About the roots and the offspring

The strong root always gives strong offspring.

The roots of Dr Stamen Grigorov do not probably differ from the life meanders of Trun people. The ill fortune had no mercy nor on his father grandpa Gig, neither on his mother grandma Zvezda. Eight children, one after the other, came to the world and left it even before they had left the baby’s nappy. Eight time grandma Zvezda tied black kerchief on her head – before untying one the fate grabbed the next kid. Eight times grandpa Gigo shed in secret male tears. Bitter tears.

The ninth was Stamenko. What does not the pain make form a human! And when his kids disappeared as if from damnation one could believe in everything. Even in the rarest superstition. Probably this was the reason for grandpa Gigo and grandma Zvezda to shoulder the newborn Stamen, take him to Stankova dolina (valley), prick one of his ears on ‘Stan kamak’ (Stan stone) and hang him on the nearest tree. They left him there for one day and night – so that the ‘evil power’ that grabbed the other children to stare in the hole of his ear and to forget to take this.

The year was 1878.  


We will not guess why the ninth child of the destroyed by pain, elder parents stayed alive. Next two – Krastana and Hristo also survived.


Maybe the change of grandpa Gigo’s behaviour caused this destiny change. All over the world people from the same region earn their living on the same work and there are always people starting business in their own, different way. The illiterate grandpa Gigo was one of those few, if not the only one from Trun region village Izvor. It is difficult now to date when he changed the family profession – stone masoning, and weather it was after the ill fortune took away his eight kids or before. But when the fate took pity on him and left his ninth child Stamenko alive and healthy, he took up another work – a traveling salesman. With some other people like him from the neighbouring villages he started off with a horse convoy towards the towns of Vrana and Leskovats. On the way back the convoy came dawdling along during weeks – through Daschan kladenets, Trun, Batanovtsi, Samokov, Tatar Pazardzhik, Karlovo, Kazanlak, even to the village of Shipka.

Some goods he sold in the villages on his long way. Things he could not sell he left  in Shipka. On trust – others to sell them until his next coming back. It seems he trusted people very much and they treated him the same way – because of his illiteracy he could not write down in his notebook nor a debtor neither the debts. The debtors themselves wrote the debts in his notebook and after that never forgot paying back. 

On the way back he bought rice from Tatar Pazardzhik region, sugar form Plovdiv region, cotton prints form Kazanlak, which he sold in Trun region and even opened a small shop in Leskovats.  The idea to settle there came to him but probably the Trun’s blood stopped him. At that time a Trun-man very rarely snatched his roots out of their own country’s soil.

Probably the same home-loving blood would be pulsing in the veins of his son Stamenko during all his life.

It was not strange that in contrast to stone masoning the trade profession even this of a peddler ensured better life, because there was work during the whole year. There was enough to keep the pot boiling.
Grandma Zvezda much more often met and saw off her master compared to the other Trum-women. Her time was not locked between St. George’s day and St. Dimoter’s day but she could not be given a hand during winter time.

Her destiny did not differ very much from any other Trun-woman. The whole housework, the care for the kids and for the cattlewere her responsibility all the year round.  To be honest she did not suffer the extreme poverty of her village mates. Her husband, grandpa Gigo, brought handfuls of sixpences every time he came back from his travels. When he started being a peddler the family decided to put money away every time and to exchange them for golden coins. Then to safe them in special places, known only by themselves and when the children grew up they would help them find their own way. Thanks God, some of them could study, could become a teacher! For there was a pain in grandpa Gigo’s soul – he did not know how to read and write.

And Stamenko, look at him, somehow different form the other kids in the village, different even from his little sister and brother!

But it was quite unpredictable how long this travel sale would go on. Well, the Ottoman domination was over but from year to year his income form the sales became less and less. Other salesmen appeared, with large shops, bringing goods form Europe, nice goods, nobody bought woolen braids and ropes any more. 

And the kids were growing up. Especially Stamenko. At first he couldn’t be differed from the children of his age. Like them he disappeared in the nearby woods for the whole of the day.  Stamen did not destroy the birds’ nests but collected all species of butterflies, beetles, bugs, and, as nobody else from the kids, before entering the school threshold prepared a herbarium. He somehow painfully felt the sufferings of the poor and ill people from the village. More painfully, shedding tears, he listens to his mother and father’s nagging memories about his dead little brothers and sisters. Why, what from, how it could be that they were not cured?

Just after the first school year the village teacher Andon Mitov at the exam celebration mentioned that such a student he had never had, and that if it was possible he could put him not 6 but three times more. Probably not only the memorizing of the lessons made impression to him but something else, very different from the other children – his surprising impressions about life which he shared during the lessons and much more surprising logical conclusions. And his questions – this would be mentioned by the teacher Andon Mitov in the following years – exceed the age and the school background of a kid.

Having all the good will and wish to give all his kids education and most obvious this was Stamen, grandpa Gigo could not do that – all his kids –from the youngest to the eldest - Stamen, had to help in the house work. And not only being the eldest but because physically was different from his classmates, he grew a robust and strong boy. 
This was the way the days went by while he was waiting for the time for the junior school. During this time he went to Trun once because the only junior school was there for the whole region. Trun-men did much work to turn the old Turkish town hall (konak) into school. And as it was for all the rural children going to the town to study, the careful mother managed to stuff the homespun bag with freshly baked loaf, a hunk of cheese in large lids, fresh apples. This was his food for the week – until Saturday when he would come again.

The bespectacled headmaster would notice him on the every first day. Stamen was the only one in the row of kids saying  ‘Good morning’ and answering his question ‘what would you like to become?’ self-confidently to say ‘A teacher’. Probably because grandpa Gigo has been hoping for it for a long time.

Soon other teachers would mention him. Especially his natural history teacher. And  the French teacher. And as in the primary all of a sudden and clearly distinguished from the rest of the kids here in the junior school the contrast between him and his mates became more impressive. 

The end of XIX century was the time of students’ thesis and disputes.  Even at junior school level. And in Trun junior school would remember for long time the paper of Stamen Grigorov on the surprising for all topic ‘About life and death’. The teenager’s thoughts, the multilateral arguments make impressions even on the mature and experiences teachers. And its excellent marks were not a surprise for anyone. And it seemed they all anticipated his future – awarding him along with the junior school diploma with the book ‘Origin of species’ by Charles Darwin.

This book would become his favourite book during the teenage years of study in the secondary school for boys in Sofia.

Many of grandpa Gigo village fellows were surprised by his generosity when spending money for his son Stamen. In Izvor they knew him as an economical man, who did not allowed himself to spend even a coin. Well, all were suspicious of having a secret treasure. But nobody could imagine that he would start suddenly to take out the gold coins for his son Stamen. And it was evident that he wasted money when the son returned to the village – impressive new town style clothes. Those people from Izvor who saw him in the capital told they saw him in expensive restaurants and cafes, that grandpa Gigo rented a room in a rich man house.

At that time the Secondary school for boys in Sofia was with the name of the most prestigious secondary school in the country. At least because as teachers there young well-prepared people were engaged, just graduated from elite high schools in Europe. Well, it was difficult to be accepted as a student in this school. Usually they were selected among the sons of rich people. And rarely there could enter a rural boy like Stamen Grigorov. Probably what mattered was the excellent junior school diploma and the impressive recommendation by the Teachers’ council of Trun School.

As well as in the primary school in the village Izvor and the junior school in Trun, in the Secondary school for boys in Sofia the eager young man would need very short time to be noticed among the rest school boys and to be imposed in their mentality as a phenomenon, as a personality with independent behaviour respecting with his interests and knowledge. In the first years of the secondary school only few people suspected his stable interests in the natural sciences. They probably did not even think that in the long free hours out of school he rummaged and rummaged again in the Darwin’s book given to him by Trun junior school. Each time, at each reading of the book new and new questions woke up in his mind. He looked for their answers in the scientific literature and in his personal experience from the life.

Along with the natural laws in which secrets he was going deeper and deeper in his mind emerged surprising life laws, too. As an unwritten law young men look for their explanation in the questions they ask – some to the teachers, but more to themselves. Why some people are rich but other poor? Why the first ones are so few but second so many? Why usually the death reaches more frequently the poor? What is the relation between the misery, diseases and death?

His observations sharpened with delicacy every year. It would not be real to insist that still in the secondary school Stamen Grigorov was a ready mature man. But that he was better than his classmates was obvious and there was no suspicion about it. It was evident not only in their memories but also in the evaluations of his teachers. Along with the natural sciences he has brilliant achievements in Maths and Physics.

Just like the last year of Trun junior school a paper of him sounded like apotheosis for these years. Many teachers, mainly more conservative ones, were shocked by the choice of the topic: ‘Evolution of the animals world and the religion’. Now it was logical to conclude that this particular part of the teachers was not familiar with the Darwin ideas on the origin of species. But even they were respected by the brilliant argumentation and the strong conclusions. The students auditory was astounded and stayed mute for three long hours. The award was the loud applause by his classmates. 

The wisest and most progressive part of the teachers predicted him scientific career.

And Stamen Grigorov started going behind the idea suggested by his father – obligatory to be a teacher. Yes, there were still illiterate people in the country and the most of them - in his native Trun region. But were the ill and suffering people less? A nagging dilemma gnawed his mind. Which was better – to teach a child from Trun how toread and write or to grab it from the jaws of death.

He couldn’t imagine a third path in his life.

But which one to take – this of a teacher or of a doctor?

And which one to choose after graduating the secondary school with excellent diploma.

And as it happened in life the hand of fate  solved the impossible dilemma.

Just like in Trun junior school, in the secondary school in Sofia he was very good at natural sciences, Maths, Physics and French. Probably completely by chance, somewhere in Sofia cafes, but due to his fluent French he became a close friend to the French ambassador’s son. We could suggest that this young man from France, maybe with noble ancestors, could have been impressed by the stylish behaviour of the young Bulgarian man. And maybe much more by his wide knowledge and deep thoughts. We could not insist on any relation between the choice of the path and the interest towards natural sciences. But it is not under suspicion that the idea to follow his studies in France - at the Natural Sciences Institute in Montpelier, appeared in the friendship between Stamen Grigorov and the French diplomatic’s son.   And as it is usually said in such cases the die was cast, the choice was made, because between natural science and medicine there is only one step. 

Grandpa Gigo had to loose his purse-strings again – this time much more wider.

He did that without any pity. Even being obviously proud.

And the offspring splited form the root but not for a long time. Some years would pass and he would root himself in the same Trun’s earth.

