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MUSIC

estled high atop the balkans rests the sleepy 
southern Serbian town of Vladicin Han, where 
a humble, hard-working group of male instru-
mentalists gush, often in syncopation, Balkan 

passion and tradition. The Boban I Marko Markovic 
Orkestar (9 brass brutes, 4 percussion) has been redefin-
ing sex appeal through juicy, frenetic decibels, fresh-spun 
cobwebs of orchestral technicality, and of course, match-
ing striped polo shirts since the early 1980s.  
  Once written, arranged, and orchestrated by Boban 
Markovic, the band has worked through over 20 years of 
political turbulence as Serbian natives.  In 2006 (at the 
age of 18) the young Marko, son of Boban, was made the 
crown heir, the trumpet lead, to the Balkans’ most popu-
lar band.
  Curtains of wavy hair neatly camouflage the father 
and son duo while pencil-thin chin and upper-lip arrange-
ments give them an air of charismatic cool. Beyond 
appearance, the two strike a symbiotic stance and give 
equal measures of fire, having both been taught to play 
by Marko’s grandfather.   
  Boban shares on the importance of this collabora-
tion to the people of the Balkans: “Music was in many 

ways a way to heal our wounds, a chance to forget about 
crises and problems and just enjoy.” 
  He continues to explain how the visa regime of the 
European Union for Serbia, Macedonia, and Montenegro 
was recently abolished.  “It lasted 18 years,” says Boban. 
“What does it mean? Well, we do not need visas to go 
to Europe to play concerts or simply visit another coun-
try. People of Former Yugoslavia can cross the border 
between present-day Slovenia and Italy just to go shop-
ping in Trieste or to drink a coffee in front of Miramare 
castle.”  
  And progress moves in all directions. “The audi-
ence is getting younger and younger, and is not only for 
the Western intellectuals,” Boban says, “I am happy that 
Marko is followed by his own generation, as they are the 
future.  All together.” 
  Boban first noticed the little virtuoso hiding inside 
of Marko at the ripe age of 12.  After hearing him play, 
Marko was given a composition to be arranged and 
brought to the studio. History promptly wrote itself.  On 
his 18th birthday, Marko was given the orchestra, and 
he’s been experimenting with the genre since his inheri-
tance. He feels that since the emergence of likeminded 

American band Balkan Beat Box, people have mixed 
brass with pop, R&B, rock, jazz, and hip hop to try to find 
their position in the global scene.  “It seems the future is 
opening gates for everyone, but the traditional songs will 
continue to live on,” Marko says.
  The band is happy. The band is strong. The band 
is handsome. For some context, The Boban I Marko 
Markovic Orkestar ought soundtrack wood chopping 
and pair with a basement barleywine (the track “Balkan 
Fest” from their self-titled is perhaps most appropri-
ate), be chased up with a thick slab of beef smothered 
with whole seed mustard on rye, and cooled off with 
hand-rolled Turkish tobacco.  
  Altogether, the orchestra has put out 13 albums, 
scored and starred in four films, performed more than 
600 concerts in the last seven years, and toured in over 
30 countries. And if this prolific yield isn’t masculine 
enough, to kill what little free time they have, they fish. 
   If you find yourself in the neighborhood, wit-
ness their sonic glee in Greece this summer at the 
50th annual Guča trumpet festival, also known as the 
Dragačevo Assembly, where they’ll be the honored 
guests of some 800,000 anticipated visitors. 
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