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The Major Arca na (Gre at Sec ret) is the name of a deck of 
twenty-two cards used for divi na tion. The se cards are mar ked 
by num bers 0 to 21 and, toget her with the other, lar ger deck 
of fifty-six cards (the Minor Arca na), they com pri se the Tarot 
(Tarok, Taroc chi). The ori gin of the Tarot is asso ci a ted with 
the pri ests (Hie rop hants) of the Ele u si nian Myste ri es in Gre e-
ce, and some beli e ve that the Tarot stems from the tra di tion of 
the cults of Her mes. The cards are often used for for tu ne-tel ling 
by gypsi es who are beli e ved to have bro ught this sec ret “lan-
gu a ge” from Chal dea and Egypt to Israel and Gre e ce, with it 
later spre a ding along the sho res of the Medi ter ra nean. As far 
as is known, the Tarot has been in cir cu la tion for abo ut seven 
cen tu ri es in Cen tral Euro pe, Fran ce and Italy and is today 
a uni ver sally known game. The oldest pre ser ved exam ples of 
Tarot cards date from 1390 and 1445 (the Min chi a te set from 
the Museo Cor rer in Veni ce).

The Major Arca na is usu ally divi ded into three gro ups 
of seven cards each. In divi na tion, the mea ning of each card 
indi vi du ally and in rela tion to the others is inter pre ted by the 
rea der, who knows the esta blis hed mea nings (keys) of the cards, 
or who ascri bes them a mea ning which he keeps sec ret. The 
mea ning of the Tarot card chan ges depen ding on whet her the 
card is laid out right side up or upsi de down, beca u se in the 
case of the lat ter it means the oppo si te of the card’s basic mea-
ning. Today the Tarot and its keys are the subject of coun tless, 
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often very dif e rent hand bo oks. At the root of the Tarot lies the 
symbo lic lan gu a ge of the col lec ti ve mind of man. The symbols 
and keys of the Tarot are aimed at anci ent Gre e ce, at the Kab-
ba lah, at astro logy, nume ro logy and so on. Mystic energy and 
eso te ric wis dom are atta i ned thro ugh twenty-one ini ti a ti ons 
by “the Fool” – the symbol of the card that is simul ta ne o usly 
the zero, the mid dle and the last card of the Tarot’s “Gre at 
Sec ret”.

From an encyclo pe di a 
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TO USE THE BOOK 
FOR DIVI NA TION

You may read the novel in sequ en ce. Alter na ti vely, you 
may cho o se to lay the cards out in one of the three pat terns 
descri bed in APPEN DIX 1 (the Magic Cross, the Gre
at Triad or the Cel tic Cross) and read the cor re spon ding 
chap ters in the sequ en ce sug ge sted by the Tarot. This met
hod allows the pos si bi lity of divi na tion or for tu netel ling 
by means of the cards.

If you wish to read your own for tu ne, take the deck of 
Tarot cards, shuf e and cut them. Make a note of the card 
num bers in the order they appe ar after shuf ing. Fan the 
cards out face down so that you may cho o se the cards you 
wish to lay out. If you cho o se to lay them out accor ding to 
the Magic Cross, pick five cards and lay them out in the 
sha pe of the Magic Cross. The sequ en ce in which they are 
to be tur ned over is given in APPEN DIX 1. An inter pre
ta tion of each card may be found at the end of the book 
in APPEN DIX 2. The cor re spon ding book chap ter furt her 
expla ins the card. You can read this your self or have it read 
to you. Then move on to the next card.

If you wish some o ne else to read the cards for you, take 
the Tarot deck and let the Rea der shuf e the cards; then 
you must cut the deck with your left hand. The Rea der will 
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then make a note of the cards as they were shuf ed and fan 
them out face down on the table. You will pick your cards 
and toss them on the table, fol lo wing the layout cho sen 
by the Rea der. The Rea der will then lay out the cards and 
inter pret them for you.
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In addi tion to his mot her ton gue, he also spo ke Gre ek, 
French, Ita lian and Tur kish. He was born in Tri e ste into 
a family of Ser bian mer chants and patrons of the the a tre, 
who had ships in the Adri a tic and whe at and vineyards on 
the Danu be. Sin ce child hood he had ser ved in the unit 
of his fat her, French cava lry offi cer Hara lam pi je Opu jić. 
He knew that when char ging on hor se back or making love 
exha ling was more impor tant than inha ling. He wore the 
splen did robes of a cava lryman. In the mid dle of win ter 
he slept in the snow under ne ath the cove red wagon rat
her than evict from it his Rus sian hound bitch and her 
lit ter, and in the mid dle of war he wept over his rui ned 
yellow cava li er boots; he left ser vi ce in the infan try in order 
not to part from his cava lry gear. He was mad abo ut bea
u ti ful hor ses and pla i ted the ir tails. He obta i ned his sil ver 
table wa re in Vien na, ado red fancy dress balls, masqu e ra des 
and fire works and felt like a fish in water when in dra wing 
rooms and inns gra ced by women and music.

His fat her used to say of him that he was as foo lish as 
the first wind and was tre a ding on the edge of a pre ci pi
ce. One minu te he loo ked like his mot her, the next like 
his grand fat her and the next like his still unborn son or 
grand da ug hter. He was a most hand so me man, tal ler than 
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ave ra ge, with a pale face, a dim ple like a navel in his chin 
and his long, thick hair as black as coal. He spor ted his 
finely twir led eyebrows like a mou stac he, and his mou stac
he bra i ded like a whip. On his endless mili tary expe di ti ons 
in Bava ria, Sile sia and Italy women admi red his appe a ran
ce, his hor se man ship and long, com bed hair which, when 
he was tired of mar ches and the har dships of mili tary life, 
he would dry by the hearth in a wayside inn; for fun they 
would dress him in women’s clot hes, stick a whi te rose in 
his hair, take his last penny at the tavern dan ce, give him 
the ir beds when he was ill or tired and tear fully part with 
the cava lry units at the end of the ir win ter respi te. But he, 
he was wont to say that all his memo ri es were in his food 
bag.

With an alien femi ni ne smi le on his face and his growth 
of beard, young Opu jić had cros sed Euro pe, first as a boy 
with his fat her and later on his own in the French cava lry, 
tra vel ling from Tri e ste, Veni ce and the Danu be to Wagram 
and Leip zig, and had grown up in French mili tary camps 
see ing a war every deca de. In vain did his mot her, Mrs 
Para ske va Opu jić, send him “cakes with sad wal nuts”. The 
young Sofro ni je had his devil born to him befo re his child. 
One eye resem bled his mater nal grand mot her’s, who had 
been first and fore most Gre ek, and the other his fat her’s, 
who was finally a Serb, and so young Opu jić of Tri e ste saw 
the world crosseyed. He would whi sper:

– God is who he is and I am who I am not.
Sin ce early child hood he had car ried a big, wellhid den 

sec ret. It was as if he felt the re was somet hing wrong with 
him as a human being. And it was natu ral that he wan ted 
to chan ge that. He wan ted to do so badly, sec retly, slightly 
embar ras sed by this wish, as if it were an unse emly visit. It 
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was like a small pang of hun ger that wails like a pain under 
the heart or like a small pain that stirs like hun ger in the 
soul. He did not remem ber exactly when this hid den lon
ging for chan ge had ger mi na ted insi de him in the form of 
bodi less energy. It hap pe ned as if he had been lying down, 
put ting the tips of his mid dle fin ger and thumb toget
her and, having nod ded off, his arm slid off the bed and 
his fin gers ope ned; he woke up with a start as tho ugh he 
had drop ped somet hing. In fact he had drop ped him self. 
And the desi re was the re, this ter ri ble, ine xo ra ble desi re, 
so heavy that his right leg began to limp under the weight 
of it... Anot her time it would seem to him that, once long 
ago, he had dis cove red some body’s soul flo a ting in his pla te 
of cab bage and had swal lo wed it.

And so it was that this sec ret, power ful thing took seed 
insi de him. It is hard to say whet her it was some kind of 
dizzying ambi tion con nec ted with his fat her’s mili tary 
care er and his own, some kind of unac hi ev able lon ging for 
a new, real enemy and more pur po se ful alli an ces; whet her 
young Opu jić wan ted to rever se his rela ti on ship with his 
fat her or whet her he loved the south and was lured, he of 
the impe rial cav alry, by the fal len empi res of the Bal kans 
all the way down to the Pelo pon ne se; whet her the re was 
some thing in the blood of his Gre ek grand mot her who se 
kin had amas sed a for tu ne in tra de bet we en Euro pe and 
Asia; or whet her it was some other hap pen stan ce and desi re 
of the strong and tur bid kind that ensu res a man’s face is 
never still. One minu te it shows what he will look like in 
old age, the next what he loo ked like when he still had only 
his ears to take him thro ugh the world. Beca u se a human 
face bre at hes, it con stantly inha les and exha les time.
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The re af ter he wor ked ste a dily and pro di gi o usly on brin
ging some fun da men tal chan ge to his life, on making his 
lifelong dre am come true, but he con cea led it as best he 
could and others often found his acti ons puz zling.

Sin ce then young Opu jić had clan de sti nely car ried a 
sto ne under his ton gue like a sec ret or, more to the point, 
a sec ret under his ton gue like a sto ne, and his body under
went a chan ge that was diffi  cult to con ceal and which gra
du ally ente red the realm of legend. It was noti ced first by 
women, but they said not hing; then the men in his regi
ment began openly joking abo ut it and the story spread all 
over the bat tle fi eld.

– He’s like a woman. He can always do it! – the offi cers 
in his unit would say with a laugh. 

From that fate ful day on, young Opu jić tra vel led the 
world carrying his sec ret insi de him and his everready 
male spe ar aga inst his sto mach. His ele venth fin ger unben
ded and star ted coun ting the stars. And it stayed that way. 
That did not bot her him. He che er fully rode his hor se but, 
as for his sec ret, which might have been the cau se of every
thing, he never said a word to anyone.

– He’s foo ling aro und – the offi cers in his unit said, as 
they mar ched ste a dily nor thwest ward in the direc tion of 
the unk nown. 

He had embar ked on this muddy mili tary path at his 
fat her’s behest, but now he hardly ever met his fat her, Cap
tain Hara lam pi je Opu jić. Some ti mes he remem be red how 
at night, in the ir pala ce in Tri e ste, his fat her would lift his 
head from the pil low in the dark and listen for as long as 
could be.

“What is he liste ning to”? The boy would won der in 
ama ze ment. The hou se? The war? Time? The sea? The 
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French? His past? Or is he liste ning to the fear that can be 
heard from the futu re? Beca u se the futu re is a sta ble out of 
which steps fear. Then his mot her would sud denly lay his 
fat her’s head back down on the pil low, so that he would 
not fall asle ep stiffnec ked and prickeared. Ter rifying  to 
both his sub or di na tes and his super i ors, Opu jić seni or had 
more love for the son than the mot her. And he watched 
over him from the immen se dis tan ce of his tra vel ling bat
tle fi elds. The son had not seen him for a long time and did 
not know what his fat her loo ked like any more or whet her 
he would even recog ni ze him. Let alo ne his mot her in Tri
e ste. It was not in vain that she said of her son:

– That one is a mix tu re of two blo ods, Ser bian and Gre
ek. Awa ke he wants a rain bow, asle ep a shop.

In fact, Lie u te nant Sofro ni je Opu jić was like his hounds. 
He heard and saw behind every cor ner. He was a vete ran 
sol di er; he had been knoc ked aro und in the vic tory at Ulm 
when he was four teen and in the defe at in Prus sia when he 
was twentytwo, but somew he re at the bot tom of his soul 
he was still a foo lish ras cal. He still saw his fat her behind 
one cor ner and heard his mot her behind the other. And he 
lon ged to meet them. He did not know who he was.



THE FIRST 
SEVEN KEYS 

    



KEY 1

The Magician
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– Would you like me to bre ast feed you, mon lieu tenant? 
– the girl asked the young Opu jić in front of a tent on the 
out skirts of Ulm.

The lie u te nant’s eye had been caught by a bird which, 
in the fast wind abo ve the tent, was flying in pla ce as if tied 
to it. Insi de the tent a male voi ce was sin ging Memo ri es Are 
the Swe at of the Soul. Opu jić paid and wal ked in.

Stan ding on the table insi de was a magi cian bel ted with 
a ser pent devo u ring its own tail and he was sin ging. He had 
red roses in his hair. Finis hing the song he aimed his high 
voi ce over his eyeto oth as if tar ge ting the bird abo ve the 
tent and, like an arrow, his voi ce fel led it. He then offe red 
his ser vi ces to the visi tors. He could eat the name of any
one pre sent for a quar ter of a Napo leon d’or, and for only 
slightly more he could eat the sur na me as well.

– Who e ver accepts will never again be cal led by the 
same name as the one he wal ked in with. If you have your 
hou se keys, but your hou se was destroyed by war, I can 
recon struct it for you down to the smal lest detail simply by 
tos sing the keys into a caul dron, beca u se each key cre a tes 
an echo giving the ear a cle ar descrip tion of the sha pe and 
size of the room that the key guards.
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Finally, the magi cian pro po sed that everyone pre sent 
make a wish and he would help to make it come true, whi le 
Made mo i sel le Marie would gladly bre ast feed each gen tle
man on his way out to thank him for having come. When 
it was Opu jić’s turn to make a wish, the magi cian beca me 
upset, alt ho ugh he had not been infor med of his audi en ce’s 
wis hes; he quickly step ped down off the table, wan ting to 
slip out of the tent.

– The re is never eno ugh wis dom in one day, just as the
re is never eno ugh honey in one flo wer – tho ught Opu jić 
and, catching up with the magi cian, grab bed him by the 
col lar, sat him self down on a bar rel and the magi cian on 
his knee.

– Stick your ton gue out! – he orde red, and the magi cian 
quickly obeyed. – Is it rai ning?

The magi cian nod ded his head, even tho ugh it was not 
rai ning.

– Liar! You think you can fool aro und with me the way 
you do with that bird that fli es in pla ce abo ve your tent? 
Do you know who I am?

– Yes. That’s why I wan ted to run away. You are the son 
of Cap tain Hara lam pi je Opu jić of Tri e ste.

– All right. Now to the point. Can you or can you not 
make a wish come true?

– Not in your case. But I do know whe re it can be done. 
I shall con fi de somet hing to you. In a tem ple in Con stan ti
no ple the re is a pil lar and attac hed to it is a cop per shi eld. 
In the mid dle of that shi eld is a hole. Anyone who wants 
to make a wish must stick his thumb into the hole, clo se 
his fist aro und the thumb so that the fist never lea ves the 
cop per sur fa ce or the thumb the hole, and his wish will be 
answe red. But take care, sir, and bewa re. God, when He 
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wants to punish some o ne, will grant a wish and a ter ri ble 
mis for tu ne at the same time. Per haps that is how He tre ats 
tho se He favo urs, we don’t know, but to us it is all the same 
anyway. So bewa re, lie u te nant. And don’t for get the song 
Memo ri es Are the Swe at of the Soul.

– I do not beli e ve a let ter of what you are saying – re
plied the lie u te nant – but, all the same, I shall ask you one 
more que sti on. Can you help me find my fat her? I haven’t 
seen him sin ce the sto ne got thin and the wind got heavy. 
I know that he was retre a ting toward Leip zig, but I don’t 
know whe re he is now.

– That I can not tell you, but what I can tell you is that 
a gro up of pic kpoc kets and char la tans comes to this tent 
every Thur sday to per form for the cre du lous. They enact 
the deaths of Cap tain Hara lam pi je Opu jić, your fat her.

– What do you mean deaths? He’s ali ve!
– I know he’s ali ve, lie u te nant. But that is what the show 

is cal led: The Three Deaths of Cap tain Opu jić.
– I do not beli e ve a word of what you are saying – said 

the lie u te nant once more and took him self off to bed. 

* * *

But on Thur sday he made some inqu i ri es. In the magi
cian’s tent they really were enac ting the three deaths of 
Hara lam pi je Opu jić, his fat her. When young Opu jić ente
red the tent, he asked the first masked actor he could lay his 
hands on how they dared to por tray the death of a living 
man, but the actor calmly replied:

– You sho uld know that this per for man ce has been paid 
for per so nally by Cap tain Hara lam pi je Opu jić him self, 
who, sir, is a gre at admi rer of the sta ge and a bene fac tor 
of the the a tre and comedy. He is now at war on the Elbe.
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Kno wing, of cour se, that the Tri e ste Opu ji ćes had long 
been patrons of the the a tre, the re was not hing else Lie u te
nant Sofro ni je could do but sit down and watch the play. 
When the peo ple in the tent saw him they see med to go 
rigid. They had recog ni zed him. He told the actors they 
were free to begin.

First, a man spor ting some o ne else’s beard and a French 
tunic appe a red befo re them. He played Cap tain Opu jić. 
Aro und him stood four women and a girl. One of them 
tur ned to the cap tain and said:

– Just so we imme di a tely know whe re we stand, ple a
se bear in mind that I am not the spi rit of your mater nal 
gre atgrand fat her, nor do I repre sent him in the form of a 
vam pi re. He died and not hing of him rema ins any more, 
not his body or his spi rit. But sin ce deaths do not die, I am 
here. I am his death. And next to me is the death of your 
gre atgre atgrand mot her. That is all that rema ins of her. 
Assu ming we under stand each other on this point, we can 
move on. Your ance stors, then, had only one death each. 
But not you. You will have three deaths and here they are. 
This old lady here, this lovely woman and this girl here, 
they are your three deaths. Take a good look at them...

– And that is all that will remain of me?
– Yes, that is all. And it is not negli gi ble. But, cap tain, 

you will not noti ce your deaths, you will ride thro ugh them 
as you would thro ugh the gate of vic tory and you will con
ti nue your jour ney as tho ugh they never hap pe ned.

– But what hap pens then after my third death, after I 
beco me a vam pi re for the third time?

– For a whi le it will seem to both you and others that 
you are still ali ve, that not hing hap pe ned, until you expe ri
en ce your last love, until you catch the eye of a woman with 
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whom you could have offspring. That same instant you will 
disap pe ar off the face of the earth, beca u se the third soul 
can not have offspring, just as some o ne who beco mes a 
vam pi re for the third time can not have chil dren...

Then the tent went dark and a bear could be heard 
grow ling. When the sta ge lights went back on, a man in 
a French tunic, embodying Cap tain Opu jić, was wre stling 
for dear life with a huge bear. The man stab bed the ani
mal with his kni fe and in its death agony it peed on him 
and cho ked him. Both the man and the ani mal fell to the 
flo or... The audi en ce appla u ded, the actors gave each spec
ta tor a spo on ful of boi led whe at for the dead man’s soul 
and some o ne obser ved that this was Cap tain Hara lam pi je 
Opu jić’s first death. The second was to fol low.

The bea u ti ful woman from Sce ne One step ped out in 
front of the audi en ce and said:

– You peo ple do not know how to mea su re your days. 
You mea su re them only in length and say they are twen
tyfour hours long. But the depth of your days is some
ti mes gre a ter than the ir length and that depth can be a 
month or even a year long in one day. That is why you do 
not know how to take stock of your lives. Let alo ne your 
deaths...

Upon the se words Cap tain Opu jić came riding into the 
tent, scat te ring the spec ta tors asi de and hol ding a mili tary 
field glass in his hand. Appe a ring behind him, in an Aus
trian tunic, was a man with a rifle. The Cap tain tur ned 
aro und and rai sed the field glass to one eye. That same mo
ment the other man kil led him thro ugh the field glass. The 
Cap tain fell off his hor se and the ani mal, now free of its 
con stra int, gal lo ped off into the night... That was Cap tain 
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Opu jić’s second death. Again they han ded out spo on fuls of 
boi led whe at for his soul.

Then the lit tle girl from Sce ne One step ped out in front 
of the audi en ce and curt sied.

– Don’t lea ve yet. My dead aren’t well this eve ning; stick 
your fin ger in my ear so I know you’re here even after I fall 
asle ep. Listen! In the dark ness the heart beats out some
body’s total num ber of years which are com ple ted insi de 
us...

That heral ded the Cap tain’s third and youn gest death. 
On sta ge (as out si de) night had fal len. Two men bea ring 
lan terns and sabres were wal king towards one anot her. 
It was obvi o usly a duel. One of them por trayed Cap tain 
Opu jić (in the French tunic); the other the Austrian offi cer. 
The one repre sen ting Opu jić sud denly stop ped, stuck his 
sabre into the gro und, hung the lan tern on the sabre and 
moved off into the night, plan ning to attack the other man 
from behind. He came up on his oppo nent in the dark, 
fol lo wing the lan tern of the man who was stan ding hesi
tantly just a few steps away, una ble to see what his enemy 
was up to and why he was stan ding so still. That moment, 
when he least expec ted it, Hara lam pi je Opu jić ran stra ight 
into the Austrian kni fe in the dark, far from the sabre and 
the lan tern that the other man had cun ningly stuck in the 
mid dle of the stre et. And that was Cap tain Hara lam pi je 
Opu jić’s third death.

“I don’t under stand a thing”, the young Opu jić tho
ught, lea ving the tent.

Just then a voi ce behind him said:
– It’s just as well that you don’t under stand!
Tur ning aro und, the lie u te nant saw the magi cian with 

the roses in his hair and asked him:
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– What is the truth? Is my fat her ali ve or not?
– Everyone has two pasts – replied the magi cian – one 

is cal led “Slo wing”; this past grows with the per son from 
birth and moves towards death. The other past is cal led 
“Sli ding” and it fol lows the per son back to his birth. The se 
two pasts are not of equ al length. Depen ding on which of 
the two is lon ger, a per son eit her does or does not fall ill 
from his death. In the case of the lat ter it means that the 
per son is buil ding his past on the other side of the gra ve 
as well and so it con ti nu es to grow even after his death. 
The truth lies bet we en the se two pasts... But why doesn’t 
the lieu tenant seek out the Papess? – the magi cian asked in 
con clu sion and left.
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