The man from Trun

The region of Trun is situated in that part of Middle West Bulgaria which directly touches Serbia and is between the south slopes of the Balkan and Kraishte. It is mainly mountainous – single parceled mountainous parts, boarded by valleys and small fields in the skirts of mountain ridges and heights.  
This landscape endues the Trun region with severe, original and peculiar beauty. The climate is very healthy – cold winter, cool summer, usually sunny autumn and the air is crystal pure. 

The landscape of the region of Trun predetermines the main occupation of the people here – cattle-breeding and agriculture.

And in this somehow self-introverted land during the centuries layer by layer the character of ’Trun-man’ has been modeled. If we call somebody ‘Sofia-man’ we know s/he is from the city of Sofia, ‘Burgaz-man’ is from the city of Burgas, while Trun-man is either form the village of Slishovtsi, as well as from Leva reka, Izvor, and Znepole or from the town of Trun – no difference and separation.

And he, ‘Trun-man’ has been surviving during the centuries. Fighting the penury, swallowing the stale bread, tore by disconsolate sorrow towards fading away children.

And now, as centuries ago, Trun-man is famous for working as a stone mason. A working traveler. 

When the spring came the men from the region of Trun had only one concern – to shoulder the colourful home-woven bag, to put salt and onions in it, to clasp the adze, the axe and the frame-saw under the arm and to take the roads – known and unknown, of the country and abroad.
Hapless fellows banished by the indigence and severe home-sickness.  And they paced – two by two, or by three, by five – towards near and far away towns, around Serbia, Vlashko, Macedonia, even reaching Istanbul and Anatolia. Keeping the hope that somewhere on these endless roads a rich man would stop them and would ask them to construct new houses or stables with haylofts. And if they had luck – a church or a school for the village. 

The years passed one after the other pretty much alike. The same destiny for all. Only the generations changed but the new one inherited the hapless fate of the previous. The same joyless rhythm of life.

From St George’s day to St Dimiter’s day – all the time on stone masonry. And after that during the dead and gloomy winter nights and days the Trun-man loosened the purse-strings and took out the money put away from the summer – for salt, for some sugar and oil. And God does not grant – somebody from the family to catch sore throat. Then the sixpences came to nowhere.


And if Trun-man’s destiny is not envious worse is the fate of Trun-woman. When she saw off her man working for a living far away she felt the heavy load of bothers on her frail shoulders. Superannuated adults and very young children depended completely on her care. She toiled over the wood plough pulled by bony caws. She ploughed the hard and unfertile soils, kept a pig so that her kids would have a morsel of meat at Christmas and during the chilly winter days.

The plain life of Trun-woman changed its heavy and monotonous way twice a year. The first time, at St. George’s day when with a sinking heart she saw her master off to his long travel. And the second – at about St. Dimiter’s day when after endless waiting she met him. For these days she stored away the best flour so that the warm loaf and the round banitsa would have best taste. For her husband, very early that morning, she put on the table apples and pears, dried fruits and nuts. And a bottle of wild plum rakia.
She always knew this day by something very intimate in herself and she was never wrong.


And he who would think that this plain, smooth row of days, months and years would model resigned and impersonal creatures – would be wrong. If we follow the history of the region it could be seen that there was no event during the centuries related to the country without people from Trun to take part in. Any rebellion, any haidouk detachment. The legends tell about (also the ancient annals) and the names of the fearless Bina haidouk, of Barin haidouk Petka, of Grozdena voevode of haidouk Hristo Plukata are still famous. According to the account of a historical paper, Sultan Mohammed II captured the Bulgarian voevode Radich, whose full name was Yove Radich from the Trun’s village of Turokovtsi. During the Russian-Turkish war in 1806 – 1812 in general Kutuzov’s army Trun masters took part. The stone mason Dimiter the Sofia-man was one of the organizers of Velchova conspiracy in 1835. As a leader for 2000 stone masons he arrived in Varna pretending to restore Varna fortress but incorporated in the detachment and many of the participants died as heroes. Inspirer and leader of Nish   rebellion in 1840 – 1841 was the Nish bishop Grigorii born in the village of Konnitsi, Trun region.

And more, and more, and more...


And when the Serbian king Milan in his madness to create Great Serbia started with the invasion of Trun region, the people here first revolted against the conqueror. Their volunteer armed-man group (People’s militsia) was in the front fighting lines of Serbian-Bulgarian war.     

Trun people submited forcelessly only under the Great Powers, which at the end of First World War split parts of Trun region. In Strezimirovtsi the boarder line divided peasant’s yards into two, dividing houses into two halves and one of the brothers was in Bulgaria and the other one in Serbia. 
But not only stone masoning, haidouting and rebellioning featured Trun people’s image. Signals for spiritual development are the frescos of Yarlovo church, Budin Gospel from XVI century, handwritten Gospel in ‘St. Petka Church’ in Trun, the Gospel of priest Todor Logatrov from Yarlovtsi from XVII century, wall paintings in many churches all over the region. And if we start counting the small schools - in monasteries and in houses we could see that probably they are more numerous than in the rest regions of the country. Here, at the beginning of the XX century (1902), the unique at the time newspaper with officially demonstrated republican ideology – Republikanski glas (Republican voice) was published.


The schools, as it is all over the world, open a window out of the closed home. Every spirited Trun-man wanted his children to learn how to read and write. People who could make from the saved sixpences gold coins sent the child, usually the first-born male, abroad – to Europe – to study – to become a teacher, or a doctor, or a lawyer. Roger Bernard, the commission leader, that came after the First World War to split Trun region into two, mentioned with surprise that in the small town of Trun 17 people spoke European languages fluently – French and German.

Now, Trun people have their famous painters, writers, doctors, actors, lawyers ... at the end of the ХIХ century and at the beginning of ХХ they could be counted on your fingers.

 But it is worth mentioning at least two of them.

The first one is the scientists Dr Stamen Grigorov and the second one - the pottery master Petar Gigov from Busintsi.

The first one entered the depths of science and created works unknown to the world at the end of the XIX and beginning of XX century. The second turned the usual artisan’s work into artistic, unique art, which was also new for the world cultural experience. 

At the beginning of 60s of XIX century Petar Gigov modeled his pottery without feeling that he made something unique. As the ancient pottery masters from Busintsi he loaded his cart with his ‘production’ and travelled around the neighboring villages, without miss any holiday meeting or fair in the near and far away towns and villages – Pernik, Trun, Breznik, Radomir, Zemen, Trekliano. He puddled up the specific Busintsi clay, left it to mature and after three years put it on the pottery wheel. His life went that way until a professor form the capital made him sell all the ‘production’ – each pitcher, earth jar, bowl, dish or candlestick at the price of fair pottery. And after that this professor sold them as art master pieces to foreigners.  After a social scandal the recognition came to Petar Gigov. And the titles. Only he and one more pottery master from Troyan received the title ‘Honoured Artisans Artist’. After seeing his pottery, mainly in Pernik museum one could accept the greatness of the national artisan’s artist. Years later, just before leaving this world, Petar Gigov wrote: ‘I am criticised that my pitchers are similar to the famous Picasso’s pitcher. You could not believe me but when I started to model my pitchers – and they did never look equal to each other – I had not seen even a photo of Picasso’s pitcher. But I made my mind to prove it, even only to me. I knew the ancient tradition in Busintsi - to put in the dead master’s coffin one of his pitchers. I dug up some old tombs – from the time before Picasso was born. And when I compared the dug pitchers with his reproduction I started asking myself if it was possible that Picasso learnt from ancient Busintsi pottery masters...’

We told very shortly about Petar Gigov with the only idea for the reader to feel others very typical qualities of the character of Trun-man.

The life of Dr Stamen Grigorov was unusual although in it we could discover many signs from the Trun-man destiny.

