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    Foreword


    One of the greatest – and most basic – compliments that can be paid to any work of literary fiction is to call it a page-turner.  Before any other, this one can easily and confidently be applied to Davor Pleskina's tale of adventure, In the Shadow of the Crescent Moon, the second (!) book of his Steel and Honour trilogy. As soon as we have been introduced to the novel's three main heroes, we find ourselves nurturing an ever-growing stake in their individual fates and the success of their venture, carried along by the suspense over the perils they face, the exhilaration of their victories and the affliction over their defeats, great and small.  In this, the story is highly cinematic in its conception and execution. In fact, if a movie version were ever to be made, the novel could almost be taken intact to deliver the script with little more than a change in format. The rhythm, pacing and tempo of a big-screen version are already present in the text as written, right down to the fine sense of balance in the build-up from tranquil domestic or natural settings as backdrops for sparingly apportioned dialogues to scenes of credibly depicted and well crafted high action. The characterizations, too, are believable and relatable, whether pro- or antagonists, with even minor roles given distinct personalities rather than being tossed in and yanked back out as faceless extras. Nor are the two major and two minor female characters pigeonholed as one-dimensional damsels in distress or helpless victims of the profoundly patriarchal Ottoman and the post-medieval Christian societies of the era – even if, from today's perspective, that is to a large degree what they were.  


    In matters of genre, too, this tale can look back on a proud motion picture tradition among, as just one example, Westerns, and, to choose the most suitable parallel from among my own personal favourites, John Ford's masterfully executed story of abduction and rescue, The Searchers (1956).  Like Ethan Edwards, Steel and Honour's Ivan carries deep emotional scars, in his case a physical one as well, from a mysterious past experience of his own with abduction and forced integration into the world of those who have now become his adversaries.  As Ethan spoke "good Comanch' ", Ivan speaks fluent Turkish.  Both seem driven more by a deep-seated, burning hunger for revenge than by their actual mission to rescue the girl.  And both face off with a personal, individual antagonist from among the host of their enemies.  Ethan's nephew and partner on their quest, Martin Pawley, finds his counterpart in Nikola, the eager, young, but as yet inexperienced soldier who comes of age through the journey and its horrors. Whereas Debbie, the abducted girl in The Searchers, lived with her Native American band long enough to bury nearly all her white settler upbringing and identify solely as a Comanche, her counterpart in Steel and Honour is split into two young women, one of whom has also lost all but foggy, early-childhood memories of her Vlach past and is now diligently studying  the Quran and anticipating her full conversion to Islam. She, too, has been almost fully absorbed into the community of her abductors. The other of the two, Mira, has not had time to undergo such a profound transformation, but even so, she has already accepted her lot and is beginning to look ahead to a future with the Ottomans and a Turkish husband, mentally leaving her Croatian life behind in a rapidly fading – or increasingly repressed – past. Pleskina's portrayal of the Ottomans is a sensitive one, offering the reader an opening through which to understand and even relate to their concerns and motivations and see them as fallible but driven human beings, neither inherently good nor evil. While The Searchers has been criticized for the racist foundation typical of Westerns of that era – still within living memory of the Indian Wars, after all – John Ford made a point of giving the Comanche relatable motives beyond sheer aggression, with Scar mentioning "two sons killed by whites", a step towards understanding that was atypical of the confrontational 1950s. The moviegoers were also expected to know that abduction of children was customary among Native Americans as a way of avoiding inbreeding, while Mira was presumably taken to serve as a slave. In classical world literature, as well, this tale can lay claim to endless predecessors, ranging from ancient Greek epics (the abduction of Helen) to the Norse and Irish sagas (the abduction of Winlogee and her rescue by Cú Chulainn).  


    When faced with the vivid and evocative descriptions of not only the visual backdrops but of the sensory experience of the characters' immediate environments – the frosty winter nights and the warmth of an open fire, the scent of straw bedding, the jingling of armour announcing the approach of a band of janissaries – the reader can't escape the distinct impression that Pleskina has himself gained personal experience of the conditions and circumstances he describes. In just a few words, his descriptive prowess brings the chill of winters from times increasingly long past right into the readers' own chambers, making them want to wrap themselves up in warm blankets, turn the heat up, light a fire and seal the cracks beneath the doors and around the window frames. And the scene he paints of an Ottoman bey introducing his son to the delights of coffee, just as freshly discovered in that era as it is freshly ground and brewed in the Turkish manner, promises to awaken the readers' olfactory and gustatory senses to the prospect of accompanying a chapter or two or three with a piping hot cup of java. At the same time, we are feasted with an account of how this coffee was served and what exotically spiced dishes once graced an Ottoman bey's table. Not forgotten are the simpler delights of the common folk in Carniola and Croatia of the time: the wine, cheese and bread. And the inevitable violence arising from confrontations between the adversaries is depicted as a haphazard blend of luck, both good and bad, chance and skill that seems far more credible and realistic than the increasingly superhuman acrobatics of many a contemporary adventure-story hero.


    Almost as a complement to the sensual portrayal of events, the copious footnotes provide cultural and historical context, bringing clarity into the complex web of ethnicities, social and military casts and troops and the conflicts of the era and region. The term 'balkanization' entered the English language long ago, itself carrying associated images of the complexity of competing and conflicting groups that defy all attempts at simplification. So, these explanations come in handy and may well serve to satisfy the intellectual curiosity of many a reader, add another layer of authenticity and further illuminate the historical background of this historical drama. Above all, the footnotes serve the body of the text as good footnotes are meant to: they obviate the need for long-winded elucidations that would only hobble the action and disrupt the pacing of the narrative. On that note, it's time to cut the literary chit-chat, turn the page and set out on an action-packed adventure. 


    Enjoy!


     


    K. Michael Tikhomirov


     

  


  
    I


It was the Year of Our Lord 1580.


    Sometime after the Epiphany, winter showed her sharp teeth across the vast expanses of Croatia and Carniola, and blew a thick, white blanket all across them. Mother Nature had draped the karstic hills and valleys in snowy purity along the courses of rivers Kupa[1], Plitvice’s[2] daughter Korana, and the mysterious travertine rivers, the Dobra and the Mrežnica. The cold held the streams, ponds and lakes in its icy grip, and everything seemed as though time had stopped. 


    Deer and hares sought stray blades of grass or twigs to gnaw, the people huddled in their scattered village cottages for warmth, and livestock pressed ever more closely together in the barns. The days were short and still as silence fell across the meadows, forests and endless, frozen marshlands.


    This winter idyll would have made everyone happy, and their hearts would have danced from the fairy-tale view that stretched from the hill over Pokupska valley, if it weren’t for the ominous glow of distant bonfires and campfires, constant reminders that evil was not far away. The Turkish forces cast their envious gaze towards the Austrian lands, burning with the desire to subjugate the Christian populace, enslave them, seize their lands and transform the youth into Ottoman vassals and poturicas[3], so that they might forget their faith and embrace Turkish customs. Turkish raiding parties regularly and frequently swept across Croatian territories into Carniola, spreading fear, dread and sorrow. 


    Everyone lived in fear that the next attack might strike their village; even the fortified towns upon the hilltops trembled, and none celebrated the recently passed holidays with much joy. Even the Uskok[4] and Vlach[5] inhabitants of the villages and camps could find no joy in the snow and winter; fires glimmered faintly and somewhat sadly under the thatched roofs, as though at any moment akinji[6] might thunder down the muddy roads, slaughtering men, both old and young, murdering infants and dragging women and children into slavery. The frail oak and chestnut cottages would be set aflame, the carefully stored winter provisions and all the livestock that could serve the plunderers’ needs taken away.


    In such profound fear did the people of Croatia and Carniola live at the outset of that grim year of our Lord. Long had the Turkish threat loomed over those beautiful and peaceful lands like the shadow of a malevolent bird of prey, poised to swoop down from the heights at any moment, spreading death and despair upon the helpless populace.


    Beneath the ancient, sturdy and famed castle of Dubovac[7], in the marshy lowlands between the emerald waters of the rivers Kupa, Korana, and Mrežnica, the construction of a grand and mighty fortress, ordered by Archduke Charles of Austria, had progressed well. For too long had the Ottomans lingered near the Austrian borders, and the noble lords had realized that this was no longer a jest – fortifications were urgently needed to crush the Ottoman serpent before it slithered its way to Vienna itself, threatening the illustrious Austrian crown. The border troops were brave and steadfast, yet they had far too much land to defend. The Croatian and Vlach people needed professional military aid.


    At the end of that January day, the evening slowly enveloped the Dubovac hill in darkness. From the defence tower, the fires that burned day and night along the newly built walls and roads winding up and down the wide ditches flared up clearly. The occasional toll of bells from the auxiliary chapels and the howling of the north wind filled the air. From the foot of the hill, one could see the flickering windows of the Dubovac castle, illuminated by the soft glow of tallow candles. The outlines of the fortress, sharply etched against a sky tinged with the final gleam of the setting sun, comforted the people living along the banks of the Kupa. Indeed, they comforted themselves, the Turkish scum would not dare come for us while the castle of Dubovac watched over us from its hill! 


    Thus, dusk inevitably moved across the vast marshland plain; the cold darkness slowly spread from the east, and the clear moonlight became the only light upon which eyes could rely.


    Atop the earthen rampart, covered in thick snow, which the troops had barely finished shoring up after the great November flood against its complete collapse, stood a small wooden guardhouse. It was roofed with planks, and a few cut-out openings served as windows, through which sentries could keep a watchful eye on the surroundings or thrust a musket if need be – should a random Turk’s head need to be blown off by a bullet. The door was shut. Inside, three sturdy men huddled around the fire for warmth – one bearded, older, evidently by his attire and gear a seasoned Military Frontier[8] guard, and two younger lads, likely recruited from among the hundreds of Carniolan and Gorician[9] archers and cavalrymen stationed at the fortress. Their winter garb was thick, their armour a full battle attire, and although the cold outside was bitter, the fire inside the hut blazed like summer sunshine. The men passed the time chatting, waiting for their watch to end, which would be around six o’clock. The smoke from the fire danced playfully, escaping first through one window and then the other, as if also amusing itself to shorten the time.


    Every now and then, one of them would rise and peer out to see if any uninvited visitor was approaching or if perhaps a warning fire was burning somewhere in the distance. The wind howled continuously and softly, but one of the younger lads suddenly pricked up his ears, catching a different sound. He raised his head and called out:


    "Be quiet, both of you! I hear something."


    "I hear it too," the bearded one chuckled, "maybe we should board up these windows."


    "No, no!" the other young man insisted. "It is coming from something outside the fortress!"


    For a moment, they listened in silence, and indeed, it seemed like metal clinked faintly against metal. Ting, ting-ting. Then again. The frozen snow crunched loudly under someone’s feet, and soon after, they could even hear a horse neighing.


    Leaping up, they seized their weapons: muskets, halberds, or sabres, and rushed out. The younger men also carried a thick burning torch each. The moonlight already illuminated the valley of the Kupa as if it were day; thanks to the snow and whiteness, one could see, it was said, to the north as far as Medvednica[10], to the south all the way to the grandsire Klek, and to the west, clearly outlined, were the slumbering Žumberak and the Carniolan hills. Only towards the east lay a plain without end, scarcely disturbed by sparse hillocks. It would be difficult for any marauder to approach unnoticed, even if he had, in such cold, a good reason or sufficiently wicked intentions.


    "Who goes there?!" shouted the bearded soldier, who had been keeping guard on the earthen rampart. He quickly lifted his large fortress musket, checked whether the gun was properly loaded, and lit the fuse. His two comrades approached so that they, too, could try to make out the outlines of a small group of people in the moonlight who were slowly approaching the southern "gate" of the fort from the direction of the Mrežnica’s mouth in Korana. The group was small: only three riders and a cart pulled by strong oxen. Though they had approached from a direction where someone should already have noticed them, the watchman remained alert. He had witnessed far too many Turkish tricks and deceptions to trust his eyes at first glance. His thick brows furrowed as he took aim at the approaching figures, ready to make it clear that the Turkish devils had no business near the fortress, even though its construction had only recently begun. 


    The small group of people and animals came to a halt. The horses snorted, bothered by the freezing cold that stung their nostrils, while the oxen huffed and puffed under the strain of pulling their load through the deep snow, even though the path through the future trench had already been well-trodden.


    "Weaponsmiths!" came a shout from the group of shadows. "We’re coming from Turanj[11]!"  


    "Come closer!" the guard bellowed. His companions held their torches aloft and descended the wooden ladders at the base of the rampart, where the southern bridge over the moat had yet to be built. The entrance was temporarily sealed with heavy double gates made of thick stakes, and they struggled to open one side against the deep snow. With halberds at the ready, they advanced towards the newcomers, while the bearded guard atop the rampart kept them firmly in the sights of his musket.


    As the guards drew close enough to the newcomers, they saw that two of the horsemen, wrapped in thick blankets, were clearly Military Frontier soldiers, while the third man’s attire had a distinctly Turkish look, particularly his opanci[12] from which emerged thick, woollen socks.


    "What brings you here at this hour, gentlemen?" one of the guards asked.


    "It must seem strange to you," one of the border guards replied, "because I swear, this is no longer an ordinary cold – it feels more like the end of the world. This gentleman here begged and pleaded for us to escort him to the fortress today, even though we had planned to return tomorrow. He said he didn’t want to lose his head to a stake or warm the bellies of a pack of wolves on this very night."


    "Well then, come inside!" the guard waved his hand.  "It’s not wise to freeze out here a moment longer in this biting cold!" With that, they all moved through the gates and into the shelter of the tall ramparts.


    The older, bearded guard eyed the three newcomers with suspicion, his gaze lingering on the one who resembled a Turk.


    "Poturica!" he shouted. "Is that you?"


    "It is, it is, Petar[13]," the man replied. "I hope I find you in good health!"


    "Well, there you go!" said the bearded man, whose name was evidently Petar. "At least one Turk among them!" He then laughed heartily, ensuring that none of his comrades would take him too seriously. He extinguished the fuse on his musket, realizing there would be no need to fire.


    The horsemen and the cart passed through the wall, and the gate closed behind them. The younger guards returned to their posts, awaiting their relief, while Petar descended to greet his old friend.


    "I’m glad to see your head’s still on your shoulders," he said, gripping Poturica’s hand firmly.


    A broad grin beneath his long, grey moustache – each whisker seemingly eager to escape the other – made it clear that Poturica, too, was delighted by the reunion. "It pleases me even more, though a man can also keep his head on his shoulders while impaled, given the times we’re living in. I see you’ve been assigned to this new fortress."


    "Let me tell you plainly: it’s better here than waiting for the Janissaries in that frozen wasteland by the Korana in Turanj. There’s work to be done whether we’re at war or peace. A man must keep busy, otherwise the uncertainty will drive him mad. This so-called peace doesn’t feel like peace, at all."


    "My dear Petar, I couldn’t agree more. But peace? What peace? The Turks are furious, licking their wounds ever since Farenberg[14] cut them down near Drežnik[15] and under Dubovac. You never know when or from where they’ll strike next. Across Bosnia, they’re taking towns by force, one after another. They’ve declared a new paşalık[16] all the way to the border, and word is, the new beglerbeg[17] might be that young Sokolović[18]. They say he even has plans to seize Bišće[19], the fool. Never have these lands seen more akinji roaming about, and the law is nowhere to be found. The Vlachs in Lika[20] can’t decide whether they’re for the Turks or the Christian world... It’s high time some order was established, or heaven help us all!" Poturica spat to the side, as if trying to rid his mouth of something foul.


    In silence, they continued towards the first wooden buildings, which stood clearly visible in the moonlight. Poturica couldn’t recall any of these structures having been built the last time he had passed through.


    Due to the heavy snow, construction on the fortress had almost come to a complete halt. The crews and troops sought warmth in the already completed houses and stables, while those on guard duty kept big fires going to stave off the cold. In the small canteen at the vast construction site, the craftsmen, labourers and soldiers off duty kept themselves warm with a mug or two of wine, especially with mulled wine.


    Wooden beams lay across the snow-covered roads, placed there to prevent livestock and carts from sinking into the mud. Packed ice had built up on them, so pedestrians had to walk carefully on their measly two legs, lest they slip and crack their heads on the hard ground.


    "Let each of us be on our way, my friend," said one of the armourers, as the two of them urged their horses towards the soldiers’ stable, one of the largest wooden buildings in the new fortress. "Stay well, and may God be with you!"


    "Thank you, lads. May God, Allah and whosoever else willing to lend a hand be with you, and may your hard weapons never fail you when the moment demands it!" Poturica replied, at which the two men laughed heartily, obviously not thinking of swords alone.


    He dismounted, landing in the powdery white snow. A long pala[21] hung from his belt, unmistakably a true Janissary weapon, which the Ottomans called kilij[22] and the uskoks sometimes referred to as kilja or kilija. Another dagger with an ornate hilt was tucked into his trousers, for good measure. If anyone dared search him, Petar was sure more weapons would surface. Yet, soon enough, that entire arsenal was hidden beneath a long leather cloak, making Poturica resemble nothing more than a short haystack with a fur hat; in the darkness, one could hardly tell his front from his back.


    "I don’t know, my Poturica, who would cut you down first with all that weaponry – Turks or Uskoks! I fear it might be both – it’s hard to tell from which camp you’ve fled," Petar jested. "I won’t keep you long, but I must ask, what urgent matter prompted you to set out on your journey at the day’s end and arrive so late?"


    "Ah, Petar," Poturica replied, "I have news of such importance for your Captain Kranjec[23] that I had to set out as soon as possible to deliver it to him."


    "Is that so! Well, well, the captain is here. You know him: sleeps little, works much, as if there were two of him rather than just one. You’ll surely find him in the office. What do you want to do with the horse and oxen? Shall I take them to the stables, let them warm up and feed well, and you can sort things out with them in the morning?" Petar offered, ever ready to help his old friend.


    "For that, my friend, I’d be grateful to the grave. Just let me fetch something from the wagon," Poturica replied, pulling out two thick, heavy bundles of cloth, one under each arm. "There! You can leave the wagon anywhere – nothing of value inside. Put the oxen with the rest of the livestock; they’ll be fine there. The horse’s name is Jura[24], if you’ve anything important to tell him! Now, Petar, with God’s blessing, finish your watch and then get some rest; we’ll likely meet again soon enough on this occasion."


    "Stay well, my friend!" replied Petar, giving him a firm pat on the shoulder. "Make sure to warm up and refresh yourself, since God has blessed you with a safe arrival! Good night!"


    With the scrolls under his arms, Poturica strode towards the barracks, a broad, low, wooden building situated at the edge of a vast field clearly intended as a square and training ground. On all sides stood the soldier’s huts, their wooden shutters closed tight against the biting cold; through the narrow, unsealed cracks, the light of tallow candles flickered while off-duty soldiers passed the time in conversation and various games. In front, two elaborately adorned and properly armoured guards stood watch at the command quarters entrance, occasionally shifting from foot to foot due to the cold yet firmly keeping their post without faltering from their duty.


    "May God help you, brave men. I have come to see the captain!" Poturica said.


    "And who might you be, stranger, so we can announce you?" asked one of the guards, speaking with a strong Carniolan accent.


    "Just tell him it’s Poturica," he replied. One of the guards knocked and entered, returning shortly after. "Proceed, sir!"


    Poturica stepped through the door into the room, dimly lit by tallow candles, with a thick haze of smoke lingering from the fire smouldering in the corner. The hastily arranged chimney barely drew the smoke despite the cold weather outside, which called for a good fire. The wooden floor bore the marks of numerous soldiers’ boots, a testament to the room’s regular activity. Scattered on the rough tables along the walls were various maps and plans. Laid out on one table were half a loaf of bread, some bacon, turnips, onions and pork cracklings, alongside a jug of wine, the very sight of which set Poturica’s mouth watering.


    Against a large wall cabinet on a crude hanger hung a chainmail tunic, a breastplate and a helmet, all bearing numerous dents and scratches, clear signs that this armour had seen many battles.


    At one of the tables covered with maps, which Poturica took to be the largest, sat a man older than him, with an even greyer beard and moustache and a face wrinkled from years of military service. His neat blue and red uniform, adorned with clasps and decorations, told Poturica that he was standing before a high-ranking officer. The hilt of a decorated sabre hanging at his waist caught the eye even from the doorway, as the captain lounged casually and relaxed in a massive wooden chair, as if he were both sitting and reclining, yet ready to leap to action should anything go awry. Despite his stern demeanour, his face brightened and stretched into a wide smile the moment he saw Poturica at the door. 


    "Poturica! What devil brings you to my door at this hour!? The Turks will think you’re a hajduk[25]  and hang you on a mosque if they catch you!"  


    "The Turks still aren’t sure whether I’m with them or against them, and I need to keep it that way for as long as I can!" replied Poturica with a smile, tossing the two bundles onto the floor.  


    The captain stood up, walked over to him, and they shook hands warmly.  


    

    "And well met, Captain," replied Poturica, removing his fur hat revealing his greasy, grey hair tied in a ponytail at the back. A few stray locks fell casually across his forehead. "I see the bed still doesn’t draw you, even in your old age, just as it didn’t in your youth. You've not yet cast your sabre into the stream!"


    "Ah, my dear Poturica, from your lips to God’s ears, but the devil and his minions creep ever closer to claim their due... This autumn past, the fever nearly carried me through Heaven’s gates after that cursed flood, and my bones – I swear I could name them one by one, for each aches in its own way. And, as if that weren’t enough, new burdens have settled upon these weary shoulders, and I’m not sure you’ll find me here when you next return from your wanderings. Time marches on, and it spares not a soul," the captain lamented, his tone edged with a sombre note. Yet, just as quickly, his face brightened once more with genuine joy at the sight of his old friend standing before him. "And what of you? How fared your journey? Was the road hard on you?"


    "All is as it ever was, Captain. I drag this restless hide of mine from here to there and back again, never finding peace nor knowing to whom it truly belongs. Such is my fate, I suppose, destined to wander from pillar to post until the end of my days. But thanks be to God and Allah alike, my health has not yet failed me. True, I trail behind you by some ten years or so, but in my head I still feel half that, so I shan’t complain nor think of what may come when my real years finally catch up with me."


    "And as for the journey," he continued, "it took me nearly two days to reach the Frontier. I lodged with old friends along the way, and at the post in Turanj, two of your armourers were there inspecting, so I asked them to watch my hide till I reached the fort, which they gladly did. The Korana and Mrežnica are frozen solid at the confluence, so we crossed easily with horses and oxen –thank goodness the Ottoman scum don’t know of it. And so, here I am!"


    The captain looked him in the eye, listening with the understanding of an old friend.  


    "But look," Poturica added, "I’ve brought something from the Ottoman backwoods for you and Auersperg[26]. I do hope it will please you both."


    He pointed to the two thick bundles on the floor and unrolled them one by one with his foot. Before them, on the office floor, two magnificent, colourful Turkish carpets were spread out – so fine that even an Aga in his tent would not be ashamed to own them. The captain gazed, rather impressed, at the treasure laid before his feet, then said:


    "A bold endeavour indeed – to bring Turkish carpets from the Islamic empire into the Christian world, to adorn a fortress meant to defend Christendom from the devil’s realm!"  


    "Did you expect anything less reckless from me?" Poturica asked, and both of them burst into laughter once again.


    "Beautiful carpets, Poturica," the captain said, testing the softness of the masterful creations with the toe of his boot. "But Auersperg had to travel to Leibach[27], and I’ve no idea when he intends to return. I think these two exquisite carpets will grace my floors for the time being."


    "If Auersperg’s away, then you’re the leader, both lord and master, so let it be as you say!" Poturica exclaimed, raising his fist with mock severity. 


    "Come, sit down; you must be stiff from the cold," called the captain, gesturing towards the table with the food and wine. "Take off that fur coat, toss your cap into the corner, and warm yourself by the fire first. Then we’ll warm ourselves with some wine, as well. After that, you can tell me, if it was not just friendship, what brought you to me in this bitter cold and late hour."


    And that is what they proceeded to do. Poturica set aside his cloak and weapons, rubbed his hands together in front of the fire, and then took his place at the table. Before joining him, the captain said something to one of the guards through the door.


    "A son was born to one of our Uskoks in Žumberak," he said, "and, by their old customs, his kin brought all manner of treats and roasted meats. So, we’ll have a bite of what remained. And this jug of wine: they brought it as well, a rich, red drop they call francez[28]. Angels would drink it if the Lord would countenance it!"


    After taking hearty draughts from their mugs of wine and slamming them down on the table with satisfaction, the two men eyed each other like old tomcats, as if each had something to say that the other already knew. Instead of words, the fire crackled pleasantly in the silence between them. Then came a knock at the door, and a young lad dressed in humble peasant clothes entered, carrying a small platter with some meat. He wished them a good evening and an enjoyable meal before quietly departing.


    "A true feast, Captain," said Poturica, grabbing a lamb shank and immediately devouring it. The captain, no more refined, joined in. They helped themselves to the cracklings and sliced onions set within reach.


    "The Uskoks in Žumberak know how to raise sheep. If we could stop all the akinji from cutting and burning through those lands in time, it would be like heaven planted on Earth," said the captain between mouthfuls. "But alas, the Turkish force is fierce, and when they can’t storm through the grand gates, they find their way through the side doors, creeping into the heart of Carniola. Whatever they can take, they seize. And wherever the Ottoman calamity rages, only ruin remains."


    At his closing words, the captain’s face darkened again with sadness. Poturica ate in silence, watching his old friend, contemplating whether to spoil the mood of their reunion with grim news just yet. He decided to extend the conversation a little longer.


    "How goes the construction? The walls seem to stand well, though I see not many houses have been built yet…"


    "Ah, my dear Poturica, it’s not the construction itself that troubles us most, but Mother Nature, as if she doesn’t want her beautiful face scarred in these lands. We have enough workers, the garrison is resolute, and Farenberg made it clear to the Turks: they shouldn’t even think of approaching if they value their lives. We’ve buried nine hundred of their heads right in the northern wall, by the main gate. Money is no object, either, for the Austrian lords fear the Ottoman force enough to loosen their purse strings, lest it reaches their doorsteps. But! First, right after laying the first stone, a terrible drouth hit us in the summer – the rivers nearly dried up, and we had to fetch drinking water from beyond Dubovac, as all other sources were filthy and tainted. Then, mosquitoes and other pests from these swamps ravaged us. And just after we overcame that, in November, came a flood so mighty it swept away timber, men, animals and everything that wasn’t firmly anchored, all in one night. The freshly built and fortified walls collapsed like houses of cards, and we had to raise and fortify them again, hurriedly digging them out of the trenches. Of the huts you see here, not one stood before November – all were thrown together in haste once the waters receded. And now, the cruel winter cold, after we had barely caught our breath for the holy days. We yet fear that, once the snows start to thaw, another flood will come. Thus, we must set to work at once, the moment it warms, if only a little."


    "Not good then, Captain," Poturica said gravely, taking another sip of wine. "Word spreads from the Frontier down eastward about a large army that the new pasha seeks to raise, with intent to march once more upon the Croatian and Carniolan lands, even towards Sisak. Should that happen before your fortress is ready for defence, our future may not be very bright."


    "This fortress isn’t mine, Poturica, it belongs to Charles[29]. I’m no head figure for such things," the captain replied. "Though last week, the Austrian engineer said that the ramparts were already in decent shape, the water that causes us trouble also protects us well enough. What we need now is to build the soldiers’ and civilians’ homes inside the fortress quickly. A fortress by itself means nothing unless it’s someone’s hearth and home. That’s why they promised to raise a church here soon, as well."


    "Chapels and churches will give you the least help against the Turks," Poturica smirked, "but dwellings are a must. Settlements outside the fortress, like those in Dubovac, are no better than haystacks begging to be set aflame. Your engineer was entirely right about that."


    "They told us to put up a wooden fence along the Kupa, to divert it from the fortress, and so we did. Now we wait to see if the next great flood will spare us. We raised the streets and squares within the fortress by as much as the water rose last November. If it floods us again like last time, may dear God help us!" the captain shook his head.


    Poturica nodded a few times in agreement. Having finished the hearty meal, he washed it down with a bit more wine. Now he knew the moment had come to speak of the true reason for his journey.


    "Thank you for this feast, old friend. I haven’t eaten this well and heartily since spring, the last time I rode eastward," he said.


    "May God grant me the chance to host you like this countless more times, my good man," replied the captain, then fell silent for a moment. With a sigh, he finally spoke:


    "Now, please tell me, why have you come in such cursed weather? I sense that you have not merely brought carpets nor come for a pleasant chat…"


    "I’ve seen your Mira[30]," Poturica blurted out, cutting through the tension. "Not far from Kamengrad[31]."


    "What... how? Alive?" The captain immediately grew agitated. "Speak, by your faith and kin, how did you find her, and where is she now?"


    "Patience, Captain, even if I could tell you everything in two words, nothing will change today. Let this be your first joyful news."


    "By the Holy One, indeed it is joyful, for I thought I had lost her forever, ever since word came from Žumberak that she had disappeared shortly after those akinji passed near Ozalj[32], returning from some raid in Carniola. But come now, take another sip of wine and tell me all. I need a moment to collect myself," said the captain, pouring himself a few more swallows. 


    "Johannes!" he shouted. The young sentry peeked through the door.


    "Bring more wine, then back to the barracks. There’s nothing left to guard us from tonight."


    "At your command, Captain!" replied the young guard, disappearing to carry out the order.


    "Mira is my only daughter," the captain spoke, his hands resting upon the table, his voice laced with both sorrow and hope. "Since the Turks took my son's life, no joy on this Earth has been greater to me than her. Her mother passed when she was but a child, leaving her to be raised by various relatives while my duties kept me away. Just as I was preparing to give her in marriage to a fine Uskok lieutenant, the commander of our guard, the Turkish devils snatched her away from right before his house. She had only gone to fetch water from the well. Her would-be mother-in-law saw everything but dared not shout or call for help, fearing they would cut her down. My heart nearly broke when I learned of it. But such is a soldier’s fate, cruel and unyielding – you watch others die, and sometimes your own loved ones, as well… From that moment, I knew it was too much to hope that I would ever see her again."


    He paused, his weathered hands gripping the table tightly before looking back at Poturica with a newfound intensity. "But now… Poturica! Tell me, how in all the vastness of those cursed Ottoman lands did you find my daughter?"


    "Such was the way of it, Captain," Poturica began. "I wouldn’t have thought to search for her there, nor even guessed that she had been taken from her home. But just before the new year, while I was wandering through the market in Kamengrad, a young spahi[33] approached me riding on a fine horse. He was armed and well-dressed, more like a nobleman – if not a bey, then certainly his right-hand man. He asked me straight away if I was Poturica-hekim[34], as they called me, though I was never just a physician by trade. Said they had sent him to find me because my services were needed.


    I told him without hesitation that I was indeed the one he sought, for too many in that market knew me for me to lie my way out. Besides, I had treated many Turks, and word of my skills had spread among


    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    

    
  


  
    
      [1] Pronounced /ˈkuːpɑː/ – a river in Croatia and Carniola; In and around Karlovac flow the rivers Kupa, Korana /ˈkɔːrɑːnɑː/, Mrežnica /ˈmrɛʒnitsa/, and Dobra /ˈdɔːbrɑː/, which is why the city has long been known as the "City on Four Rivers."

    


    
      [2] Pronounced /ˈplɪtvɪtsɛ/ – Plitvice are a group of lakes in Croatia, today recognized as the oldest and one of the most beautiful national parks. The Korana river originates from the Plitvice Lakes.

    


    
      [3] Poturica /poʊˈtuːrɪtsə/ refers to a Christian who has converted to Islam and accepted Ottoman customs, often viewed with suspicion or disdain in the historical context.

    


    
      [4] The Uskoks (Croatian: Uskoci, pronounced /ǔsko̞t͡si/, singular: Uskok; notes on naming) were irregular soldiers in Habsburg Croatia that inhabited and worked in the areas on the eastern Adriatic coast and surrounding territories during the Ottoman wars in Europe. A large population of Uskoks was settled and operated within the Austro-Hungarian military in the area of Žumberak.

    


    
      [5] Vlachs – In Croatian history, the Vlachs were initially a Romance-speaking pastoralist community who migrated to the region. Over time, they largely assimilated with the Slavs, adopting their language and customs, but some groups retained their distinct identity and way of life. 

    


    
      [6] Akinji /ɑːˈkɪndʒiː/ – a light horseman, a member of smaller military units who retains or resells the spoils from raiding expeditions (akins) as his own reward, usually from the ranks of the spahis. The spahi /spaːhi/ were professional cavalrymen deployed by the Seljuk Turks and later by the Ottoman Empire.

    


    
      [7] Pronounced /ˈduːboʊˌvɑːts/

    


    
      [8] The Military Frontier was a borderland of the Habsburg monarchy and later the Austrian and Austro-Hungarian Empire. It acted as the cordon sanitaire against incursions from the Ottoman Empire.

    


    
      [9] Pronounced /ɡɔːˈrɪʃən/

    


    
      [10] Medvednica, pronounced /mɛdˈvɛdnitsa/; Klek pronounced /klɛk/; Žumberak pronounced /ˈʒumbɛrak/ – hills and mountain structures surrounding plains in central Croatia.

    


    
      [11] Pronounced /ˈtuːrɑːɲ/

    


    
      [12] Opanci /oʊˈpɑːntsi/ are traditional peasant shoes, typically made of leather, worn in various parts of Southeastern Europe.

    


    
      [13] Pronounced /ˈpɛtar/

    


    
      [14] General Ivan Farenberg /ˈiːvɑːn ˈfɑːrənˌbɛrg/ was a renowned Croatian and Austrian military leader who played a pivotal role in several key battles preceding the construction of Karlovac, including those in Dubovac and Drežnik, at the age of 77. 

    


    
      [15] Pronounced /ˈdrɛʒnik/

    


    
      [16] Pashaluk or Pashalik (Turkish: paşalık) jurisdiction of a pasha or the territory governed by him.

    


    
      [17] Beglerbeg /ˈbɛɡləbɛɡ/ – The governor of a province of the Ottoman empire, in rank next to the grand vezier.

    


    
      [18] Pronounced /sɔːkɔˈloːvɪtʃ/

    


    
      [19] Pronounced /ˈbiʃtɕɛ/

    


    
      [20] Lika – /ˈliːka/, a region in Croatia, located between the Velebit mountain range and the Plješevica mountain, known for its rugged terrain and sparse population.

    


    
      [21] Pala PAH-lah /pɑː.lɑː/ – a type of Ottoman sabre, known for its slightly curved blade, designed for cutting in close combat. It was often used by cavalry and high-ranking soldiers.

    


    
      [22] Pronounced /kɪlɪj/, /kɪlja/, / kɪlɪja/

    


    
      [23] Pronounced KRAN-yets /ˈkraːn.jɛts/

    


    
      [24] Pronounced /ˈjuː.ra/

    


    
      [25] Hajduk – /ˈhaɪ.duːk/ – a term used in the Balkans for outlaws or rebels, often romanticized as freedom fighters against the Ottoman Empire. Historically, hajduks were sometimes partisans and guerrilla fighters, resisting Ottoman rule, but they were also known for banditry.

    


    
      [26] Andreas von Auersperg, Lord of Schönberg und Seisenberg (Slovene: Andrej Turjaški; Croatian: Andrija Auersperg) (9th April 1556 – 5th September 1593) was a Carniolan noble from the influential Auersperg family, leader of the defending forces at the Battle of Sisak in 1593.

    


    
      [27] Ljubljana (in today's Slovenia)

    


    
      [28] Francez – A local term for Blaufränkisch, a dark-skinned grape variety used in red wine production (pronounced /ˈblaʊ̯ˌfʁɛŋkɪʃ/ in German)

    


    
      [29] Referring to Archduke Charles of Austria (von Habsburg)

    


    
      [30] Mira – Pronounced Mee-rah /ˈmiː.ra/

    


    
      [31] Kamengrad /ˈkɑː.mɛn.grɑːd/ A very old settlement with a castle, located in present-day Bosnia and Herzegovina, controlled by the Ottomans during the time of this story.

    


    
      [32] Ozalj – /ôzaʎ/ is a historic town in Croatia, located on the Kupa River. It has been a strategic and cultural centre since medieval times. The castle in Ozalj was first mentioned in the 13th century and later became the seat of powerful Croatian noble families, such as the Zrinski and Frankopan families, during the 16th and 17th centuries.

    


    
      [33] Spahi – Ottoman cavalrymen granted fiefs (timars) in exchange for military service, similar to European feudal knights.

    


    
      [34] Hekim (tur. hećim) – a healer. Pronounced hey-chim /ˈheɪ.tʃɪm/

    


    
      [35] Pronounced /maɪ.dʌn/

    


    
      [36] Çardak – (Turkish, pronounced ˈtʃɑːr.dɑːk) –  a wooden house, often elevated, found in the Balkans, used for various purposes, including as living quarters, military objects or storage.

    


    
      [37] Dimije /ˈdiː.mɪ.jɛ/ – traditional wide-legged trousers, commonly worn by women in the Ottoman Empire, often elaborately decorated.

    


    
      [38] Rakija – (pronounced ˈrɑː.kɪ.jə) –  a strong alcoholic drink made from fermented fruit, commonly found in the Balkans.

    


    
      [39] Sudžuk /ˈsuːdʒʊk/ – a dry, spicy sausage commonly found in the Balkans, the Middle East, and Central Asia.

    


    
      [40] Pronounced /yɑːˈziːd/

    


    
      [41] Alay-bey – (pronounced ah-lay bey) from Turkish ālāi (meaning procession or regiment) and bey (meaning lord or chieftain in the broadest sense). The title Alay-bey refers to a commander of a regiment or a leader responsible for a significant military or ceremonial procession

    


    
      [42] Pronounced /ˈni.kɔ.la/

    


    
      [43] Hussar /hʊˈzɑːr/ – Light cavalrymen known for their distinctive and elaborate uniforms, originally from Hungary and Poland, later adopted by other European armies. The word "hussar" comes from the Hungarian huszár. The hussars were skilled in fast, agile warfare and were especially prominent during the 16th to 19th centuries.

    


    
      [44] Raja /rǎja/ – common people or subjects, typically referring to non-Muslim subjects, particularly Christian peasants but also ordinary people, under Ottoman rule.

    


    
      [45] Žumberčanka – pronounced zhoom-behr-chan-kah /ʒumˈbɛrtʃaŋka/ – a spirit, similar to rakija, traditionally made from plums and prepared using a special recipe originating from the villages in the Žumberak region

    


    
      [46] Pronounced /ˈni.kɔ.la/

    


    
      [47] Effendi (pronounced eh-FEN-dee /ɛˈfɛndi/) – a Turkish title of respect, used to address a man of authority or education, similar to "sir" or "lord", sometimes just a respectful way to address a person

    


    
      [48] Pronounced /ârbanas/

    


    
      [49] Zrin /zrɪn/, Cazin /ˈʦaːziːn/, and Bužim /ˈbuʒiːm/ – Towns that were part of the former Ottoman Empire, now in modern Bosnia and Herzegovina.

    


    
      [50] Stubica /stûbit͡sa/ – a historical place in Croatia associated with the Peasants’ Revolt of 1573. The revolt, led by Matija Gubec, was a major uprising of peasants against feudal lords, particularly in response to exploitation and oppressive conditions imposed by the nobility. The rebellion was crushed, and Gubec was executed, but it remains a symbol of resistance in Croatian history.


      

    


    
      [51] Yatagan (pronounced yah-ta-gan /jɑː.tɑː.ɡæn/) – a type of Ottoman Turkish short sabre, featuring a slightly curved, single-edged blade and a hilt without a guard, traditionally carried by janissaries and infantrymen.

    


    
      [52] Pronunced AHN-dree-yah /ˈɑn.dri.ja/

    


    
      [53] Ana – pronounced ah-nah /ˈɑː.nɑ/, a common female name in Slavic countries, similar to "Anna" or "Anne" in English

    


    
      [54] Ivan – pronounced ee-vahn /ˈi.van/, a common Slavic name, equivalent to John in English

    


    
      [55] Basar / Basarac – pronounced bah-sahr / bah-sah-rahts, where "Basar" is a shorter form of the surname "Basarac," a Croatian name /ˈbɑː.sɑːr/ /ˈbɑː.sɑː.rɑts/

    


    
      [56] Milan – pronounced mee-lahn  /ˈmi.lan/

    


    
      [57] Šljivovica – pronounced shlee-voh-vee-tsah /ˈʃʎiː.ʋo.ʋit.sa/ – is a type of rakija, a strong distilled spirit commonly made from plums, popular throughout the Balkans

    


    
      [58] Vivodina – pronounced vee-voh-dee-nah /ʋiʋǒdina/ – is a village near Ozalj, renowned for its long-standing tradition of wine production

    


    
      [59] Metlika – pronounced meh-tlee-kah /mɛtˈliːka/ – is a town in southeastern Slovenia, near the Croatian border, historically significant due to its proximity to the Military Frontier and the ongoing conflicts with the Ottoman Empire

    


    
      [60] In older Croatian, the word "dub" (today mostly "hrast") was used to refer to oak trees. The village of Dubovac earned its name due to the abundance of oak trees that once covered the surrounding hills

    


    
      [61] Stjepan – pronounced Styeh-pahn /stjêpan/, is a traditional Croatian name derived from Sveti Stjepan (Saint Stephen), known for being the first Christian martyr

    


    
      [62] Danilo – pronounced DAH-nee-lo /ˈdaː.ni.lo/

    


    
      [63] "Can I trust you?"

    


    
      [64] "What does your heart tell you?"

    


    
      [65] "The only person you can trust is me because I am the only one who has nothing left to lose."

    


    
      [66] Eškije (plural; singular eškija, pronounced: EHSH-kee-yeh /ˈɛʃkije/; EHSH-kee-yah /ˈɛʃkija/) is an adopted Turkish word referring to bandits or outlaws who often roamed the roads, especially in the borderlands and unsettled regions.

    


    
      [67] Akın – refers to a military raid, typically a fast, mounted raid into enemy territory, often carried out by the Ottoman forces, akinji. Pronounced as ah-KEEN /ɑːˈkɪn/

    


    
      [68] Çalma – pronounced CHAL-mah /ˈtʃɑlmɑ/ refers to a type of headdress or turban commonly worn by Ottoman men, turban.

    


    
      [69] Gašpar Alapić – GAHSH-pahr A-lah-pich /ɡaʃpaːr ɑlɑpitɕ/ was a historical figure, a nobleman and military commander during the 16th century, serving in the defence of Croatia against the Ottomans.

    


    
      [70] Mihael – pronounced as MEE-hah-el /ˈmihaɛl/ – Croatian for Michael

    


    
      [71] Zrinski (Pronounced as ZREEN-skee /zrîːnskiː/) refers to a noble Croatian family, one of the most influential in the Kingdom of Croatia during the 16th and 17th centuries. They were renowned for their military prowess and staunch defence of Croatia and Hungary against the Ottomans. The most famous members of the family were Nikola Zrinski, the hero of the Siege of Szigetvár, and his descendant Petar Zrinski, who played a significant role in the Croatian-Hungarian resistance against the Habsburg monarchy

    


    
      [72] Zagreb (ZAH-greb /ˈzɑːɡrɛb/) is the capital city of Croatia, located in the northwestern part of the country. Medvedgrad (MED-ved-grad /ˈmɛdvɛdɡrad/ is a medieval fortified town located on the southern slopes of Medvednica mountain, near Zagreb 

    


    
      [73] Ban – The title Ban pronounced /bän/ was a noble title in Croatia, signifying a governor or viceroy, historically representing the ruler’s authority in a region. The Ban was a military leader and the head of civil administration, often wielding considerable power. In the 19th century, Ban Josip Jelačić was a prominent figure who played a key role in Croatia’s national revival and the defense against Hungarian forces. The title was used until the end of the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

    


    
      [74] Sabor (Croatian: Sabor) is the traditional name for the Croatian parliament, a historical institution dating back to the Middle Ages. It represents the legislative body of Croatia. Pronounced as SAH-bor /ˈsɑːbɔr/

    


    
      [75] Haramijas (Croatian: Haramija) were irregular soldiers in Croatia, often part of local defense forces, used primarily in border regions to fend off Ottoman incursions. pronounced HAH-rah-mee-yah /ˈhɑːrɑmiːjɑ/

    


    
      [76] Una is a river that flows through Croatia and Bosnia and Herzegovina. Pronounced as OO-nah /ˈuːnɑː/. Sana is also a river in Bosnia and Herzegovina, pronounced SAH-nah /ˈsɑːnɑː/.

    


    
      [77] Bišće (modern-day Bihać) is a town in Bosnia and Herzegovina, significant for its strategic position during the Ottoman wars. Pronounced BEE-shche /ˈbiːʃtʃɛ/

    


    
      [78] Kladuša refers to modern Velika Kladuša, another town in Bosnia and Herzegovina. Pronounced as KLAH-doo-shah /ˈklɑːduːʃɑː/.

    


    
      [79] Prijedor is a town in northern Bosnia and Herzegovina. Pronounced PREE-yeh-dor /ˈpriːjɛdor/

    


    
      [80] Raja – refers to the common, non-military subjects in the Ottoman Empire, often peasants or farmers, regardless of their religious affiliation. They were subject to taxation and certain restrictions but were protected by the state in return. Pronounced RAH-yah /ˈrɑːjɑː/.

    


    
      [81] Celje is a historic town in present-day Slovenia, known for its medieval castle. Although Mira recalls it as part of her memories from Carniola (Kranjska), Celje was not actually within Carniola at the time but rather part of the neighbouring region of Štajerska (Styria), which bordered Carniola. Pronounced as TSEL-yeh /ˈt͡sɛljɛ/

    


    
      [82] Rahatluk (Turkish: rahat lukum) is a traditional Turkish sweet, also known as Turkish delight, made from starch and sugar, often flavoured with rosewater or lemon. It is commonly served alongside tea. Pronounced as RAH-haht-look /ˈrɑːhɑtluːk/

    


    
      [83] Divan (Ottoman Turkish: ديوان‎) was the Imperial Council of the Ottoman Empire, responsible for advising the Sultan on matters of state, law, and military campaigns. Pronounced as DEE-vahn /diˈvɑːn/


      

    


    
      [84] Cennet (Turkish: جنّت) refers to paradise or heaven in Islamic tradition, representing the eternal reward for the faithful. Pronounced as jeh-NEHT /dʒɛˈnɛt/

    


    
      [85] Siget refers to the city of Siget (Szigetvár), a key fortress in southern Hungary, which was the site of the famous Siege of Siget in 1566, during which a small Croatian-Hungarian force held off the Ottoman army. Pronounced in Croatian SEE-get /ˈsiːɡɛt/

    


    
      [86] Zrinski refers to Nikola Zrinski, a Croatian nobleman, soldier, and hero, who famously led the defence of Siget against the Ottoman Empire in 1566. His valiant stand is considered one of the most heroic acts in Croatian and Hungarian history. Pronounced ZREEN-skee /ˈzriːnski/

    


    
      [87] Vojnović (pronounced VOY-no-veech /ˈʋɔjnɔvitɕ/), now known as Vojnić (pronounced VOY-neech /ˈʋɔjnitɕ/), is a small town located in what was once the heart of the Military Frontier. At the time, it served as an important outpost

    


    
      [88] Pronounced GAH-shoh /ɡâʃo/ – a short name for Gašpar

    


    
      [89] Gvozd (pronounced GVOHZD /ɡʋôzd/) is a historical name for the area now known as Petrova Gora, a forested region in Croatia. It holds historical significance as the site of the Battle of Gvozd Mountain in 1097

    


    
      [90] Topusko (pronounced TOH-poos-ko /ˈtɔpuskɔ/) is a town in central Croatia, known for its hot springs and ancient thermal baths, which were devastated during various wars, including the Ottoman conquests.

    


    
      [91] Novi Grad (pronounced NOH-vee grahd /ˈnɔvɪ ɡrɑːd/) is a town located on the border of Bosnia and Herzegovina, historically significant as a frontier post. It was a key location in the Military Frontier, frequently caught between the warring Ottoman and Habsburg forces, but finally occupied by Ottomans in 1557

    


    
      [92] Pavao (pronounced PAH-vah-oh /ˈpɑːʋaɔ/) is the Croatian version of the name Paul, commonly used in Croatian-speaking regions

    


    
      [93] Pronounced mee-LOO-teen /miˈluːtin/

    


    
      [94] Şeytan /ʃejˈtɑn/ – Turkish for The Devil (Satan)

    


    
      [95] A common phrase – walking with burning coal in the bag meant to be tense all the time.

    


    
      [96] Salam aleyküm: A traditional Arabic (and generally muslim) greeting meaning "Peace be upon you," often used among Muslims. Pronunciation: /sɑː.lɑːm əˈleɪ.kʊm/

    


    
      [97] Pronounced drah-GOO-teen /drɑːˈɡuːtɪn/

    


    
      [98] Pronounced AHV-doh /ˈɑvdoʊ/

    


    
      [99] Pronounced GLEE-nah /ˈɡliːnɑ/

    


    
      [100] "Mercy"

    


    
      [101] Hoşgeldiniz (tur.) pronounced /hɔʃˈɡel.dinɪz/ – Welcome!

    


    
      [102] Timarli spahi – pronunciation: /tiˈmar.li spaˈhi/ – refers to a cavalryman in the Ottoman Empire who was granted land (called a timar) in exchange for military service. These spahis were responsible for governing the land, collecting taxes and providing military support during wartime. The timarli spahi were an essential part of the Ottoman military and administrative system.

    


    
      [103] Cehennemi – pronounced /d͡ʒeˈhen.ne.mi/ – is a Turkish word meaning "hellish" or "of hell." It conveys extreme, unbearable conditions, often used to describe intense cold or heat. 

    


    
      [104] Fildžan – /fǐld͡ʒaːn/ – A cup for drinking (Turkish) coffee, usually made of porcelain. In more luxurious versions, it is adorned with copper.  

    


    
      [105] Beglerbeg (Turkish /ˈbeɡ.ler.beɡ/) – Bey of Beys, initially the highest rank in the Ottoman military, the Sultan’s supreme commander of the army, responsible for governing a larger province

    


    
      [106] Aysun /ˈaɪ.sun/ is a Turkish name meaning "beautiful as the moon," commonly used for girls

    


    
      [107] KAH-VA /ˈkah.va/ – Coffee (Turkish)

    


    
      [108] Jezva (Turkish jezva /ˈd͡ʒez.va/) is a small pot with a long handle, traditionally used to prepare coffee or tea


      

    


    
      [109] Divan – /diˈvɑːn/ – In the Ottoman Empire, the Divan was a high council or governing body, often referred to as the Sultan’s advisory council. It acted as a sort of parliament, where important decisions regarding state affairs, military actions, and legal matters were discussed and made. The Divan was composed of key officials, including viziers and military leaders

    


    
      [110] Şeytan – /ʃejˈtɑn/ – is a Turkish word meaning "devil" or "satan," often used figuratively to describe someone cunning or evil

    


    
      [111] Orta – /ˈɔr.ta/ – refers to a division or unit within the Janissary corps. Each orta was like a regiment, and together they formed the backbone of the Ottoman military forces

    


    
      [112] Pronounced SAH-fet /ˈsa.fɛt/

    


    
      [113] Aşçıbaşı – (Turkish /ʌʃ.ʧɪ.bɑː.ʃɪ/) – this term traditionally means "chief cook" but also refers to the rank in the Ottoman janissary military structure, similar to the rank of captain in the Austro-Hungarian army.

    


    
      [114] Cebelü – infantry soldier in the service of a spahi in the Ottoman army. The term refers to irregular troops or armed men provided by the spahi as part of their military duties. Pronunced /d͡ʒeˈbe.lü/

    


    
      [115] Dvor – pronounced /dʋɔr/ – a settlement in Croatia, located in the region near the Una River

    


    
      [116] Kostajnica /kosˈtaːj.nit͡sa/ – A fortified town located on the banks of the Una River, historically significant in the defence against Ottoman invasions.

    


    
      [117] Blagaj /blɑːgaɪ/ – A historical fortress town, also falling under Ottoman control during the 16th century, located in what is now Bosnia and Herzegovina.

    


    
      [118] Pronounced /mɑlkɔt͡ʃ/

    


    
      [119] /ˈtoː.mo/

    


    
      [120] Çarşı: A Turkish word meaning marketplace or bazaar. In the Ottoman period, the çarşı was a central place in towns where various goods were traded. Pronunciation: /t͡ʃɑrˈʃɯ/.

    


    
      [121] MAH-rah /ˈmɑː.rə/

    


    
      [122] "Teşekkür, hanımefendi" – Turkish for "Thank you, madam", a bit flattering.

    


    
      [123] Sarma /ˈsar.ma/ – A traditional dish found in many countries of the Balkans, the Middle East and Central Europe. It consists of cabbage leaves (or sometimes vine leaves) wrapped around a filling of minced meat, rice and spices. It is typically slow-cooked and served hot, especially during winter or festive periods.

    


    
      [124] Şişa /ʃiːˈʃa/ – Also known as a hookah or water pipe, şişa is a traditional Middle Eastern device used for smoking flavoured tobacco or (before tobacco) flavoured herbs.

    


    
      [125] Banja Luka /ˈbaɲa ˈluːka/ – In the 16th century, Banja Luka became a significant center of Ottoman administration. During the reign of the Ottoman Empire, particularly under Ferhad Pasha Sokolović, who was appointed in the 1570s, Banja Luka served as the seat of the pasha (provincial governor). It was an important military and political hub for the region, and numerous structures were built, including mosques and public baths, as part of Ferhad Pasha’s efforts to develop the city.

    


    
      [126] Mustafa /ˈmʊs.tə.fə/ – The name Mustafa is of Arabic origin and is commonly used in the Muslim world

    


    
      [127] Rahatluk /ˈra.hat.luk/ – A traditional confection also known as Turkish delight, made from starch and sugar, often flavoured with rosewater or other fruit essences.

    


    
      [128] Bayan /ˈba.jan/ – A respectful form of address for a woman, often used in Turkish to mean "lady" or "madam."

    


    
      [129] Tanrım seni korusun /tɑnˈɾɯm sɛˈni koɾuˈsun/ – Turkish for "May God protect you."

    


    
      [130] Saint Sava – serbian Sveti Sava /ˈsɑː.və/) – The most significant Serbian Orthodox saint.

    


    
      [131] Pronounced /hɑˈlil/

    


    
      [132] Sanski Most /ˈsɑːnski mɔst/ – A town in present-day Bosnia and Herzegovina, historically part of the Ottoman Empire and named after the bridge over the Sana river. During the 16th century, Sanski Most was under Ottoman rule, serving as a strategic settlement along important trade and military routes. Its location along the Sana River contributed to its significance as a stopping point between larger Ottoman cities such as Banja Luka and later Bihać.

    


    
      [133] Divan /diːˈvɑːn/ – here a type of low, cushioned seat without a back or arms, commonly used in Turkish and Middle Eastern settings. It is often associated with lounging and comfort, originally part of the seating furniture in the Ottoman Empire.

    


    
      [134] Vezir /vəˈzɪər/ – a high-ranking political advisor or minister in the Ottoman Empire, often serving as a close confidant to the sultan. Vezirs held significant power and influence, particularly in military and administrative matters, and were often members of the imperial council.

    


    
      [135] Ibrahim: /iːˈbrɑːhɪm/ (ee-BRAH-heem) Hamza: /ˈhæmzɑː/ (HAM-zah) Kosta: /ˈkɔːstə/ (KAW-stah) Salih: /ˈsɑːlɪh/ (SAH-likh)

    


    
      [136] Spahi vs. Janissary rivalry – Spahi (Ottoman cavalry) often looked down on janissaries (elite infantry), partly due to their differing military roles. Janissaries had a strong culinary tradition, even wearing spoons in their hats as a symbol of unity, which led spahi to mock them as "spoon-carriers," implying they were more focused on cooking than fighting.

    


    
      [137] Hanuma – A respectful Turkish term for a wife or lady, commonly used in Ottoman times. It refers to a woman of a household, typically denoting her social role as a wife or a noblewoman.

    


    
      [138] Help! Help!

    


    
      [139] "Oh, my God!"

    


    
      [140] Merhamet – /mɛrˈhamɛt/ – Mercy (turkish)

    


    
      [141] Felaket (Turkish) – disaster

    


    
      [142] Kladuša /klǎduʃa/ – A historical town in the western part of Bosnia, near the Croatian border. In the 16th century, it was part of the Ottoman frontier region and often found itself in the midst of conflicts between the Ottoman Empire and the Habsburg Monarchy. The region around Kladuša was of strategic importance, with both sides seeking control over the local fortifications and trade routes. Its rugged terrain and dense forests made it an ideal place for guerrilla warfare, and it was frequently used as a staging ground for raids and skirmishes by both Ottoman and local forces. Despite the conflicts, Kladuša remained a key outpost of Ottoman influence in the area.

    


    
      [143] "Have mercy on me, almighty God!" (Turkish)

    


    
      [144] A fetva (Turkish: fetva /fɛtˈʋa/) is a legal ruling or formal decree issued by an Islamic scholar or a religious authority. It typically addresses specific questions or situations in accordance with Islamic law (Sharia). Although not legally binding, a fetva holds significant influence within Muslim communities, particularly when issued by a highly respected scholar.

    


    
      [145] Krsti: derogatory term for Christians used in certain regions.

    


    
      [146] Frankopan /ˈfraŋkopan/ – The Frankopan family was one of the most prominent noble families in Croatia, with origins dating back to the 12th century. They held significant political power and large estates across the region. The Frankopans played a major role in defending Croatian lands from the Ottomans during the 15th and 16th centuries. Notable members include Gašpar Frankopan, who was involved in the construction of important fortifications, while his marriage to the Lenković family further strengthened their influence in the military and political spheres of the time. Their seat of power included castles and forts such as those in Ozalj, Trsat and Senj.

    


    
      [147] Ivan Lenković /ˈiʋan ˈlɛŋkoʋit͡ɕ/ – A prominent Croatian military leader and general of the Uskoks, Ivan Lenković played a significant role in the defence against the Ottoman Empire during the 16th century. He is known for his leadership of the Uskoks. He also strengthened fortifications in strategic locations, helping to protect the Croatian frontier from Ottoman incursions.

    


    
      [148] Nehaj /ˈnɛxaj/ – A fortress located in the town of Senj, Croatia. It was built by Ivan Lenković in 1558 as a stronghold against the Ottomans and Venetians. The fortress is historically significant as it was a center for the Uskoks, a Croatian militia force known for their resistance to Ottoman expansion and their raids on Venetian ships.

    


    
      [149] Inshallah /ɪnˈʃɑːlɑː/ – Arabic phrase meaning "God willing" or "if God wills it," commonly used by Muslims to express hope or trust in God’s will.

    


    
      [150] Janko – Slovenian (Carniolan) or Croatian male name. Pronounced /ˈjan.ko/ (YAHN-koh).

    


    
      [151] Karlovac Grammar School /kǎːrlovats/– A prestigious secondary school in Karlovac, Croatia, founded in 1766. The school is renowned for its historical contributions to education in the region, notably producing famous alumni like Nikola Tesla, who attended the school from 1870 to 1873. Tesla, influenced by his physics teacher, Martin Sekulić, developed an early fascination with electricity during his time there. The author attended the same school for four years starting 1986, while it was still named after national hero Dr. Ivan Ribar
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