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When the mind overcomes all misfortunes and happiness and rises above this world, it suddenly spills over into wisdom with nothing more to say and keeps silent with satisfaction. But before that happens, let the words make a memorial ...

Some people there can transcend the dimensions of time and space, as well as the properties that naturally determine their beings, so as naked without any cover or veil, as infinite and unlimited, they ascend unnaturally to an area where every known human concept is absent. In these people, the power of the heart and inner radiance, together with the all-seeing mind, spreads to infinity.

If a dark cloud forms over these people's heads and lives, such people are first silent and suffer misfortunes for the evil to pass by itself. But when one could peek into them, one would see many sparks bouncing in an attempt to unite into one great flame, and the devil himself would run away from it.

And as it usually happens, even when the evil does not pass by itself, these people reach the terrible fire without a word, but with the radiance of the spiritual force pouring from the heart, they strike at the cause of darkness with all their might.

And even if the waves of nausea and pain constantly flood life, and even if the human gaze is dulled so that the living colors of the world disappear before the look, and as the Preacher said, even if everything in this world was Abel, they do not give up.
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The inhabitants placed their village on the edge of the field around two springs that sprang from the hill above the huts and flowed through the area to flow into a river called Zrmanja. Its narrow and green waters settled and sailed under the Velebit mountain, which, like a giant shield, guarded the breathtaking vistas day and night. 

The villagers said Zrmanja was whispering about the past, but no one would understand. Some tried to understand this, so they watched as it split the meadows and rocky shores so that it flowed crookedly with its faithful curves, now calm, gentle, and quiet, and now it roars over the waterfalls. One moment is in the village, and already the next moment is under the bridge; now it crosses the mill wheels, and so to the blue sea under the constant accompaniment of the yellow-golden rays of the Sun and Moon.

The huts in the village are quadrangular, with walls built of dry stone and covered with reeds from the banks of the Zrmanja. Some have filled the cavities between the rocks with earth, while others have done so with cow dung mixed with ashes. All these huts are single-store and form one undivided room in the center of a fireplace around which all the occupants live together, warm themselves, eat, and sleep. There is no furniture inside except for a few low three-legged chairs and stumps on which they cut meat or hold earthen pots and wooden cutlery on them.

In winter, when the Bura blows from Velebit, the whole village is covered in eerie hissing and creaking, and all the plants above the ground begin to bend and shake as if startled. But the villagers didn't seem to notice all that because just then, they went out to some clearing and spread, letting the Bura bathe them.

"It's healthy." – they said. 

They brought water from the stream and kept it in ‘vucija,' which are flat wooden barrels suitable to be tied to the back and thus carried. They never drank that water immediately upon bringing it into the house because it was not so good, but they let it rest for a while. Nobody knew what the water was supposed to rest from, but everyone knew that one should only drink once it rested. The village was inhabited by many other unwritten rules that proudly stood under 'it is not good to do'.

This morning when Mitar got up, the sky was still slightly pale. The birds have yet to be heard, and only one rooster was sounded.

"Our Father who is in heaven, hallowed be thy name... Bless us and let your hand be upon us, and keep us from evil, lest he destroys us." – Mitar's first words were. The pleasant scents of dawn filled his nostrils uncontrollably, giving him mood swings. 

In front of the neighboring hut facing the field, two sleepy boys dressed in worn and damaged rags, much more extensive than those who would fit them, drove a herd of goats out of the pen to graze. The straw in which they slept still protruded from their tousled hair. Watching them with a careful eye, a frail older man standing at the door of the hut watched their actions. He must have been their grandfather. The man was at the end of his life.

And there was already living in front of the hut from Mitar towards the hill. A middle-aged man with a round face and dark eyes full of worries bent barefoot and pounded his sandals on the stone, shaking off yesterday's now-hardened field mud. Next to him stood a woman watching him closely, not caring about anything around her, as if the whole world was crammed into his actions. She held white woolen socks in her hand, waiting for the right time to pass them on to her husband. She would always do all the work obediently, silently, and obediently while her husband was at home. But as soon as this one moved away from the threshold, she would sniff and poke her nose into the most hidden soup all day. Neither a bird could fly over the village, nor a fish could move anywhere under the water, nor a mole could dig a tunnel underground without her knowing it. In addition, she would wiggle her tongue through the village so the one she would find sought salvation and call on God for help. Her tongue caught fire like an overheated axle on a horse-drawn carriage when she chatted like that.

At the same time, a young woman ran out of the third hut as if she had jumped out of the devil's bag. She had a bewildered look, messy hair, and was only half-dressed. She hurried behind the hut, slipped past the tied-up dog watching her in confusion, and headed for the hill above the village. If she didn't hurry, she would mess up the clothes she slept in, and she certainly didn't wear panties.

The morning preparations also took place in a hut at the end of the village where a certain Gerasim lived. He was single and lived alone. He didn't have a habit of washing himself, so mud didn't accumulate around his neck so he could plant potatoes, but he did have a tradition of lighting a pipe as soon as he opened his eyes. He had strong jaws with a thick wild beard. When a man sees him, he runs away, not to look at him like that. He would leave the house every morning and return only in pitch darkness. No one knew where he went, what he did, and what he lived on, and he didn't talk about it. In the village, it was a tale that he wandered around because the ungodly weighed his soul.

In the same way, as the boys drove the goats away, a woman all in black entered the village. She carried a huge load of wood tied with a rope on her back. Behind her, about fifty paces, was a large man named Elijah. He was wearing a black woolen coat that reached his ankles. So, clothed, he looked like some great dark apparition, and his dark eyes under his hood shone with insolence even at night. He was rarely at home at night. At night, he did jobs everyone knew must have been unclean, but no one dared to tell him anything about it. He had somehow stood out from the others who slept when he was awake and were awake when he slept.  

Indeed, all sorts of souls lived in the village, but still, most were good ones. Those who birds greet at dawn with a merry song. Those who are strong by nature and sincere in faith. Those undefiled and clean that their teeth do not tremble before trouble. The ones that radiate warmth from them and make you happy around your heart when you meet them.

After saddling the horse and preparing it for the trip, Mitar left the village. Then the rays of light began to break through the sparse, bright clouds anchored high in the sky, causing the blush to spread across the skies. The sun, with its light, revived the morning as the Moon faded as it retreated. Dawn peered into Mitar's face and shone in his pupils.

From the night, they emerged hills covered with stones and grass. Low shrubs also appeared that defiantly resisted drought. There was not a whiff of wind in the air.  

Mitar had a horse trained to ride and fight, although there was no war. Having such a horse was a tradition because you never know where a new war will come from. The horse was as black as the night that had fled before dawn. He was medium-sized with a harmonious head, prominent muscles, and a powerful back. He had a good character and an energetic temperament. It was a good horse, and everyone wanted one. Now he snorted contentedly occasionally, stretched his head, and looked kindly at his master.

As he rode, a hawk circled at a height above Mitar's head for a while, and when he, too, disappeared, the area was already soaked with the sun. Then a butterfly with colorful wings appeared from somewhere. He lingered around the horse for a while, and then he, too, disappeared in his search for a flower or a female.

Everything is looking for something, but what? Who would know?
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The desire for domination of the people over the people and of the state over the state was ongoing. Ever since God created the world, it has never stopped.

There will always be, and will forever be, mountains and valleys, seas, rivers and their shores, all human paths, and all the Earth under the skycap belong to someone, but only while there, now, and not forever as some heads held for the truth.

Troubles and centuries of ruthless wrestling with foreigners reigned on the stage of historical events, thus writing a horrible chronicle of robbery, looting, and human suffering. The force hovered over the abyss of death, so people stabbed and pushed over it. Whoever gives in knows where he will fall. 

The only certainty of life in this world full of unexplored, neglected, and lost souls, is the daily struggle for bare survival.

You need to have a lot of courage and imagination to overcome all those obstacles in life when there is no time to worry about tomorrow from today's accident.

There come times when the heavens have to be rolled up. Then the devils selflessly cut suits out of a fire that no average person would ever wear. Still, people, seemingly ordinary, pull them on and wear them.

"Is this the time preacher doomsday?" – ask many. 

Fortunately, unlike most things surrounding people, the hope for a better tomorrow is eternal. Who knows how deep the mud is where people would end up if it weren't for her?

Mitar was a young and courageous man. He spent almost all day on horseback to find help, realizing an idea that grew directly from his heart. He set out where the word of God spread and where human heads were filled with science. The horse beneath him carried him obediently with a light but firm stride, not caring where the master directed him. He only occasionally waved his ears and tail when a bumblebee approached him with its irritating buzz. 

When he arrived at his destination, Mitar felt satisfaction in himself. They told him to wait, so he started unpacking his horse. As he engaged around the horse, he whispered something soft to him, and the horse might have understood him.

The day was not too hot as the heat was subdued by a breeze that appeared just before noon. The sky was clear, so the late evening sun before sunset played freely with the trees, creating shadows.

A clear river bordered one side of the spacious courtyard he entered. After caring for the horse, he immediately crossed the green lawn to the water, unable to resist the call of its freshness. He kneels on the grass, crosses himself, and then carefully grabs the crystal-clear water with both hands as if it were a gem. He washed and drank as if it were his first and last time. The refreshment was very pleasing to him.

Not far from him, two students dressed in long black robes and with wooden crosses around their necks were walking along the river. When they saw the stranger approach the water as if it were gold, they stopped talking, so they began to watch the ritual before their eyes in silence and fascination. They have never seen such sensitivity to the gifts of nature. That will be a good topic for tomorrow's discussion.

And the stranger before them stared at the water and sky as he had never seen him before. The silence was disturbed only by the murmur of water and the occasional chirping of birds. It must have seemed to Mitar that this spell of silence could sometimes overpower even the loudest events. He felt an unusual peace and inexplicable joy within himself. He felt safe, as if he were in his mother's womb. 

Then, behind him, he heard a gentle and benevolent voice:

"What's the pain of the host?"

He quickly returned to reality at these words and rose from his knees.

“In the name of God, please help! Our people have perished! ”- was the first thing that the Zegar Harambasha Mitar spoke after he kissed the hand of the Archimandrite of the Krka monastery.

"Take it easy, good man. What do you mean the people have perished?" – The monk asked in a voice that betrayed old age and experience.

The monk's face was overgrown with a chin, but from which not a single hair protruded. He was closer to seventy years old and was dressed in a long black mantle with no sign on him. He had a gold chain around his neck which hung a large cross. His appearance was small and fragile, and his eyes, around which many wrinkles had accumulated, were cloudy—out of him flowed the wisdom and experience that everyone must have felt when they met him.

"He prays poorly to God and teaches poorly in his faith. We have no priest or church in the village.

My late father, God forgive his soul - Mitar folded three fingers into the holy trinity and crossed himself with them – long ago instilled in my head that folk customs, our faith, and commitment to the kingdom of heaven must forever remain engraved in our people. And the Turks are increasingly agitating against the heads of the houses to convert to Islam.

Several families have already moved." – Mitar explained, shaking his head in disapproval.

The people were illiterate, so converting weaker characters to join another denomination was relatively easy. Belonging to Islam brought various privileges and benefits. In some families, the host or the older son converted to Islam so that their houses would be spared from looting and violence, and the other household members remained in Christianity. All this time, the church was the only source of moral lessons and historical consciousness.

"Unfortunately, we know all that. That's not good. "- said the monk thoughtfully.

"The only salvation is to build a church and to educate the priest. Something should be done to make some people literate," – Mitar suggested.

"Yes, it could be; just where do the funds for the church come from?" – The monk asked, running his skeletal hand over his chin, and added:

"You are right, Harambasha. Illiteracy and the small number of our priests have weakened our spiritual resilience."

"Father, you know what our people have been through. We survived when the Romans stretched their wide roads across our valleys, hills, passes, and rivers, across our goat trails, and dragged all the riches of this world along them.

It can be seen that this Dalmatian karst remembered the sun, wind, salt, and rain well, and since ancient times it has been the scene of conflicts and wars, so it is soaked in blood, sweat, and tears. Everything is dotted everywhere, with forts, walls, and towers. Constantly someone had to defend himself from someone.

What my late grandfather told me about his times filled with terrible hunger and death still resonates in my ears. 

I remember well the story of the plague when whole families were dying of a fever. The elders from the village say that the black death halved us then. I remember the story of a time when a Turk spared nothing, no life, no church, no monasteries, and he took everything that could be taken from the people. Grandpa said people ate linden bark, vines, dogs, cats, and human flesh. I will never forget the story of how the Turks hanged a man in Banja Luka who had stolen something, and hungry people came overnight and ate him. 

Then our people called for death, not life, yet they survived and remained in their faith. Will we give in now, discard it all and disappear?"

"It is the tragedy of all those looking for a way to the light from the darkness, so they are forced to grope in the dark, constantly stumbling. Our people have long been entangled, with no imminent solution, between the political and spiritual struggles of the powerful of this world. Every day we put on a vague future so that we can unwind it only when it becomes the past."- the monk said thoughtfully and seriously, and when he was silent for a while, he continued:

"You speak Harambasha well. You are so young, and you already speak so well." 

Mitar only got married a few months ago. Although young, he already knew everything there was to know about the dark sides of life. His father was taken away by the Turks last year when he rebelled against the levy, and shortly afterward, word reached them that he had been killed on his way to Constantinople while trying to escape. Since he was the oldest in the house at the age of twenty-four, and he had already proved himself before the people several times with his father Harambasha, both in mind and courage, he was accepted as Harambasha.

Mitar was tall, raw, and intense, tanned by the sun. Honest, honorable, correct, and generally well-crafted. He was also pious, so he tried not to ruin his soul. Because of this, he threw himself on his knees more often than others and prayed to God for forgiveness. He was characterized by rough rationalism and righteousness with style from the hill tribe. He did not miss the folk festivities; the song was his favorite in them.

"As long as people like you do not lose faith in the face of temptations, our traditions will not disappear. We will do everything to save our people and our faith. It will not be easy, but with God's help, we will raise funds. We will gladly give you everything that can be separated from us. "- the monk concluded and asked:

"Have you been to the Krupa Monastery?"

"Yes, I am. Monks support the proposal and have promised to help as much as possible. They instructed me that it would be good to talk to you, and now I see that I did well to listen to them." – said Mitar with great pleasure.

"Okay, that's good. If the people are united, it will be something of that plan.

As for literacy and knowledge, one should be careful with that. In the holy books, God warns us from the beginning that there is no salvation and progress in all knowledge, but behind some knowledge lies doom. Behind every knowledge is the knowledge that seeks new knowledge. When Adam and Eve realized they were naked, as you can see today, they didn't make us happy. Knowing and learning something is undoubtedly very nice. But knowledge is an endless ocean. We need to drink from knowledge only what we need. By taking knowledge, our hunger for it only increases, so it pulls us to swim across that endless ocean farther and farther from the shore. In the end, it can make us tired, so we will inevitably drown." – Said the monk philosophically seriously, and when he was a bit silent, he continued:

"Good. You see with your people that wool, cheese, and tanned skins are separated from each house and collected for this purpose. Agree and determine who will give how much, so hide everything you collect well from the Turks. We will send people to you monthly to take it across the border and sell it to the Venetians. As soon as we raise enough funds to start, we will come together with the Krupa monks to consecrate the place, so let the construction begin."

Because of the monk's words, Mitar's eyes became wet. His face filled with happiness and enthusiasm. Joy flows from his heart. His heart wanted to jump out of him with pleasure and play around in front of them. Mitar didn't seem to have the strength for a word but bent down and kissed the monk's hand. Everything was clear, and nothing had to be said.

The day was slowly fading. The dark evening it has covered everything that could be seen until then. Venus appeared in the sky, and now so will the Moon with its usual indifference.

"It's time for the evening service. Come with us to pray to God, and we will have dinner. You will spend the night in the monastery with the students and tomorrow at dawn with dear God, and may happiness follow you!" – Said the monk in a satisfied voice because he saw Mitar's delight in joy.

At that, Mitar headed towards the temple, but after a few steps, something came to his mind, and he thought that it would be good to ask the monk's opinion about it, so he said:

"Father, I would like to ask you something else."

"Yes, and what is that?" – The monk said calmly, still walking with his slow step, which was more like hovering than walking.

"In this part of our country, a story has been told for a long time in which it is mentioned that a hero will be born among us who will stand on our forehead and free us from the Turkish yoke and misfortune. When do you think that will happen? "  

"I know about that story, but I don't know who was the first to tell it or when the people started telling it. God will give. He sees everything. God willing, it will be like that, but when no one knows. It is ours to trust and believe, and that will come." – said the monk with words that warmed the heart and instilled confidence, strengthening hope in the truth of what was said.

Mitar understood that precisely as he should have, so he had no more questions. 

The Turks also knew about this story and tried to prevent its spread. They arrested everyone who would talk about it and aroused hope in the people that the day would come when the Turkish empire would disappear. Because for the Turkish empire to disappear, it was not allowed to even think about it, let alone work on it.

After the joint prayer, the Archimandrite, probably motivated by a conversation with Mitar, had the need to address the priests and students, so he said on that occasion:

"Our time is such that we must endure low and submissive souls and their helpers with whom we should live and work. But we should not be tormented by that thick circle of suffering tightening around us despite our efforts and prayers. Let this be our exercise. Such an exercise will make us patient, humble, generous, selfless, and kind. Let it be an invisible hand that should still shape the image in us without the right shape. And may that figure, to the glory of God, become more and more beautiful every day. Amen!"

"Amen!" – Everyone said in unison, crossing themselves.

During the evening service, Mitar felt overjoyed to feel God's grace poured out on him. He dined in that mood.

Before he went to sleep, he looked gratefully at the sky, which was already covered with stars that shone like celestial pearls. Suddenly, in the south, near the zenith, he saw a precise cross. From that, some slight tingles of pleasure passed through his body. It was by no means clear to him that this was the first time he had noticed the shape of these stars. It was a good sign, so he crossed himself and prayed. 

That night, Mitar's dreams were visited by many saints, confirming the correctness of his aspirations. The future church also appeared before his eyes in glory.
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Two years later, in 1610, enough funds were raised to begin the construction of the church in Zegar.

Spring was in power. The lush greenery and the clear blue sky filled with the sun's rays delighted the soul of every man.

The people gathered on a meadow hill next to the river Zrmanja, so the monks from Krka and Krupa arrived to consecrate the foundations of the future church of St. George. The church was named after the baptismal feast of the house of the initiator, Harambasha Mitar, who was also the most deserving for the beginning of construction.

That afternoon, the whole village was gathered in the meadow. Together with the monks, they pierced a four-meter-high wooden cross into the ground, thus giving the meadows dignity as the site of a future church.

When this was done, the Archimandrite from Krupa appeared in front of everyone and addressed the villagers:

"Here we are, brothers, at the source of temptation. I know you are thirsty, but the water is poisoned. So, I ask you, brethren, will you drink and die or suffer and survive?

There is a bottomless and muddy pit in us into which we can throw ourselves. Often others help us to throw ourselves into it, but in the end, no one can throw us into that pit except everyone himself. So, when you throw yourself away, when your soul begins to cry sadly, and when you are overwhelmed by that fear, anxiety, and trembling that everyone around the dying person has always feared, do not be surprised.

And whoever does not go to the pit, there is another way for him. We need people who feel pleasure and happiness in nobility, selflessness, and ambition. The sun laughs happily at such people, so you will quickly recognize them by that. Only with such people can we survive. We must rely on such people and be ready to die for our defense. You were not trusting in yourself but in God. This is the only way to win. Only in this way will we be able to move from this side where there is pain, darkness, and doom to the other side where it will not be."

Then the Archimandrite of the monastery Krka appeared before the people to magnify and establish that day with his word:

"Burning with love for Christ the Lord, it was not difficult for Saint George to leave everything for that love: neither rank, nor wealth, nor royal honor, nor friends, nor the whole world. For this love, the Lord rewarded him with a wreath of unfading glory in heaven and on Earth and eternal life in his kingdom. The Lord still gives him the strength and power to help those who glorify him and call on his name in misery and trouble. Brothers and sisters, I hope we will shed light on the meaning of our presence in the past and thus open a clear path for the future. This temple will be a pledge and strengthen our lasting memory of our faith and national affiliation. Our hidden destiny in heaven is imbued with a love that will comfort his faithful children through our Lord Christ. Brothers, do not be afraid! Even to die for Christ is eternal life. The Highest will know how to reward the courage you show today in this now holy place. Lastly, remember that all of this is a loan from God. Glory to you, Lord God, King of Heaven!" – were the final words of the Archimandrite from Krka, from which many hearts jumped.

From these words and the consecration of the place in Mitar, a feeling of unspeakable joy awoke, from which he trembled for a few moments. Honor has long been sacred among the people of Zegar, and now it has become a duty of defense along with it. The given word became even more potent and became the same as life. It was good to hear the words of those who gave their lives to the service of God.

The people rejoiced, played, and sang all day. Unexpected serenity entered the people, and the villagers had a slight expression on their faces. You could see the cheerful faces of people toasting each other with wine from wooden glasses everywhere. They were merrymakers, so they needed just to be given a reason and a chance to rejoice. 

When these people would enter into fellowship and joy, they would forget the darkness that hung over them, so they would play and sing as if the sun had always shone just right for them.

It was weird, people. During a wedding or celebration, they would eat and drink everything they have in the house without regretting that they could seriously lack it tomorrow. They tended to do good to the neighbor of their nature of being. They are very grateful for even the smallest charities but woe to the one who harms them or insults them.

"This is good. Let the people relax a little and cheer up. Now they will have reason to gather around the construction site every year on May 6 and later around the church. This is their day for public gathering and joy." – the monks commented satisfactorily.

Towards the end of that year, Mitar had a son whom he named Vukadin, so that year, the Harambasha had two great reasons to celebrate.

"This was a difficult and painful but fruitful year. As far as the Turks are concerned, not many people have converted to Islam. We started the construction of our holy temple, we sent a young man to be educated as a priest in the Krka monastery, and here I am baptizing my first child, my son Vukadin." – were Mitar's words in the Krupa monastery.

The church's construction continued in the spring of the following year with sometimes more significant and occasionally minor difficulties. There were frequent interruptions, either due to a lack of funds because the Turks would plunder them or due to fear of the Turkish army if it were present somewhere nearby.

Islamized Christians were tasked by the Turkish authorities to monitor and report on all activities of the Harambasha Mitar, which posed an additional difficulty in raising funds and any actions not supported by the Turkish authorities. Karst has created very great contradictions between human characters. There you could find honorable people but also a considerable number of discouraged characters.  

Within their vast empire, the Turks carried out displacements, settlements, and the population distribution from the previously conquered areas to new territories, so new Christians and Mohammedans occasionally arrived in the Zegar area. This area was exciting to the Turks, as it was close to the border with Venice and the Austrian empire. The people were unhappy to move here because it was more than clear that living there was like sitting on a dry branch.

But Mitar and the people did not give up. The church was the only thing everyone agreed on as one soul, so they continued to raise funds, and on St. George's Day, they gathered around the construction site and celebrated the saint and God, praying, playing, and singing in joy.

Meanwhile, Mitar's family grew. Time passed carefully, slowly, and precisely as only it knows. This passage of time must have been suppressed by some invisible but very diligent hand. 

At the beginning of 1612, Mitar's daughter Jelena was born, and already in 1613, he had a son again, whom he named Janko. 

All the families lived in the community, so Mitar's house numbered three men for weapons, him and his two younger brothers, and there were four women, two female children, and four boys in the place. They had landed at their disposal for nine days of plowing: four oxen, two cows, seven horses, and about three hundred sheep and goats.

The inhabitants of Zegar had their fields created by the sediments of the river Zrmanja. It was a natural oasis in the karst among the meadows covered with numerous sharp stones that were not easy to walk on, let alone anything else. The field was incredibly productive with cabbage and corn. It was an absolute pleasure to mix this ground corn with goat's and sheep's milk and cheese or in a soup where they cooked sheep's or goat's meat and ate it instead of bread. This and meat and cabbage dishes were what the villagers most often ate and proudly welcomed their guests with it. Often, they would drink wine after the meat, which they also made themselves; after it, they would speak in languages they did not understand. But not only that. It is said that even the celestial bodies did not stand still then. Before their eyes, the stars shook unevenly, so it seemed to them as if they would jump down from the sky to Earth at any moment. And if someone suddenly looked at the other side of the sky, the situation was completely different. The stars spun in a circle as if in a dance wheel so they could safely conclude that the whole atmosphere was drunk.

[image: image]

Year after year, hard and slow, eight years after construction began, the Church of St. George was finally built. It was a small single-nave building, but for Mitar and his people, as the largest castle. It was the only solid masonry building in Christian possession.

When the bell rang, the sound spread a kind of sweet, heavenly music that shook all hearts and improved the souls of the gathered people. Joy, laughter, cheers, song, it all rose and hummed on a bright spring day.

However, the whole village did not gather there. A few had previously converted to Islam, so now the bell awakened in them some unknown shame that they did not even know that sleeping in them. These hidden tinks forced them to hide from the eyes of the people wherever they went and to beat their sinful breasts there in solitude, whispering prayers for which they no longer knew to which god they were addressed.

On May 6, Mitar entered their newly built church, all radiant, extremely satisfied, and in a good mood. He was aware that he and his people had done something that was on the verge of impossible.

"Who would have thought that we were able to build a church? And here, we built. Is there any greater proof than this that anything can be following God's laws and if a man believes enough in it? Now I’m sure we can accomplish whatever we want. Glory to you, Lord God!” – Mitar said, crossing himself. 

And the people cried out with one voice, crossing their chests:

"Glory to God! Glory to God! Glory to God!"

Mitar closed his eyes for a moment as if he were looking for words he would like to say in another world, and when the people finished thanking God, he opened his eyes and continued:

"Holy, glorious, and praiseworthy Great Martyr George, here gathered in your temple and bowed before your holy icon, we pray that you also pray with us to the merciful Lord to hear us mercifully by his immeasurable goodness, to grant us victory over the visible and to the invisible enemies of our faith and our salvation. Help us, saint and our victor, strengthen us in battles, destroy the force of the oncoming enemies to be ashamed, let their dishonesty be broken, and let them know that we have divine help. Lord, the creator of all things, deliver us from the enemy and torment so that we may glorify you now and always through all the ages. Amen!"

"Amen! Amen!” – Was heard joyfully from all throats. 

And as soon as the people fell silent again, Mitar added with a smile, shaking his head slightly and looking up:  

"If Georgie Mitrofanovic were alive for us, so he painted our walls with frescoes like the ones in the Krupa monastery, where would we end up?! But with God’s help and the advice of our monk brothers, that too will be arranged. Let's celebrate, people, and rejoice!"

On that day, Mitar's soul joyfully jumped from some indescribable heavenly delight and ecstasy. And while his sons Vukadin and Janko played around his legs, he sang happily, accompanied by a fiddle with one string.
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"Before you clapped your hands, I already have a girl and two heroes to marry. Last year, the older one got married from the vicinity of Cetina, and thank God my daughter has already gotten married. Here I am now for this younger one." – Mitar said to the Harambasha from Bilisan, patting Janko on the back. They came to look for a famous girl for her beauty. It was Stojanka from Bilisan.

Considering that both families had a good reputation, the agreement went very quickly, and to mutual satisfaction, everything ended as the customs dictated.  

In 1633, on St. George's Day, Janko and Stojanka got married in the church of St. George in Zegar. Mitar was in front of the house when the wedding guests arrived. He was holding a small child in his arms, which women from the village brought to him for the occasion. Before the bride dismounted, he got the child for her to caress his head which she did as gently as if the child were her own. When Mitar saw this, his heart jumped in his chest. Then Stojanka dismounted, knelt in front of the hut, and kissed the doorstep. 

And in the hut on the hearth, pots hung on chains were bubbling. Next to them, there was a roast on the spit. The flames crackled in the lamp. The incense spread slowly and filled every corner with its scent. The abundance of everything could be both seen and felt.

After the bride kissed the hut's threshold, Janko's mother approached her, carrying a sieve full of walnuts, almonds, dried figs, and grain. Stojanka accepted the gift with a smile and, facing the door of the hut, grabbed the sieve with her hand and threw everything over her head at the wedding party behind her. After that act, everyone sat at the prepared table and continued the celebration. Janko was not allowed to untie or cut anything that day, so the godfather did it for him. A ‘bukara’ (wooden glass) full of wine began to circulate with various pious toasts of those in whose hands it would find itself. And so, until late at night.

The following year, their son, whom they named Ilija, laughed in their cradle. Stojan was born to them two years later and two years after him, the girl Anka. Two resilient and strong boys and one girl grew up at the sight of a satisfied grandfather Mitar and father, Janko. 

Vukadin and his wife had no children, so Janko's children brought great joy to the family. Uncle Vukadin and his wife adored Janko's children, so they cared for them like their parents.

Although there was not much room for happiness and joy under the Turks, the pressures seemed to have diminished in those years, so the inhabitants felt some relief.

The children grew up peacefully in their domestic and shepherd responsibilities. They chased butterflies that appeared in the village searching for flower juice and played without noticing much happening around them. 

It could be said of Stojan that from the time he walked, he showed a great curiosity for all the phenomena he noticed around him.

"How come the Moon and Sun don't fall? What keeps the stars in the sky, and who arranges them every night? Where does it rain from? ..." – as a little real temptation, he attacked everyone around him with countless questions.

He has loved the nature he lived in since his first step. Each day he grew up, he increasingly immersed himself in that world, establishing a solid connection with the wilderness.

Once, while playing with the girls, Ilija used the opportunity to peek under their skirts. Although younger, Stojan reacted, pulling his brother aside to warn him that it was not polite.

When mischief was shared, not many of them fell on Stojan, as was the case with Ilija. But that is why Ilija was there to save him whenever Stojan was in trouble. It was as if some omniscient hand was sending him to the right place and time to rescue or protect Stojan from something threatening him. 

Stojan showed dedication and care for everyone around him. One winter, while guarding goats with his brother Ilija next to the swollen Zrmanja, a small goat slipped from the shore and fell into the river that began to carry him. As soon as he saw this, he ran and jumped into the river to save him. With one hand, he gripped the little goat firmly by the newly
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