
placed itself at the disposal of the opposition parties 
in Bulgaria, and together with them, with the army, 
and with the half a million emigrants, it cornered the 
bull. 

On June gth, 1923, there took place in Bulgaria 
one of those coups d'etat that only happen in the 
Balkans and in the South American republics. They 
sometimes are bloodless and sometimes not quite so 
bloodless. This one happened to be gory. Stambo
lisky, several of his ministers1 and I don't know how 
many thousands of his partisans, were killed. Some 
of his ministers, with hundreds of their followers, got 
across the frontier intG> Yugoslavia, where they were 
received with open arms and instantly put to work at 
the task of overthrowing the new Sofia government 
headed by the bearded professor Alexander Tsankoff. 

Now that they had removed the rural ogre, and an 
administration more friendly to them had come into 
power in Sofia, the Macedonians breathed with re
lief. The new coalition cabinet practically ceded t~e 
Petrich District to Imro, and the eleven parliamen-
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tary votes that represented this district went solidly 
to the administration. In other words the new govern
ment and the Macedonians tacitly cooperated, and 
everybody seemed to be satisfied, everybody that is, 
except the Peasant Party, the emigres, the Commu
nists, the Serbs, the Greeks, France, the Czechoslo
vaks, the Rumanians, and a few others. 

Neither the Macedonians nor Tsankoff's cabinet 
could go to sleep secure in their victory. The Agra
rian emigres into Yugoslavia were joined by the 
"Federatists." Aided by Yugoslavia and by Greece, 
they formed a united front against Imro and the new 
Bulgarian government. But so long as Imro had the 
Petrich District, where the comitadjis could get a 
night's sleep undisturbed, it was quite content to go 
on with its revolutionary business and to fight not 
only the Serbs and the Greeks but the "Federatist"
Agrarian combination as well. 

In September of the same year (1923) there was a 
Communist revolution in Bulgaria, which Tsankoff 
suppressed with a ruthlessness worthy of one of the 
mad tsars of Russia. Gheorghi Dimitroff was one of 
the leaders in this ill-timed attempt on the part of 
the Bulgarian proletariat to establish a workers' gov
ernment in Sofia. Dimitroff escaped into Yugoslavia 
and has never since been back in Bulgaria. The heads 
of thousands of Communists rolled over the Bulga
rian hills and dales. Many Communists that suc
ceeded in escaping across the frontier into Yugoslavia 
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joined hands with the June gth emigres, and all of 
them together, "F ederatists" -Agrari'ans-Communists, 
aided by Yugoslavia, Greece, and Moscow (not col
lectively of course) , startep a desperate campaign for 
the overthrow of the new Bulgarian government and 

' the interment of the Macedonian autonomists. They 
even resorted to the same tactics as the comitadjis. 
They dynamited the Saint Nedelia Cathedral during 
the funeral services of a prominent general when the 
elite of Bulgaria were assembled in the edifice< One 
hundred and forty people lost their lives in the ruins, 
including several generals and statesmen. Later in 
the same year they assassinated Todor Alexandroff's 
erstwhile adviser, the Macedonian professor Nichola 
Mileff, who had just been appointed Bulgarian min
ister to the United States of America. 

Imro also sentenced t? death Rayko Daskaloff, who 
had succeeded Alexander Dimitroff as Stambolisky's 
minister of the interior. To remove him from the 
danger zone, Stambolisky subsequently sent him to 
Prague as minister. The June gth coup found him 
there, and there Daskaloff remained as an emigre. 

But the comitadjis had not forgotten his anti-Mace
danian activities and the death sentence signed on 
March 3, 192 3, several months before the Agrarian 
debacle. Daskaloff continued to reside in the Czech 
capital, cognizant of the fact that an Imro death sen-
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tence was hanging over his head. He lived in a villa 
in the outskirts of the city. One morning (August 
27, 1923) he and two of his companions were walk
ing from the villa toward the ci ty when a twenty-two
year-old Imro "executioner" bumped against him to 

make sure that he was not making a mistake. With
drawing several paces, the Macedonian drew his pis
tol and assassinated Daskaloff. At the trial in Prague 
the ·assassin gave his name as Athanas N icholoff. He 
told that he had joined Imro after meeting Alexan
droff in one of the villages in Macedonia. On May 
10th he and other villagers, all members of Imro, 
received messages from Todor Alexandroff to come 
to the Black Forest, near the town of Skopye, on the 
evening of May 15th. There, the youth declared, 
Alexandroff delivered a brief address, reminding 
them of their duty to the Macedonian revolution and 
censuring the Serbs for their severe regime in Mace
donia. Then Alexandroff told them how the_ Stam
bolisky government also persecuted the Macedonians, 
as a result of which Imro had pronounced the death 
decree on four of his cabinet ministers. When Alex
androff finished, deposed the youth, he drew out a 
paper from his leather bag and read out the name 
"Athanas Nicholoff," asking him to step forward. 
Said Alexandroff to him, "Upon you has fallen the 
lot of killing Rayko Daskaloff." The young man testi
fied that he told Alexandroff that owing to his in
ability to speak any foreign tongue it would be a 
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difficult task for him to search for his victim in 
Czechoslovakia. AlexandrofE thereupon pulled out 
from his bag a copy of the constitution of Imro and 
read from it the passage: "Any member of the Or
ganization that refuses to c~rry out a death sentence 
will be shot within twenty-four hours." 

The accused related in detail his travels through 
Bulgaria, Rumania, Hungary, Austria, until on June 
1oth he reached- Prague, where he remained until 
"the execution." In the Czech capital he spent most 
of his time in student circles, both Serb and Bulga
rian, passing as a Bulgarian among the Bulg~ria~s 
and as a Serb among the Serbs. Through them he 
managed to discover the restaurant where his future 
victim and other Bulgarian political emigr~s had 
their meals. He saw a picture of DaskalofE in a copy 
of Cz.eschoe Slovo which he kept with him always and 
looked at before shooting to make sure it was the 
right man. 

The young Macedonian was acquitted by the 
Prague court on grounds that he acted as the agent 
of Imro and that , being "under insurmountable 
compulsion," he had no choice but to carry out 
his task or to die. The court ordered his immediate 
expulsion from Czechoslovakia, but Yugoslavia felt 
outraged at such Czech "justice," and the wires be
tween Belgrade and Prague began to burn with pro
tests. Information was quickly furnished that the 
assassin had not given his right name at the trial. His 
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real name turned out to be Yordan Tsitsinkoff, of 
Shtip. He had concealed his real name and his birth
place so that his father and mother might not suffer 
at the hands of that humane and mild-mannered 
Grand Jupan Dobritza Matkovitch, who mowed 
down the twenty-eight peasants from Garvan. The 
Czechoslovak foreign office hurried to allay the wrath 
of Yugoslavia. The Macedonian was detained for 
further questioning and for· another trial. And so an
other trial there was. But this time it was away from 
Prague, in the provincial town of Tabor, where Yor
dan Tsitsinkoff was found guilty of the murder of 
Rayko Daskaloff and was sentenced to twenty years' 
imprisonment. He served only two. At the end of that 
time he cut short his sentence by taking his own life. 



Chapter Eleven 

BETWEEN THE RED STAR 
AND THE BLACK SHIRT 

Now Imro seemed to be the mote in everybody's _ 
eye. Alexandroff and his comitadjis had to wage a des
perate battle for the preservation of their lmro and 
their own heads. 

One day swift-footed comitadji couriers hurried 
over the narrow mountain paths to bring Alexandroff 
news of the appearance in Macedonia of a strange 
band of "comitadjis." They found their leader in a 
forest near Kratovo and there told him the news. 
They said that the new tcheta which had been sighted 
in the revolutionary domain was neither a "Fed

eralist" one nor a detachment of Stambolisky's 

Orange Guard. When the leader questioned them 

closely they happened to mention that these new 
comitadjis had embroidered upon the fronts of their 

uniform caps something that looked like a hammer 
and a sickle. 

This was in 1922. Pandursky's band was the first 
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armed attempt on the part of the Bulgarian Commu
nists to take over the Macedonian revolutionary or
ganization. It was an unhappy venture. Alexandroff's 
comitadjis made quick work of it , though the voyvoda 
himself escaped and placed himself at the disposal of 
Belgrade to be used in further conflicts with Imro. 

But the affair did not end there. That band was 
the harbinger of the terrible eruptions which in the 
next few years shook old Imro to its foundations and 
nearly wrecked it. And that part of the history of 
Imro which deals with the Communist phase is the 
most tragic, and from the writer's angle, the most 
delicate and illusive, for the truth is obscured by a 
shroud of lies and personal hatreds. 

As early as the beginning of the century, Imro had 
to cope with a natural "left" element in its ranks. 
This was hard to reconcile with Imro's foundations 
which are laid deep in nationalism. Its birth was the 
result of a people's irrepressible desire for freedom 
and self-government. The leaders of the Macedonian 
revolution held to the precept that before they could 
transfer their battle to a social-economic plane, they 
must have rudimentary national rights, the right to 
speak their own tongue and the right to call them
selves by their proper names. And post-war Imro's 
more immediate aim was to combat the Serbs' and 
the Greeks' assimilative policies in their portions of 
Macedonia. The maintenance of Imro as an inde
pendent national organization was deemed necessary 
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in order to keep the flame of national consciousness 
burning in the hearts of the Macedonian Bulgars. 

The Communists claimed that fighting for the pos
session of the means of production and for a prole
tarian system of government precluded, or included, 
the fight for fundamental national liberties. They 
cited Lenin's position on the question of national 
minorities. Why waste so much energy and life in a 

/"" 

struggle for political freedom which is no sooner at-
tained than you have to fight all over again to free 
yourself from the clutches of fascism and capitalism? 
Why not combine the struggle and fight for both na
tional and social-economic rights? More convincing 
yet were the arguments that for thirty years the comi
tadjis had been fighting on their own national front 
and had failed of their goal. It should be plain 
enough to them that imperialistic Europe would 
back Yugoslavia, Greece, and Bulgaria sooner than it 
would a band of outlaws and assassins. But once Imro 
joined the Third International, the Macedonians 
would have the backing of the Soviet Union and the 
moral support of the proletariat all over the world. 

The Communists pointed out that Imro used ter
ror as a means of provoking European intervention 
in behalf of Macedonia. Imro had done a great deal 
of damage, and still no European power had raised 
its voice to defend the Macedonians. The League of 
Nations, which according to the treaties is supposed 
to look after their national rights, had thrown their 
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pleas and memoranda into the waste-basket. The 
Third International and the Soviet Union were ready 
to take as protege the Macedonian cause provided the 
Macedonian revolutionists took orders from Moscow 
and fought, not alone for their special liberation, but 
for the liberation of the entire Balkan peninsula. In a 
system of Balkan federated soviet republics Mace
donia would be an independent unit. The Third 
International was in sympathy with all revolutionary 
movements fighting for basic national rights. And 
to help matters, the Bulgarian Communist Party de
clared publicly that Pandursky's band was unau
thorized by the party's Central Committee, and that 
it was his' own independent venture sponsored by the 
Communist mayor of Dupnitza, a Dr. Petroff, who 
was subsequently executed by Imro. 

Many Macedonians now began to see that if the 
specific Macedonian revolution were merged with the 
larger and more embracing socia1-economic revolu
tion, Imro might serve as the leaven which would 
bring about the fermentation in the Balkans neces
sary for the establishment of a system of soviet re
publics. But the Macedonian ship was then manned 
by persons ideologically opposed to Communism. 
Todor Alexandroff, the actual leader, was worshiped 
by all · Bulgarians, from Macedonia and from the 
kingdom, as a national hero. Alexander Protogheroff, 
the second member of Imro's Central Committee, 
was a universally respected general and an idol in 
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Bulgarian military and patriotic circles. And nearly 
all of the chief aides were nationalists and militarists 
untouched by the germ of Communism. They all 
found it hard to reconcile ancient and treasured Imro 
principles with a fight on an international basis. 

Among these principles are those of Internality 
and of Independence (not the ,independence of Mace
donia but of Imro). The principle of internality, in
corporated in the name of the organization, stipu
lates that the revolutionary domain is the territory 
encompassed by the natural boundaries of Macedonia 
and holds that the Organization should exist, work, 
and thrive on Macedonian soil. The Central Com
mittee of Imro, traditionally referred to as being 
everywhere and nowhere, should always be on Mace
danian soil. The other principle, that of the inde
pendence of Imro, is one of the main pillars upon· 
which rests the structure of the organization. For 
Imro has been a complete state, a secret government 
maintaining courts of justice, an efficiently run pos
tal service (with postage s_tamps bearing the images 
of the founders of the society), and many other de
partments, as in a regularly constructed government. 
At one time it even considered the ·advisability of 
minting its own coins. It therefore has guarded its 
own integrity and independence with the same fierce 
jealousy with which it guards its revolutionary do
main, forbidding the co-existence in it of any other 
revolutionary society that is not subject to its author-
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ity. Imro therefore felt that it must act within its own 
boundaries, that it must create unrest on Macedonian 
soil, so that no power could say that there was peace 
and quiet in Macedonia; and that the comitadjis out
side of it were but trouble-making hirelings of this or 
that political combination. 

All this talk about basic principles may sound like 
so much theoretical claptrap, but these principles 
were the life-blood of Imro in 1924, and they would 
be its life-blood today if it could reinstate them in 
practice. In 1924 and for ten years afterward Imro 
was able to maintain its internality and independence 
by just one circumstance. I have shown how Imro 
was in complete possession of the Petrich District. 
The possession of that bit of Macedonia made it pos
sible for the comitadji society to be internal and 
independent. It could rightly call itself that because 
it was on Macedonian soil, in the Petrich District. 
From this district it maintained an invisible occupa
tion, or the semblance of an invisible occupation, 
over the rest of Macedonia. Its activity in Greek and 
Yugoslav Macedonia rested absolutely on its foothold 
in Bulgarian Macedonia. The Sofia government that 
succeeded that of Stambolisky, while nominally gov
erning the District and maintaining a formal anti
Imro policy, in reality left its share of Macedonia 
to the comitadjis to do with as they wished. And of 
this long-neglected, impoverished, bandit-infested re
gion, Imro made an exemplary administrative clivi-
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sion, a tiny Macedonian state in which only the 
speech was Bulgarian, everything else Macedonian. 

But how long would Imro remain in the Petrich 
District as a Communist organization? The leaders 
knew that Communism would mean the end of their 
power there. And the end· of Imro in Bulgarian 
Macedonia meant the end c;>f Imro. Subsequent de
velopments have shown that. 

But still the Communist possibilities were not ex
hausted. Stambolisky tried to take away the Petrich 
District. He did not succeed because Imro made com
mon cause with the Bulgarian army and the opposi
tion parties for the overthrow of the peasant pre
mier. Why could not Imro make common cause with 
the Bulgarian proletariat for the overthow of Tsan
koff's fascist cabinet and the establishment of a 
workers' government in Sofia? Then it need have no 
fear of losing the Petrich District and of estranging 
itself from its own soil. 

Well and good! But Imro had the District. The 
proletarian revolution might not succeed; it might 
be suppressed as cruelly as the one in the preceding 
fall. And even if it did succeed, how long would a 
workers' government last in Sofia with Yugoslavia, 
Greece, Rumania, all ready at any moment to act as 
the agents of the imperialistic powers. A Soviet Bul
garia would be occupied by any one of the neighbor
ing capitalist countries or by all of them simultane
ously in twenty-four hours. 
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And Imro had the District. And that meant a home 
for lmro, a foothold on Macedonian soil, internality, 
independence, taxes, power, .traditions. It meant 
everything. It meant Imro. 

And yet . . . There is this great looming reality
the Union of Soviet Socialist Republics and the 
Third International. That cannot be disregarded so 
easily. The failure of the September, 1923, Com
munist uprisings in Bulgaria brought home the truth 
to Moscow that a workers' revolution in Bulgaria, 
the most hopeful country in the Balkans, could 
hardly succeed if the Macedonian revolutionists were 
against it. So Moscpw continued to wave the red flag 
before the eyes of the comitadjis. Through the con
version of Imro it hoped to break down imperialism 
in Bulgaria and then, one by one, tear down all cap
italist outposts in the peninsula, so that the soviet 
system might extend from the North Sea to the 
Adriatic and the £gei;l.n in a solid front against West
ern Europe. 

That the Macedonians, ignored and crucified at 
the peace conference, should become so important a 
factor in the realization of such a large plan, Alexan
droff did not dream when he took a new lease on 
hope in ·1g:w. But here it was .only three years since 
that moment of despair, and his revitalized Imro was 
negotiating with Moscow for the sovietization of the 
peninsula. For the first time in Imro history the 
Central Committee transferred its headquarters from 
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native to foreign soil. In the spring of 1924 the 
three members of Imro's executive body' met in 
Vienna for a series of conferences with representa
tives from Moscow. Perhaps all conflicting viewpoints 
can be reconciled. Imro has nothing to lose but the 
Petrich District, and it may' gain the whole of Mace
donia. 

The authorized agent in Vienna for the Mace
danian Central Committee was Dimiter Vlahoff. He 
is still there heading a Communist Imro and preach
ing mass revolution as the solution of the Mace
danian problem. But all the Macedonian masses in 
Vienna number about twenty persons. Vlahoff is the 
only one of the principal characters of that drama 
that has survived. Peter Chauleff, Todor Panitza, and 
a large number of others, were less lucky. 

Christian Rakovsky, a Bulgarian by birth , then 
Soviet ambassador to Paris, took a prominent part in 
the negotiations. He had talks with Alexandroff and 
Protogheroff and did all he could to swing the Mace
donians to the "left." 

WheiJ. Alexandroff and Protogheroff went from 
Sofia to Vienna, they left behind them considerable 
sentiment in favor of Bolshevization of the move
ment. Gheorghi Zankoff, president of the powerful 
Elinden Organization (composed of veterans of the 
Elinden insurrection) , and Arseny Yovkoff, editor of 
the newspaper Elinden, had already begun to preach 
that there was only one direction in which the Mace- · 
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danian movement could move, and that was neither 
east nor west, nor even to the "right," but straight 
to the " left." And when the two leaders arrived in 
Vienna they found there their colleague Peter Chau
leff, their agent Dimiter Vlahoff, and a good many 
others, already gone over to th e Communist side. In 
Macedonia itself the simple comitadjis knew little 
about new orientations, but the fact that Russia, the 
grandfather protector of all disenfranchised Balkan 
Slavs, had come into the scene seemed to them hope
ful and encouraging. In the Petrich District, particu
larly in the Razlog Valley, Communism had made 
such strides that during the unhappy uprisings of the 
preceding fall, the town of Bansko had elected a 
Communist municipal administration which lasted 
twenty-four hours. 

And so in Vienna the negotiations proceeded, and 
all signs seemed to point to the "left." Great things 
were in the making. Finally, on May 5th, the bomb 
exploded. On that day was published the fateful anc;l 
fatal Vienna Manifesto. This Manifesto proclaimed 
to the world, to such part of the world as cared to 
listen and to know, that Imro, Macedonia's old in
ternal revolutionary society, had joined the Com
munist International. 

That it had only been true! Much human blood 
would have been spared. May 5, 1924, marks a turn
ing point in the history of the Maccdonian move
ment, and that turning was neither to "left" nor to 
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"right," to progress nor to peace, but straight to 
tragedy and to profuse shedding of human blood. 

The Vienna Manifesto bore the signatures of the 
three members of the Central Committee of Imro, 
that is, T odor Alexandro5, Alexander Protogheroff, 
and Peter Chauleff. But sopn after the Manifesto was 
published, Alexandroff and Protogheroff, both of 
them now back in Macedonia, disavowed their signa
tures and denounced the document as a fabrication. 
The Communists claimed that Protogheroff and 
Chauleff had themselves affixed their signatures to 
the paper, while Alexandroff had authorized his. Sub
sequent developments proved that Protogheroff, de
spite his repudiation of the agreement, did put his 
signature to it. Alexandroff's part in the whole affair 
is blurred by so many charges and countercharges, 
affirmations and denials, that it is difficult to say 
whether he authorized his signature or not. Be that 
as it may, the important thing is that the seed of 
dissension was sown dee..p in the soil of Imro, and 
the affair did not end with newspaper polemics and 
oral recriminations. 

It was now the summer of 1924, four years since 
Alexandroff had revived Imro. In all that time 
there had been convoked no congress, which accord
ing to the Constitution must convene every three 
years in order to review the activity of the Central 
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Committee and to elect new officers. The last con
gress had taken place before the war, at which had 
been elected the three members nmv functioning. 
When Alexandroff had awakened the dormant Imro 
in 1920, he had merely performed his duty as an 
active member of the Central Committee. 

A congress was scheduled for September 1, 1924. 
It was to be the sixth general congress of Imro. The 
place of assembly was the village of Lopovo, hidden 
in the bosom of Mount Pirin. And there on the 31st 
of August delegates from all the revolutionary dis
tricts gathered in what portended to be the most 
momentous revolutionary conclave in Macedonian 
history, for the denouncing of the Vienna Manifesto 
by Todor and the General did not preclude the pos
sibility of Imro's still swinging to the "left." The 
congress itself, the highest institution of the organ
ization, might vat~ union with the Third Interna
tional, elect a new Central Committee, and bind it 
to Communism. 

This indeed was more than a possibility. And yet 
there was the awe-inspiring figure of Alexandroff, 
that great ascetic revolutionist, whose mere appear
ance among the oppressed villagers was enough to 
stir the flickering hope for Macedonian autonomy. 
The voyvodas, the hardy, veteran comitadjis, who 
knew one thing alone-to fight for Macedonian lib
erty-had boundless faith in their great chief. In 
addition there was a newer, younger element, col-
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lege-bred comitadjis imbued with the old spirit and 
devotees of an Imro national, internal, and independ
ent. Should Alexandroff, with his commanding pres
ence, appeal at the congress for the maintenance of 
lmro as a national instrument and condemn all ef
forts to make it the tool of a foreign power, the old 
comitadjis would surely obey, their chief, as would 
the group of brilliant young revolutionists, most of 
them Alexandroff's proteges, who had the highest 
respect for his sincerity and worshiped him like a 
deity. 

But what if Alexandroff does not reach the con
gress? What if something happens to him on the way, 
and his legendary figure is not there to sway the dele
gates and to block all endeavors toward the new 
orientation? 

Yes, what if .... But let us see what actually hap
pened, since we are dealing with fact and not fiction . 

On the 3oth of August, in the evening, Alexandroff 
and Protogheroff, escorted by their bodyguards, ar
rived in the village Gorna-.Sushitza, near Melnik, in 
the southern slopes of Mount Pirin. This is in Bul
garian Macedonia. They were met there by four 
comitadji couriers detailed by Aleko Pasha and Col
onel Gheorghi Athanassoff. Let me introduce these 
two characters before they are dead, for they have 
only twelve days to live. Aleko Pasha's real name is 
Alexander Vassileff, b.ut he is known as Aleko Pasha 
throughout the Petrich District, of which he is a sort 
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of local comitadji Mogul. He is a huge man, close to 
three hundred pounds of revolutionary indignation. 
Before he became a comitadji he was a bandit chief, 
and he still carries the soul of the brigand in that 
mass 'of blubber. Despite repeated warnings from 
Alexandroff, he keeps mixing comitadjism with com
mercialism, creating a racket for himself in the Pe
trich District. 

The Colonel is a tall, bony man, nervous and 
alert. He is the official governor of the Petrich Dis
trict for Imro. Alexandroff took him into the Or
ganization after he showed a singular act of bravery 
in a cafe in Sofia. During Imro's conflicts with Stam
bolisky's Orange Guards, with the "Federalists," and 
with other Imro enemies, he showed exceptional 
courage and devotion to the cause. Together with 
Aleko Pasha he also did much to suppress such reper
cussions as occurred in the District during the Com
munist uprisings in September 1923. The Colonel 
has many vices. He is terribly ambitious; he has a 
passion for making notes of everything; he draws 
charts, graphs, diagrams of fantastic revolutionary 
projects. He thinks he is a great revolutionist and al
ready wants to share authority with Alexandroff, 
who, contrary to his usual practice, has entrusted 
important duties to a person so new in the move
ment. 

Now that we have met these two worthies, let us 
proceed with the story. Alexandra££ and Protogher-
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off spend the night in this village of Gorna-Sushitza. 
On the following morning, August 3 1, at about ten 
o'clock, the two leaders, mounted on mules and es
corted by their respective bodyguards, are guided 
out of the village and conducted up the mountainside 
in the direction of Lopovo. Their guides are three 
voyvodas of the District, assigned to this special 
honor by the immediate bosses of the District, the 
ponderous Alek~ Pasha and the nervous Colonel 
Athanassoff. 

The mules trudge on. Everybody seems gay and in 
good spirits. At one place the party meets some vil
lagers that had transported delegates to the mountain 
the day before returning now with their pack ani
mal.s laden with wood, a far more valuable load, if I 
may say so, than the one they had carried to the 
mountain. 

Alexandroff and the General ride side by side, in
dulging in friendly conversation. Considering how 
the General despises Alexandroff andhow jealous he 
is of his illustrious position, he is extraordinarily 
friendly this beautiful sunny morning on the last day 
of August. 

At one place where cold, sparkling Pirin water 
springs from the root of an oak, the revolu.tionists 
stop for their midday repast. They sit down on the 
rocks and slowly chew at their food. Questions of 
great moment await them at the impending congress, 
but one must eat. Once or twice Alexandroff takes 
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portions from his food and places them before the 
escorting voyvodas. One of these latter mentions to 
Alexandroff how deeply he suffered at the hands of 
Stambolisky's Orange Guards. Alexandroff praises 
him for his fortitude and remarks that any dog that 
takes a bite at Imro goes mad. vVith Stambolisky now 
six feet under the ground, and a friendly administra
tion in Sofia, Alexandroff can well afford to make 
this statement. 

By and by they rise, and the two leaders seat them
selves upon the mules' pack-saddles. They ride up 
between rows of tall pine and fir trees and in a couple 
of hours come to a small grass-clad clearing. Here 
Alexandroff suggests that they dismount and allow 
the animals to rest and graze a while. So they climb 
down from the pack-saddles, and one of the guides 
leads the mules aside to graze. The two comitadji 
chiefs recline on the grass. Alexandroff's bodyguard 
sits at a short distance from them and throws his 
cloak over his shoulders. His rifle lies on the grass by 
his side. 

Two of the three escorting voyvodas walk a few 
paces back of Alexandroff and Protogheroff, snatch 
down the rifles from their shoulders, and fire at Alex
androff, killing him instantly. The latter's bodyguard 
reaches for his rifle, but the third voyvoda finishes 
him before he can even grasp his weapon. 

General Alexander Protogheroff, friend of the 
Kaiser and of Von Hindenburg, veteran of the Mace-
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danian revolution, hero of many Balkan battles, does 
the most ungeneral-like, the most unmilitary thing a 
famous military man can do. He faints! 

Well, who knows! Maybe it was the wisest thing 
to do. The truth of the matter is that fainting was 
an old trick of the General's. He knew when and how 
to faint. For example, someone confronts the General 
with some awful truth, and the General knows the 
worst is not yet told, so he starts gasping, and the 
next instant he is unconscious. Now how can any one 
be brutal enough to confront with more bitter truths 
an old helpless general who is already overcome with 
half the truth? 

The killers spill cold water over the General's face, 
and he revives. No sooner does he do that than the 
first thing he remembers, evert before he has rubbed 
his eyes or asked where he is, is to seize Alexandroff's 
leather bag containing important letters and docu
ments. 

Before resuming their journey, the killers conceal 
Alexandroff s corpse and that of his guard in the 
bushes, covering them up with leafy twigs from the 
trees. When they reach the vicinity of Lopovo, Alex
androff's murderers, the two voyvodas, remain be
hind in the woods, while the General, his own body
guard, and the third man arrive at the congress with 
the news that Alexandroff and his bodyguard, Panza, 
have been killed by the two escorting voyvodas, and 
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that the murderers have escaped into the woods be
fore anything could be done to them. 

The General appears crushed with · sorrow. Aleko 
Pasha and Colonel Athanassoff are likewise smitten 
with grief. And they all start clamoring about passing 
a resolution to declare the killers outlaws and to con
demn them to death, with instructions that they be 
shot at sight by anyone that is so minded. 

There is murder in the eyes of some . of the dele
gates. It is plain to see that two men of the rank and 
file of the Organization would not kill the great 
Alexandra££ of their own accord. There is a conspir
acy here, a conspiracy within this grim revolutionary 
society whose very life is mantled in mystery, secrecy, 
plots, and counterplots. Alexandra££, Macedonia's 
greatest revolutionist, lies dead in the wood not far 
from the log huts where men that idolized him have 
been awaiting him. It is hard to restrain these men 
from starting a butchery right then and there to 

avenge the death of their legendary hero. And they 
all seem to know who the real murderers are, despite 
the show of surprise and sorrow. 

I do not want to burden my reader with all the 
details through which I myself have waded, trusting 
that I shall be taken at my word, since I claim to be 
moved by a passion for truth and objectivity in the 
treatment of this material so tangled up and distorted 
by contradictory stories and details. The truth of the 
matter is that Alexandroff was the victim of a con-
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spiracy that had spread its insidious antenna: from 
the Macedonian mountains to Sofia, Belgrade, 
Vienna, and Moscow. The shots fired at Ale;x:androff 
in his native hills reverberated to some of these 
places in a subsequent campaign of vengeance, which 
will make the next few pages pf this book redder than 
any others. 

It is believed by some people that Alexandroff was 
v assassinated by the Communists for repudiating the 

Vienna Manifesto and for blocking the Organization 
from moving in the only direction time and circum
stances inevitably pointed that it should. Actually, 
Alexandroff was not killed by Communists but by 
Macedonian revolutionists, his own colleagues. The 
Bulgarian Communists, however, are not entirely 
blameless in the affair, for they connived with the 
conspirators, negotiated with them behind Alexan
droff's back, and thus furnished them with the mo
tives they needed for the removal of the chief, which 
they desired for reasons .of their own. There were 
comitadjis who felt that Imro must go to the "left," 
and who saw no chance of movement in that direc
tion so long as Alexandroff was alive to stop the tide 
with the weight of his personality and with his tre
mendous popularity among the Macedonians. They 
perhaps desired Alexandroff's death and might have 
given their tacit agreement for the sacrificing of this 
illustrious son of Macedonia. But the arch-conspira
tors were the fainting General Protogheroff, the 
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graphomaniac Colonel Athanassoff, and that three 
hundred pounds of blubber that went by the l'fame 
of Aleko Pasha. The first two were Fascists in their 
souls, the third was an illiterate bandit-racketeer that 
did not even know the difference between Fascism 
and Communism. Protogheroff was an old fogy who 
swayed whichever way the wind blew, besides doing 
a lot of swaying on his own, without any wind. To
day he would sign an agreement with you for friend
ship and cooperation; tomorrow he would sign your 
death sentence. He had spent his whole adult life 
with one foot in the Macedonian revolution and the 
other in the Bulgarian army. He was a past master 
at playing both ends of the string, and if that did not 
suffice, he took more strings. The generalship cloaked 
his person with awesome dignity and authority in the 
Macedonian revolution, and his high position in the 
Macedonian revolution added luster and a mystic 
halo to his generalship. He hated Alexandroff be
cause the latter, younger than himself and not even 
a colonel, dimmed that luster. The Bulgarian Com
munists knew the General and his antecedents, but 
when it came to sending the water under the blanket 
they did not scruple to make common cause with 
him. 

I have already characterized somewhat the other 
two arch-conspirators. Aleko Pasha had amassed quite 
a fortune through his racket in the Petrich District, 
where he mulcted the population, exploiting whom-

187 



HEROES and ASSASSINS 

ever and whatever he could. The stern and ascetic 
Alexandroff had warned him repeatedly to curb his 
robber's instinct and reform himself into a strict revo
lutionist. The "Pasha" knew that at the approaching 
congress Alexandroff would put an end to his brig
andage and racketeering. As for the Colonel, Alexan-

' droff had been so tactless and short-sighted as to scrap 
his charts for revolutionary projects, to counsel mod
eration in his ambition, and to remind him of his 
modest position in the Organization. 

Hatred, envy, greed, ambition, and wounded feel
ings were the motivating forces for the black deed. 
The Communists were callow enough to hand the 
murderers the ideological mask behind which they 
tried to hide their real motives. The Bulgarian Com
munists knew that Colonel Athanassoff and Aleko 
Pasha were not members of the Central Committee 
and were not the proper persons with whom to ne
gotiate such important questions as the changing 
of the whole movement _from a nationalist to a Com
munist one. And yet they connived and intrigued 
with them and thus inspired the assassination. Their 
spokesman was the Macedonian Dimo Hadji-Dimoff, 
member of the Central Committee of the Communist 
Party of Bulgaria and that party's deputy in the 
Bulgarian parliament. He was told by Aleko Pasha 
and the Colonel at one of their secret conferences 
in Macedonia that Imro would move to the "left" 
over Alexandroff's corpse. Hadji-Dimoff tacitly sanc-
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tioned the proposal and thereby signed his death 
sentence, for in the subsequent "purging," he too 
lost his life. He was, by the way, assassinated by the 
selfsame person who, exactly ten years later, on Octo-
berg, 1934, killed King Alexander of Yugoslavia and --
Foreign Minister Louis Barthou of France. 

Needless to say, the sixth revolutionary congress 
of Imro did not take place as scheduled, for the air 
was saturated with hatred, distrust, and the passion 
for vengeance. It was hard to restrain some of the 
comitadjis from turning the assemblage into a car
nage, but it is significant, perhaps, that the restrain
ing hand asserted itself only that the carnage might 
be the more thorough and entirely one-sided. One 
conspiracy had carried its first important step to 
a successful conclusion, while another, a counter
conspiracy, was already spinning its insidious pattern 
in the mind of a wiry young man who had been 
Alexandroff's first aide and adviser and who would 
become the principal actor in the complex Macedo
nian drama in the decade to follow. 

Knowledge of Alexandroff's death was kept from 
the world while some three-score of Macedonia's 
foremost comitadjis and some close friends and rela
tives of the dead who had been quickly summoned 
from Sofia gathered in Mount Pirin to bury a man 
who was already a legend. They took his corpse and 
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that of Panzo, his bodyguard, from their temporary 
grave in the bushes and laid them in the earth on a 
mound lower down in the foothills of the tall 
mountain. 

It was a strange compaRy gathered around the 
grave; a scene of sham anc;l theatricality and deep
felt grief for the leader. One can imagine the cautious
ness, the fear, the tenseness, as these revolutionists, 
well schooled in The arts of plots and counter-plots, 
moved about the forests with the blackest thoughts in 

their minds. 
At the edge of the grave, as the freshly turned 

earth was heaped in handfuls over the dead Alex
androff, there stood in silent rigidity a wiry young 
man, his sharp jaws firmly pressed, his deep-sunk eyes 
smoldering with anger, and the warm, September sun 
falling on his bared head, already bald on top. Be
fore a fortnight goes by, this young man, Ivan Mich
ai1off, will have avenged the death of his and Mace
donia's hero and stepped.into his moccasins. 

After the unique funeral the revolutionists dis
persed. The leaders, in a group, proceeded toward 
the village Sugarevo hidden amidst the hills. There 
they entered a house, and as soon as they were seated 
Colonel Athanassoff asked what step should be taken 
next. Ivan Michailoff relaxed his firmly pressed jaws 
and hastened to say that the most pressing problem 
was to reduce the number of fronts against which 
Imro was in open or secret warfare. He suggested 
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that a special meeting be called as soon as possible for 
definite action on this and other problems. In making 
this suggestion Michailoff thought of collecting un
der one roof the conspirators and as many of their 
confederates as possible at a time when he would be 
well prepared for his act of vengeance. The others 
welcomed his suggestion because such a meeting also 
coincided with their plan to get Michailoff and as 
many of Alexandroff's devotees under one roof as 
possible. So they scheduled a meeting for the evening 
of September 12th in the town of Gorna-Djumaya. 

Gorna-Djumaya is an old Turkish town with low, 
old houses with latticed windows and crooked, cob
bled streets. Here and there a modern building 
thrusts its bright front and its gleaming tiled roof. 
On this evening of September 12th the town had a 
sinister air about it. The citizens retreated to their 
homes, and the army arid police discreetly kept in 
their quarters, leaving the precincts to the ominous
looking figures that moved like specters through the 
streets. 

In one of the newer houses in the center of town 
sat General Protogheroff, Aleko Pasha, Colonel 
Athanassoff, and some others, awaiting young Mich
ailoff, four of whose most intimate associates were 
already there. There was impatience and irritation 
because of Mi.chailoff's tardiness. Some openly began 
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to show their displeasure. Even his friends let out 
an occasional censorious remark concerning him. 

Finally, about ten o'clock in the evening, a young 
courier came panting and as tired as though he had 

been running for miles, ~hough perhaps he came 
from the house next door. ,Between gasps for breath 

he made the announcement that Michailoff had sud
denly been taken ill and would be unable to attend 

'" the meeting. 
Disappointment wrote itself over the countenances 

of Aleko Pasha and the Colonel. They decided, how

ever, that they might as well liquidate with what was 

on hand. But this young man that brought the mes

sage was only twenty years old and the son of a 
famous Bulgarian colonel who had left his bones on 

the battlefield during the World War. He really 
knew nothing as yet about the complexities of con

spiracies, and it would not have been fitting for him 

to be around when the shooting started. So Aleko 

rose and asked Michailoff's youthful messenger to 

step out a moment as he had something to tell him. 

At the threshold Aleko stood aside and motioned the 

young courier to precede him, but the well-bred 

youth bowed reverently and with a sweep of his arm 

indicated his profound respect for that magnificent 

revolutionist, Aleko Pasha. The next instant, as 

Aleko thrust his barrel of a stomach in the doorway, 

,the youth behind stuck the muzzle of his pistol in his 
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back and fired several shots, deflating the three hun- ( 
dred pounds of inspired revolutionary idealism. 

The shots which the youth fired were the signal for 
action as well as the beginning of action itself. From 
then until morning there was hell to pay in Goma
Djumaya. 

The next morning as the sun fell upon the town, 
splotches of blood glistened amidst the cobblestones 
in the streets, and people scrubbed floors and thresh
olds. The Communists charge that that night Ivan 
Michailoff butchered two hundred people. Michailoff 
says that only about twenty revolutionists directly or 
indirectly involved in the Alexandroff plot were "exe
cuted" by Imro. Among them, of course, were Aleko 
Pasha and Colonel Athanassoff, but the fickle old 
General (he did not faint this time) was not killed. 
He crawled on his knees and begged to be spared. 
At any rate, since he was now the only functioning 
member of Imro's Central Committee (Peter Chau
leff had gone Communist in Vienna), General Proto
gheroff the next morning in Gorna-Djumaya signed 
the death sentences of all those of his co-plotters 
already "executed" and of others yet to be "exe
cuted." The Communists thought that the General 
had betrayed them. This was not true, since he was 
spared for tactical purposes, one of which was to 
legalize the "executions." Had he been shot Imro 
would have been left without a head, and it was 
convenient to have someone with constitutional au-
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thority to sign death sentences. I think, however, that 
it was a mistake to spare the General, for another 
life more or less in that carnage and confusion would 
not have mattered much, whereas his "execution" 
four years later precipitate<;! still another crisis in 
Imro and cost the lives of a few hundred more 
Macedonians. 

Whatever orie's private opinion on the subject, the 
fact is that Ivan / Michailoff and his henchmen be
lieved in all -earnestness that they were both aveng
ing the death of their leader and saving Macedo
nia's revolutionary organization from becoming the 
tool of a foreign power and from serving extra-Mace
danian interests. They were true to the traditions of 
the founders, believers in the principle of the inde
pendence of the movement itself. They were not 
against Communism on principle, and they were 
mindful of the fact that Communism would help the 
cause so far as autonomy went, for in a system of 
soviet republics in the peninsula Macedonia's par
ticipation as an independent unit was guaranteed. 
No such guarantee came from any other source half 
so powerful as the Third International and the Soviet 
Union. Still the comitadji leaders feared for the na
tionality of the Bulgarians in Greek and Serb Mace
donia. What price autonomy if by the time the 
Balkans became sovietized these Bulgarians were 
ground out into Greeks and Serbs? For that matter 
they could pronounce themselves Greeks and Serbs 
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now, and they would be as independent as the Greeks 
and the Serbs themselves. 

At the root of the whole thing is nationalism, and 
do what you wish, turn it and twist it as you wish, 
you cannot reconcile these two philosophies. On one 
side you have an old organization that has raised to a 
religion the idea of nationhood; on the other you 
have a world movement passionate in its zeal for so
cial and economic justice but with only a tepid, and 
perforce tactical, interest in basic national traditions. 
I do not mean to say that the Communists are against 
national rights, but they do not put them above 
social-economic rights. They are not willing to fight 
for them. While the essence of the post-war Macedo
nian struggle is resistance to denationalization, and 
before they can graduate into class fighters, the Mace
donians must fight to save themselves as Bulgarians. 
They must wrest for themselves the right to speak 
their own tongue and to call themselves by their bap
tismal names without going to jail for doing so. That 
is their thesis. The Communists refused to recognize 
the specific conditions which the Macedonians were 
combating. They insisted that their struggle was no 
different from the struggle of the proletariat all over 
the world. It was the right of the Communists to 
think so and to believe so. But they did not confine 
themselves to arguments and polemics. They attacked 
the comitadjis as though the comitadjis were the last 
remaining obstacle to the world revolution, as though 
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these diehard revolutionists fighting Serb chauvinism 
possessed the means of production and were the bul
wark of capitalism. 

When Imro did not go "le~t," Dimiter Vlahoff and 
Peter Chauleff, the Vienna representatives, organized 
a Communist Imro in that city. They called this, Imro 
United. And united indeed it was, for it collected 
the strangest assortment of revolutionary roustabouts, 
political opportunists, traders in principles and 
causes, rebels with nothing to rebel against, "states
men" out of jobs, and what not. No passport or iden
tity card was necessary for membership in Imro 
United. All you needed to do was to strike your chest 
and curse Ivan Michailoff's Imro. There were of 
course a few honest and earnest spirits with genu
ine Communist convictions who believed that the 
new orientation was the only solution of the messy 
Macedonian problem, but most of the members were 
"revolutionary mercenaries." Soon dissension and 
quarrels disunited this United Imro, leaving only 
Vlahoff, the leader, with a few cronies, to revolution
ize the Macedonian masses from the Vienna coffee 
houses. Before Vlahoff, who is still occupied with the 
same task, found in the Third International a fat 
udder for his greedy snout, he held a long list of 
official positions in the Bulgarian government. Dur
ing the occupation of Serbia by the Austro-Bulgarian 
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forces in the World War he was governor of the dis
trict of Novi-Pazar in South Serbia. 

Vlahoff's first lieutenant in Vienna was Peter Chau
leff, member of Imro's Central Committee with Alex
androff and Protogheroff. Chauleff had been disport

ing himself in the European capitals for two or three 
years, accepting funds from Bolshevik representatives 
and drawing his Imro salary at the same time. Alex
androff and Protogheroff insisted that he come among 
his people, where his place was, but Chauleff kept 
excusing himself on this or that ground and promis
ing to return soon. Perhaps he saw the futility of 
comitadjism in these post-war days and was convinced 
that Communism was the solution to the problem. 
No one should quarrel with him on that score. But 
he did not say so, and continued spending money 
collected by Imro from the impoverished Macedo
nian peasants. In the spring of 1924 he admitted to 
Alexandroff and Protogheroff in Vienna that he had 
accepted five hundred dollars from the secretary of 
the Soviet legation in Rome. They offered to give 
him the sum from the treasury of Imro that he might 
return it and absolve himself of any obligations. But 
he declared he could not back out now, as he had al
ready signed up with the Communists. He knew Imro 
was a nationalist organization, being one of the three 
men that governed it, and yet he did not first ; esign 

from the Central Committee and then become a 
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Communist. He paid with his life for this double
dealing. 

Chauleff was not within immediate reach of Mich
ailoff's punitive hand, that i~, he was neither in Mace
donia nor in Bulgaria. But he was not entirely out of 
reach of Imro's vindictive 'hand, which had found 
Rayko Daskaloff in Prague. 

Peter Chauleff /knew too well the laws of Imro and 
took precautions to guard himself. He left Vienna for 
Italy. A young Imro "executioner" upon whom had 
fallen the lot to mete out to him Macedonia's revo
lutionary justice found him in a little cafe in Milano 
and read to him the death sentence. 

Dimiter Stefano££, a twenty-three-year-old Mace

danian, shot Chauleff on December 23, 1924. The 
assassin was tried sixteen months later, in April 1926, 
and defended by two of Italy's most prominent law
yers. While in jail Stefanoff learned to speak Italian 
and surprised the court by reciting his story in that 
language. He said that he had arrived in Italy on 
November 5, about six weeks before the shooting. He 
began the search for his man in Milan, visiting cafes, 
restaurants, theaters, always carrying a picture of his 
victim, whom he did not know personally but hoped 
to recognize from the photograph. Failing to find him 
in Milan, Stefano££ went to Rome, but after a futile 
search there, returned to Milan, having heard that 
Chauleff was hiding in that city. Day after day he 
sat at a cafe table near the principal piazza, studying 
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all passers-by. At last one morning he recognized 

Chauleff. He rose and followed him in the crowd, 

approaching to a distance of a hundred feet from 

him. He did not shoot, he said, because he feared he 
might kill or wound some innocent person. Near the 

Duomo, Chauleff climbed on to a street car. 

The following morning Stefanoff again took his 

seat on the terrace of the cafe. Again seeing Chauleff 

pass by, he rose and followed him, still unwilling to 

shoot lest he do injury to some pedestrian. They 

reached the Piazza Verziere. Here Chauleff entered a 

coffee house and sat at a table in one of the corners. 

Stefanoff entered also and bought himself a package 

of cigarettes. Then he stepped out. He waited outside 

four or five miutes. Re-entering the coffee house, he 

walked directly to where Chauleff sat, and looking 
him straight in the eye, he said, "Peter Chauleff, be

cause you made them kill Todor Alexandroff, pre
pare yourself to die!" He pulled out his revolver and 

emptied the entire magazine into the body of his 
victim_ 

Stefanoff was acquitted on the ground that he was 

acting under duress and merely as the agent or execu
tioner of the secret government of Macedonia, which 

had, in its own way, just as much right to issue death 

orders as the formal governments of Macedonia. The 

trial lasted four days and made a sensation through

out Italy. 
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"Long live Italian justice," shouted the Macedo
nians with jubilation. 

"Down with Fascist justice," clamored the Com
munists. 

Six months after the assassination in the Milano 
cafe, the Macedonians treated Europe to another dra
matic spectacle. This time they carried their feud 
farther into the continent. On May 8th, 1925, the 
Burgtheater in Vienna was giving a performance of 
Ibsen's Peer Gynt . . When the ship on which Peer 
Gynt returns to his native land is sinking, a young 
Macedonian woman staged an interlude in one of the 
boxes, a real scene of the living Macedonian drama. 
The young lady took out a small revolver from her 
handbag and shot a man sitting in front of her. The 
reports of the shots blended with the stage noises at
tendant on the sinking of the ship and with the thun
dering music from the orchestra and thereby pre
vented a panic among the audience. 

The dark, fragile woman was Melpomena Kar
nitcheva, now the wife of Ivan Michailoff. The victim 
was Todor Panitza, an old Macedonian voyvoda. An 
Imro death sentence had been hanging over the head 
of Panitza e~er since 1907, the year in which he as
sassinated in Sofia the romantic Boris Saraffoff and 
Ivan Garvanoff, both leaders of Imro at that time. 
The fanatical young woman was not, however, carry-
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ing out this old Imro verdict. She was punishing a 
new sinner. The Macedonian question had become 
stock in trade for this old terrorist, upon whom the 
Turks, after the Young Turk revolution in 1908 

(when the Young Turks and the comitadjis embraced 

fraternally for a short duration) had bestowed an 
estate near Drama where he indulged in oriental 

orgies and swore allegiance to the Koran. 
During the Balkan war, however, Panitza deserted 

his Turkish friends. Joining King Ferdinand's forces, 

he turned his weapon upon his Ottoman allies, giving 
the Turkish population in the Drama District a sam

ple of his fierce temper and treacherous character. 

In the European conflagration that followed upon 
the heels of the Balkan wars, he looked after his per
sonal interests so assiduously that he was convicted 

by Stambolisky's government of brigandage and ille

gal acquisition of wealth. But Stambolisky suspended 
sentence when the war profiteer offered his services 

in the anti-Macedonian campaign. Panitza led hordes 
of Stambolisky's Orange Guards against the comi

tadjis in Macedonia. Meeting defeat there, he fled to 
Yugoslavia, where with Belgrade's aid he continued 

to organize bands and operate against the comitadjis. 

At one time he was in the service of the Serbs, the 

Greeks, and the Communists, receiving funds simul

taneously from all three sources. Just before Melpo
mena Karnitcheva put an end to his racketeering with 
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the Macedonian cause, he had taken Chauleff's place 
as Vlahoff's first assistant. 

Melpomena was born in Krushevo, the town that 
enjoyed a ten-day autonomy during the Elinden in
surrection. Her parents were Arumanian, or Vlach, 
and she was therefore a subject of Rumania, traveling 
on a Rumanian passport. Her health had been poor 
since her childhood, when at the age of four, during 

/'" 

the insurrection, she was left in the dampness under 
a bridge for hours. 

Karnitcheva is a dark woman with a shock of black 
hair and large luminous eyes that stared frightfully as 
she was pushed into the court room in a wheel-chair 
to stand trial for the murder of Panitza. She was 
found guilty by the Vienna court and sentenced to 
eight years' imprisonment, the minimum prescribed 
by the law. But the Superior Provincial Court (Ober

landesgericht) pronounced her incapable of serving 
her term (nicht haftfiihig) and suspended sentence 
with provision that she -be immediately banished 
from Austria. She returned to Macedonia to become 
the wife of Ivan Michailoff. Ever since she has been 
his inseparable companion and adviser. While help
ing her revolutionary husband in the conduct of the 
manifold activities of the organization, she helped 
herself as well, for the outdoor life and the mountain 
air have restored her health. She still looked thin and 
consumptive when I saw her in 1928, but she was 
happy and said she had never felt healthier. Now as 
I write this she is with her husband in Asia Minor. 
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Chapter Twelve 

ALLIANCE OF COMITADJIS 
AND USTASHI 

Ivan Michailoff's chieftainship of the Macedonian 
revolutionary society dates from the Gonia-Djumaya 
carnage on September 12, 1924. He was at that time 
not yet thirty years of age. Michailoff was born in 
Novo-Selo, suburb of Shtip, the birthplace also of 
his predecessor whose death he avenged with such 
utter lack of sentiment, or with such a profusion of 
it. He studied in Shtip, and later at Salonica. When 
the Greeks in 1912 closed the Bulgarian schools in 
the latter city, as well as throughout their part of 
Macedonia, Michailoff moved on to Skopye to con
tinue his studies in the Serbian gymnasia. After grad

uation there he went to Sofia and entered the Bulga
rian State University, studying for the bar. But like 
many another Macedonian student who left the 

school bench to take the revolutionary oath, Mich
ailoff was one of the first to answer Alexandroff's call 

in 1920. He became the leader's secretary and gradu- · 

ally gained a reputation within the Organization for 
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sound thinking. Alexandroff learned to value the 
young man's counsel and often pointed hiin out as 
his successor in case of his death. Few people outside 
of revolutionary circles kne;-v of Michailoff when he 
took Alexandroff's place. 

When Michailoff assumed control and began to 
· shape Macedonian destinies, Imro was without an 

executive body . ..;\.lexandroff had been killed. Peter 
Chauleff was in Vienna in the service of the Third 
International. General Protogheroff, the only func
tioning member, was merely the custodian of the 
seal. As such Michailoff asked him to sign death sen
tences for all those "executed" in Gorna-Djumaya. 
The shiftless old mountebank, who only a day before 
had been reassuring the Communists as to his sin
cerity, did not hesitate to do so. 

It was not until February of the ensuing year that 
a congress convened to elect a new Central Commit
tee. In the interim of five months Michailoff acted as 
secretary of the one-man- Central Committee com
posed of the General. At this congress Michailoff was 
unanimously elected to take the place of the fallen 
Alexandroff. Protogheroff was re-elected to his place. 
Gheorghi Pope-Christoff, a veteran of the Elinden 
rebellion, was chosen as the third member. Now 
Michailoff obtained legal sanction to his assumption 
of mastery over the Organization. And with his tak
ing the reins of government, the revolutionary ma
chine passed into a new phase. 
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After Michailoff settled his score with the Com
munists and the "Federatists," he proceeded to show 
revolutionary life in the Serb and Greek parts of 
Macedonia. Tsankoff's government in Sofia, which 
had supplanted Stambolisky's, had in turn been sup
planted by a coalition cabinet headed by the Mace
danian Andrey Liaptcheff. Liaptcheff's government 
lasted a long time and was distinguished for its pat
ronage and tolerance of the Macedonians. Under his 
regime the Macedonians ran amuck in Bulgaria and 
in Bulgarian Macedonia. At times it was hard to tell 
just who really had power in Bulgaria, the official 
Bulgarian government or the Macedonians. As for 
the Petrich District, one may say without stretching 
the truth that it existed as a tiny Macedonian state, 
independent in practice if not on paper. Here Imro 
was both a secret revolutionary organization and an 
official administration, tolerating the Bulgarian au
thorities as a necessary evil. From here Michailoff 
directed the revolutionary network in the "unliber
ated" parts of Macedonia. 

And Michailoff quickly proved himself a prodigy 
in the art of revolution. Large bands engaging in bat
tle with troops, as in Turkish days, was now an out
moded and antiquated form of comitadjism. Michail
off organized small tchetas, consisting of four, five, 
seldom as many as ten, tchetniks, and sent them 
prowling through the Macedonian villages. Such 
small bands could be conveyed by the couriers with 
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greater secrecy and safety than large ones and could 
be fed more easily. If the Greek or Serb soldiers dis
covered them, the loss would not be too great in man 
power, for when a band was discovered it seldom 
survived. 

Yet even this form of comitadjism proved ineffec
tive. Reports of the engagements of these small bands 
seldom or never ___ found places in the foreign press. 
Except for the effect that such skirmishes had upon 
the local population, inspiriting it in its resistance to 
the denationalizing process, they brought no results 
so far as keeping the question open abroad was con
cerned. Europe seldom heard of these engagements, 
and if it did, much it cared about the death of some 
Macedonian guerillas. 

Michailoff, therefore, further reduced the ranks 
of the Organization. Under his chieftainship Imro 
became more and more a terroristic society in the 
Serb and Greek sections. His assassins made life un
safe and uncomfortable for the Serb and Greek gov
ernment officials in Macedonia. Individual acts of 
violence, like the blowing up of bridges or arsensals, 
the throwing of bombs in cafes patronized by army 
and police officers, required fewer but braver comi
tadjis and proved far more effective so far as produc
ing repercussions in the foreign press was concerned. 
These acts of violence kept the world informed of the 
unrest in Macedonia and of the Macedonians' deter
mination to plunge the world into new conflicts 
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unless something was done to rectify the in justice 
done them. 

Every time a major act of terrorism was committed 
by the comitadjis in Macedonia, Belgrade threatened 
to invade Bulgaria. And Belgrade would not have 
hesitated to do so but for the state of European poli
tics. Mussolini was ready to attack Yugoslavia should 
she presume to go rough-riding through the Balkans. 
Belgrade lodged protests with all European powers 
against Bulgaria for harboring the outlaw Macedo
nians on its soil. Immediately after the assassination 
of General Kovatchevitch in Shtip in 1927, France 
and England (Italy refused to join them) sent note:> 
to Sofia urging dissolution of the Macedonian Organ
ization. Liaptcheff's government made a feeble at
tempt at suppression by declaring martial law in the 
frontier districts of Petrich and Kiustendil. That 
martial law still exists, but for a long time it was a 
mere formality, and the Macedonians continued to 
use the districts as their war camp. 

Finally, in an effort to bring Michailoff to his 
senses, the Serbs killed his father and his brother in 
the fall of 1927, quickly after Hypocrat Razvigoroff 
assassinated General Kovatchevitch. Michailoff waited 
a few months and then sent Mara Buneva to kill the 
vice-governor of Skopye. In January, 1928, Mara met 
the vice-governor, Velimir Prelitch, on the bridge 
over the Vardar river, and killed him. She turned the 
revolver on herself and died together with her victim. 
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Instantly she captured the imagination of the Mace
donians with her courageous act and is now at the 
top of the calendar of heroines. 

The Serbs retaliated in their usual way-arrests, 
tortures, imprisonments, killings; paying back a hun
dred to one. 

/ 

Failing to sober up Imro by striking at innocent 
people, Belgrade went to the expense of fencing the 
entire length of its boundary with Bulgaria. In this 
way it hoped to prevent comitadjis from crossing over 
into its own territory. With the exception of Ru
mania, all of the states bounding Yugoslavia (Italy, 
Austria, Hungary, Albania, Greece, and Bulgaria) 
are far from amicably disposed toward Belgrade, but 
its longest stretch of frontier, five hundred and 
twenty-four kilometers, is with Bulgaria. And it is 
significant that on both sides of the Bulgarian-Yugo
slav boundary live Bulgarians. The master-minds who 
conceived such a long boundary, leaving people of 
the same nationality on either side of it all along its 
length, should be awarded the Nobel Peace Prize. 

This five hundred and twenty-four kilometers of 
Serbo-Bulgarian boundary line is the most unique 
frontier in the world today. I have visited and ob
served many stretches of it, and it is an extraordinary 
sight. At places the barbed wire entanglements are 
ten feet deep. Next to the wirework there are rows of 
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ditches (called "wolves' chasms" b.y the comitadjis) 
in which one is caught like a rabbit in a trap. To 
prevent cutting the wire with pincers there is a system 
of electric alarms connecting the wire-jungle with 
the blockhouses. The latter are veritable fortresses of 
cement and iron. Their chimneys are covered with 
iron grills and screens so that no comitadji could drop 
a bomb through them to disturb the guards seated 
around the fireplace inside. 

There are ten times as many guards on the Yugo
slavian side of the frontier as there are on the 
Bulgarian. And for every Bulgarian post, mere white- . 
washed shac~s, there are at least five of the Yugosla
vian fortress,like iron and cement structures. Sorre 
of them have high towers like battlements upon 
which stand "aerial observers." Between these fron
tier citadels there are small huts, shaped like beehives 
and built of stone and mud, for the intermediary 
ground guards. Back of the boundary for a distance 
of several miles there are four more lines of defense 
at regular intervals. 

Despite this barrier, the comitadjis found a way to 
make life uncomfortable and unsafe for the Yugo
slavian officials in Macedonia. Maybe they dug un
derground passages; maybe they first crossed into the 
Greek part (the Greco-Bulgarian boundary is not so 
fenced) and thence crossed into Yugoslav Macedonia; 
or maybe they went by boat from the Black Sea to 
Italy and thence across the Adriatic to Albania and 
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from there into Yugoslav Macedonia. But go they did, 
and in 1929 the Croatians came to their aid by adopt
ing exactly the same tactics as themselves. 

The Croats resisted Serb domination by legal
political means until 1928. In that year their hopes 
of ever coming to terms with Belgrade were blasted, 
and they resorted to the same outrageous methods as 
the Macedonians. For in that year Punisha Ratchitch, 
an impassioned deputy, stormed into the Croatian 
representatives in the Skupshtina and murdered two 
of them, wounding at the same time the leader 
Stephan Raditch, who later died from his wounds. 
Raq:hitch was sentenced to twenty years imprison
ment by the courts for killing in cold blood three 
deputies, while those same courts sentence to death 
Croatians and Macedonians for lesser crimes or for 
none at all. 

The Croats walked- out of parliament and or
ganized the Ustasha (revolutionary) society. In 1929 
Dr. Ante Pavelitch, head of the Ustashi, went to Sofia, 
where he was given a tremendous ovation by the 
Macedonian emigrants, among whom he was already 
popular owing to his defense in Skopye of the twenty 
Macedonian students accused of Imro membership. 
The more irreconcilable of the Croat leaders, includ
ing Pavelitch, August Koshutitch, and Gustav Pert
chetz, exiled themselves into Italy, Austria, Hungary, 
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or Germany. Vladko Matchek, who succeeded Ra
ditch as the leader of the Peasant Party, and Svetozar 
Pribitchevitch, remained at home to face trials for 
supposed acts of treason against the state. Pribitchev
itch was interned to a malarial village in Macedonia, 

where he went on a hunger strike and was subse

quently removed to more healthful surroundings. 
Matchek was released from prison by the Regency 
following the assassination of King Alexander. 

The crux of the problem in Yugoslavia is that the 
Serbs, who represent less than one third of the four
teen million inhabitants of the country, are trying to 

make a solid Serb nation out of peoples that estab
lished a state on a co-nationalist basis. Yugoslavia is 
not a nation; it is a territorial state composed of three 

nations and a group of minorities. The three nations 

composing the state are the Serbs, the Croats, and the 
Slovenes. Their combined population is ten and a 

half million. The rest, or twenty-two per cent of the 

total, is made up of national minorities. The largest 

single group among the minorities are the Mace
danian Bulgarians, seven hundred thousand of them. 
The others are Hungarians, Austrians, Albanians, 

Rumanians, and Turks, the first three numbering 

half a million each and the last two about a quarter 

million each. 
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Although the Croats and the Serbs are two differ
ent nationalities, divided by religion, tradition, and 
culture, the former having been influenced from the 

Equilibrium in the Balkans: Belgrade 
carrying Macedonia, Slovenia, Croatia, 
etc. on a tray which should have never 

been placed upon such a head. 

West (Rome), and the latter from the East (Con
stantinople), they speak a common tongue. The same 
differences of religion, culture, tradition, and litera-

. ture, exist between the Serbs and the Slovenes, but 
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again linguistic ties bind the two nations, though 
the Slovene tongue is not so close to the Serb as is the 
Croat. There is also a difference in the alphabets, 
the Serbs using the Cyrillic (used likewise by the 

Russians and the Bulgarians) , the Croats and Slo
venes, the Latin. 

Even so, these three nations constituting Yugo

slavia are not so dissimilar that they should be un

able to make a successful venture of a co-nationalist 
state, provided of course, that no one of them tried 

to exercise a hegemony over the others. But Serbia, 

instead of taking the correct position that Yugoslavia 
is a territorial state made up of kindred nationalities 

and behaving like a partner in a joint enterprise, 

made the fatal effort to amalgamate these peoples 

(as well as the minorities) into a single Narod-nation. 

It was for this purpose that in 1929 the name King
dom of Serbs, Croats, and Slovenes was changed into 
Yugoslavia and the whole state rearranged adminis

tratively so that the names of the various countries 
might be forgotten. King Alexander divided his 

realm into nine banovines and named each, except 
Dalmatia, which was named the Littoral Banovine, 

after the principal river flowing through it. Thus 
Slovenia became the Drava Banovine; Croatia, the 

Sava; Bosnia, the Drina; Montenegro, the Zita; Mace

donia (which even so had been rechristened South 

or Old Serbia) became the Vardar Banovine. But the 
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peoples inhabiting these ancient countries continue 
to call them by their right names. 

Had not Belgrade been blinded by its crazy chau
vinism, it could at least have learned from history 
that it is hard to make a hbmogeneous nation out of 
a conglomeration of peoples with diverse cultures, 
traditions, religions, aspirations, and alphabets. King 
Alexander atte~pted to accomplish the amalgama
tion by force. He turned the country over to his gen
erals and gendarme officials and to his secret patriotic 
societies to rule it with the whip and the bayonet. 
The country's brief history therefore is written in 
blood. A recitation of even the most important assas
sinations, bombings, and other acts of violence, com
mitted by the Macedonian and Croatian revolution
ists, as well as of the tortures and murders of innocent 
people by official and unofficial authorities in Mace
donia, Croatia, and elsewhere, would take many 
pages. Occasionally the disposal of a prominent per
son by the ingenious methods of the police or the 
army stirs up comment abroad. Organizations like 
the Civil Liberties Union in America and the Society 
for the Protection of the Rights of the Citizen in 
France, reinforced by the voices of eminent men like 
Albert Einstein, Henri Barbusse, and others, send 
protests to Belgrade's envoys abroad. These protests 
evoke the usual diplomatic denials of any expressed 
or implied charges, and the government agents at 
home continue to terrorize the folk without even 
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knowing that their loyalty to their king has become 
the subject of diplomatic routine. 

Henri Barbusse looking into Macedonia, 
"This is no White terror, this is actual 

Inquisition." 

And what is the answer? Terror against terror! 
The Croat Ustashi and the Macedonian comitadjis 
join hands in a campaign of violence against Bel
grade's tyranny. If the Balkan States can enter into 
pacts for non-aggression and other agreements for 
the maintenance of the status quo, so can those that 
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are ready to die for the change of the rotten status 

quo. 
The Croats were not experienced in conspirant 

activities. So they welcome<;! the assistance of their 
Macedonian brothers, who for nearly half a century 

have lived and struggled in ' an atmosphere of terror 
and conspiracy. When Ante Pavelitch visited Bul

garia in 1929 he went down into Macedonia to meet 
Ivan Michailoff. The two leaders greeted one another 

enthusiastically. Then they sat down to work out de
tails for joint war on King Alexander's Serbomania. 
Pavelitch asked the Macedonian chief to lend Us

tashi some of his crack terrorists and plotters. One of 
those that Michailoff sent was the future assassin of 

King Alexander; namely, Vladimir (Vlado) Gheor

ghieff Tchernozemsky. Tchernozemsky was one of 
Ivan Michailoff's pet assassins, having successfully 

carried out many daring assignments. On July 15, 

1932, Michailoff embraced Tchernozemsky in final 
parting. 

"Now you go with our brothers, the Croatians," he 
said. "It is the same battle, only a different front. 

The enemy is the same." Michailoff never saw his 

friend again. His body, hacked by a gendarme's saber 

and trampled by the mob, now lies buried in a 

Marseilles cemetery. It was buried on October 12 in 

the presence of two detectives and a grave-digger. 
The body is sealed in a casket so that it can be ex-
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humed at any time for autopsy in the interests of fur
ther investigation. There is nothing now to indicate 
where Tchernozemsky's body is interred, but under 
a different political set-up on the continent, France 
may yet deliver the bones to an independent Croatia 
or Macedonia, or to a genuine Yugoslav democracy, 
for burial in a mausoleum with state honors. History 
has a curious way of making turns. A few years ago 
I saw in the cellar of the national museum in Sarajevo 
a heap of junk that once was a monument standing 
on the spot where the Serbian assassin Gavril Princip 
killed the Austrian archduke Francis Ferdinand. In 
its place the Serbs had put a tablet to commemorate 
the deed of their hero-assassin. In Windsor, Canada, 

the Macedonian eq1igrants have formed an organiza
tion which they have named Vlado Gheorghieff 
Tchernozemsky. Frequently I read in the Croatian 
and Macedonian papers in the United States reports 
of memorial services held in various American cities 
for Alexander's assassin. One man's assassin is another 
man's hero. 

I do not know whether I should say that I have had 
the honor or the dishonor to have known personally 
the assassin of King Alexander. Had I, however, also 
known personally his victim, I am sure in his case I 
should have been less dubious about whether to 
consider it an honor or otherwise. My only regret 
is that when I met Tchernozemsky in 1928, I did not 
make it a point to know him better. At that time he 
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had only one major assassination to his credit. On 
September 13, 1924, he had carried out the death 
sentence against Dimo Hadji-Dimoff, the Bulgarian 
Communist leader accused by Imro of complicity in 
Todor Alexandroff's assassination. Tchernozemsky 
was then arrested by the Bulgarian police, and while 
he was held in the police station of the fifth precinct 
of the capital, another Imro terrorist, held for an
other "execution,' ,--tattooed on his arm the skull and 
cross-bones which gave the French police the first 
clue to his Imro connections. 

However, it would have been hard to know Tcher
nozemsky well. He was a silent, moody person, al
ways keeping to himself, his nose perpetually buried 
in a book. He neither drank, smoked, nor ate meat. 
Incredible as it may seem, he once said that he would 
not eat meat because it was cruel to kill animals. 
Tchernozemsky was of average height, dark, with 
somewhat broad shoulders, but he gave the impres
sion of being a frail person. Perhaps this was due to a 
slight limp in his walk, which was caused by the fact 
that one of his legs, the left one I believe, was shorter 
than the other. In 1930 he assassinated Naum Toma
levsky, who until 1928 had acted as Michailoff's "for
eign minister" but in that year turned against him 
for reasons which I shall presently discuss. 

There is a curious connection between Tcherno
zemsky's name and that of his last victim, Alexander 
Karagheorghevitch. Tchernozemsky in Slavic means 
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Black Earth, and Karagheorghevitch, which is Turk
ish and Greek, means Black George, or Black Tiller 
of the Earth. Tchernozemsky was born in 18gg in a 
little village called Patrick, near Shtip. The village 
was burned down during the Second Balkan War and 
has never been restored. His wife and father are there
fore living in Bulgaria as refugees. For more than ten 
years before his Marseilles outrage, Tchernozemsky 
was a member of Imro, having joined it almost imme
diately after Alexandroff revived it. At first he was a 
comitadji in the Veless District Band under the lead
ership of Stephan Petkoff Sirketo. Later he was in 
Todor Alexandroff's own band. When he showed 
rare tact and bravery in the execution of individual 
revolutionary assignments, Alexandroff promoted 
him by transferring him to the punitive division of 
the Organization. 



Chapter Thirteen 

MACEDONIAN SALAD 

More than three years had passed since Ivan Mich
ailoff had taken the reins of the creaky Macedonian 
cart and kept it rattling upon the perilous revolu
tionary road. He had evened up his score with the 
Communists. True, there still was the small group in 
Vienna that called itself Imro United and published 
the polylingual periodical La Federation Balcanique. 
But the Imro that's on the soil is the real Imro. And 
Ivan Michailoff was chief of that lmro. No Com
munist dared show his face within rifle-shot of the 
Petrich District. Moreover in Sofia Andrey Liaptcheff 

from Ressen was prime minister. And that meant 

a lot. 
Against great odds then, against attacks from Serbs, 

Greeks, Communists, "Federatists," and Stambolis

ky's administration, the indigenous Imro survived 

to wage its relentless battle against the rulers of 
Macedonia and to flaunt the Macedonian question 
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before the attention of a wearied and indifferent 
world. 

And with the growth of the prestige and authority 
of Imro grew the name of its young chieftain. Proudly 
and with dignity he wore around his thin, sinewy 
figure, the heavy mantel of the illustrious Alexan
droff. Michailoff's immediate aides were mostly 
youths like_ himself who had quitted the university 
benches to rally around his person as he himself had 
rallied around the now mythical Todor. 

But Michailoff's troubles had not yet begun. Ill 
luck seemed to hound forever the Macedonian cause. 
With Michailoff's rise to leadership new internal 
conflicts developed. When he had operated on lmro 
in the crisis in the fall of 1924, he had sewed up the 
slit without having eradicated a cantankerous growth 
that developed new fatal complications in the spring 
of 1928. Michailoff reluctantly reopened the wound 
and made new incisions. But this time the operation 
proved too much for the oft-vivisected revolutionary 
organism. 

In the spring of 1928 there was a lull in the activi
ties of the comitadji organization. The last major 
act was the assassination of the vice-governor of 
Skopye in January by Mara Buneva. Whispers began 
to be heard in the cafes in Sofia and in political cir
cles that there was •trouble again among the Mace-
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danian revolutionists. And trouble indeed there was. 
The mandate of the Central Committee had already 
expired. A revolutionary congress had been sched
uled for February, exactly three years after the one 
at which Michailoff was unanimously elected to take 
Alexandroff's place. But it , was now April and no 
congress had yet convened. 

General Protogheroff was again causing trouble. 
Michailoff has nof yet forgiven himself for not hav
ing eliminated him during that general weeding out 

of the tares in Gorna-Djumaya in 1924. The atmos
phere was very tense, and another eruption seemed 
imminent. I wanted to stay in Sofia and follow at 
close range the developments of the new crisis but 
a telegram from Paul Scott Mowrer, European direc
tor of the Chicago Daily News Foreign Service, di
rected my reluctant footsteps toward Salonica. 

In that city, in the beginning of May, on the very 
day that the Greek government was executing two 
comitadji terrorists-Naneff and Kuleliata-who had 

.come to Salonica to blow up some buildings but were 
caught and sentenced to death, I picked up the Paris 
edition of the New York Hemld and read therein a 
dispatch from Sofia saying that Ivan Michailoff had 
been assassinated. Knowing about the critical condi
tions in Imro, I found it hard to disbelieve the au
thenticity of the report, let alone to suspect that it 
was a ruse in connection with a strange conspiracy 
for the assassination of Zhika Lazitch, then chief of 
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the division of national defense m the ministry of 
the interior at Belgrade and now minister of the 
interior. In his capacity as chief of national defense, 
Lazitch was the arch-enemy of the Macedonians. His 
secret agents tracked down hundreds of Macedonians, 
accusing them of plots against the state and sending 
to jail such of them as survived their tortures. 

Under Lazitch's direct supervision worked the hun
dreds of Stambolisky's partisans that found refuge in 
Yugoslavia following that premier's demise. They 
were employed by Belgrade in devious ways against 
Imro and the Sofia government, which to Belgrade 
meant one and the same thing. The head of these 
political emigres was Kosta Todoroff, formerly 
Stambolisky's minister to Belgrade. Todoroff is still 
in Belgrade drawing a fat salary from the Yugo
slav treasury and working for the eventual union ·of 
Bulgaria with Yugoslavia. 

The idea of incorporating Bulgaria into the Yugo
slav state is not a bad one, for then Yugoslavia would 
include within its confines all the South Slavs from 
the plains of Hungary to the shores of the ..tEgean 
and from the Adriatic to the Black Sea, and ·thus be 
a Yugoslavia in fact as well as in name. A Yugoslavia 
indeed, but one in which there should be liberty and 
justice and not a grand empire for the Karagheorghe
vitch dynasty to lord it over, and the Lazitches, 
Zhivkovitches, and Tomitches to rule it with the 
whip, the bayonet, and the machine-gun. It was per-
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haps of such a Yugoslavia that the Paris cartographers 
were thinking when they mapped out the Kingdom 
of Serbs, Croats, and Slovenes. But they were either 
ignorant of Serb chauvinism or hoped that the cul

tured Croats and Slovenes' would keep in check the 
Serbs' passion for Balkan' hegemony and moderate 

their national megalomania. 
But let us return to the conspiracy for Lazitch's 

assassination. Lazitch thought he would give Ivan 

Michailoff some of his own medicine. That is to say, 
failing to intimidate him by killing his father and 

brother, and by arrests, tortures, imprisonments, and 

murders of innocent Macedonians, he thought he 
would indulge in a bit of conspirant activity himself. 
Among the Bulgarian political emigres in the pay 
of the Belgrade government was a Macedonian named 

Ivan Momtchiloff. He had proved his loyalty to Bel
grade and was selected by Lazitch and a few others to 

go to Bulgarian Mace_donia and assassinate Ivan 

Michailoff. Upon the accomplishment of this act he 

was to return (if he survived) to Belgrade to reap the 
honors of a national hero and receive an award of 
one million dinars. 

Momtchiloff was therefore provided with the neces
sary funds and a passport. Leaving Belgrade, he tra

versed Macedonia, stopped in Bitolia to pick up a 

revolver from a designated person, and entered Greek 

Macedonia. From there, by way of Thrace, he re-
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turned to Bulgaria, from which he had escaped five 
years before. Arriving in Sofia he immediately es

tablished contact with the Yugoslav spy service there 
and obtained additional funds for his support. In due 
time he presented himself to Imro agents in Sofia, de

claring that he was a refugee from the Serb terror in 
Macedonia and that he had something very impor
tant to tell but that he would tell it to none but 
Ivan Michailoff himself. 

It was several weeks before an interview with 
Michailoff could be arranged, and in those weeks 

something happened within Ivan Momtchiloff. Per
haps it was the sight of his own people from whom he 

had been exiled for five years, perhaps he had made 
up his mind to do what he did even before he left 

Belgrade, but when Momtchiloff finally presented 

himself to Michailoff it was not to shoot him but to 
confess to him the conspiracy with whose execution 
he had been entrusted. He told Michailoff further 
that he was now anxious to expiate for his traitorous 
activities in Belgrade and offered his life to the Mace
danian revolution in order that he might, in death, 

restore himself to his people. 
The ingenious Michailoff, whose mind is a kettle 

seething with plots and counterplots, instantly sa'v 
an opportunity for turning Lazitch's conspiracy into 

a boomerang. He told Momtchiloff that if he went 

back to Belgrade and shot Lazitch he would not only 
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make up for those five years of service to the enemy 
but make himself a Macedonian hero to boot. To 
facilitate his return and make sure his reception by 
Lazitch as the hero-assassin of Ivan Michailoff, the 
latter conveniently offered to declare himself assas

sinated and stay assassinf!.ted till Momtchiloff had 
carried out the counter-plot. The comitadjis staged 

a sham battle near the frontier one evening, and on 
the following morning the Sofia newspapers pub
lished headlines that I van Michailoff had been assas

sinated. This report was telegraphed by the news 
agencies throughout the world. The Macedonian 

agents would not deny or confirm the rumor. 
Meanwhile Momtchiloff was released by the comi

tadjis near the Yugoslav frontier, where he was in

stantly arrested by the guards. He told them he was 
the assassin of Ivan Michailoff and refused to talk 
beyond that, demanding that he be taken instantly to 
Colonel Michailovitch in Shtip. (Colonel Michailo

vitch had succeeded as Jupan of the Bregalnitza 

Jupania Colonel Dobritza Matkovitch, whom we 
have already seen mowing down innocent peasants 
with a machine-gun.) Colonel Michailovitch and 

General Tomitch, chief of the entire Yugoslav gen
darmerie, were Lazitch's confidants in the plot. Hence 

Momtchiloff's demand to be taken to the Jupan at 

Shtip. 

There was a scramble among the Yugoslav army 
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officials as to who should play host to the new na
tional hero, the as~assin of Yugoslavia 's arch-enemy 
"Vantcha," as the Serbs call Michailoff. In Shtip 

Momtchiloff was received by an impressive staff of 

captains, majors, colonels, and a couple of generals. 
He was conveyed to Skopye in an automobile by no 

other than the Jupan himself. 
Zhika Lazitch was all impatience to see the new 

hero and obtain details of the shooting, for the Yugo
slav Legation in Sofia had failed to conf1rm the report. 
Momtchiloff assured General Tomitch that there was 

no mistake about his having got Michailoff. The 
comitadjis, he explained, withheld news of the ,as
sassination for reasons of their own, as in the case of 
Alexandroff, news of whose death was not given to 

the world for two whole weeks. 
In Belgrade Momtchiloff was whisked into the well

guarded presence of the mighty Lazitch, in his private 
office at the ministry of the interior. And there no 

sooner had the door been closed by the guard and 
Lazitch stretched his hand across the desk to shake 

Momtchiloff's than the latter began firing. Lazitch 

ducked behind the desk. The would-be assassin, 
thinking that he had done with him after four shots, 

bit the muzzle of his pistol and blew out his brains. 
Lazitch recovered from his wounds and was for a 

time ban (governor) of the Vardar (the Macedo

nian) banovine. The regency has now honored him 
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with the ministry of the interior. King Alexander in 
his will named General Tomitch to be the regency's 
representative in the cabinet. And if any one cares 
to know, Yugoslavia has been and is ruled by General 
Pera Zhivkovitch, minister of war, General Zhika 

Zhika Lazitch administering Macedonia. 

Lazitch, minister of the interior, and General To
mitch, chief of the gendarmerie. They carry on the 
policies of "knightly King Alexander, the unifier," 
(so described by the League's Council) who "fell for 
peace and liberty"-according to the tablet the 
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French people have placed on the spot where the 
King was assassinated. 

When I returned to Sofia I found the city plas
tered with necrologic posters about the newest Mace
danian hero. But I was anxious for news concerning 
the crisis in Imro. Soon I found out that the congress 
had not yet taken place, and that, far from having 
succeeded in ironing out their differences, the comi
tadjis had again reached a point where the pistol 
would be settling their disagreements. The trouble 
which had started with General Protogheroff ·had 
now engulfed the whole revolutionary society. 

Relations between Michailoff and Protogheroff 
had been strained throughout their colleagueship in 
the Central Committee. They seldom met, communi
cating by notes and letters. Practically all the impor
tant people in the Organization despised the General 
and were only tolerating him till the next congress 
met, when they would confront him with the testi
mony which Michailoff had been assembling proving 
beyond doubt his guilt in the shameful Alexandroff 
affair. But the General was an old fox. He knew right 
along what was brewing in the pot. And he was green 
with jealousy at Michailoff's quick ascent to power. 
Protogheroff knew the circumstances under which 
he had been re-elected to his place in the Central 
Committee, knew well enough that the young wor-
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shipers of Alexandroff had spared him in 1924 be
cause they needed him to sign death decrees, because 
Imro was too shaky at the time, and because his 
death might have proved the last straw on the camel's 
back. 

But in the three years since then Michailoff and his 
zealots had consolidated their power and were now in 
a position to square their accounts with Protogheroff 
as welL If nothing worse happened, it was at least 
certain that he would not be re-elected to the Central 
Committee, and that alone was punishment enough 
for him, for it would be equivalent to impeachment, 
considering his military rank, social position, and 
long service in the revolution. He could not support 
the thought of being eliminated in such a humiliat
ing manner. He therefore tried to frustrate all efforts 
for the convocation of the congress. 

Circumstances helped the GeneraL It happened 
that Imro's Foreign Committee ;.lso was anxious that 
the congress should not take place. In the fin al analy
sis it was this committee 'more than the General that 
precipitated the new tragedy, although the General 
began it and was the first to fall dead on the side
walks of Sofia. 

The Foreign Committee and the General were at 
variance on all questions except the foiling of Mich
ailoff's plans for the congress. At several meetings 
which took place in March and at which were present 
the three members of the Central Committee (Mich
ailoff, Protogheroff, and Pope-Christoff) and the 
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three members of the Foreign Committee (Gheorghi 
Bazhdaroff, Kyril Parlitcheff, and Naum Tomalev
sky) , the tense, vibrant Michailoff convinced his col;/ 
leagues that it was their legal and moral duty to call 

· the congress, which was now overdue, and which the 
Constitution stipulates must be called every three 
years. 

A protocol was d<·afted and signed according to 
which the five rev~lutionary districts of Macedonia 
were to elect as many delegates as there were coun
ties in which revolutionary life had been shown dur
ing the past three years. The five revolutionary dis
tricts were the following: the Struma, the Seres, the 
Skopye, the Bitolia and the Salonica. Twenty-nine 
counties in all three parts of Macedonia had shown 
revolutionary activity, and there were to be, there
fore, twenty-nine duly elected and accredited dele
gates to the congress. Despite Protogheroff's dilatory 
maneuvers, at length the protocol and the letter or
dering the election of delegates went out to the dis
trict committees, and accordingly the twenty-nine 
delegates were elected. All that remained now was 
the scheduling of the congress itself, which according 
to the Constitution is the prerogative of the Central 
Committee. This was at the beginning of May. Two 
months later, instead of a congress, the Macedonians 
held a funeral, which was the first in a long series. 

Like Vienna, Sofia is noted for its many coffee 
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houses. The "Cafe Liberator" is one of the best. 
Here gather writers, artists, musicians, actors, pub
lishers, and ministers of state. By the fa~ade of win
dows pass the low, high, and mighty of Bulgaria. The 
proprietor is a Macedon.ian. He is a short, chubby 
man with a perfectly bald head and a hawklike dusky 
face which opens into the most generously human 
and lovable smile in the Balkan Peninsula. His name 
as owner of the cafe is written in big letters above 
the entrance, but few people know his full name, and 
all his clients call him Bai Eli-Uncle Eli. He is not 
so old that he should be thus addressed by clients 
much older than himself, but he does not mind the 
appellation and greets his customers with that exu
berant smile that endeared him to me from the very 
moment I saw him. 

When I found out that he was born in the same 
Macedonian county as I was, my love for him be
came greater, and while many people in Sofia were 
annoyed at my failure to carry out my promises of 
visits to their homes or offices, I spent hours sitting 
at Bai Eli's table, drinking his delicious Turkish 
coffee and eating his more delicious cakes and bis
cuits. When he conceived an affection for me equal 
to my own for him, I was a happy man, and I con
fided everything to him, from the most trivial obser
vations on the boulevard to state and revolutionary 
secrets, and regaled him with impressions of kings 
and ministers which I dared not write in my articles. 
But what Bai Eli enjoyed most were the fantastic (to 
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him fantastic) stories about America, and the English 
words which I taught him and with which he greeted 

me five years afterward when I revisited the Balkans. 
I told Bai Eli of petrified forests, of pmeapples, co

COI.Luts, alligator pears, cactus plants in the American 

desert that whipped at you as you passed near them, 
of Mexican jumping beans, of mechanical gadgets, 

of a thousand other trivia that kept him entranced 

and illumined his face and eyes with childish inno

cence and happiness. Many of the things he would 

not have believed had they been told him by someone 

else, but he had the utmost faith in me and would 
have believed me if I had told him that the nebodms

katchi (skyscrapers) in America walked about the 

streets like human beings. 

Bai Eli's usually cheerful countenance would close 
in tense grimness the moment I turned the conversa

tion to the Macedonian affairs. Daily I shared with 
him, knowing that not a word would he breathe to 

anyone, the developments in the crisis. Throughout 
the spring and summer I stayed in Sofia and followed 

every new turn of the Macedonian drama. By the end 

of June things came to an impasse. The days imme
diately ahead would be black days for the Macedo

nians and the Macedonian cause. The three mem
bers of the Foreign Committee and their supporters 

succeeded in winning over to their side the third 

member of the Central Committee, Gheorghi Pope

Christoff. Soon after this they joined hands with the 
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General, whom, at the beginning of the conflict, they 
had all denounced as a mountebank and a hollow
headed fogy .. Now they espoused his cause. Michailoff 
therefore found himself opposed by two members of 
the Central Committee, by all three members of the 
Foreign Committee, and' by several distinguished 
voyvodas, among them Peter Shandanoff, who after
wards became the leader of what came to be known 
as the Protoghe;:ovist Imro. 

Seeing that the revolutionary leaders had come to 
a deadlock and that the prestige and unity of the 
whole Movement were at stake, some well-inten
tioned Macedonians from the emigrant ranks formed 
a board of mediation and attempted to effect, through 
compromises, peace among these squabbling revolu
tionists. They succeeded in gttting Michailoff to al
low the election of the Foreign Committee by the 
congress, and to make up for this concession on Mich
ailoff's part, they prevailed upon the other side to 

yield on an important point. This point was that 
while the Foreign Committee was to be elected by 
the congress, it should take orders from the Central 
Committee and be responsible to it for its actions. 

The atmosphere, however, had already become so 
poisoned with hatred and distrust and fickleness and 
intrigue that one moment one would sign an agree
ment and repudiate it the next; one moment one 

would accept an opinion or a decision and subscribe 
to it and denounce it the next. The sad part of the 
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whole thing was that this pack of petty racketeering 
revolutionists were armed with dynamite, with pistols 
and rifles that were loaded with real and not blank 
cartridges. Otherwise they could go ahead rehearsing 
their mean littie play. The Foreign Committeemen, 
having gained a point, now insisted that Michailoff 
give them a written promise that the congress would 
re-elect them to their positions. 

Michailoff was not the congress. He argued heat
edly that they would appear before the congress to 
give an accounting of their activity during the past 
three years and not to make a joke of that institution 
by submitting to it decisions which it must approve 
with a rubber stamp. The others babbled about these 
being preliminary consultations and not necessarily 
decisions arrived at beforehand. 

I kept Bai Eli informed of all that went on, and he 
smiled feebly. It was painful to watch him try to re
capture his faded geniality. One day I hurried into 
his cafe and as usual went directly to his table. He 
was sitting there sunk in meditation like a stork in a 
meadow, despite the large number of clients. The 
moment he saw me he shook himself from his trance, 
and even before I had had a chance to tell him any
thing, he began to let out censorious grunts and to 
sway his head significantly. 

"So it has come to that," he declared with a note 
of paternal admonition in his voice. 

"Has come to what, Bai Eli?" I queried. 
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"Oh, I know," he said with resignation, "you bring 
bad news. It's written on your face." 

"I am afraid you are right, Bai Eli." 
"Woe and pity!" he sighed. 
"I am afraid, Bai Eli,," I breathed, fishing out 

words from withi n me. "I am afraid .... Soon now . 
. . . the General. ... " and I passed my index finger 
across my Adam's apple. 

"Tse . ... tse .... tse .... " Bai Eli interjected 
and by way of relieving the gravity called to one of 
the waiters to bring two Turkish coffees. 

Three days later, about eleven o'clock in the eve
ning, I walked into the cafe. Bai Eli saw me from 
his table the moment I stepped inside and signaled 
to me with his eyes to come directly to him. He 
could tell from the look on my face that I had not 
yet heard the news. First he ordered coffee, then he 
offered me his cigarette case. 

"Well," he said calmly, "they did it! . .. This 
evening at ten-thirty .. .. the General. .. . " and he 
passed his index finger · across his Adam's apple. 

They gave the old sinner a military funeraL Old 
generals in their resplendent war uniforms and young 
officers carrying the regimental standards of many 
Balkan battles marched in the cortege. There were 
cannons and machine-guns on wheels dragged by 
proud army horses from the Plevna plains. The regi-
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mental bands of disarmed Bulgaria filled the sun
steeped air with plaintive, mournful tones, an.d the 
populace that jammed the sidewalks squirmed in the 
heat and craned their necks to see the catafalque 
bearing the body of General Alexander Protogheroff. 

What an ironical ceremony! A Macedonian revolu
tionist sent to his grave by other Macedonian revolu
tionists but borne to it through the streets of Sofia 
amidst the pomp of state and military honors. And 
all good Macedonian revolutionists are supposed to 
be in Macedonia. 

The cortege moved through the wide Tsar Libera
tor Boulevard. It moved slowly and impressively, and 
thousands of army men, active army men, retired 
army men, colleagues and worshipers of General Pro
togheroff, marched in the cortege, as did thousands 
of civilians, among them many Macedonian revolu
tionists. 

I was standing on the balcony of the Military 
Club. The catafalque stopped a few minutes in front 
of the building. I had never seen General Protogher
off in life. Now I looked at his waxen face. He looked 
kind and gentle in his black coffin. He was called 
Dado Anghel (Grandfather Angel) in comitadji cir
cles. Those that knew him intimately said he was a 
very, very kind old man. He looked that now on his 
bier, with his bald head and his calm, frozen face, 
pale and oval, terminating in a well-groomed, gray
ish beard. Yet he had been responsible for the assassi-
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nation of many people before Ivan Michailoff signed 
his death sentence. 

The procession moved on slowly and impressively, 
as funeral processions must. And the people looked 
worried and grim-faced, for it was not right for these 
Macedonian terrorists to' shoot Bulgarian generals 
in the streets of Sofia, ruining Bulgaria's reputation, 
endangering her prestige, her safety. Many of the peo
ple in the prosession were Macedonians. The dead 
man was a Macedonian. His murdered bodyguard, 
whose bier followed the General's, was also a Mace
danian. I was a Macedonian. The men, whoever they 
were, who shot the General and his bodyguard, were 
Macedonians. Ivan Michailoff, who signed their 
death warrants, was a Macedonian. Poor little Mace
donia! 

The reverential crowds that jammed the sides of 
_ the boulevard began to mill and billow in the shim

mering heat. The end of the cortege was in sight. 
But it was not the end! It was only the beginning of 
a long series of funera-l processions, of Macedonians 
sent to their graves by Macedonians, borne to their 
graves by Macedonians. 

Ivan Michailoff bravely took the blame for the 
assassination. Or rather he merely admitted frankly 
that he had ordered Protogheroff's "execution." He 
said he signed his death sentence because the General 
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participated in the plot for the Alexandroff assassi
nation and because other high interests of the Mace
danian cause demanded his death. All political as
sassinations must have some immediate or remote 
legal or moral justification. And many fun eral pro
cessions through the streets of Sofia that followed the 
General's were those of Macedonians whose assassina
tions or, if you prefer, executions were demanded by 
the highest interest of the Maceclonian cause. Mace
donia must be a terrible old goddess, an insatiable 
old lamia, to demand the flesh of so many of her 
own children. 

The truth is that while the gory combats in 1924-
25 were rendered somewhat less murderous by at 
least feigned motivations lying deep in two different 
philosophies, the internecine warfare that began with 
the "execution" of General Protogheroff, or more 
precisely, the factionalism which developed a few 
months before the "execution," was not mitigated 
by ideological motives and convictions, or even by 
the pretension of such, but was the direct outcome 
of personal interests. The leaders were not serving 
the interests of Macedonia but their own private, 
petty interests. They were "holding up" the Mace
danian cause. 

"Protogheroff played the role of a haggard horse 
harnessed to the cart along with other sound horses. 
He not only was of no help to his comrades in bear
ing the heavy burden but was an actual hindrance, 
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for together with the heavy load they had to drag his 
clumsy weight." 

In these words one of the spokesmen for Michailoff 
characterized Protogheroff's role in Imro. He did not 
say however what the heavy load was, and in which 
direction the sound horses were pulling. That the 
General's role was a dishonorable one there is no 
doubt, but there is also no doubt that it would have 
been far better~ to drag that emaciated old horse alive 
than to shoot him and then leave his carcass by the 
roadside to fill with its stench the whole of Mace
donia. In fact, during the preliminary debates about 
the overdue congress, Protogheroff had resigned his 
position in the Central Committee and was about to 
take his place as a private citizen in Bulgaria when 
suddenly he changed his mind only because new 
complications arose between Michailoff and the 
members of the Foreign Committee. 

Seeing that he was not isolated in his quarrels 
with the young chieftain, the old horse aroused him
self and began to pull ihe cart in a different direction. 
So long as there was unity between Michailoff and 
the third member of the Central Committee, Gheor
ghi Pope-Christoff, there was no sense in persisting 
in blocking the way to a congress, since the two 
members could by themselves schedule the congress. 
But now Michailoff severed connections with Pope
Christoff too, and the Macedonian ship became ex
actly like the boat in the folk-tale, to which were 
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harnessed an eagle, a lobster and a pike, the one 
pulling high, the other low, and the third horizon

tally. 
The whole argument now revolved about whether 

the three members making up the Foreign Commit
tee should b~ elected, as heretofore, by the congress 
itself and be responsible for their actions to it , or 
whether they should, as in the early days of Imro, 
be appointed by and be responsible to the Central 
Committee. In his usual persuasive manner Michail
off marshaled his overwhelming arguments, made 
even more overwhelming by his indisputable chief
tainship, and the band of faithful young terrorists 
who watched over him as over a god. All his oppo
nents were older than himself, some of them a whole 
generation older. A good many of them had been 
in the ranks of -Imro when he was a babe. But it was 
he that was now known the world over as the "un
crowned king of Macedonia." 

Michailoff pointed out that according to the Con
stitution the Central Committee was responsible to 
the congress, the highest institution, for the entire 
Imro activity, internal and external, during its term 
of office. He showed how incongruous it was for the 
Central Committee to have no control over the ac
tions of the Foreign Committee. Moreover, he ar
gued, not heatedly but with cold metallic logic, that 
the existence of two high committees, one external 
and one internal, drove a wedge straight into one 
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of the keystone principles of the Organization-that 
of the Internality of it. How could the Organization 
be internal when it maintained an elected external 
executive body instead of a mere agency directly rep
resenting the Central c;:;ommittee. Michailoff stated 
in quite certain terms find with no lack of firmness 
that this anomaly would be rectified in the approach
mg congress. 

Take it or leave it. This is Ivan Michailoff talking. 
And he has knowledge, logic, and a brilliant mind, to 
say nothing of bullets and bombs. 

But his opponents! They too have sworn over the 
open Bible, upon which lay crossed the pistol and the 
dagger, to defend with their lives the cause of Mace
donia; they too are revolutionists, Macedonian comi
tad jis. And they are not unarmed. 

Imro, for whose maintenance as an indigenous 
Macedonian organization Michailoff had spilled so 
much blood in 1924, now split in two. Instead of a 
single native Imro (as distinct from the extrinsic, in
ternationalist Imro United in Vienna) there were 
now two autonomist Imros in the Balkans, the Mich
ailovist and the Protogherovist, the former still firmly 
entrenched in the Petrich District, the latter lodged 
in Sofia. 

To clothe his position with constitutional sanction 
and to legalize the "execution" of the General, Mich
ailoff appeared before a revolutionary congress about 
two weeks after the "execution." This congress was 
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called by three of the five revolu tionary districts, 
those participating in it being the Skopye (Michail
off's own district) , the Seres, and the Struma; the 
two staying out were the districts of Salonica and 
Bitolia, the latter the district of Gheorghi Pope-Chr is
toff. T he delegates of the three districts constituted 
a quorum, and the congress was called to order. Mich
ailoff took two days to present his case, submitting 
damning testimony concerning Protogheroff's part 
in the Alexandroff conspiracy and reviewing his 
criminal conduct in the quarrels that led to his death. 
The congress exonerated Michailoff and re-elected 
him to his position of leadership. 

The possession of the Petrich District now became 
the immediate objective of the Protogherovists, for 
whoever possessed this territory could reasonably 
claim to represent Imro itself. The District however 
remained solidly behind Michailoff, as did the ma
jority of the Macedonian emigrants in Bulgaria. The 
Macedonian National Committee in Sofia, executive 
body of the Macedonian emigrant organizations 
throughout Bulgaria, deplored the internal conflicts 
in the revolutionary field and attempted to bring 
about a reconciliation. But failing in it, the emigrant 
Committee recognized the Michailovist group as the 
real Imro, which it was, and gave its moral and other 
support to it. Constitutional sanction, the backing of 
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the half a million Macedonian emigrants in Bulgaria, 
the Petrich District, and most important of all, the 
bulk of comitadji man power, the Imro treasury and 
arms deposits, were with Michailoff. He could there
fore rightfully claim chieftainship of the one and 
only Imro and denounce all others as secessionists, 

' traitors, and worse. 
The Protogherovists sent armed bands from Sofia 

down into Macedonia to kill Michailoff and take over 
the Petrich District, even as "Federatists," Commu
nists, and Agrarians had done in the time of Alexan
droff. Long before these unfortunate bands reached 
even the region in which Michailoff was quartered, 
the latter's bands either destroyed them in open bat
tle or caught them alive, disarmed them, freed some, 
and hanged the others on the limbs of the trees. The 
Protogherovists denounced Michailoff as an am bi
tious despot who was clearing his way to absolute 
mastery in the Organization with the pistol and the 
dagger. They littered. the streets and the cafes of Sofia 
with leaflets and pamphlets filled with the vilest at
tacks against Michailoff and his adherents. 

Having until recently been in leading positions in 
the government of Imro, they were in possession of 
secrets which they made public knowledge with utter 
disregard of Imro laws, which they knew proscribed 
death for the disclosure of a secret. 

Their efforts to wrest the Petrich territory from 
Michailoff having failed, they launched this cam-
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paign of slander, mud-slinging, sedition, and down
right scoundrelism, dragging a worthy cause in the 
mire to gratify their · insane passion for vengeance. 
An epic struggle for liberty in which thousands of 
men and women had lost their lives was now dese
crated and reviled by the very people who should 
have guarded its sanctity with their lives. 

But they were not thinking of Macedonia now; 
they were the victims of their criminal instincts and 
behaved worse than a mob of gangsters. 

The underlying motive of the conflict was not the 
struggle between one political philosophy and an
other, as was the case when the Communists split 
Imro's ranks. This was a war between revolutionists 
of the same color. Personal interests and the passion 
for vengeance were at the bottom of the feud. 

In legal political parties such internal strifes take 
the form of oral and written accusations and recrimi
nations, but among "chivalrous," "idealistic" revolu
tionists armed with revolvers and automatic rifles the 
conflict neither begins nor ends with newspaper 
polemics and platform denunciations. 

The laws of the Macedonian revolutionary society 
are severe. Death is the punishment for the disclosure 
of 4 secret, for attacking the Organization from with
in or from without, for embezzling funds, and for 
other lesser crimes. Michailoff issued an ultimatum 
to his former colleagues to cease their attack on the 
Organization and to surrender such funds as hap· 
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pened to be in their possession. They replied by 
sending more armed men against him (which 
neither reached Michailoff nor were fortunate 
enough to return alive to their wives and children) 
and by attempts on the. lives of leading Michailoff 
sympathizers in Bulgaria. 

' They shot at Yordan Tchkatroff, one-time secre-
tary of the Macedonian Political Organizations in the 
United States · and Canada and, at the time of the 
shooting, Michailoff's adviser on foreign affairs. 
Tchkatroff escaped unharmed. Less lucky was Vassil 
Vassileff, then political secretary of the Macedonian 
National Committee in Sofia and later deputy from 
Bulgarian Macedonia in the Sofia parliament. Vas
sileff, whose signature is on the Croatian-Macedonian 
pact for joint war on the Belgrade dictatorship, came 
out of it an invalid, losing the use of one arm. But 
this was only the beginning. 

A succession of Macedonian arbitration commis
sions made valiant attempts to pacify the comitadjis. 
But to no avail; the "idealists" were determined to 
exterminate themselves. 

During the heat of the battle, about one month 
after the assassination of Protogheroff, I had long 
talks with both Michailoff and Peter Shandanoff, one 
of Michailoff's closest friends and erstwhile intransi
gent critic and reviler of Protogheroff, now chief of 
the Protogherovists. I saw them in my capacity as 
special correspondent for the Chicago Daily News, 
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but being a Macedonian, I constituted myself a one
man conciliation commission and made a humble 
and ineffectual effort at pacification. 

First I saw Michailoff. It was about ten months 
since I had first seen him. Again I drove down to 

Bulgarian Macedonia. This time he did not bother to 
receive me near the frontier amidst romantic set
tings or to stage for my benefit a nocturnal journey 
through woods patroled by mysterious-looking comi
tadji sentries_ He picked out a place in the center of 
Bulgarian Macedonia. It was in Bansko. I arrived 
there toward evening and waited till nine o'clock in 
one of the fortress-like stone houses described else
where in this book. A few minutes after nine the 
door of the room opened, and Michailoff walked in 
escorted by two bodyguards. There was such a change 
in him that if I had seen him on the road I should 
never have recognized him. He was much thinner, 
his deep-set eyes now were bloodshot and encircled 
by large dark rings. Seeing him like that, his head 
completely bald on top, his cheeks hollowed, his 
cheekbones projecting, for a moment I had the im
pression that I was looking at a living skeleton. It is 
no easy matter to issue death sentences, I thought to 
myself. There was something sepulchral about Mich
ailoff, something mortuary and macabre. 

He was unarmed, except for a rifle and a row of 
cartridges around his waist. Straps, cartridge boxes, 
binoculars, flashlight, and other cumbersome comi-
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tadji equipment which had dangled from his person 
when I first saw him were now gone. Instead of 
opintsi (moccasins), he wore brown tennis shoes. 
The military breeches and the heavy puttees of nat
ural undyed wool were replaced by knickers and golf 
socks. The face, which ha'd been clean-shaven when 
I first saw it, now bristled with several days' growth 
of stubbie. It was evident enough that he had lived 
through agoniz~pg days and sleepless nights. 

The moment we started to talk I forgot his pitiable 
appearance. His voice was strong and resonant, and 
the words came out of him in ringing cadences. He 
had not lost any of his magic gift for convincing talk. 
As he sat there, reviewing the tragic episodes, I felt 
as though it was not a human being talking but some 
perfect apparatus designed for speech alone. 

He knew well enough, he said, what the conse
quences would be when he ordered Protogheroff to 
be shot. But it was inevitable. "My position was se
cure," he declared. "I could not have been so stupid 
as to invite the scorn and hatred of people by shoot
ing a revered old general. But I could not look on 
coldly when the authority and prestige of Imro were 
at stake, when the very life of the Organization was 
being undermined by people who had sworn to pre
serve it." 

He smoked cigarettes incessantly now. When I first 
saw him he had given up smoking. I noticed that he 
smoked the cheapest brand of Bulgarian cigarettes, 
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with revenue banderoles on the packages. I had ob
served some of his aides smoking selected cigarettes 
from packages on which there were no revenue ban
deroles. I myself pulled out one such box of a hun
dred de luxe Makedonkas given to me by one of his 

lieutenants. 
At one time during the conversation Michailoff 

rose and walked to the door, outside of which stood 
his two bodyguards. He opened the door and asked 
one of the guards to see if any fruit could be brought 
to us. Shortly after a young man walked in with a 
basket filled with grapes. 

"I was inviting upon my person the scorn of a 
great many people and possibly endangering my per
sonal safety when I signed Protogheroff's death war
rant," he repeated, "but I could not help it. I place 
the principles of the Organization above my personal 
welfare and my position. If those principles are men
aced, even by people who once guarded them faith
fully, I do not hesitate to act. My comrades vested 
authority in me with the expectation that I should 
use it when the need of doing so arose. It would be 
far fro:rn commendable to enjoy authority when 
everything goes well and fail to do your duty when 
danger hangs over what you are supposed to guard 
with your life." 

Into the early hours of the morning Michailoff 
talked. His tired, bloodshot eyes became flooded 
with light, and his whole countenance became illu-
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mined with his passionate convictions. He was cer
tain he was doing the right thing, the only thing, in 
fact, he could do. He was ready, he said, to pardon 
the traitors if they would cease their attacks on the 
Organization and cease ~o call themselves Imro. But 
they would not do that; they had even cast a coun
terfeit seal, falsifying the Imro seal designed by 
Damian Gruefr. 

I left the .-unfortunate man there in his small 
Macedonian kingdom which he would rule for six 
more years. And I returned to Sofia full of black 
thoughts, for I could write on a sheet of paper the 
names of all the people that in the days immediately 
ahead would be assassinated, "executed," or just 
killed. 

Soon afterward I saw Peter Shandanoff, whom I 
had met several times before. His men picked me up 
one evening at Bai Eli's cafe, Bai Eli being the only 
person who knew where I was going, in case I did 
not return. They put me in an automobile and drove 
about the city for almost an hour. In ten minutes one 
can drive from Bai Eli's to any part of the Bulgarian 
capital. Finally we got off on a side street near the 
railway station and walked across some empty lots. 
We entered a krutchma and walked through it much 
in the fashion of gangscers in the films. Through the 
back door we came into a courtyard and stopped at 
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the back door of a house. Here my guides knocked 
significantly, and presently the door opened, and we 
were in a dark hallway. On the second floor, in a 
small room with window shades pulled down, I 
found Shandanoff in shirt-sleeves. He was pale as a 
ghost. His face was bristling, and his thick curly hair 
looked as though hedgehogs had prowled through it. 
He looked like a Greenwich Village poet in the 
throes of creation. Before him on the table was a 
stack of documents with which he immediately set 
out to show me how guilty Michailoff was. 

I sat there and listened, wondering what good it 
would do him if I became convinced that Michailoff 
was wrong and he was right, wondering why he did 
not ask me whether I needed to be convinced that 
Michailoff was wrong. He said that Michailoff tried 
to be a dictator, that he was a murderer, that he 
thought he had a monopoly on the Macedonian 
Movement. 

It was sad. My plea that they stop shedding Mace
danian blood sounded so feeble and futile. And yet 
I had no contempt for either man but pity for both 
of them, self-exiled as they were from life, and always 
hiding from death. In the next six years they made 
of Bulgaria, and particularly of Sofia, a bloody arena. 
It became unsafe for people to walk in the streets of 
Sofia. One never knew when some stray Macedonian 
bullet might lodge in one's body. I have not kept 
count of the people killed in this internecine strife, 
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which is not yet ended, though it is temporarily sus
pended by forces over which the Macedonians them
selves have no control. 

Among the principal figures which the Michail
ovi~ts killed were Vassil Pundeff, critic and journalist 
who espoused the Protogherovist faction, and the two 
members ofthe Foreign Committee of Imro; namely, 
Gheorghi Bazhdaroff and Naum Tomalevsky. The 
latter was assassinated in Sofia in 1930 by Vlado 
Gheorghieff Tchernozemsky, the same man that as
sassinated King Alexander and Louis Barthou. Mich
ailoff had the families of K yril Parlitcheff, the third 
member of the Foreign Committee, and of Gheorghi 
Pope-Ch::.istoff, the other member of the Central 
Committee, abducted from Sofia and carried into the 
mountains of his little kingdom. Then he requested 
the two men to give written declarations that they 
would cease to oppose Imro and would withdraw 
from further meddling in the Macedonian revolu
tionary movement. They did so to save their families 
and are now both living peaceful lives in Bulgaria. 

But Shandanoff and his mob continued the gang 
war. After disposing of a large number of lesser 
Michailovists, they struck pretty close to the bone 
when they got Yordan Giurkoff and Simeon Eftimoff. 
Giurkoff was a sort of governor-general of the entire 
revolutionary realm and was Michailoff's chief lieu
tenant when the Shandanoff crowd killed · him. He 
was a man of imposing presence, weighing almost 
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twice as much as the small and dynamic leader. He 
had studied law in Vienna before becoming a comi
tadji and was a man of considerable culture. Ivan 
Michailoff is fond of music, but Giurkoff had a posi 
tive weakness for it. In his ·wanderings through the 
Macedonian villages he had come upon some unusual 
folk-songs, of which he had a large repertoire. He 
had promised to write them down for me, but unfor
tunately he could not carry out his promise. Giurk 
off was a kind and gentle soul. It was almost painful 
to see him in an atmosphere of terror and death. 

Simeon Eftimoff had stepped into Christo Matoff's 
shoes as the theorist of the Macedonian Movement. 
He was a gifted editor and journalist besides. A dark, 
diminutive figure, with a pair of lively, restless eyes, 
he was director of a tobacco firm when he attracted 
Alexandroff's attention with his brilliant treatises on 
the Macedonian question. As far back as 1922 Efti
moff, then but twenty-five years of age, defended the 
nationalist thesis of the Macedonian cause in debates 
with Gheorghi Dimitroff, the Communist hero who 
urged bolshevization. Eftimoff quit his lucrative posi
tion with the tobacco firm to interpret the Mace
danian problems in European political centers. For 
several years lie edited a fiery sheet called La Mace
doine in Geneva. In 1933 Michailoff summoned him 
to take the editorship of the Sofia daily Makedonia, 
organ ofthe half a million Macedonian emigrants in 
Bulgaria. He summoned him to his death. 
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One day, soon after his arrival in Sofia, Simeon's 
diminutive but energetic figure moved briskly over 
the cobbles of the small square between the hotel 
Union Palace and the Palace of King Boris. At the 
southeast corner of the ~quare, directly across from 
Boris' Palace, there is a, small wooden shed for the 
sheltering of reople waiting for the trolley car that 
passes by. Among the people waiting there as the lit
tle Macedoni<i"n editor was traversing the square were 
two of Shandanoff's men attired in hunting outfits. 
They were holding long rifles in their hands, sup
posedly to be used on their hunting expedition. 
Their prey, however, was right here. The inspired 
defender of Michailoff's cause came scuttling in front 
of the shed. The next moment he stumbled across the 
car line and fell dead on the sidewalk by the City 
Park. A hundred thousand people marched in his 
funeral procession. 

One of his assassins was killed by the police, the 
other was captured alive but wounded. He was taken 
to the hospital where it was reported his condition 
was not serious. Late one evening one of the Sisters 
of Mercy came to his bedside ostensibly to see if all 
was well. When she leaned over him she pulled from 
the folds of her sleeve a small revolver and emptied 
several bullets into his heart. She said she was a 
Macedonian by birth and was selected by Imro to 
punish Eftimoff's assassin. She said the Imro couriers 
that delivered the order also handed her the gun. 
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TWILIGHT OF THE COMITADJIS 

For fifty years the Macedonians have been spilling 
blood profusely, their own and their enemies'. I do 
not believe that the words autonomy, liberty, inde
pendence, hold such magic for any other people as 
they do for the Macedonians. To free peoples the 
word liberty has lost some of its real signification. 
They accept it as one of the appurtenances of life, or 
as one of the necessities. like air, like water. But to 
the Macedonians liberty has b~come the highest goal 
for which man can strive. The comitadjis, with all 

their faults, are not comitadjis for the sport of it. 

Theirs is not a profession. It is true some have be

come comitadjis for sheer adventure, others because 
it offered th em a livelihood, and still others have 

been forced into the Movement, but most of them 

have been conscientious lovers of liberty, men that 

were ashamed to remain a subjugated people in an 
age of freedom and independence. 

255 



HEROES _ and ASSASSINS 

And yet at times the comitadjis have behaved like 
gangsters. The last decade of comitadji history deals 
more with internal warfare and self-annihilation than 
with a consistent and determined pursuit of the goal 

itself. Since Michailoff's .ascent to power the Move

ment has been a series of ,sanguinary spectacles among 
the comitadjis themselves, with an occasional revolu

tionary act in the enemy camp performed by some 

terrorist at the cost of his or her life. There is little 
that is virtuous and humane to distinguish or redeem 

Michailoff's epoch. The pistol and the dagger have 

been the solution of all internal conflicts and schisms. 
Michailoff's reign in Imro history will go down as one 

of bloodletting and mutual extermination. 
Michailoff is a persuasive talker. He is endowed 

with a brilliant mind, is patient and kind and mod
est. He is not an impulsive person and does not jump 

into fights as does a man of impetuous temperament 
and belligerent' character. On the contrary, he is 
noted for his cold, ·rigid, logic and his blueprint 

thinking. He tries every conceivable way of concilia

tion, but he remains as firm and unyielding as a rock. 

And when he has talked himself out and has ex
hausted all other ways of effecting peace and har

mony, he invariably seeks recourse in bloodshed. A 

less rigid, a less adamant attitude, ,a certain elasticity, 

and even an occasional compromise, would at least 

have moderated, if not entirely prevented, the fierce 
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internal clashes and saved the Movement from the 
discredit, the blemishes, and the final wreck. 

Michailoff once said to me that the object of Imro 
is not to defeat the enemies but not to be defeated 
by them. That is to say, the philosophy of the Mace
danian revolution does not call for the overpower
ing of the forces that oppose it. The Macedonian 
comitadjis deem themselves victorious so long as 
they remain the active symbols of the importance of 
the Macedonian question. This doctrine is especially 
fitting to post-war conditions. In Turkish times the 
revolutionary organization was a spontaneous expres
sion of the people's irrepressible will for freedom. 
One might say it was almost a volcanic eruption of 
the pent-up rebel spirit of Macedonia. Pre-war Imro 
was the offspring of the acute Macedonian problem, 
while the contemporary Macedonian problem has 
been kept alive by an Imro that has not sprung from 
it so naturally and inevitably as did old Imro. That 
is why the Organization in the past fifteen years has 
n0t had a mass character and has gradually degen
erated into a terroristic society. 

Alexandroff's task was an extremely difficult one. 
In Turkish times Macedonia was intact, under a 
single government. The rayah was Christian, the 
rulers Mohammedan. Though the two peoples lived 
side by side, they were separated by faith, racial tra-
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ditions, customs, language, and by the conditions in
herent in a society composed of a subject race and a 
ruling race. Such conditions were fertile soil for a 
national conspiracy against the government, espe
cially when that government was notoriously corrupt 
and cruel. Even witho4t the existence of a revolu
tionary society the subject people was in a sense 
united in a perpetual conspiracy of enmity and 
hatred against the ruler. 

A secret society could exist and thrive under the 
noses of the Turks. In fact Imro had spun its network 
of revolutionary cells throughout Macedonia before 
its existence was discovered, and the discovery was 
but accidental. The peasants often staged fake funer
als, festivals, and wedding processions to serve as ve
hicles (ruses) for some revolutionary activity, like 
the transference of arms from a secret depot in a 
village to a designated place in the country, or the 
exit of a comitadji, disguised as a bride or a priest, 
from a village blockaded by troops. There is one 
instance when the villagers carried a comitadji out 
to safety in a coffin, like a corpse. The comitadjis in 
those days moved from village to village and from 
town to town disguised as muleteers, charcoal burn
ers, peddlers, monks, beggars, and what not. The 
Turks were ignorant of all the Christian religious 
and . other customs and observances, under cover of 
which many conspiracies could be carried out. 

After the World War ruler and ruled both belong 
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to the same race and to the same church. In the Yugo
slav region even the language is practically the same. 
A Serb or Greek soldier entering a Macedonian house 
to search it knows the hiding places, for he has 
watched his father or grandfather conceal weapons 
in a house similarly built and similarly maintained. 
The Greeks and the Serbs and the Bulgars have them
selves had revolutionary experiences. All of them 
had rebel armies operating against the Turks at dif
ferent periods in the nineteenth century. The Mace
danian comitadjis drew inspiration largely from them 
in the early days. 

And then again, following the wars nearly one
half of the Macedonian Bulgars escaped into Bul
garia. Naturally this half was the more virile, the 
more buoyant ethnically, and from it the Movemen~ 
derived its principal strength. From this same more 
vigorous national element the Movement drew its 
strength afterward also, but where before it was on 
its own soil, now it was on foreign soil, which makes 
a great difference. This gave Imro the features of a 
foraying, sniping, outlaw society, its bands emerging 
sporadically in Yugoslav and Greek Macedonia and 
quickly retreating to their base in Bulgaria for re
cuperation and re-arming. 

When the Serbs and the Greeks took even more 
drastic measures against these bands, and crossing 
into either part of Macedonia meant certain death, 
Imro transformed itself into a sheerly terroristic so-
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ciety in order to maintain a semblance of revolution
ary life in Greek and Yugoslav Macedonia. Thus in 
its history of forty years the Organization went 
through three distinct stages of development. First it 
was a society of secret civ.ilian committees. From these 
it evolved into a mass organization with a permanent 
semi-military armed for~e-the comitadjis. It was as 
such that Alexandroff attempted to re-establish it and 
partly succeeded. But as time went on the Greeks and 
Serbs destroyed practically every band that crossed 
over into their jurisdictions, besides putting the local 
population where such bands were sighted through 
the most brutal tortures. Under Michailoff, therefore, 
Imro went through still another developmei1t, be
coming a dreaded band of plotting terrorists and de
pending for its effects almost entirely upon individ
ual heroics. 

But in Bulgarian. Macedonia and in Bulgaria 
proper Imro was something quite different. Here it 
was a mass revolutionary organization. But here there 
was no need whatever for any rebel activity. The 
comitadjis committed no outrages in Bulgaria except 
against themselves. They made of the Petrich District 
a kind of comitadji Hollywood, with no grinding 
cameras but with plenty of actors and directors. The 
old form of comitadjism, romantic, picturesque, 

with its breathless secrecy, its spectral nocturnality, its 
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eery omnipresence, but with none of the old-time 
danger that breathed living reality into it, was here 
recreated. To it were added such modern innovations 
as whizzing automobiles, telephonic communication, 

and typewriters. 
Michailoff proved himself an able administrator 

and tax collector as well. He put Imro on a business 
basis. The Organization took on the character of a 
holding corporation, with its finger in all economic 
enterprises in the District, as well as in most national 
Macedonian cooperative and commercial ventures in 
old Bulgaria. Nothing could be done in the Petrich 
District without permission from Imro. One could 
not even build a fence around a field unless one had 
first consulted with the local Imro agent. Michailoff 
appointed school teachers, municipal clerks, tax col
lectors (for the Sofia government) , mayors of towns 
and villages. No one could hold a position with the 
official government in this territory unless he was 
persona grata to Imro. 

There were no popular elections here; the eleven 
deputies in the Sofia parliament representing the Dis
trict were Imro appointees. The political party ma
chines did not extend into this newly acquired Bul
garian land. Michailoff wanted unity in his "little 
kingdc,m" and would not permit the Bulgarian poli
ticians to spread partisan issues and animosities 
among his people. Partisanship is a serious business 
in the Balkans. Two Bulgarians belonging to two dif. 
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ferent parties are like two men of different nationali
ties. There was one party in Bulgarian Macedonia, 
and that was Imro; one political objective, and that 
was the union of the three parts of Macedonia into 
a single independent state. Once the Macedonians 
had attained that object,ive, they could form as many 
political parties as they desired and could air their 
political convictions as much as they wished. Until 
then all Macedonians were needed for the Struggle, 
and any one that tried to sow dissension among them 
or to wean any away from their national duty was an 
enemy of the Cause and would be fought by Imro. 

It should be quite evident from all this that post
war Imro has existed thanks to the good graces of 
Bulgaria. Little Bulgaria, it must be acknowledged, 
was taking some chances harboring this outlaw or
ganization on its own soil. But Bulgaria has always re
garded the Macedonians as its own unhappy children, 
and despite the Macedonians' own policy of auton
omy, it has sacrificed itself three times in its fifty
seven years of independence for the liberation of 
these unlucky co-nationals. Moreover the Macedo
nians, as I have stated elsewhere, have spun them
selves into the fabric of Bulgarian life so inextricably 
that it is hard for Bulgaria to suppress their_ political 
activities and campaigns. 

The position of the Macedonians in Sofia, ,for ex-
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ample, is analogous to that of the Jews in New York 
City. They are the backbone of the economic, profes
sional, social, political, and cultural life of the capital. 
The foremost person in nearly every field of activity 
is likely to be a Macedonian, or at least part Mace

danian. And people bragged about Macedonian 
blood traces as though such a thing conferred upon 
them some special blessing. The President of the BL!l
garian P. E. N. Club, Alexander Balaoanoff, is a 
Macedonian born in the same town as Ivan Michail
off, Todor Alexandroff, and more than half of the 
assassins, including that of King Alexander. Bul
garia's foremost surgeon, Dr. Alexander Stanishefi, 
was born in Kukush, Gotse Deltchefi's birthplace. 

In 1928 nine of the eleven Bulgarian minister pleni
potentiaries in foreign capitals, including the one in 
Washington, were Macedonians, as was also the prime 
minister, Andrey Liaptcheff. 

The Macedonian emigrants in Bulgaria are organ-
. ized into brotherhoods and affiliated into a national 

organization with an executive committee known as 
the Macedonian National Committee in Sofia. There 
are some six hundred different Macedonian organiza
tions in Bulgaria. Besides the brotherhoods, nearly all 
o f which bear the names of the cities, towns, and 

· ~ llages from which their members emigrated into 
Bulgaria, there are the Macedonian Women's Union, 
the Macedonian Youth's union, the Elinden Organ
ization, composed of veterans of the Elinden rebel-
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lion, the Student Union Vardar, the Macedonian 
Scientific Institute (a kind of Macedonian Academy) , 
and any number of other economic-cooperative or
ganizations, all of which, regardless o£ their nature, 
have as a basic motive the fostering and advancement 
o£ Macedonianism and ~he national ideal. These are 
of course all legal organizations, but they are morally, 
and a good many o£ them materially, bound up with 
the revolutionary society. 

The constitution of the Bulgarian state recognizes 
as subjects all nationals no matter where born or un
der what country's jurisdiction. A Bulgarian born 
in Greek Macedonia and subject of Greece is theo
retically a Bulgarian subject and becomes such in 
practice, without any formalities, the moment he sets 
foot on Bulgarian soil. So that these half a million 
emigrants, exercising their voting rights, together 
with their brothers from the Petrich District, make 
a formidable bloc which no party could ignore, espe
cially in a country (as-small as Bulgaria) in which as 
many as twenty tickets are represented at the polls. 
And if these impetuous Macedonians, with their 
armed Imro to back them, had half the army on their 
side, no Sofia government that embarked upon an 
anti-Macedonian policy could last twenty-four hours. 

Under such a state of affairs the Macedonians rep
resented a real danger to the safety and security of 
Bulgaria. The comitadjis are outlaws, responsible to 
no one for their actions and eager to precipitate new 
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conflicts, since their chance of independence lies in 
a remaking of the map of the Balkans. But Bulgaria 
is a legally constituted state with obligations before 
the concert of nations. By harboring the comitadjis 
and permitting them to maintain their illegal state 
on its soil, it rendered itself an accomplice in all 
the crimes committed by the comitadjis. Their politi
cal pressure made it impossible for the Sofia govern
ment to engage in amicable relations with the 
neighboring states, which were signing mutually pro
tective, non-aggression, and other pacts, as well as 
entering into commercial and economic agreements, 
leaving Bulgaria isolated, all on account of the Mace

donians. 
In 1923 Stambolisky tried to remedy the evil. Pub

lic opinion and the army were not then ready to 
support his policy. The decade that followed altered 
things completely. The Macedonians themselves 
cooked their own goose. Through their flagrant dis
regard of Bulgaria's laws, security, and sovereignty, 
they brought about the change. 

The secrecy which cloaked the revolutionary or
gan "zation prior to the internecine strifes invested it 
wi th a mysterious power, but when the people that 
symbolized that mysterious comitadji power began to 
behave like a mob of gangsters, killing one another 
in the streets for no reason at all-for no reason that 
the citizen in the street could understand-the Bul
garians were quickly disabused of their ancient illu-
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sion concerning the magic power of Imro. They 
understood now that current Imro was nothing but 
a scarecrow in the "enslaved" parts of Macedonia, 
while in the "liberated," the Bulgarian section, it 
had superseded the official government and had vir
tually amputated the region from the body politic. 
Even worse than that; by controlling the legal emi
grant organizations in Bulgaria proper, Imro wielded 
considerabl~ political power, which, contrary to its 
oft-evoked principle of Internality, it made ample 
use of in order to keep in Sofia administrations agree
able to its policies. In a manner of speaking the Mace
donians had Bulgaria up against the wall. And it is 
small wonder that the Bulgarians became \<Veary of 
the whole Macedonian mess. 

When I first went to Bulgaria in 1927 it was con
sidered a rare honor to be on intimate terms with 
the Macedonians. But when I returned there in 1934 
an anathema seemed to be on the Macedonians. 
People sneeringly referred to them as C hicagski gang
steri. They still had "their power, but any discerning 
person could see that their days were.numbered. And 
the number left was very small. 

Michailoff proved such an able statesman and revo
lutionist that the more impossible he found it to 
maintain revolutionary life in the Greek and Yugo
slav portions of Macedonia, the more clear] y he 
etched out the forms of a co-existing Macedonian 
state within King Boris' realm. The Bulgarians 
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finally rubbed their eyes and saw that the Macedo
nian movement for autonomy, which ·they had 

abetted, having failed to make any headway in the 
nine-tenths of Macedonia which is under Greece and 

Yugoslavia, had accomplished its purpose in the one

tenth that they owned. They might even have con

tinued risking their necks by tolerating the comitadjis 

had the latter confined themselves to the Petrich 

District, but the Imro "empire" spread into every 

corner of the kingdom. In every Bulgarian town or 

city where there was a Macedonian organization (and 

there was a total of six hundred) Imro was present. 

The Macedonians created a condition of duality 

within the state. And this represented a real danger 

to the country. Failing to liberate their Macedonian 

brothers and unite them with themselves under one 

government, the Bulgarians were quite willing to 

help their struggle for autonomy, but it was not in 

the bargain that the Macedonians should enact their 

autonomous state within Bulgaria itself. It is really 

no exaggeration to say that for the past fifteen years 

Bulgaria has been a dual state, a Macedono-Bulgaria. 

King Boris and his queen have on more than one 

occasion been almost run over by the speeding auto

mobiles of Macedonian revolutionaries on a rampage. 

One can sense from this how the Mace~onians pre-
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pared the soil for a rigid military dictatorship in Bul
garia, since under a representative form of govern
ment, with partisanship the evil that it was in the 
country, it was well-nigh impossible to hold the reins 

on them. In bringing. the curse of the military

nationalist dictatorship upon themselves, the comi-
' tadjis brought it also upon the necks of their brothers 

in Bulgaria, whose hospitality, sympathy, and pa

tience they most certainly abused. 

As far back as 1924 some Bulgarian nationalist 

politicians and retired army officers founded a po
litical club which they named Zveno, the word mean

ing the link in a chain. The political program of this 

club was pure and simple Fascism, that is, a closely 

knit nation and an. authoritarian state. The first step 

in such a political doctrine in Bulgaria meant the 
stamping out of the Macedonian autonomist move

ment, as that movement made a joke of the au

thority of the state, t? say nothing of jeopardizing its 
safety through the illegal activities in Yugoslavia and 

elsewhere. 
We know by now that any political group in Bul

garia that sets out to fight the Macedonians may 

call on Belgrade for assistance. If it does not, Belgrade 

itself, sooner or later, will call on it. But even without 

this affinity, the Zveno Club championed rapproche

ment with Yugoslavia because the latter holds the 

direct route to Western Europe for the shipment of 
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Bulgaria's fowls, eggs, meats, fruits, and other agri
cultural products. And so Yugoslav gold trickled into 
Sofia. When the Protogherovists found themselves 
without affiliations (the Communists had snubbed 

them) , they offered their miserable services to Zveno, 
and thus the "idealists," "champion fighters" against 

King Alexander's tyranny, became his paid agents in 

Bulgaria. 
Nobody paid much attention to the Zvenars, and 

nobody expected them to come into power. They 

were not numerous (at the time they took the reins 
of government the membership of the Club was two 

hundred) , and they were not a political party. Not 
being a poli tical party, they knew well enough that 

they would never be able to form a government in a 
constitutional way. The old Balkan and South Amer

ican custom of coups d'etat would be the surest way. 

But since no coup d'etat can succeed unless the army 

is with it, the Zvenars started a systematic agitation 

in the army, particularly among the captains, to 
whom they promised majorships without stiff mili

tary examina~ions. And the Zvenars had strong argu

ments read -made for them by the Macedonians and 

by the c leap, corrupt politicians who thought that 
the little country was created by the Almighty for 

their especial b enefit. It was high time then for the 

army to step in and save the nation from going to the 
dogs. And the army did step in and delivered the na
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. tion from the hungry dogs, but it turned it over to a 
hungrier pack of wolves. 

I arrived in Bulgaria just in time for the coup 
d' eiat. Immediately I s~nsed enmity toward the Mace
donians and eagerness for understanding with Yugo
slavia. King Boris and his queen had already paid 
a visit to King Alexander and his queen in Bel
grade, a most unusual thing considering the bitter 
feelings between Bulgars and Serbs who have fought 
on opposite sides three different times in the last fifty 
years. 

It was love at first sight between Boris and Alex
ander. The Yugoslav monarch conceived a strong and 
genuine affection for his Bulgarian colleague. (Alex
ander did not relish the idea of having the longest 
boundary line against his kingdom in a continuous 
state of war.) He promised Boris he would do his 
best to get his generals and patriotic societies to agree 
to some territorial concessions to Bulgaria if Boris 
would foster the idea of friendship and cooperation 
between the two Slavic states. 

A few days after my arrival in Sofia I called on 
King Boris, whom I had met on my previous visit. 
During the conversation I took occasion to touch on 
the subject of rapprochement with Yugoslavia by 
merely remarking how pleasant it was for me to hear 
native Slav speech upon crossing into Yugoslav terri-
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tory after traversing Germany and Austria where I 
felt so helpless on account of my ignorance of the 
language. Boris' cheeks and brows almost touched 
in forming his characteristic smile as he expressed his 
earnest hope that soon an understanding might be 
reached with Yugoslavia. I could see the writing on 
the wall for the Macedonians. 

Ten days later, on May 19th, 1934, Boris signed 
a proclamation abolishing parliament and handing 
the government of his kingdom over to the Zvenars, 
who for ten years had been subsidized by Belgrade. 
Since then the Zvenars have been steering the ship 
of state, while Boris, between signing decrees which 
take away the liberties from his people, steers a baby 
carriage from which issue the cooings of the little 
Princess Marie Louise. 

It was not Boris's intention to saddle his people 
with a dictatorship in order to rid the country of the 
Macedonian evil and to effect a rapprochement with 
Yugoslavia. The idea of friendship with the neighbor 
Slav state had made such progress in Bulgaria that it 
seemed feasible that a strong parliamentary govern
ment should be able to carry out such a policy. For 
the Macedonians it would have amounted to the same 
thing, though their debacle would not have been as 
violent and dramatic as it turned out to be. 

The Zvenars surprised the king and his people with 
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their conspiracy, which they put over beautifully, 
without shedding a drop of blood. They were prepar
ing for a coup in the fall of 1934, but the cabinet 
crisis which broke out in the spring offered such an 
opportune moment fo~ the seizure of the government 
that they were clever 'enough to grasp that moment. 
The crisis revolved around a single place in the 
cabinet. TQ_e Agrarians (Stambolisky's rehabilitated 
Peasant Party) had three ministerships. They had 
enough strength in parliament to demand a fourth. 
The cheapest kind of political bargaining went on 
for days, while the country, burdened with its eco
nomic and other problems, remained without a gov
ernment. The party chiefs behaved like petty trades
men in an Eastern bazaar. Everybody was nauseated. 

The Zvenars saw their opportunity. They stepped 
in and advised the king to let them form a non-party 
government. Boris refused. The crisis continued. 
Someone revealed to Boris that the Zvenars and the 
army were preparing to take control of the kingdom 
through a coup d'etat. Boris replied that in 1923 
when his country became the scene of a bloody coup 
he had lots of hair on his head; since then he had lost 
his hair but had grown respectably groomed mus
taches. Nonetheless, he summoned his minister of 
war, General Vateff, and said to him in his nasal, 
drawling voice, "I hear, General, that the army is 
plotting a coup together with the Zveno Club." 

"I shall investigate, your Majesty," replied the 
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minister of \Var. And this is how he investigated: He 
called his assistant, General Zlateff, who is now prime 

minister. 
"I hear, General," said he, " that the army is cook-

ing up a plot to seize the government. " 
"Bah, absurd, General ... " replied General 

Zlateff, who that very night ordered the Soft a garri
son to surround the capital and had machine-guns 
placed at the principal street intersections. When that 
was done he and some of his confederates went over 
to the military academy and told the cadets that, ow
ing to the crisis in the government, the Macedonians 
were planning to stage a coup, and that the king's 
life was in danger. The patriotic cadets immediately 
put on their uniforms and surrounded the royal 
palace to guard their king, while the conspirators 
walked inside to make a pawn of the king. They first 
arrested Major Dimitroff, the commandant of the 
court. (The major is a Macedonian. Incidentally, he 
was my attendant during my visit at the palace shortly 
before the coup.) At four o'clock in the morning the 
plotters pulled Bor is out of his royal bed and asked 
him to sign the proclamation for the termination of 
democracy in B lgaria. They had, and have, no love 
for Boris, aPd yet they did not ask him to sign his 
abdication . he people and the army were not ready 
for a republic. Dethronement of the king would have 
plunged the country into civil strife. Boris's remain
ing on the throne was indispensable for the success of 
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the coup. The people and the army were led to be
lieve that it was their king who wished the abolition 
of parliament and the establishment of a military 
dictatorship. In reality the king was humiliated. 

At the time of the coup I was in the Petrich Dis
trict with the comitadjis. Immediately upon receipt 
of news of the happenings in Sofia, the comitadjis 
went into hiding, leaving the population of the Dis
trict to shift for itself. I remained there for nearly a 
month to watch a little world crumble before my 
eyes. It was a touching sight. By the middle of June, 
when I left, the little Macedonian "empire" had been 
ransacked by the army. Imro had made of this corner 
of Macedonia a kind of camp, or picnic grounds, for 
the Macedonian emigrants in Bulgaria, as well as a 
haven for itself. Whatever the faults of Imro, it had 
made considerable economic improvements in the 
Petrich District. Proud and jealous of this bit of their 
land under their own management, the Macedonians 
here built for the future, for themselves, and hoped 
to show the world what they could do with the whole 
of Macedonia if they had the chance. After one 
month of the severe military rule the whole region 
took on a funereal aspect. The lively Macedonian 
spirit was crushed, and the economic life of the terri
tory was virtually paralyzed. The many commercial 
enterprises, promoted with a view to a free inter-
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course with the half a million Macedonian emigrants . 
in the kingdom, faced bankruptcy. 

Imro offered no resistance. From the beginning the 
army took no very drastic action. First it blockaded 
the entire District and enforced the martial law 
which had been in existence since the assassination of 
General Kovatchevitch in the fall of 1927. In a day 
or two, when the local garrisons were augmented, it 
began blockading towns and villages simultaneously 
all over the region. The soldiers searched every house 
for arms. In some places the officers had the names of 
all inhabitants who had arms in their possession and 
asked them to surrender them peacefully. Those that 
refused were beaten and kept in damp jails until 
they yielded their weapons. Many, fearing the conse
quences, surrendered even such arms as had not been 
given them by Imro. 

The army did a thorough job of it. It hauled out 
from the villages cart-loads of rifles, cartridges, ma
chine-guns and sub-machine-guns, bombs, revolvers, 
automatic rifles, flintl,..<.s, even buzdugans and other 
ancient firearms from Turkish times. From an old 
~aveyard in a village I saw the troops cart out three 
loads of carbines and several cases of cartridges dug 
out from what were supposed to be graves. 

Not until the District was disarmed did the army 
take acti n against the comitadjis themselves, who all 
the time were hiding u.nderground or in the moun· 
tains. With this next step the dictatorship actually 
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confiscated the Imro state. It was then exactly like 
one country occupying another in time of war, ex
cept that in this case Bulgaria was taking possession 
of territory that had been its own since 1913. The 
troops searched the mountains for comitadji bands 
just as in Turkish days,' while the military authori
ties down in the towns 'and villages seized aU Imro 
properties, such as archives, office fixtures, motor cars, 
bank account~ and cash supplies, food stores, and 
comitadji equipment including uniforms and cloth 
for such, bandoliers, straps, binoculars, blankets, and 
a variety of other nondescript articles which the comi
tadjis use. Bulgaria then annexed her share of Mace
donia actually as well as nominally. 

All comitadjis that were caught were immediately 
set?-t to confinement in army barracks in northern 
Bulgaria. Along with them were arrested many civil
ians as auxiliary Imro members, and these were sent 
to banishment in places on the Danube or the Black 
Sea coast. Some of the comitadjis caught were beaten 
by the officers, but ori· the whole there was no exces
sive or uncalled-for maltreatment. There · were only 
four death casualties during my presence in the 
District. 

About the middle of June I asked permission from 
the military authorities to leave Bulgarian Macedo
nia. Or I should say I was maneuvered into a position 
where I had to ask for permission to leave. I had been 
living with the comitadji leaders in Mount Pirin in 
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a palatial twenty-room summer villa which Imro had 
built several years before. After the coup all my revo
lutionary friends disappeared, and I was left there 
alone with the caretaker, a former comitadji who had 
turned housekeeper. I continued to make this villa 
my headquarters. I made regular journeys to the 
villages down in the Razlog plain to observe the 
army's work, but I returned to my mountain home 
every two or three days, where I kept my books, my 
typewriter, and all my other things. 

In the round-up, the army had failed to capture 
Dinkata, Imro administrator of the county, and three 
terrorists against whom were pending death sentences 
for assassinations they had committed in Sofia. These 
latter had been living in Bansko openly, even playing 
cards and backgammon in the coffee houses with 
army and gendarmerie officials who knew the Sofia 
courts had sentenced them to death. All four now, 
in comitadji uniforms and armed to the teeth, were 
hiding in Pirin a few miles up from our villa. The 
caretaker and I were their only contact with the 
world and their only access to food. So we shared 
with them our food , which the caretaker lugged from 
Bansko on his back, and which the military regularly 
checked before he could leave the village. On three 
different occasions the soldiers surrounded our villa 
at night and woke us up at dawn to search for the 
comitadji . 

Finally Colonel Trunka, commander of the Razlog 
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garrison and of the anti-comitadji campaign in the 
county, sent Lieutenant Stoyeff of his staff to explain 
that the army considered me a guest, and that I could 
stay in the District as long as I wished, but that "na
tional interests" made it ,expedient that the villa be 
padlocked. They sealed the door of the villa, and the 

' keeper and I left for Bansko in an ox-cart. 
Our only companion at the villa was a young deer 

which the comitadjis had caught as a fawn in the 
Rhodope mountains and which they had presented 
to "Mentcha" Karnitcheva, Ivan Michailoff's wife. 
We called this beautiful, graceful animal Rho
doptcho. At times he would disappear into the forest
clad hills of Pirin for two or three days, and we would 
decide to tie him up when he returned, which he 
always did, but we never had the heart to do so. Our 
hearts were filled with joy the moment we heard the 
resonant tinkle of his little bell, and we forgot our 
decision. Rhodoptcho happened to be with us when 
the army put us out._ He followed our ox-cart for 
about a mile down the mountainside. Then he 
stopped, looked at us awhile, and turned b<:tck. We 
watched him till his beautiful tawny body, leaping 
up the incline, was lost to our sight. 

In all the Macedonian towns and villages on my 
way to Sofia I witnessed scenes that reminded me of 
my Macedonia under Turkish rule. In the little 
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squares and market-places the folk were assembled as 
for festivals . They were there to bid farewell to their 
priests, mayors, teachers, bankers, and other citizens 
going to banishment in remote places along the banks 
of the Danube and the Black Sea coast. By the time 
we reached the old Turkish-Bulgarian boundary 
there were several buses loaded with these exiles. I 
am ashamed to say that I wept most of the way. Even 
now I do not know why I wept. None of the others 
did. Some of them sang. I thought they were singing 
because they were not banished to strange parts of 
Africa or Asia Minor as in olden days but interned 
into kindred Bulgaria. But I remembered that when 
a score of menfolk from my village were leaving for 
exile into Diar-Bekir in Asia Minor they were singing 

as they went away. And Pavel Shateff says that when, 
after three years in the Fortress of the Seven Towers, 
they were led in chains through the streets of Salonica 
on their way to banishment in the Sahara, they sang: 

W e wish no riches, 
W e wish no money, 
We want freedom, 
H uman rights . . .. 

But even the songs now sounded unconvincing. 
And so pe haps I wept because it was doubly sad to 
observe tragic conditions that were not the result of 
actual oppression. The injustice and conflict were in 
the other parts of Macedonia. Bulgaria had taken in 
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!he Macedonian relatives to tide them over the "de
pression," as it were. The relatives set up house
keeping and divided the household. Bulgaria was now 
merely putting her hous~ in order. 

The comitadjis did not join the Communists in 
1924 because they feared if they did their host would 
put them out on the sidewalk. Now, after ten 
years the host/did that to them without their joining 
the Communists. It was paradoxical in a sense, be
cause the basic motive of the Macedonian struggle in 
the last fifteen years has not been autonomism so 
much as nationalism. The terror in Greek and Yugo
slav Macedonia, both on the part of Imro and on the 
part of the governments, has been the direct outcome 
of the Macedonian Bulgars' violent resistance to the 
denationalizing process. But in Bulgarian Macedonia, 
where they enjoyed all the rights which were denied 
them in the nine-tenths of their homeland, the Mace
donians laid all the stress on autonomism, and so the 
army was now herding them back into the national 
fold, herding them back, so to speak, under the stand
ard of the horsetail. 

When the new government completed its job in 
the Petrich District, it transferred its attention to the 
emigrant ranks in the kingdom. Again all leading 
Macedonians, including the members of the National 
Committee (executive body of the legal orgamza-
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tions) were imprisoned. Hundreds of them are now 
held prisoners in the army barracks in Central and 
Northern Bulgaria. The Macedonian brotherhoods, 
clubs, societies, institutions, whether political or 
otherwise, were dissolved, and their newspapers, mag
azines, and other publications suspended. In other 
words, the Macedonian movement for autonomy, as 
exemplified by Imro and the legal societies in Bul
garia, has been arrested. I use the word arrested be- · 
cause the movement has not been destroyed. The / 
Macedonian Bulgars, half a million of them in Bul- { 
garia and three-quarters of a million in Macedonia, a \ 
total of a million and a quarter, are still there. And} 
they are just as militant, just as determined and irrec-' 
oncilable as ever. In fact they now represent a greater 
danger to the peace of the Balkans and of the conti
nent than ever before. Their condition is more des
perate, and their readiness to die for their cause 
greater than ever. 

Ivan Michailoff and his wife have escaped into 
Turkey. Michailoff's chief aides, including Yordan 
Tchkatroff, Imro " foreign minister," Zhoro Nasteff, 
Michailoff's colleague in the Central Committee, and 
K yril Drangoff, son of Boris Drangoff, idol of the 
Bulgarian army and Bulgaria's greatest World War 
hero, have ueen captured along with hundreds of 
lesser revolutionists and are now prisoners of the 
army. Still one cannot say that Imro has been de
stroyed. All that has happened is that Imro's base and 
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power in Bulgaria have been destroyed. Imro is an 
invisible, conspirant society, and none can foretell 
when and whence the next expression of its viability 
will come. Just when Sofia and Belgrade thought 
that they had smashed the comitadjis, one of the lat
ter, a friend of Micha'iloff and of Kyril Drangoff, 
assassinated King Alexander and Louis Barthou in 
Marseilles an_d thus manifested the viability of the 
Movement and of the rebel Macedonian spirit more 
effectively than could a hundred bands skirmishing 
with the soldiery in the mountains of Macedonia. 

I know my Macedonians, and I should be the last 
person to say that they are vanquished. In fact I dread 
to think of what is yet to happen in the Balkans, and 
particularly in Bulgaria and in the Petrich District, 
since their immediate concern is to overthrow the dic
tatorship in Sofia and restore themselves to their for
mer power there. And that is fraught with danger 
and with yet another tragedy for the Bulgarian na
tion. If the Macedoriians should succeed in such a 
venture, the next official census in Bulgaria would 
show a decrease in the population. In conjunction 
with some army elements (the army is already di
vided in its allegiance to the dictatorship) and some 
politicians, the Macedonians may attempt to regain 
their power in Sofia. But in such an eventuality 
Belgrade is bound to interfere. After so much trouble 

to bring about the present state of affairs in Bulgaria, \ 
Yugoslavia would not hesitate to resort to force to 
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prevent the reinstatement of Imro power in Bulgaria. 
Such an interference in the internal affairs of Bul
garia may bring Italy on Yugoslavia's neck, to say 
nothing of Turkey, and even Greece, at whose ex
pense also the Yugoslav-Bulgarian friendship is being 
cemented. For the Sofia militarists did not sacrifice 
their Macedonian brothers for nothing. 

The phenomenon of the two Slav states in the 
Balkans, notorious for their bitter hostility toward 
one another, coming to an understanding, is tied up 
with territorial acquisitions for Bulgaria in Turkish 
Thrace and Greek Macedonia and with Yugoslavia's 
setting her heavy military boot on the port of Sa
lonica. It is not an accident that Ivan Michailoff 
"escaped" into Turkey. While professing grief over 
the death of Alexander, Kemal Pasha has so far twice 
refused to surrender to Belgrade and Sofia the Mace
danian chieftain. 

As things stand now the Macedonian situation is 
charged with more dynamite than at any other time 
since the World War. So far the revolutionary or
ganization had managed to retain a foothold on its 
own sod and a semblance of mass character. Now that 
it ha been "outlawed" in Bulgaria as in the Yugo
slav and Greek divisions of Macedonia, Imro is cer
tain to vitiate itself into a sheerly terroristic society. 
The Macedonians are in the position of the man that 
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has been thrown downstairs and has no place to which 
he can turn . Theirs is a desperate condition. And des
peration breeds desperate acts. 

That the Macedonians will not give up the struggle 
is almost superfluous to ·say. The comitadjis are not 
hireling-assassins. You cannot buy an assassin if it 
is in the bargain that he must die in the execution of 
the act. And acceptance of death is the primary con
dition of Im~o membership. When one joins the 
Organization one foreswears life--or "outdears" life, 
as the comitadjis themselves are wont to say. The 
Imro laws proscribe death within twenty-four hours 
for any member that refuses to carry out an order. 
And there is no dearth of Imro assassins. I wonder 
if the state would not find it difficult to enlist execu
tioners if for every convict sentenced to death by 
the courts one or more executioners had to be 
sacrificed. 

For the past fifteen years comitadji violence has 
been tempered by the fact that Imro possessed the 
Petrich District and en joyed a measure of protection 
and security in Bulgaria. The comitadjis feared here
tofore that if they committed some stupendous out
rage, like the one at Marseilles, Yugoslavia's patience 
might be exhausted, and Belgrade might first order 
an invasion of the Petrich District and of Sofia and 
ask questions afterward. Every now and then they 
had to sober up and consider their own security in 
Bulgaria along with that of Bulgaria itself. 
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There are now no such restraining conditions. I 
feel sure that had not this moderating factor been 
removed from Imro terror, King Alexander would 
not have been assassinated. As it was, with the Sofia 
government taking orders from Belgrade, Michailoff 
in Anatolia, his aides and supporters languishing in 
the jails, there was not the former necessity for tem
perateness. Imro terrorists, wherever they happen to 
be, and they are scattered all over the Balkans and 
the continent, may now act with hands untied. And 
since their slogan still is "Liberty or Death," they will 
do so. They are determined more than ever to carry 
this slogan to either realization. If the world lets 
them make good their boast to die, and the world 
seems so inclined, then it should not deplore those 
that they take with them in their act of dying. Ivan 
Michailoff did not sign the death sentence of France's 
Louis Barthou; it was France's own distinguished son, 
Georges Clemenceau, who did it in 1919 in Paris. 
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