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PREFACE.  

This volume is designed as a companion and sequel to my former volume called " 
Architectural and Historical Sketches, chiefly Italian." Its general plan is the same. 
But more of the papers in the present volume appear for the first time than was the 
case with the earlier one, and most of those which are reprinted have been more 
largely changed in reprinting than those which appeared in the former book. This 
could hardly be otherwise with the pieces relating to the lands east of the Hadriatic, 
where I have had to work in remarks made during later journeys, and where great 
events have happened since I first saw those lands.  

The papers are chiefly the results of three journeys. The first, in the autumn of 1875, 
took in Dalmatia and Istria, with Trieste and Aquileia. At that time the revolt of 
Herzegovina had just begun, and Ragusa was crowded with refugees. Some of the 
papers contained references to the state of things at the moment, and those 
references I saw no reason to alter. But I may as well say that the time of my first 
visit to the South-Slavonic lands was not chosen with reference to any political or 
military object. The journey was planned before the revolt began; it was in fact the 
accomplishment of a thirty years' yearning after the architectural wonders of Spalato, 
which till that year I had been unable to gratify. If that visit taught me some things 
with regard to our own times as well as to earlier times, it is not, I think, either 
wonderful or blameworthy.  

 

In 1877 I visited Dalmatia for the second time, and Greece for the first. I should be 
well pleased some day to put together some out of many papers on the more distant 
Greek lands. In this volume I have brought in those on Corfu only, as that island 
forms an essential part of my present subject.  

In the present year 1881 I again visited Dalmatia and some parts of Istria and 
Albania, as also a large part of Italy. This has enabled me to add some papers on 
the Venetian possessions both in northern and southern Italy, as also one on the 
Dalmatian island of Curzola, which on former visits I had seen only in passing.  

The papers headed " Treviso," " Gorizia," " Spalato revisited," " Trani," " Otranto," « 
Corfu to Durazzo," and " Antivari," are all due to this last journey, and have never 
been in print before. That on " Curzola " appeared in Macmillaris Magazine for 
September 1881. Those headed "Udine and Cividale," "Aquileia," " Trieste to 
Spalato," " Spalato to Cattaro/' " A trudge to Trebinje," appeared in the Pall Mall 
Gazette in 1875. The rest appeared in the Saturday Review in 1875 and 1876. But 
many of them have been so much altered that they can hardly be called mere 
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reprints ; they are rather recastings, with large additions, omissions, and changes, 
such as the light of second and third visits seemed to call for.  

 

I made none of these journeys alone, and I have much for which to thank the 
companions with whom I made them. In 1877 I was with the Earl of Morley and Mr. 
J. F. F. Horner. And I must not forget to mention that it was Lord Morley who at once 
read and explained the inscription in the basilica of Parenzo, when Mr. Horner and I 
had seen that Mr. Neale's explanation was nonsense, but had not yet hit upon 
anything better for ourselves. In a great part of my two later journeys I had the 
companionship of Mr. Arthur Evans, my friend of 1877, my son-in-law of 1881. How 
much I owe to his knowledge of South-Slavonic matters, words would fail me to tell. I 
had seen Dalmatia for the first time, and I had begun to write about it, before I knew 
him and, I believe, before he had published anything ; otherwise I should almost feel 
myself an intruder in a province which he has made his own. One out of many points 
I may specially mention. It was Mr. Evans who found and explained the two missing 
capitals from the palace at Ragusa, which are at once so remarkable in themselves 
and which throw so much light on the history of the building.  

The illustrations to my former volume met with some severe criticism. But I am 
bound to say that of that severe criticism I agreed to every word. Only I thought that 
the critics would perhaps have been less severe if they had seen my original 
drawings themselves. The illustrations to the present volume have been made by a 
new process, partly, as before, from my own sketches, but partly also from photo- 
graphs. I trust that they will be found less unsatisfactory than those that went before 
them.  

As there are in these papers a good many historical references, some of them to 
rather out-of-the-way matters, but matters which could not always be explained at 
length in the text, I have drawn up a chronological table of the chief events in the 
history of the lands and cities of which I have had to speak.  

I need hardly say that this volume, though I hope it may be useful to travellers on the 
spot, is not strictly a guide-book. But a good guide-book to Istria and Dalmatia is 
much needed. I am not joking when I say that the best guide to those parts is still the 
account written by the Emperor Constantino Porphyrogenitus more than nine 
hundred years back. But it is surely high time that there should be another. The 
attempts made in one or two of Murray's Handbooks are very poor. Sir Gardner 
Wilkinson's "Dalmatia and Montenegro." published more than thirty years ago, is an 
admirable book, and one to which I owe a very deep debt of gratitude. It first taught 
me what there was to see in the East-Hadriatic lands. But it is over-big for a guide-
book. Mr. Neale's book contains some information, and, even in its ecclesiastical 
grotesqueness, it is sometimes instructive as well as amusing. But we can hardly 
take as our guide one who leaves out the Ragusan palace and who, when at 
Spalato, does not think of Diocletian. It would be in itself well if Gselfels, the prince of 
guide-book-makers, would do for Dalmatia as he has done for Sicily ; but one would 
rather see it done in our own tongue.  

SOMERLEAZE, Wells, September 20th, 1881.  
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We part from Spalato; by the time that we have made two or three voyages in these 
seas, we shall find that there are several ways of reaching and parting from Spalato. 
We speak of course of ways by sea; by land there is but one way, and that way 
leads only to and from places at no great distance, and it does not lead to or from 
any place in the direction in which we are now bent. By sea the steamer takes two 
courses. One keeps along the mainland, that which allows a glimpse of the little 
towns of Almissa and Makarska, both nestling by the water's edge at the mountain's 
foot. Of these Almissa at least has an historical interest. Here Saint Mark was no 
direct sovereign; his lion, if we rightly remember, is nowhere to be seen, a distinction 
which, along this whole line of coast, Almissa alone shares with greater Ragusa. 
Was it a commonwealth by itself, cradled on the channel of Brazza like Gersau on 
the Lake of the Four Cantons ? Or was it the haven of the inland commonwealth of 
Polizza, which, like Gersau and a crowd of other commonwealths, perished at the 
hands of their new-bom French sister for the unpardonable crime of being old ? But 
far more interesting is the other route of the steamers, that which leads us among 
the greater islands. Here, as soon as we pass Spalato, as soon as we pass the 
greatest monument of the dominion of Rome, we presently find ourselves in a 
manner within the borders of Hellas. We pass between Brazza and Solta, we skirt 
Lesina and think once more of its old Parian memories. We look out on Lissa, where 
the Hellenic name lives on with slighter change, but we are more inclined to dwell on 
those later memories which have made its name an unlucky one in our own day, a 
far luckier one in the days of our grandfathers. At last we make our first halt for study 
where a narrow strait divides the mainland, itself all but an island, from another 
ancient seat of Greek settlement, the once renowned isle of Curzola.  

Curzola — such is its familiar Italian form — it is the ancient Black Korkyra, and on 
Slavonic lips it still keeps the elder name in the shape of Kerker. But the sight of ή 
μέλαινα Κσρκυρα suggests a question of the same kind as that which the visitor is 
driven to ask on his first sight of Montenegro. How does a mass of white limestone 
come to be called the Black Mountain ? Curzola can hardly be called a mass of white 
limestone ; but the first glance shows nothing specially black about it, nothing to 
make us choose this epithet rather than any other to distinguish this Hadriatic 
Korkyra from the more famous Korkyra to the south. That some distinguishing 
epithet is needed is shown by the fact that, not so very long ago, a special 
correspondent of the Times took the whole history of Corfu and transferred it bodily 
to Curzola. The reason given for the name is the same in Curzola and in 
Montenegro. The blackness both of the island and of the mountain is the blackness 
of the woods with which they are covered. True the traveller from Cattaro to Tzetinje 
sees no woods, black or otherwise; but he is told that the name comes from thick 
woods on the other side of the principality. So he is told that Black Korkyra was 
called from its thick woods, its distinctive feature as compared with the many bare 
islands in its neighbourhood. But no black woods are now to be seen in that part of 
the island which the traveller is most likely to see anything of. There were such, he is 
told ; but they have been cut down on this side, while on the other side they still 
flourish. As things are now, Curzola is certainly less bare than most of its fellows ; 
but the impression which it gives us is, of the two, rather that of a green island than 
of a black one. It is not green in the sense of rich verdure, but such trees as show 
themselves give it a look rather green than black. At any rate, the island looks both 
low and well-covered, as compared with the lofty and rocky mountains of the 
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opposite peninsula of Sabioncello. The two are at one point, and that a point close 
by the town of Curzola, separated by a very narrow strait. And the nearness of the 
two formed no inconsiderable part of their history. There was a time when Curzola 
must have been, before all things, a standing menace to Sabioncello, and to the 
state of which Sabioncello formed an outpost. Sabioncello, the long, narrow, stony 
peninsula, all backbone and nothing else, formed part of the dominions of the 
commonwealth of Ragusa. Curzola was for three centuries and a half a stronghold of 
that other commonwealth which Ragusa so dreaded that she preferred the Turk as 
her neighbour. Nowhere does the winged lion meet us more often or more 
prominently than on the towers and over the gates of Curzola. And no wonder; for 
Curzola was the choice seat of Venetian power in these waters, her strong arsenal, 
the place for the building of her galleys. If Aigina was the eyesore of Peiraieus, 
Curzola must have been yet more truly the eyesore of Sabioncello. It is only of what 
must have been the special eyesore of its Ragusan neighbours, of the fortified town 
of Curzola and of a few points in its near neighbourhood, that we can now speak. 
Curzola is one of the larger Dalmatian islands ; and it is an island of some zoological 
interest. It is one of the few spots in Europe where the jackal still lingers. Perhaps 
there is no other, but, as we have heard rumours of like phenomenon in Epeiros, a 
decided negative is dangerous. We. believe that, according to the best scientific 
opinion, " lingered " is the right word. The jackal is not an importation from anywhere 
else into Curzola ; he is an old inhabitant of Europe, who has kept his ground in 
Curzola after he has been driven out of other places. But he who gives such time as 
the steamer allows him in the island to the antiquities of the town of Curzola need 
cherish no hope or fear of meeting jackals.  

He might as soon expect to meet with a horse. For, true child of Venice, Curzola 
knows neither horse nor carriage. Horses and carriages are not prominent features 
in any of the Dalmatian towns; but they may be seen here and there. They are faintly 
tolerated within the walls of Ragusa, and we have certainly seen a cart in the streets 
of Zara. But at Curzola they are as impossible as at Venice itself, though not for the 
same reason. Curzola does not float upon the waters; it soars above them.  

The Knidian emigrants chose the site of their town in the true spirit of Greek 
colonists. It is such another site as the Sicilian Naxos, as the Epidauros of the 
Hadriatic, as Zara too and Parenzo, though Zara and Parenzo can lay no claim to a 
Greek foundation. The town occupies a peninsula, which is joined to the main body 
of the island by a narrow isthmus. The positive elevation is slight, but the slope close 
to the water on each side is steep. From the narrow ridge where stands the once 
cathedral church, the streets run down on each side, narrow and steep, for the most 
part ascended by steps. The horses of the wave are the only steeds for the men of 
Black Korkyra, and those steeds they have at all times managed with much skill. The 
seafaring habits of the people take off in some measure from the picturesque effect 
of the place. There is much less to be seen, among men at least, of local costume at 
Curzola than at other Dalmatian towns. We miss the Morlacchian turbans which 
become familiar at Spalato; we miss the Montenegrin coats of the brave Bocchesi, 
which fill the streets of Cattaro, not without a meaning. Seafaring folk are apt to wear 
the dress of their calling rather than that of their race, and the island city cannot be 
made such a centre for a large rural population as the cities on the mainland. But, if 
the men to be seen at Curzola are less picturesque than the* men to be seen at 
Spalato or Ragusa, their dwellings make up for the lack. Curzola is a perfect 
specimen of a Venetian town. It is singular how utterly everything earlier than the 



 

8 
 

final Venetian occupation of 1420 has passed away. The Greek colonist has left no 
sign of himself but the site. Of Roman, of earlier mediaeval, times there is nothing to 
be seen beyond an inscription or two, one of which, a fragment worked into the 
pavement of one of the steep streets, records the connexion  which once was 
between Curzola and Hungary. With pra-Venetian inscriptions we may class one 
which is post-Venetian, and which records another form of foreign dominion, one 
which may be classed with that of Lewis the Great as at least better than those 
which went between them. From 1813 to 1815 — a time memorable at Curzola as 
well as at Cattaro — the island was under English rule, and the time of English rule 
was looked on as a time of freedom, compared with French rule before or with 
Austrian rule both before and after. It is not only that an official inscription speaks of 
the island as '’libertate frueus" at the moment when the connexion was severed ; we 
believe that we are justified in saying that those two years live in Black-Korkyraian 
memory as the one time for many ages when the people of Black Korkyra were let 
alone.  

The formerly cathedral church is the only building in the town of Curzola which 
suggests any thought that it can be older than 1420. Documentary evidence, we 
believe, is scanty, and contains no mention of the church earlier than the thirteenth 
century. In England we should at first sight be tempted to assign the internal arcades 
to the latter days of the twelfth; but the long retention of earlier forms which is so 
characteristic of the architecture of this whole region makes it quite possible that they 
may be no earlier than the Venetian times to which we must certainly attribute the 
west front. Setting aside a later addition to the north, which is no improvement, this 
little duomo consists of a nave and aisles of five bays, ending in three round apses. 
Five bays we say, though on the north side there are only four arches; for the tower 
occupies one at the west end. The inner arcades and the west doorway are worthy 
of real study, as contributions to the stock of what is at any rate singular in 
architecture; indeed a more honourable word might fairly be used. The arcades 
consist of plain pointed arches rising from columns with richly carved capitals, and, 
like so many columns of all ages in this region, with tongues of foliage at their 
bases*. Above is a small triforium, a pair of round arches over each bay; above that 
is a clerestory of windows which within seem to be square, but which outside are 
found to be broad pointed lancets with their heads cut off. In England or France such 
a composition as this would certainly, at the first sight of its general effect, be set 
down as belonging to the time of transition between Romanesque and Gothic, to the 
days of Richard of Poitou and Philip Augustus. And the proportions are just as good 
as they would be in England or France; there is not a trace of that love of ungainly 
sprawling arches which ruins half the so-called Gothic churches of Italy. But, when 
we look at the capitals, we begin to doubt. They are singularly rich and fine;but they 
are not rich and fine according to any received pattern. They are eminently not 
classical; they have nothing more than that faint Corinthian stamp which no floriated 
capital seems able quite to throw awa; they do not come anything like so near to the 
original model as the capitals at Canterbury, at Sens, or even at Lisieux. But neither 
do they approach to any of the received Romanesque or Byzantine types, nor have 
they a trace of the freedom which belongs to the English foliage of days only a little 
later. They are more like, though still not very much like, our foliage of the fourteenth 
century; there is a massiveness about them, a kind of cleaving to the shape of the 
block, which after all has something Byzantine about it. Those on the north side have 
figures wrought among the foliage; the four responds have the four evangelistic • 
symbols. Here then we cannot fail to find the lion of Saint Mark, but we find him only 
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in his place as one of a company of four. Would the devotion of the Most Serene 
Republic have allowed its patron anywhere so lowly a place as this to occupy ? 
Otherwise the character of the capitals, which extends to the small shafts in the 
triforium, might tempt us to assign a far later date to these columns and arches than 
their general effect would suggest. But at all events they are thoroughly medieval; 
there is not the faintest trace of Renaissance about them.  

Outside the church, the usual mixed character of the district comes out more 
strongly. The addition to the north, and the tower worked in instead of standing 
detached, go far to spoil what would otherwise be a simple and well-proportioned 
Italian front. Both the round window — of course there is a round window — and the 
great doorway are worthy of notice. The window is not a mere wheel; the diverging 
lines run off into real tracery, such as we might see in either England or France. The 
doorway is a curious example of the way in which for a long time in these regions, 
the square head, the round arch, and the pointed arch, were for some purposes 
used almost indifferently. The tradition of the square-headed doorway with the 
arched tympanum over it never died out. We may believe that the mighty gateways 
and doorways of Diocletian's palace set the general model for all ages. But when the 
pointed arch came in, the tympanum might be as well pointed as round. Sometimes 
the pointed tympanum crowns a thoroughly round-headed doorway, and is itself 
crowned with a square spandril, looking wonderfully like a piece of English 
Perpendicular. In the west doorway at Curzola things do not go quite to such lengths 
as this; but they go a good way. The square doorway is crowned by a pointed 
tympanum, containing the figure of a bishop; over that again is a kind of canopy. This 
is formed of a round arch, springing from a pair of lions supported on projections 
such as those which are constantly used, specially at Curzola, for the support of 
balconies. The lions which in many places would have supported the columns of the 
doorway seem, though wingless, to have flown up to this higher post. For here the 
doorway has nothing to be called columns, nothing but small shafts, twisted and 
otherwise, continued in the mouldings of the arch. The cornice under the low gable is 
very rich; the tower is of no great account, except the parapet, and the octagon and 
cupola which crown it, a rich and graceful piece of work of that better kind of 
renaissance which we claim as really Romanesque.  

In the general view of the town from the sea this tower counts for more than it does 
when we come close up to it in the nearest approach to a piazza which Curzola can 
boast. It is the crown of the whole mass of buildings rising from the water. At Curzola 
the fortifications are far more to the taste of the antiquary than they are at Ragusa; 
they fence things round at the bottom, instead of hiding everything from the top. We 
may shut our eyes to a modern fort or two on the hills; the walls of the town itself, 
where they are left, are picturesque mediaeval walls broken by round towers, on 
some of which the winged lion does not fail to show himself. He presides again over 
a loggia by the seashore, one of those buildings with nondescript columns, which 
may be of any date, which most likely are of very late date, but which, because they 
are simply straightforward and sensible, are pleasing, whatever may be their date. 
Here they simply support a wooden roof, without either arch or entablature. And 
while we are seated under the lion in the loggia, we may look down at another lion in 
a sculptured fragment by the shore, in company with a female half- figure, something 
of the nature of a siren, Nereid, or mermaid, who seems an odd yoke-fellow for the 
Evangelist. He seems more in his natural place over the gate by which we shall most 
likely enter the town, a gate of 1643, itself square-headed, but with pointed vaulting 
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within. Its inscriptions do not fail to commemorate the Trojan Antenor as founder of 
Black Korkyra, along with a more modem ruler, the Venetian John-Baptist Grimani. 
To the right hand, curiosity is raised by a series of inscriptions which have been 
carefully scratched out. About them there are many guesses and many traditions. 
One cannot help thinking that the deed was more likely to be done by the French 
than by the Austrian intruder. To scratch out an inscription is a foolish and barbarous 
act; but it implies an understanding of its meaning and a misapplied kind of vigour, 
which, of the two stolen eagles, was more likely to flourish under the single-headed 
one. The double-headed pretender, by the way, though he is seen rather too often in 
these parts, is seldom wrought in such lasting materials as Saint Mark's lion. So, 
when the good time comes, the stolen badge of Empire may, at Curzola as at Venice 
and Verona, pass away and be no more seen, without any destruction of 
monuments, old or new.  

We are now fairly in the town. The best way to see Curzola thoroughly is for the 
traveller to make his way how he will to the ridge of the peninsula, and then 
systematically to visit the steep and narrow streets, going in regular order down one* 
and up another. There is not one which does not contain some bit of domestic 
architecture which is well worth looking at. But he should first walk along the ridge 
itself from the gate by the isthmus to the point where the ground begins to slope to 
the sea opposite Sabioncello. Hard by the gate is the town-hall, Opcina as it is now 
marked in the native speech. The mixed style — most likely of the seventeenth 
century — of these parts comes out here in its fullness. Columns and round arches 
which would satisfy any reasonable Romanesque ideal, support square windows 
which are relieved from ugliness by a slight moulding, the dentel — akin to our 
Romanesque billet — which is seen everywhere. But in a projecting building, which 
is clearly of a piece with the rest, columns with nondescript capitals support pointed 
arches. Opposite to the town-hall is one of the smaller churches, most of which are 
of but little importance. This one bears the name of Saint Michael, and is said to 
have formerly been dedicated to Orthodox worship. It shows however no sign of 
such use, unless we are to count the presence of a little cupola over the altar. We 
pass along the ridge, by a house where the projection for balconies, so abundant 
everywhere, puts on a specially artistic shape, being wrought into various forms, 
human and animal. Opposite the cathedral the houses display some characteristic 
forms of the local style, and we get more fully familiar with them, as we plunge into 
the steep streets, following the regular order which has been already prescribed. 
Some graceful scrap meets us at every step; the pity is that the streets are so narrow 
that it needs some straining of the neck to see those windows which are set at all 
high in the walls. For it is chiefly windows which we light upon: very little care seems 
to have been bestowed on the doorways. A square or segmental-headed doorway, 
with no attempt at ornament, was thought quite enough for a house for whose 
windows the finest work of the style was not deemed too good. Indeed the contrasts 
are so odd that, in the finest house in Curzola, in one of the streets leading down 
east-ward from the cathedral, a central story for which magnificent would not be too 
strong a word is placed between these simple doorways below and no less simple 
square-headed windows above. This is one of the few houses in Curzola where the 
windows are double or triple divided by shafts. Most of the windows are of a single 
light, with a pointed, an ogee, or even a round head, but always, we think, with the 
eminently Venetian trefoil, and with the jambs treated as a kind of pilaster. With 
windows of this kind the town of Curzola is thick-set in every quarter. We may be 
sure that there is nothing older than the Venetian occupation, and that most of the 
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houses are of quite late date, of the sixteenth and even the seventeenth century. The 
Venetian style clave to medieval forms of window long after the Renaissance  had 
fully set in in everything else. And for an obvious reason; whatever attractions the 
Renaissance might have from any other point of view, in the matter of windows at 
least it hopelessly failed. In the streets of Curzola therefore we meet with an endless 
store of windows, but with little else. Yet here and there there are other details. The 
visitor will certainly be sent to see a door-knocker in a house in one of the streets on 
the western slope. There Daniel between two lions is represented in fine bronze 
work. And some Venetian effigies, which would doubtless prove something for local 
history, may be seen in the same court. Of the houses in Curzola not a few are 
roofless ; not a few have their rich windows blocked ; not a few stand open for the 
visitor to see their simple inside arrangements. The town can still make some show 
on a day of festival ; but it is plain that the wealth and life of Curzola passed away 
when it ceased to be the arsenal of Venice. And poverty has one incidental advantag 
; it lets things fall to ruin, but it does not improve or restore.  

Two monasteries may be seen within an easy distance of the town. That of Saint 
Nicolas, approached by a short walk along the shore to the north-west, makes rather 
an imposing feature in the general view from the sea; but it is disappointing when we 
come near. Yet it illustrates some of the local tendencies; a very late building, as it 
clearly is, it still keeps some traces of earlier ideas. Two equal bodies, each with a 
pointed barrel-vault, might remind us of some districts of our own island, and, with 
nothing else that can be called mediaeval detail, the round window does not fail to 
appear.  

The other monastery, best known as the Badia, once a house of Benedictines, 
afterwards of Franciscans, stands on a separate island, approached by a pleasant 
sail. The church has not much more to show than the other; but it too illustrates the 
prevalent mixture of styles which comes out very instructively in the cloister. This 
bears date 1477, as appears from an inscription over one of its doors. But this 
doorway is flat-headed and has lost all mediaeval character, while the cloister itself is 
a graceful design with columns and trefoil arches, which in other lands one would 
attribute to a much earlier date. The library contains some early printed books and 
some Greek manuscripts, none seemingly of any great intrinsic value. A manuscript 
of Dionysios Periegetes is described as the property of the Korkyraian Nicolas and 
his friends. Nicolas had a surname, but unluckily it has passed away from our 
memory and from our notes. But the local description which he has given of himself 
makes us ask, Did the book come from Corfu, or did any citizen of Black Korkyra 
think it had a learned look so to describe himself ?  

On the staircase of the little inn at Curzola still hangs a print of the taking of the 
arsenal of Venice by the patriots of 1848. Strange that no Imperial, Royal, and 
Apostolic official has taken away. So speaking a memorial of a deed which those 
who commemorate it would doubtless be glad to follow.  

 
Edward Augustus Freeman 

From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia 

Edward Augustus Freeman (2 August 1823 – 16 March 1892) was an English 
historian, architectural artist, and Liberal politician during the late-19th-century 
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heyday of William Gladstone, as well as a one-time candidate for Parliament. He 
held the position of Regius Professor of Modern History at Oxford, where he 
tutored Arthur Evans; later he and Evans would be activists in the Balkan uprising 
of Bosnia and Herzegovina (1874–1878) against the Ottoman Empire. After the 
marriage of his daughter Margaret to Evans, he and Evans collaborated on the fourth 
volume of his History of Sicily. He was a prolific writer, publishing 239 distinct 
works. One of his best known is his magnum opus, the 6-volume The History of the 
Norman Conquest of England (published 1867–1879). Both he and Margaret died 
before Evans purchased the land from which he would excavate the Palace of 
Knossos. 

Education and marriage 

Freeman was educated at private schools and by a private tutor. Even as a boy, he 
was interested in religious matters, history and foreign politics. He won a scholarship 
to Trinity College, Oxford, and a second class in the degree examination, and was 
elected fellow of his college (1845). While at Oxford he was much influenced by 
the High Church movement, and thought seriously of taking orders, but abandoned 
the idea. He married Eleanor Gutch (1818-1903) daughter of his former tutor, the 
Reverend Robert Gutch, on 13 April 1847 at Segrave, Leicestershire, England, and 
entered on a life of study. 

He lived in Llanrumney Hall, Cardiff in the mid 19th century. Freeman later bought a 
house called "Somerleaze", near Wells, Somerset, and settled there in 1860. 

Career 

Politician 

Freeman involved himself in politics, was a follower of Gladstone, and approved 
the Home Rule Bill of 1886, but objected to the later proposal to retain the Irish 
members at Westminster. To enter Parliament was one of his ambitions, and in 1868 
he unsuccessfully contested Mid-Somerset. Foreign rather than domestic politics 
were his main interest. He expressed an antipathy for the Turks and was 
sympathetic with the smaller and subject nationalities of eastern Europe. He was 
prominent in the agitation which followed "the Bulgarian atrocities" of the April 
Uprising; his speeches were often intemperate, and he was accused of uttering the 
words "Perish India!" at a public meeting in 1876. This, however, was a 
misrepresentation of his words. He was made a knight commander of the Order of 
the Saviour by the King of Greece, and also received an order from the Prince 
of Montenegro. 

In a letter to a friend, describing America, Freeman wrote, "This would be a grand 
land if only every Irishman would kill a Negro, and be hanged for it". 

For some years he was an active county magistrate. He served on the royal 
commission on ecclesiastical courts, being appointed in 1881. 

Historian 

He was made D.C.L. of Oxford and LL.D. of Cambridge honoris causa, and when he 
visited the United States on a lecture tour was well received at various institutions of 
learning. In 1884 he was appointed Regius Professor of Modern History at Oxford, 

and was, for a time, a non-resident professor at Cornell University. Freeman was 
elected a member of the American Antiquarian Society in 1885. 
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Freeman advanced the study of history in England in two directions: by insistence on 
the unity of history, and by teaching the importance and right use of primary sources. 
Politics was at the core, for he often said, "History is past politics and politics present 
history." 

He urged that history not be divided "by a middle wall of partition" into ancient and 
modern, nor broken into fragments as though the history of each nation stood apart. 
He declared it more than a collection of narratives, deeming it a science, "the 
science of man in his political character." Freeman asserted that the historical 
student should view all history as within his range, and have his own special range 
within which he masters every detail (Rede Lecture). 

Freeman's range included Greek, Roman and the earlier part of English history, 
together with some portions of foreign medieval history, and he had a scholarly 
though general knowledge of the rest of the history of the European world. Freeman 
regarded Rome as "the central truth of European history," the bond of its unity, and 
he undertook his History of Sicily (1891–1894) partly to illustrate this unity. He 
believed that all historical study is valueless unless based on a knowledge of original 
authorities, and explained how they should be weighed and used. He did not use 
manuscript authorities, however, and maintained he had no need to do so for most of 
his work, as the authorities he needed were already in print. 

His reputation as a historian rests chiefly on his History of the Norman 
Conquest (1867–1876), his longest completed book. In common with his works 
generally, it is distinguished by exhaustiveness of treatment and research, critical 
ability, and general accuracy. He is almost exclusively a political historian, and his 
works are infused with personal insights he gained from his practical experience of 
people and institutions. His saying that "history is past politics and politics are 
present history" is significant of this limitation of his work, which dealt less with other 
subjects in a nation's life. 

J. W. Burrow proposed that Freeman, like William Stubbs and John Richard Green, 
was an historical scholar with little or no experience of public affairs, with views of 
the present which were Romantically historicised and who was drawn to history by 
what was in a broad sense an antiquarian passion for the past, as well as a patriotic 
and populist impulse to identify the nation and its institutions as the collective subject 
of English history, making the new historiography of early medieval times an 
extension, filling out and democratising, of older Whig notions of continuity. It was 
Stubbs who presented this most substantially; Green who made it popular and 
dramatic ... It is in Freeman ... of the three the most purely a narrative historian, that 
the strains are most apparent. 

Works 

Architecture 

Freeman had a particular interest in ecclesiastical architecture and visited many 
churches. He soon began a practice of making drawings of buildings on the spot and 
afterwards tracing them over in ink. His first book, except for his share in a volume of 
English verse, was a History of Architecture (1849). Though he had not then seen 
any buildings outside England, it contains a good sketch of the development of the 
art. In 1851 he published An Essay on the Origin and Development of Window 
Tracery in England, which proposed the terms "Flowing" and "Flamboyant" (the latter 
term already in use in France, though not with exactly the same meaning, continuing 
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right through the English Perpendicular Period) instead of Thomas Rickman's 
"Decorated", which had been generally adopted since it was first published in 1817. 
The same year Edmund Sharpe published an alternative proposal, The Seven 
Periods of English Architecture, dividing the fenestration of the Decorated period 
between a Geometrical Period to 1315 followed by a Curvilinear Period to 1360. 
Though Rickman's scheme remains in use, the subdivisions proposed by both 
Freeman and Sharpe are also often found in recent books. 

Historical works and journalism 

Freeman's life was marked by a prodigious literary output. His published scholarly 
works include the fifteen large volumes of Norman Conquest, his unfinished History 
of Sicily, and his William Rufus (1882). He wrote several others on the early Middle 
Ages, and produced works on Aratus, Sulla, Nicias, William the Conqueror, Thomas 
of Canterbury, Frederick II and many more. He was also interested in Switzerland 
and in comparative constitutional history. Freeman wrote articles for various other 
publications, including reviews for newspapers and other periodicals, and was a 
prolific contributor to the Saturday Review until 1878, when he ceased to write for it 
for political reasons. 

The naturalist William Henry Hudson was dismissive of Freeman's style of argument 
in his 1920 book Dead Man's Plack and an Old Thorn. 

Books and papers 

Freeman's personal library of some 6,500 volumes was bought for Owens 
College by the trustees of Sir Joseph Whitworth and there it remains, though no 
longer kept together. A catalogue of it was issued by the college. Most of the 
Freeman collection is at the University of Manchester Library, including works in 
manuscript, correspondence and 6,200 of his architectural sketches of European 
churches. 
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Maude M. Holbach: Korčula 

Dalmatia  – the Land where East meets West, 

London: John Lane, the Bodley Head New 

York: John Lane Company, MCMVIII, pp. 

v-viii; 43-50 

PREFACE 

IN presenting this little work on Dalmatia to the public, I wish to express my 
gratitude to all those who have so kindly assisted me. 

First of all, to His Excellency Count Johann Harrach, President of the 
Dalmatian Society in Vienna, who first suggested the idea of this book, and 
without whose encouragement and support it would never have been written. 
Secondly, to the Direction of the Southern Railways of Austria and the Austrian 
Lloyd and Hungarian Croatian Steamship Companies, who showed my 
husband and myself great courtesy. 

Then to His Excellency Signor Nardelli, Governor of Dalmatia, who kindly 
furnished us with a general letter of introduction and commendation to the 
officials in the Slav language, which was of great assistance where neither 
German nor Italian was understood; to Count Attems Heiligenkreuz, and to 
Baron Kalchberg, to whose enterprise the beautiful Imperial Hotel at Ragusa, 
where we spent so many happy days, owes its existence. We are especially 
indebted to Monsignor Bulic, the Conservator of Ancient Monuments in 
Dalmatia, who himself conducted us over the museum in Spalato and the 
buried city of Salona, where we were privileged to partake of his hospitality in 
the unique house he has erected among the ruins. 

Our warmest thanks are due also to his nephew, Professor Jelic of Zara, who 
presented me with his book on Spalato and Salona, to which I have several 
times referred in this volume, and gave up much of his valuable time to 
assisting us during our stay in Zara, in which city we met with great kindness 
also from Signor Perlini, the President of the Chamber of Commerce, who 
placed his carriage at our disposal and arranged our visit to Nona. 

In Ragusa Baron Ghetaldi, the descendant of the famous Ragusan family 
whose members filled so many high offices of State, was most kind in giving 
me information which I could not otherwise have obtained, and I wish to 
express my appreciation of the courtesy of Count Gozzi when I visited his 
lovely and historic home, and my regret that my visit was necessarily too short 
to see all the art treasures it holds.   
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We are also greatly indebted to Signor Topic, the British Consul on the island 
of Lissa, who welcomed us personally on our arrival there, and kindly arranged 
for his secretary, who proved a most efficient guide, to show us all of peculiar 
interest to English people that lovely Lissa contains. The fragrance of the 
flowers daily sent me from the Consul's beautiful gardens lingers still in my 
memory, as does that of the roses I carried away from Signor Depollo's equally 
lovely gardens on the neighbouring island of Curzola. 

To him and to his family we wish to tender our most special thanks for their 
warm welcome and kind hospitality, and I ask him to communicate my 
gratitude also to the fathers of the Franciscan monastery of the Badia, whence 
he accompanied us, for their hospitality and great courtesy in bringing all their 
art treasures into the monastery garden, that my sex should not debar me from 
seeing them. 

Our excursion into Herzegovina was made doubly pleasurable by the kindness 
extended to us by Lieutenant-Colonel Lilienhoff of the garrison at Trebinje, to 
whose charming wife I was indebted for the privilege of visiting a Turkish 
harem. 

To Colonel Milutin Vukotic, Commander of the Military School at Cettinje and 
Aide de Camp to His Royal Highness the Prince of Montenegro, our thanks are 
due for the kind attention he paid us during our visit to his deeply interesting 
country. 

Finally, I should like to express my indebtedness to Mr. Thomas Graham 
Jackson, R.A., for the great assistance his admirable work on Dalmatian 
architecture has been to me, and to thank all whom I have not mentioned by 
name for their welcome to their country. 

I earnestly hope that this modest volume, which it has given me great pleasure 
to write and my husband to illustrate, may do its part in attracting the attention 
of my country people to the beauty and unique interest of the Kingdom of 
Dalmatia. 

MAUDE M. HOLBACH. 

ABBAZIA, February 27th, 1907. 
 

CURZOLA 

Curzola was the Korkyra Nigra of the ancients, so called on account of its dark 
woods to distinguish it from the other Korkyra (Corfu). It is one of the few 
places in Dalmatia where the forest still remains, which is doubtless one 
reason why it is still the home of the now almost extinct European jackal. 

The long narrow island is all but joined to the neighbouring peninsula of 
Sabbioncella, and in the narrow strait between took place the world-famous 
battle between the Venetians and the Genoese, in which the latter captured 
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the celebrated navigator, Marco Polo, and took prisoner the Venetian admiral, 
Andrea Dandolo, who, as everybody knows, dashed out his brains against the 
side of the galley which bore him into captivity, preferring death to dishonour.  

Curzola is essentially Venetian. Here the galleys of the Republic were built, 
here the soldiers of the Doge kept a jealous eye on the Ragusan territory of 
Sabbioncella just across the water, and here they built a Venetian town in 
miniature rising from the water's edge and crowned by the thirteenth-century 
Duomo. 

It is a place to rejoice alike the heart of the artist and the student of 
architecture, with exquisite bits at every turn of the steep narrow streets; here 
you catch a glimpse of a Venetian Gothic window, there of a picturesque 
courtyard, where a carved stone balustrade leads to an upper story; and at yet 
another point a shower of blossoms falls over the lovely carving of the balcony 
of some old palazzo. 

In one such courtyard of the Palazzo Arneri there is a door-knocker which is 
one of the finest known examples of its kind, and has aroused the cupidity of 
many a collector. Millionaires have offered large sums for it in vain. It still 
keeps its place upon its ancient door in the apparently deserted sunny 
courtyard, though its working days are done. 

Just below the Palazzo Arneri the upper story of one of the old houses forms a 
bridge across the street, and frames in a vista of blue sea far below, for all the  

town is on a slope, and the streets are formed of steps more frequently than 
not. 

All roads in Curzola lead to the little piazza before the Duomo; so here you 
must ascend, and admire first the Italian Gothic doorway flanked by curious 
figures of Adam and Eve similar to those at Trau and Sebenico, and then the 
interior. The baldacchino over the high altar is unfortunately spoilt by its red 
cloth trappings-the four columns supporting it are covered with this 
abomination-but the fine Renaissance capitals are free. The light is not good 
enough to do justice to Ridolfi's pictures in a side chapel, nor to the painting 
behind the high altar attributed to Tintoretto, but the whole gains in 
impressiveness by the partial twilight; it attunes the mind to reverence, and 
through the dimness the red light before the altar glows like a giant ruby. A 
dimly lit cathedral, with here and there the solitary kneeling figures of silent 
worshippers,--- is not this a fitting ante-chamber to the unseen world ? 

The medieval walls and towers which compass the little town of Curzola are 
broken by siege and earthquake, but still stand to show how well Venice 
guarded her own. Even to- day you cannot enter or leave the town save by two 
great gates, and for even greater security that towards the land is entered by a 
drawbridge across a moat. The fortifications date from the final conquest of the 
island by the Doge in 1420, but it had been under Venetian dominion as early 
as the tenth century, though in the intervening time the Genoese, Hungarians, 
and Bosnians mastered it in turn, and for a time the island enjoyed 
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comparative independence. Curzola shares with Ragusa the honour of having 
abolished the slave-trade as early as the thirteenth century, and this was an 
enactment of the statutes the town drew up in the period of self-government. 

To appreciate the picturesqueness of the fortifications you must see them from 
the water. So now I want you to come with me to the Franciscan island of 
Badia. In going and coming we shall skirt the old walls and see their grey 
towers reflected in the limpid flood, with the roofs of the quaint houses and the 
beautiful Duomo rising amphitheatre-wise above them. 

The Badia is one of many smaller islands lying off the eastern end of Curzola, 
and on the way to it we pass through a part of the narrow channel which 
separates the island from Sabbioncella, and was such an important passage in 
the old days for small ships which sought the shelter of the islands. 

Like our own Iona, the island was a place of refuge in troublous times, a seat 
of learning and piety, while the mainland was given over to warfare and 
bloodshed; but once at least the tide of war swept up to the very monastery 
walls, and the peaceful friars put aside their missals and breviaries, and 
interrupted their daily office to take part in its defence; so well they fought that 
the invaders were driven back, and the Turkish spears you see to-day were 
taken from the foe. 

The monks' most precious treasure is the great crucifix which hangs above the 
altar in the church; tradition says it was brought by faithful hands from Bosnia 
at the time of the Moslem conquest, to save it from falling into the hands of the 
infidel, and that it is over five hundred years old. 

The most remarkable feature of this crucifix is that the face of Christ takes 
wholly different expressions, from different points of view, from the agony 
before death to the sculptured calm of the corpse from which life has passed. 
The emaciated figure on the cross is so painfully realistic that it at once 
fascinates and fills you with horror, as doubtless the unknown artist intended it 
should, and even after you have withdrawn your eyes the memory of it haunts 
you. Who the master was whose vivid imagination and skilful hands fashioned 
it, history records not; but there is another curious sculpture at the Badia, of the 
world supported by the four Evangelists representing the Church, which is very 
like it in workmanship, and may be by the same artist. 

In the library are many interesting old pictures and precious manuscripts, but 
all records perished at the time of the siege, and what is related concerning 
them is but tradition and conjecture. 

The cloisters at the Badia are very interesting architecturally on account of the 
fine carving of the capitals of the fifty-four columns, every one of which is 
different; but the general effect loses in picturesqueness by having no garden 
in the centre as at the Franciscan convent at Ragusa. The garden of the Badia 
is on the other side of the monastery, and a very peaceful spot it is with its 
pergolas covered with the foliage of the vine and its border full of sweet-
scented flowers. Here you must rest a little and taste the good monks' wine, 
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and tell them a little of the outside world they so seldom hear of, for visitors to 
Curzola are few, and to the Badia still fewer. You will hear on your part much 
that will interest you about the manners and customs of Curzola, how the 
national dance, the " Moreska," is still danced at festas, and a curious 
medieval play called the "Kumpanjija" takes place at the great cattle fair held at 
Blatta. You will hear too, alas how the people of this lovely island are leaving it 
in increasing numbers every year to seek their fortunes in America by the huge 
emigrant steamers which sail for the new world weekly from Triest. It is 
becoming difficult in Curzola to find labourers to till the soil of its fruitful valleys, 
and you will doubtless wonder that the natives of this land can throw away their 
heritage of so much loveliness to seek for gold. But so it is, and sometimes 
one comes back who has prospered and fills his neighbours with emulation to 
go and do likewise. 

I have told you already of the jackals on Curzola. According to the hunters and 
the peasants, who suffer from their depredations, they must number hundreds, 
and are, perhaps, reinforced from time to time by new arrivals from the 
mountains of Sabbioncella, as it would be quite easy for them to swim the 
channel. 

They are so numerous in the neighbourhood of Pupnat, a large village 
surrounded by wooded hills and ravines which afford them shelter, that a night 
watch is set to warn the peasants of their approach, and the man who 
succeeds in shooting a jackal is the hero of the village, and receives a present 
of two eggs and two loaves of bread from every member of the community, 
which number about six hundred. This, at least, is the tale that is told, but as 
twelve hundred eggs and a like number of loaves would be rather an 
embarrassing gift all at once, it is probable that the presents are not all made in 
kind, and that the hunter is rewarded only by the heads of families and the 
wealthier inhabitants. At all events, the dead jackal is dragged round the 
village, for every one to see, amid great rejoicings. The animals are said to be 
extraordinarily fond of grapes, and just before the vintage visit the vineyards in 
sparsely populated parts of the island, where there are no farmyards to be 
raided for lambs or poultry. 

The north coast of the island is another jackal haunt, and strangers who have 
slept at Racisce, a charming village on the north shore backed by wooded 
mountains, which you see from the steamer's deck in passing through the 
channel say that they have been kept awake all night by a strange weird-
howling, very like that of a pack of wolves. The jackal and the wolf are nearly 
related, and have much in common; both hunt by night and in packs, but the 
little jackal is a braver beast than his bigger brother. Young ones have not 
infrequently been tamed and made household pets, but there is always a 
certain wildness about them. Some say that they have hyena-like propensities, 
and have been known to dig up and devour corpses; and, again, it is 
whispered that the souls of the dead, unable to rest, take the form of jackals, 
and for this reason the natives fear to hunt them, for the islanders are not a 
little superstitious. 
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As organized hunting parties are rare, and the mountainous wooded island of 
Curzola, and the still more mountainous peninsula of Sabbioncella afford 
sufficient shelter for wild creatures, it is probable the jackals of Dalmatia will 
not be extinct for another hundred years. When they are, beautiful Curzola will 
have lost one of the chief interests of her forests ! 
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PREFACE.  
 
The staple of this work is a familiar description of the countries to the north and east 
of the Adriatic; but as in the first volume I touch only incidentally on politics, I think it 
right at the outset to give the reader a key to the spirit in which the whole has been 
written. The work was undertaken at the suggestion of the late truly estimable Sir 
Robert Gordon, her Majesty's Ambassador at the Court of Vienna, in his private and 
un- official capacity as a promoter of all those departments of literature which 
familiarise the reader with a knowledge of the trade and resources of foreign parts ; 
and this in a manner so obliging and advantageous, as no student of political and 
commercial geography, anxious to add to the range of his previous experiences, 
would willingly neglect or decline. It was his wish that I should give a general view of 
the material resources of the Austrian empire ; I therefore began with a visit to the 
Austrian ports of the Adriatic in the years 1846-7; but the present abnormal state of 
trade, and the revolutions that have since occurred, rendering it doubtful how far I  
should make my work a commercial one, and the progress of events in Croatia 
(involving considerations of the most momentous importance,) having created a de-  
mand for information on that country, the desire to fill up this vacuum has caused the 
second volume of the work to assume a more decidedly political character than was 
at first contemplated, and has afforded me a convenient and fitting opportunity for 
laying before the public the results of studies on the interests of Great Britain in the 
Austrian and Ottoman empires commenced long anterior to my tour on the Adriatic ; 
more especially as the grave and important events of the last year have in a most 
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remarkable manner confirmed the soundness of views, the entertainment of which 
exposed me for a series of years to much obloquy and misapprehension.  
When I first began these studies in 1838, Great Britain had just concluded a 
commercial treaty with Austria, and was on the very worst terms with Russia  
relative to the affairs of the East ; and, after a visit to Hungary in the following year, I 
came to the conclusion that the only counterpoise to Russia was a united and 
powerful Austria ; that a house divided against itself must fall ; and that Austria and 
Hungary at loggerheads left Russia uncontrolled mistress of the destinies of the  
lower Danube. I considered the cultivation of the Magyar language and literature by 
the Magyar nation to be a legal and laudable movement, but the attempt of the  
Ultra -Magyar faction to substitute universally that nationality for the ancient and 
numerically stronger Slaavic nationalities, by their extirpation in the nineteenth cen-  
tury, to be a gross and revolting abuse of power, which must sooner or later recoil on 
themselves. Magyarism I considered a solid and valid element of Hungarian  
prosperity ; Ultra - Magyarism a windbag, which must necessarily collapse. For 
entertaining these opinions have been alternately called a knave and a visionary ;  
but I see nothing in recent events to prove the un- soundness of a theory which I 
have maintained through good report and bad report for the last ten years.  
In these ten years that have elapsed, a great change has taken place in our relations 
with Russia, and instead of the impending war of 1838, or the exacerbations of the  
Servian question, there is every prospect of a long continuance of pacific and friendly 
relations with that power ; and I should be delighted to see them still further secured 
and strengthened by the act of a European Congress, exactly defining the relations 
in which Russia stands to the Danubian principalities, in a spirit of fairness and 
equity, not only towards the Porte and the populations of the principalities, but to all 
the valid and legitimate pretensions of Russia herself.  
 
So much for the easterly aspect of the politics of the region I visited. Of their 
westerlyaspect, in relation to the Italian wars and revolutions, I intend to say  
very little in the course of this work, notwithstanding their important mediate bearing 
on the cohesion of the eastern parts of the Austrian empire and kingdom of  
Hungary ; but with the greatest admiration of Italian genius, with the greatest desire 
for the prosperity of Italy, and with a vivid remembrance of the many and delicious 
draughts I have quaffed at the fountains of Italian art and literature, I feel bound to 
record my hope, that the principle of legitimacy will be vindicated, for the sake of the 
interests of humanity at large. If the moral of my commercial geography be the 
necessity of free -trade, and the disadvantages of the prohibitive system, the result 
of a varied experience in political and diplomatic affairs is the conviction of the 
necessity of obedience to laws and treaties, and the equivalent duty incumbent on 
those who make treaties for Europe, or laws for its states, to place the principle of 
legitimacy as far as practicable in unison with national sympathies, so as to lay the 
foundation of a universal political constitution of Europe. I confess that I am as 
sceptical about human perfectibility as the most unchimerical philosopher that ever 
lived, and do not believe that the advancement of education will make war less 
delightful to the most vigorous, cultivated, and comprehensive intellects, than it has 
been from the days of Caesar to those of Frederick or Napoleon ; but a single nation 
sowing its wild oats as France did from 1798 to 1815, and vexing the world with the 
vice and vigour of renewed youth, would have been much more difficult if Europe 
had had a better diplomatical constitution. And even since 1815 two great facts 
cannot fail to strike every one ; first, that we are in the thirty - fourth year of a peace 
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uninterrupted by the wars of the great military powers with each other ; secondly, 
that the wars that have taken place in that period have been civil wars, or wars 
arising from the principle of legitimacy being discordant with national sympathies, 
such as the revolt of Lombardy ; the invasion of that kingdom by Charles Albert 
being the only instance of an attempt at the conquest of the territories of a friendly 
sovereign by an ambitious monarch since the general peace of 1815.  
 
I regard Lombardy to be the only serious difficulty of Austria ; for every inch of 
territory west of the Mincio is diffusion and debility for an Austro-Danubian empire ;  
but I have never been able to comprehend how the circumstance of the liberalism of 
the King of Sardinia being a few weeks older than that of the Emperor of Austria (in 
consequence of absolute power having slipped through his fingers a few weeks 
sooner), could afford him a pretext for trampling under foot the treaties of Vienna and 
Paris, to which his house alone owes the repossession of Savoy and Piedmont, — 
mainly and principally in consequence of the Emperor Francis having thrown his 
weight into the balance against his own son- in-law Napoleon, — treaties which, if 
repealed or abolished, leave no chartered right between the ambition of an Emperor 
or President Louis Napoleon, and the inheritance of Savoy and Piedmont.  
 
Charles Albert, endowed by nature with many attractive and engaging qualities, 
began by adorning his reign with a liberal encouragement of arts, science, and  
literature ; — I hope that, before he ends it, he will strengthen it by the establishment 
of constitutional liberty, through the introduction of its first and most essential 
element, an invariable and inviolable respect for all laws, until repealed by competent 
authority ; a principle to which, more than to any thing else, Great Britain, from the 
Lands End to John O' Groat's house, owes the preservation of her freedom ; and as 
treaties framed by European Congresses have the same validity among States as 
acts of parliamentary legislature have in the case of individuals, it is in his power to 
pay a tribute to the constitutional system by setting such an example in his exalted 
sphere, and adopting such an attitude, as will leave no doubt of his sincere love of  
liberty, by his sincere respect for law.  
 
Great changes have taken place since I left Austria, in her internal affairs ; and in my 
judgments on the defunct system, I have attempted to weigh truth and falsehood 
grain by grain, and scruple by scruple; but I have no doubt that I must be considered 
as a partial writer by the indiscriminate haters of Austria, if I may judge  
by the light in which the administration of Prince Metternich is received by a large 
proportion of the English press. This remarkable statesman has, during a long  
career, shewn on innumerable occasions how warm his attachment has been to 
England and the English, and has never allowed difference of political systems, and  
views diverging on many important and irritating questions, to interfere with a normal 
sympathy for the English alliance ; I therefore think that his treatment by  
the press in general has been distinguished by a want of historic fairness, and a 
surprising ignorance of the mechanism of one of the greatest European monarchies.  
 
To peruse some of these lucubrations on what they call " the Metternich system," 
one would suppose that at the accession of this statesman, Austria had been a  
country enjoying a free constitutional government, and that its liberties had been 
overthrown one after another by a series of coups d'etat ; which ended with forging 
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on a once free people fetters of the most odious slavery. Never was any reasoning 
or vituperation less founded on truth. The defunct bureaucratic constitution of Austria  
was introduced and founded by the Emperor Joseph, the most absolute and despotic 
monarch that ever sat on the throne of Austria. This prince was deeply tinctured with  
the French theories in vogue in the latter half of the eighteenth century : he was 
somewhat too much of a royalist to wish to see the last king burnt on a funeral  
pile, composed of the body of the last priest : but priests, nobles, provincial estates, 
and municipal incorporations, — whether in their uses as checks to despotic power, 
or in their abuse as elements of corruption, — he was resolved to render as nugatory 
as lay in his power ; and, in order to be both popular and despotic, he created 
bureaucracy as his ready, obedient, and subservient tool. All this happened when 
Prince Metternich was in child's petticoats : not one single element of the defunct 
septuagenarian government did Prince Metternich create ; neither its advantages nor  
its disadvantages, neither its care for the poor and ignorant, nor its mistrust and 
espionage of the rich and the intelligent ; and had he dared to alter the system, his  
place was not worth forty-eight hours' purchase.  
 
Nowhere was it more true than at Vienna that political systems are like serpents, 
their heads being moved by their tails. There was a power stronger than Met- 
ternich, and that was the bureaucracy. When, in 1840, this statesman pursued, 
conjointly with the other three powers, a policy perfectly congenial to the interests of  
Austria, he was as nearly as possible pitched headlong from his eminence, because 
he was supposed to risk a war ; and subsequently, a still more remarkable exercise 
of this power has been attended with still more fatal effects.  
 
The cardinal blot, the crowning abuse of the so-called " Metternich system," was the 
prohibitive duties introduced by the Emperor Joseph; a system that inflicted, and still 
inflicts, an annual loss estimated at from eight to ten millions on the Austrian 
exchequer. Baron Kiibeck, the right-hand man and protege of Prince Metternich,  
drew up a reform of the system ; and who was the obstructor ? Was it Prince 
Metternich ? Unquestionably not. It was the narrow-minded Hofkammer ; so that  
the Emperor Joseph, who created the rural bureaucracy to fight the battle of the poor 
man against the rich, forgot to create some machine which might enable an en-  
lightened minister to infuse some of the higher principles of politics and legislation 
into the Hofkammer ; it was, in short, a sort of Gordian knot of red tape, which has 
been cut, because it could not be loosed.  
 
That the policy of Prince Metternich was not free from capital errors is too true ; for 
no man, be he ever so great or good, can administer an empire for forty years  
without leaving a wide field open for criticism. Let all those errors be visited on his 
head, the last of which was the occupation of Cracow, an act which struck at the very  
foundation of the fabric of the European family; but nothing can be more unjust than 
to hold him up as the inventor or introducer of a despotism, when, in truth, he left the 
constitution of Austria much better than he found it. The provincial estates, which 
were a nullity at the beginning of his career, had become a power in the state before 
its close. The form of government did not allow the glorious and inestimable privilege 
of a free press ; but let any one compare what Austria was in the latter years of the 
administration of Metternich, with its first years, and the advance is enormous. Not 
only was the censorship considerably relaxed, but all foreign books and newspapers 
of a really high and informing character, if written in ever so free a spirit of inquiry, 
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were admitted ; and as for the Socialist novels, Ultra-Radical newspapers, and free - 
thinking theology, which were rigorously excluded, the deprivation, however 
inconsistent with English notions of liberty, yet could not be called a stupefying 
despotism," without an abuse of terms ; and those who wished to see " stupefying 
despotism" in its perfection must have gone to the Tchech districts of Hungary, 
where a nation, having an ancient and valuable literature, and endowed with the 
happiest dispositions for instruction, and numbering two millions five or six hundred 
thousand souls, or about the population of Scotland, were denied a single 
newspaper in their mother - tongue ; and yet, according to modern notions, the Ultra-
Magyar faction, who thought themselves entitled to extirpate Tchechism from 
Hungary, are enlightened liberals ! But so much worse is irresponsible corporate 
tyranny than responsible absolutism, that the shade of Montesquieu might say of the 
Ultra- Magyar faction, " Leur gouvernement est toujours odieux. Les peuples conquis 
y sont dans un état triste ; ils ne jouissent ni des avantages de la république, ni de 
ceux de la monarchie."  
 
It is much to be regretted that Prince Metternich did not seek the compensations of 
Austria in Germany rather than in Italy; but neither he, nor any other statesman  
at the Congress of Vienna, did, or could, foresee the antipathies of races that were to 
succeed, any more than the statesmen of a Congress now about to assemble could  
predict what mankind is to be disputing about thirty or forty years hence.  
 
They wisely legislated for the ills they knew, and not for those they knew not of. But if 
we take Prince Metternich's career as a whole — the decisive effect with which the 
war-councils of his youth insured a prompt and long-continued general peace — his 
own aristocratic birth and connexions, and the remarkable absence of aristocratic  
jobbing in the tenor of his government — the readiness with which men of merit were 
promoted from the humblest ranks of society to the highest places in the  
administration, even the cabinet itself — and the general prosperity, in spite of a 
protectionist Hofkammer — must when the passions of our age have passed away, 
procure him a high position in the pages of the philosophic historian of the future, 
who judges him with reference to the institutions amid which he lived, moved, and 
had his being.  
 
Although conscious of the evils and abuses in the higher regions of bureaucracy, 
and the indisposition to reform on the part of a class of men, who, having gained the 
objects of their ambition, were anxious to let things alone, yet the provinces through 
which I passed abounded in intelligent and energetic men, anxious for the public 
welfare, who, in the most obliging manner possible, afforded me much information ; 
and besides persons in a private station, mentioned in this work, I am much indebted 
to Baron Schaller, Aulic Councillor, who conducts the civil administration of Dalmatia 
at Zara, Baron Rasner, Chief of the circle of Ragusa, and their colleagues, for the 
readiness with which they answered all my queries. But I should make a poor and 
miserable return for their attentions, if I were to gloss over the neglects or abuses I 
saw on my way. The experience of peace and war having shewn that there are few 
of our greater alliances attended with less inconvenience than that of Austria, my 
desire is to render a real and essential service to the provinces I visited, by 
suggesting those practical reforms which may awaken the dormant elements of 
prosperity ; — reforms for which the barren formulas of rights -of- man mongers are 
wretched and unavailing substitutes.  
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Without intending any invidious comparisons, I cannot close without expressing my 
sense of the loss our diplomacy has sustained by the death of Sir Robert Gordon, 
who, by his lengthened and varied experience, and the perfect straightforwardness 
of his mode of conducting business, reflected as much honour on our diplomatic 
school as he was successful in maintaining cordial relations and a firmly established 
influence at the Court to which he was accredited.  
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CURZOLA.  

1847 

Five hours from Lesina is Curzola, the most beautiful of all the islands of Dalmatia ; 
approached by a natural canal formed by the island on one side and the peninsula of 
Sabioncello on the other, a sort of Bosphorus on a grander and ruder scale, with 
steep mountains on both sides, every creek and headland covered with waving 
woods and verdant shrubbery. As we approach the town of Curzola, each zone is 
marked by its appropriate colour : the warm brown of cultivation basks at the water's 
edge ; the wooded region rises above ; and a waving line of grey bare rocks crests 
the whole.  

Turning the last headland, we saw the town of Curzola before us in the form of a 
triangle or pyramid, edged by some of those huge old round towers which the 
modern art of war has rendered obsolete, the campanile of the ex-cathedral forming 
the appropriate apex. At the landing-place, and just outside the walls, is the loggia, 
an edifice very inferior to that of Lesina as seen from without ; but the prospect seen 
through its columns by those within, gave the Curzolans a council -chamber painted 
by Nature herself in her happiest mood. The massive towers and walls were built in 
1420  but the gate was, as the inscription tells us, erected in 1643 by a scion of the 
house of Grimani, he being then Proveditor-general at Zara.  

Grimani ! thought I to myself, as I recollected the palace of that name from the Grand 
Canal, and I again stept back to look at it ; but the profuse ornaments of the sei 
cento with which it was covered, shewed that the age of Balthasar Longhena had 
followed that of Sammicheli— a decline from what preceded, but still high above 
what followed in other parts of Europe.  

The town of Curzola is regularly built ; a street runs up to the Piazza, and down on 
the other side, all the other streets being at right angles. On one side of the Piazza, 
in the elevated centre of the town, is the Palace of the Venetian Governors ; and on 
the other is the ex- Cathedral, with mediocre pictures, and a Turkish cannon-ball 
embedded in the wall since an attack on the town in 1571. Curzola was formerly the 
seat of a Bishop but Dalmatia, which, under the Venetians, had thirteen episcopal 
sees, has now only six.  

 

Close by is the palace of a certain Signer Arnieri, the principal landed proprietor of 
Curzola, to which I was taken by a gentleman of the town to whom I was 
recommended. The palace itself, of Venetian Gothic, is sadly dilapidated ; but such 
an edifice as a Contarini or a Gradenigo might have dwelt in. A superb bronze 
knocker, representing a Hercules swinging two lions by their tails, adorned the door ; 
and entering the courtyard, the marble draw-well, on which was cut three pears, the 
arms of the family, and the minutely fretted windows of the crumbling halls, reminded 
me that Curzola had for years supplied the timber for the wooden walls of Venice, 
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and had been another favourite station of her fleets. Signor Arnieri, a polite 
gentleman, with white neckcloth and broad-brimmed hat, did the honours with the 
courtesy of the old school.  

" These three pears you see on the wall," said he, " are the arms of my family. 
Perussich was our name, when, in the earlier part of the fifteenth century, my 
ancestors built this palace ; so that, you see, I am a Dalmatian. All the family, 
fathers, sons, and brothers, used to serve in the fleets of the Republic ; but the hero 
of our race was Arniero Perussich, whose statue you see there, who fought, bled, 
and died at the siege of Candia, whose memory was honoured by the Republic, and 
whose surviving family was liberally pensioned ; so his name became the name of 
our race. We became Arnieri, and ceased to be Perussich."  

I spoke of the knocker, as remarkable for its size as for its beauty; and observed, 
that it would be rather hazardous to put so tempting a piece of virtii on a London door 
; so, going to the door again, he, with a smile of enjoyment, lifted the head of one of 
the lions, and letting it whack against the door, so as to make the court ring again, he 
resumed : I have been offered its weight in silver ; but we have no fears of thieves in 
Curzola : if I lock it up in my cabinet, I cease to enjoy the use of it. If you are curious 
on such matters," added he, " come here and, leading me through a dark passage to 
his library, he shewed me an antique inkstand and sand-box, in the form of hounds 
scratching their ears, and various other articles said to be real antiques.  

Thanking the old gentleman for his attentions, we retraced our steps, and saw in the 
wall of the house opposite a relic of middle-age manners — a large iron ring, which, 
being grasped by a criminal, gave him immunity from arrest.  

The sobborgo, or suburb of Curzola without the walls, is kept alive by ship-building ; 
and being situated on the neck of land that connects the town with the island, it has 
wharfs to both bays. The boats of Curzola are still renowned on the Adriatic ; and all 
those of the Company of the Austrian Lloyds are built here. Timber and labour are 
both cheap, and vegetation is rapid ; for no sooner is a wood thinned than it grows 
again with great rapidity.  

Here I saw some of the Amazons of the opposite peninsula of Sabioncello selling 
produce, — tall, strong women, with masculine features, and a high head-dress of 
straw, with a brown flounce.  

All the husbands are absent at sea, and the women do most of the rustic work — 
plough, harrow, and thrash ; and their villages are composed almost solely of 
women, old men, and boys. The women have consequently most robust bodies, and 
a resolute virile temperament : so that Dr. Menis, the learned proto-medicus of Zara, 
believes that the fable of the Amazons must have arisen from a community living 
under similar conditions ; defence of their goods and chattels being occasionally 
necessary during the absence of their husbands.  

This maritime turn is of no new date ; for Curzola was a Phoenician colony, and 
objects have been repeatedly found with the strange claw-character of this wonderful 
people. The rest of the history of the island is also maritime. In the tenth century it 
belonged to the famous pirates' nest of the neighbouring Narenta, and in 997 came 
under Venetian protection ; and its Veneto-municipal statute is said to be the oldest 
in Dalmatia. In this neighbourhood, Genoa, 1268, measured her strength 
successfully with Venice, and taught her great rival such a lesson of humiliation as 
she never received either before or since ; but the victory of Chioggia again made 



 

29 
 

Venice the mistress of the Mediterranean. In the Turkish wars the Curzolans bore 
their part gallantly.  

When the town was besieged in 1571 by Uluch Ali, viceroy of Algiers, even women 
and children took part in the defence ; and having compelled him to retire, the word 
fedelissima, or most faithful, was, by decree of the Senate, applied to Curzola in all 
documents.  

Passing the suburb, I found myself in the country ; and never did I see such luxuriant 
and variegated shrubbery. The fragrant myrtle perfumed the air ; and the contrast in 
the colours of the vegetation, the beauty of the flowers, and the novelty of the fruits, 
made Curzola look like one great conservatory, with its blossom uncovered to 
perpetual spring. The improbabilities of romance were realised ; and I seemed to 
tread one of those isles unseen by human eye, where some fair benignant spirit 
dwelt in a secluded world of bloom and verdure. Half-an-hour off", on a high conical 
eminence, is the ruined convent of Saint Anthony, approached by a straight flight of 
steps the best part of a quarter of a mile in steep ascent, bordered on each side by a 
lofty avenue of cypresses : planted one hundred and eighty years ago, they are now 
in their full growth and majesty. I stood entranced at the foot of the steps, and 
enjoyed, at the extreme top of the thick verdure-fenced vista, a ruined arch 
picturesquely delineated against the blue sky. When I completed the ascent, and 
looked backwards, my admiration increased on seeing the azure creek, the yellow 
bulwarks of Curzola, and the towering ridges of the opposite mountains, enframed by 
this noble avenue, every tree of which rose to the height of the highest ship -masts. 
Higher up, on a point of rock, no longer in the line of avenue, but commanding a 
general view, the whole region of indented creeks and rugged coasts, town and 
suburbs, with swelling dome and tower-knit battlements, and the unruffled waters, 
asleep amidst the slopes of the canal, — formed a prospect so lovely, that Curzola 
might be called the Emerald Isle of the Adriatic.  

Next day I took a ramble into the country, and found the population of the island 
exhibit, in their dresses, houses, and demeanour, a great superiority to what I had 
seen between Zara and Sebenico. In a former work I compared the character of the 
Servian to that of the Scottish Highlander ; but the comparison, however striking as 
regards the mainland, becomes a contrast when we treat of the insular population. 
Unlike the Hebrides of Great Britain, which, by their remoteness from the metropolis, 
are the last to receive the lights of civilisation, the islands of Dalmatia owe much of 
their culture to the nearer vicinity of Venice, and the more extensive use of the Italian 
language, with its humanising results on all classes of the population ; but, above all, 
to their sea-girt security, which retained the coasts and islands as an integral part of 
the European family.  

If we pursue the results of these diverging political fortunes to the actual condition of 
the two great divisions of Dalmatia, we find that, of the 400,000 inhabitants of the 
kingdom, 80,000, or one -fifth, live on the islands ; but while the population of the 
terra firma is 104 per square mile, that of the islands is 123. The difference of the 
climate also causes a great contrast in the productions. On the terra firma, 13 per 
cent of the whole soil is cultivated with grain ; and of the islands, only 3 per cent. But 
in the case of vines and olives, the advantage is on the side of the milder climate ; 
and while only 5 per cent of the terra firma is subject to this culture, the vines and 
olives cover 18 per cent of the area of the islands. The total uncultivated land of the 
terra firma is 82 per cent ; that of the islands, 79. With a generally poorer soil, the 
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advantage in favour of the islands is incontrovertible : the cultivation of the terra firma 
being capable of both extension and improvement ; that of the islands, of 
improvement, but not of extension.  

 
Andrew Archibald Paton 

From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia 

Andrew Archibald Paton (19 March 1811, Edinburgh – 5 April 1874) was a British 
diplomat, orientalist, and author of travel books and novels. 

At the age of twenty-five he landed at Naples, and walked thence, with staff and 
knapsack, to Vienna. Thereafter travelling up and down among the Eastern 
European states, and also in Syria and Egypt, he acquired an accurate and 
extensive insight into the manners, customs, and political life of the East, which, with 
descriptions of the countries themselves, he communicated to the public in an 
interesting series of books. 

From 1839 to 1843 he was employed in Egypt and then Syria. In 1843 he was 
appointed acting consul-general in Serbia. In 1858 he became vice-consul 
at Missolonghi in Greece. In 1859 he was transferred to Lübeck and in May 1862 
appointed consul at Ragusa and at Bocca di Cattaro. 

His book Highlands and Islands of the Adriatic gives an interesting account of 
Signor Arnieri, the principal land owner of the island of Korčula. Paton's 
book Researches on the Danube and the Adriatic mentions the significance given by 
the people of Ragusa to the mathematician Marino Ghetaldi. Paton's literary work is 
of interest for his book on the life and work of Stendhal and published 
correspondence with Sir Austen Henry Layard. 

Henry James wrote an unfavourable, unsigned review in The Nation for Paton's book 
on Stendhal. 

On 27 April 1852 Paton married Eliza Calvert at Saint Anne Soho, Westminster, 
London; they had a daughter Eliza Rebecca Anne Paton. 
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 1851 : The mamelukes: a romance of life in grand Cairo .. (Volume 3) 

 1855 : The Bulgarian, the Turk, and the German 

 1860 : Melusina, a new Arabian night's entertainment 

 1861 : Researches on the Danube and the Adriatic : or, Contributions to the 
modern history of Hungary and Transylvania, Dalmatia and Croatia, Servia and 
Bulgaria ISBN 1154943208 

 1863 : A history of the Egyptian revolution, from the period of the Mamelukes to 
the death of Mohammed Ali; from Arab and European memoirs, oral tradition, 
and local research 

 1867 : Sketches of the ugly side of human nature 

 1870 : A history of the Egyptian revolution, from the period of the Mamelukes to 
the death of Mohammed Ali; from Arab and European memoirs, oral tradition, 
and local research (Volume 1) 

 1870 : A history of the Egyptian revolution, from the period of the Mamelukes to 
the death of Mohammed Ali; from Arab and European memoirs, oral tradition, 
and local research (Volume 2) 

 1874 : Henry Beyle (otherwise de Stendahl); a critical and biographical study 
aided by original documents and unpublished letters from the private papers of 
the family of Beyle 

  

http://www.archive.org/details/mamelukesromance03pato
http://books.google.fr/books?id=j1gBAAAAQAAJ
https://books.google.com/books/about/Melusina.html?id=jyElAQAAMAAJ
http://www.archive.org/details/cu31924031265485
http://www.archive.org/details/cu31924031265485
http://www.archive.org/details/cu31924031265485
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/International_Standard_Book_Number
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Special:BookSources/1154943208
https://catalog.hathitrust.org/Record/001969274
https://catalog.hathitrust.org/Record/001969274
https://catalog.hathitrust.org/Record/001969274
http://books.google.fr/books?id=zeMBAAAAQAAJ&printsec=frontcover&dq=inauthor:%22Andrew+Archibald+Paton%22&hl=fr&ei=HIwnTNmCEIqXsQbD56TEBA&sa=X&oi=book_result&ct=result&resnum=9&ved=0CFUQ6AEwCA#v=onepage&q&f=false
http://www.archive.org/details/historyofegyptia01patoiala
http://www.archive.org/details/historyofegyptia01patoiala
http://www.archive.org/details/historyofegyptia01patoiala
http://www.archive.org/details/historyofegyptia02patoiala
http://www.archive.org/details/historyofegyptia02patoiala
http://www.archive.org/details/historyofegyptia02patoiala
https://catalog.hathitrust.org/Record/001204407
https://catalog.hathitrust.org/Record/001204407
https://catalog.hathitrust.org/Record/001204407
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4. Sir J. Gardner Wilkinson, Dalmatia and Montenegro, John Murray, 

London 1848; pogl. V, str.251 - 264 

 

Curzola 

The eastern extremity of the Isle of Lesina runs into the gulf, or canal, of the Narenta 
; between which and Curzola projects the peninsula of Sabioncello, a high point of 
land, in appearance very like one of the islands of this coast. It is long and narrow, 
and united to the mainland by a small neck near Ston, not more than one mile 
across; its total length being about forty miles, and general breadth four. A narrow 
channel separates it from the Isle of Curzola, extending from near the picturesque 
village of Racischie to the town of Curzola. Racischie stands on a small cove backed 
by wooded heights ; and, as in former times, supplies Venice and other places with 
firewood.  

The Isle of Curzola abounds in trees and brush- wood, which grow down to the 
water's edge, particularly on the south side; offering a striking contrast to the 
opposite shores of Lesina, and the Dalmatian coast ; and the pines in the interior are 
of great size. It supplied the Venetian arsenal with timber ; and the proportion of land 
covered with wood is still 43,471 acres, out of a total of 57,130. There are also 5336 
acres of vineyards, 4607 of arable land, 2885 of pastures, 128 of gardens, 615 
uncultivated, and 82 occupied by buildings. In no other island, or department of 
Dalmatia, does the proportion of woodland reach half the total number of acres, 
except Lesina, Sabioncello, and Imoschi, where it is respectively 29,285 to 54,291 ; 
23,418 to 45,419 ; and 65,039 to 111,526.  

The people of Curzola have always been skilled in ship-building, which is still their 
most profitable employment. Vessels of from 400 to 550 tons are built there; and the 
boats, frequently sent to Trieste on speculation, or to order, are very good. The town 
of Curzola has 1846, the whole commune 4268, inhabitants ; a population very far 
short of that under the Venetians*, when eight, and even ten, square-rigged vessels 
were seen on the stocks at the same time. The chief exports consist of wine, oil, 
sardelle, stone, timber, ships, boats, and firewood.  

It stands at the end of a projecting promontory, which the Venetians separated from 
the mainland by a ditch; and the walls, strengthened with towers, were partly washed 
by the sea. It had been walled round, before it fell into the hands of the Venetians ; 
who, though they added considerably to the works, failed to complete its defences, 
and left it commanded# on the land side ; an oversight, which was not remedied until 
the Trench built the fort on the hill to the southward, when they had possession of it 
during the late war. And this was not before they had found the disadvantage 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

• They pretend that it containcd 7000, and that the seventh part of the houses are now uninhabited. In 
1575 the population was rated at 1084.  

#This is not omitted in the report of the Venetian Commissioners in 1575, given by Solitro, p. 87.   

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

of leaving so convenient a lodgment for an enemy. The fort, with its round tower *, 
commands the approach to the two ports, and, with the guns of the town, completely 
defends the channel between it and the Peninsula of Sabioncello.  
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These ports, separated by the tongue of land occupied by the town and its suburb, or 
borgo are safe in certain winds ; but another small bay, beyond the eastern port, is 
found to answer better in winter, and is an excellent harbour. It was in this that the 
Venetian fleet, consisting of thirty gallies, was stationed ; and its security, together 
with the position of the island, induced the Republic to transfer the place of 
rendezvous from Lesina to Curzola. It has the strange name of Porto Pedocchio, 
from a rock towards the middle of it, where the galley slaves were accustomed to 
cleanse their clothes. The steamers anchor there in winter, and a carriage road has 
been made to it from the town, communicating also with the interior of the island.  

The view of Curzola from that side is very good ; standing, as it does, on a projecting 
point of land, washed on three sides by the sea, and backed by the lofty Monte 
Vipero on the opposite coast of Sabioncello ; and the houses, built on a knoll, rise  

 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

*  The French began it, the English added the round U and Ihe Austrians completed it.  

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

one above the other, and are crowned by the cathedral, which occupies the summit.  

This part is called the Città, in contradiction to the Borgo, or suburb, which stands on 
the inner part of the same neck of land, and which has lately been much increased ; 
for though begun 150 years ago, under the rule of the Venetians, it was only in later 
times, when all fear of Turkish aggression had subsided, that anyone could with 
safety live outside the walls.   

When Curzola was under the Venetians, its condition was most flourishing, and the 
increasing population made it necessary to add this suburb, principally for the 
accommodation of shipwrights ; while the wealthier inhabitants had their villas about 
two miles "out of town," at Cernova*, which has now grown into a village.  

Owing to the confined limits of the town, the houses stand very close together, the 
streets are very narrow, sometimes with steps as at Malta, and it has no open 
spaces of any size. There is a small square, as you enter the gate from the suburbs, 
which is interesting from the style of its buildings; and at the upper part of the street 
leading from it is the cathedral.I The west front is ornamented with a rosette window, 
and a foiled corbel table running up the gable, under which is a bust, absurdly 
supposed to be of " Diocletian's Empress X ; " and the doorway has twisted columns, 
supporting a pointed arch within a semicircular hood. The tower was probably added 
at a later time to the original building ; and no part appears older than the thirteenth 
or fourteenth century. The Greek Church, now dedicated to " Tutti Santi," is 
appropriated by the Roman Catholics ; there being only two Greek families  

 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

• Zernova, or Tzernova. The Venetian ce answers to tze.  

I Curzola is no longer a bishop's see. See above, p. 85.  

X Farlati (vi. 568.) thinks of Maria, the wife of Bela IV.  



 

34 
 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

remaining in the town. Curzola boasts an inn. It is in the Borgo, and though small, is 
cleaner and more comfortable than many in larger towns, of reputed civilised 
countries ; and the people, as throughout Dalmatia, are remarkably civil. The wealth 
of Curzola was formerly very great, and the inhabitants boast that it had as many as 
thirty-two jewellers established there ; but what is more remarkable, the statutes of 
the city reach as far back as the year 1214; and there is reason to believe them to be 
more ancient than of any town in this province. The appearance of the houses fully 
testifies to the truth of its flourishing condition, under the Venetians ; and though 
small, (owing to the confined limits of the town,) it is evident they were frequently 
richly ornamented. Their style is Venetian ; and the arts and rule of Venice are 
recognised by their massive stone balconies, chimnies, and doorways ; as well as by 
the winged lion, in various attitudes, on the city walls, and by the arms of the Doges, 
who built or repaired them.  

The Isle of Curzola is called in llyric Korčula, or Karkar ; and its ancient name, 
Corcyra nigra, is supposed to have been derived from the dark colour of the pine 
trees and brushwood covering the hills, particularly on the south side ; which gave 
that appearance to the island, when approached from the open sea.*  

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

* Farlati, vol. i. p. 198. He mentions a Phoenician inscription there, vol. vi. p. 363.  

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------  

Of the early colonisation of Corcyra nothing is known; some attribute it to the 
Phcenitiians ; and Strabo says the city was founded by the Cnidians. It was probably 
at one time in the possession of the Libumians ; and was afterwards subject to the 
different powers that ruled the Adriatic; until its capture by the Venetians, under the 
Doge Pietro Ursoolo II., at the close of the tenth century.*  

Tn 1298, a naval battle was fought there, between the Yenetiansand Genoese, in 
which the latter were victorious, and the Proweditore Andrea Dandolo was taken 
prisoner. Exulting in their success, the Genoese loaded their illustrious captive with 
chains, and exposed him to the gaze of the whole fleet ; but before they reached 
home, Dandolo deprived them of this barbarous triumph ; for leaping from the bench 
of the galley, he dashed his head against the side, and was borne on shore a 
corpse.  

The celebrated traveller, Marco Polo, who commanded a galley in this action, was 
also wounded and taken prisoner ; and to this misfortune we are indebted for the 
written history of his travels ; since, to beguile the tediousness of four years' captivity, 
he committed his adventures to paper ; and, owing to the surprise and admiration 
they excited, even among the Genoese, he obtained his freedom.  

Curzola was made a bishop's see, under the Arch- bishop of Ragusa, in the 
fourteenth century ; but in 1420 it fell again into the hands of the Venetians, and was 
incorporated Into the province of Venetian Dalmatla. Its capture is said to have been 
owing to "a pleasant stratagem," thus related by Wheeler.+ " The Venetians had a 
little island, called Saint Mark, so near to Ragusa, that it commanded the town, and 
yet nearer a little rock, that had no more plain ground on the top, than would be 
sufficient to lay the foundation of a little house. Hither the Venetians, upon some high 
disgust, sent men one night, who built a fort of paste-board, painted of the colour of 
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earth, which made it look like a strong rampart, and thereon planted wooden 
cannons, to the great amazement of the towns- people next morning ; which in effect 
put them into such a fright, that they sent presently to parley, and were glad to come 
off for the island of Curzola, in exchange of that pitiful rock. They stood for the 
Scogllo of Saint Mark also ; but the Venetians would not part with that; and so they 
lost Curzola."  

In 1485, Frederic of Arragon endeavoured to obtain possession of it, in the name of 
Ferdinand, King of Naples, who pretended to certain rights in Dalmatia ; but the 
bravery of the inhabitants repelled all his attempts, and they defended the city with 
the same success, as on a previous occasion against the Saracens.  

Curzola was again celebrated for its resistance to the Turks, in the summer of 1571; 
and that not  

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

+ Wheeler, p. 26.  

------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------ 

through the strength or valour of the garrison, but through the courage of the women. 
The famous Algerine corsair, Uluz-Ali *, having taken Dulcigno, Antivari, and Budua, 
appeared with a considerable fleet before Curzola. Alarmed at the force of the Turks, 
the name of Uluz-Ali, and the state of the works, commanded as they were on the 
land side, the Governor Antonio Balbi, unlike his namesake of Sign f, abandoned the 
place, with the garrison, and a large portion of the inhabitants. The Turks seeing no 
signs of opposition, were preparing to land ; when, on a sudden, the women having 
put on morions, and whatever armour they could obtain, appeared on the ramparts ; 
and the Turks, supposing the garrison to be on the alert, continued their voyage to 
Lesina t. This preservation of Curzola was the more remarkable, as the same fleet, 
joined by another Turkish corsair, Kara-kooch, so alarmed the Venetians, that they 
had serious thoughts of fortifying the Lido.  

But the advance of the Turks to Venice was merely a bravado. The fear lest the 
combined fleets should blockade them in the Gulph, induced them to retire to the 
Morea : where, in the following October, Uluz-Ali performed so distinguished a part in 
the battle of Lepanto, and saved the only remnant of the Turkish fleet.  

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

* He was a Calabrian renegade.  

f Georgio Balbi, in 1715. See p. 236.  

t Soiitro's Document! Storici, p. 87. note.  

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

In 1806 the Russians twice obtained possession of Curzola. The first time, having 
put into it too small a garrison, they were speedily dislodged by the French, from the 
opposite shore of Sabioncello; but their fleet returning with an additional force of 600 
Montenegrins, the French were again obliged to evacuate the town, the Russians 
having taken up a commanding position on the heights of San Biagio. The Island 
was restored to France in 1807, at the treaty of Tilsit ; but in 1813, it fell into the 
hands of the English, who retained possession of it till July 15. 1815; when it was 
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ceded with Lissa, Lagosta, and Mezzo, to the Austrians; and the occupation of 
Curzola by the English is commemorated by a Latin inscription, at the entrance to 
the row of semicircular seats*, outside the town, on the road to Porto Pedocchio.  

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

* These stone seats, in imitation of a hemicyclion outside ancient Greek towns, are met with in other 
parts of Dalmatin.  

PETRO LOWEN  
CUJUS FELICIBˢ AUSPˢ 
HOC CIVIBˢ SOLATIU ͫ 
VIΛQ HAEC CURIB  APTA  
INCOLIS OMNIBUS  
COMODO ET UTILITATI  
     CONSTRUCTA  
 
LIBERTATE FEEVENS  
HOC GEATI ANIMI  
TESTIMONIUM  
COMTAS CURZOLENSIS  
POSTEEIS TRADENDUM  
     DESSIGNAVIT  
        MDCCCXV.  

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
 

This island, by a singular series of events, has once more come under the provincial 
jurisdiction of Ragusa, and is now included in that Circolo.* I observed a tree at 
Curzola, which I afterwards met with very frequently in other places, particularly in 
Herzegovina. It bears many names, as well as fruit. In English it is called the nettle-
tree; in Italian, Loto ; in Illyric, Coschila t or Cóstila; and by botanists, Celtis Australis. 
In Istria it has the name of Lodónia, and at Imoschi of Pelegrino. In appearance it is 
like a cherry- tree, in growth, in the leaves, and even in its fruit; and it has sometimes 
been mistaken for the Marasca, which gives the well-known Dalmatian Maraschino.  

The low hills about the Porto Pedocchio, as in many other parts of the island, are 
covered with brushwood, consisting principally of Lentiscus, myrtle, arbutus, cistus, 
and heath ; and a short distance beyond is an avenue of cypresses, leading up a hill 
to the small church (not convent) of St. Antony. The ascent is by steps ; and from the 
summit is a fine view of Curzola, on one side, and of the coast, towards the 
mountains of Montenegro, on the other.  

Just below the island, and between two and three miles S. E. of the town of Curzola 
J, is seen the rock of Verbtiik, with a village of the same name. It is also called 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

* See the History of Raguaa, in this chapter, and above, p. S7.  

t By aome Coschelhi or Coshella. See below, Chapter VII.  

J It has been said that the people of Curzola and Sabioncello are in the habit of keeping some jackals, 
both though they abound in the island , partuclarly about Blatta, neither jackals nor wolves are kept, 
except, as in other countries, from curiosity. They are also found in the Isle of Giupan. 

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Scoglio di Petrara, and is famed for its stone, which is exported to Trieste, Venice, 
and even to Turkey. The houses of Curzola, and many at Venice, are built of it, and 
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Turkish tombstones are made at Verbnik, for exportation to the East. It is a hard 
white even-grained limestone ; and has the recommendation of being very durable. 
The quarries were first opened by the Romans.  

The same stratum is found in a small rock to the northward, between Verbnik and 
the Isle of Badia.  

There are other quarries in the Isle of Curzola; but the stone is not of the same 
quality as that of Verbnik, which is superior for building purposes to any in Dalmatia, 
excepting that of St, Elia, near Trau.  

The convent of Badia (or Abadia) is the only building on that island, which lies to the 
eastward of Curzola ; and it has no other inmates than the superior, and one monk, 
with the servants belonging to the convent. Its secluded position is well adapted for 
meditation ; but it unfortunately induced some robbers to meditate an attack upon it ; 
and availing themselves of the solitude of the place, and the peaceable habits of the 
fathers, they pillaged the convent. This happened about twelve years ago; but it 
happened only once ; the well-regulated Austrian police has prevented a repetition of 
so unpleasant a visit, and the monks have ever since remained unmolested.  

Another calamity, however, befel them a few years ago, when the steeple and great 
altar were destroyed by lightning ; and that portion is of recent construction. The 
Convent is said to have been founded in the fourteenth century; and over the door 
leading to the cloisters, which were added at a later time, is the date 1477. These 
cloisters have pointed arches, on light columns extending round a small court. The 
Church is large, for the size of the Convent ; and in a side chapel is an altar, of much 
higher pretensions than might be expected in this secluded place ; being 
ornamented, like those of Italy, with marble columns, and built entirely of stone.  

The costumes seen in the town of Curzola, on market-days and festas, are curious ; 
particularly those of Lombarda and Blatta, and the boorish dresses of Ccrnova, 
Clara, Smcieviza, and Popnilta.  

Many women also cross over from SabionceUo, whose costume is one of the most 
singular in Dalmatia. Blatta is, next to Curzola, the most important place in the island, 
containing 2600 inhabitants* ; and it was probably the successor of an ancient town, 
as Greek coins of very early time are found there.** The isla of Lagosta has also its 
peculiar costume; and indeed the variety in Dalmatia is greater tnan any country, not 
excepting Switzerland. 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

* The whole commune has 5135 inhabitants.  

** Petter, p. 180. 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

 

John Gardner Wilkinson 

From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia 

Sir John Gardner Wilkinson (5 October 1797 – 29 October 1875) was an English 
traveller, writer and pioneer Egyptologist of the 19th century. He is often referred to 
as "the Father of British Egyptology". 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Egyptologist
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Childhood and education 

Wilkinson was born in Little Missenden, Buckinghamshire. His father was 
a Westmoreland clergyman, the Reverend John Wilkinson, an amateur enthusiast 
for antiquities. Wilkinson inherited a modest income from his early-deceased 
parents. Sent by his guardian to Harrow School in 1813, he later went up to Exeter 
College, Oxford in 1816. Wilkinson ultimately took no degree and, suffering from ill-
health, decided to travel to Italy. There in 1819 he met the antiquarian Sir William 
Gell and resolved to study Egyptology. 

First sojourn in Egypt 

Wilkinson first arrived in Egypt in October 1821 as a young man of 24 years, 
remaining in the country for a further 12 years continuously. During his stay, 
Wilkinson visited virtually every known ancient Egyptian site, skilfully recording 
inscriptions and paintings as a talented copyist and compiling copious notes. 

Return to England and honours 

Finally returning to England for his health's sake in 1833, succeeding in being 
elected to the Royal Society in 1834, Wilkinson went on to publish his researches in 
a large number of publications. Although preceded by The Topography of Thebes 
and General View of Egypt in 1835, Wilkinson's most significant work was Manners 
and Customs of the Ancient Egyptians. First published in three volumes in 1837 and 
subsequently illustrated by Joseph Bonomi, this title stood as the best general 
treatment of ancient Egyptian culture and history for the next half century. Acclaim 
for this publication brought Wilkinson a knighthood in 1839 and ensured him the title 
of the first distinguished British Egyptologist. 

Further travels and research 

The now Sir John Gardner Wilkinson returned to Egypt in 1842, contributing an 
article entitled "Survey of the Valley of the Natron Lakes" to the Journal of the 
Geographical Society in 1843. The same year witnessed his publication of a revised 
and enlarged edition of his Topography, entitled Moslem Egypt and Thebes. 

Wilkinson travelled in Dalmatia, Montenegro, Bosnia and Herzegovina during 1844, 
an account of his observations being published in 1848 (Dalmatia and Montenegro, 2 
volumes). 

A third visit to Egypt in 1848 to 1849 was followed by a final visit to Thebes in 1855. 
Thereafter, Wilkinson remained in England where he investigated Cornish antiquities 
and studied zoology. 

Publications 

 Materia Hieroglyphica (1828) 

 The Topography of Thebes and General View of Egypt, London, 1835 

 Manners and Customs of the Ancient Egyptians, including their private life, 
government, laws, arts, manufactures, religion, agriculture, and early history, 
derived from a comparison of the paintings, sculptures, and monuments still 
existing, with the accounts of ancient authors, (6 volumes, 1837–41). New 
edition, revised & corrected, 1878 
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Oxford_University
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Antiquarian
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Montenegro
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Cornwall
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 "Modern Egypt and Thebes: being a description of Egypt; including the 
information required for travellers in that country." (1843) Full text available on 
google books. 
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Thomas Graham Jackson,  

Dalmatia, the Quarnero and Istria with 

Cetinje, v. ii, Oxford, 1887; chapter xviii, 

pp. 237 / 280 

     The Island of Curzola 

History of the Island and City. The Duomo. Domestic and Communal Buildings. The 

Badia. The Island of Meleda. 

1846 

CORCYRA NIGRA, black with the pine-woods that still largely cover its surface, the 

modern Curzola, retains like Lesina numerous cairns and sepulchral monuments of 

its inhabitants in prehistoric times / Farlati, tom. vi. p. 363, ‘acervos saxorum, qui in superciliis 

montium adhuc extant, subterraneis loculis impositos.’ /. Little is known of its early 

colonization: Greeks coins are found at Blatta in the interior according to Sir Gardner 

Wilkinson, and a Greek inscription on a tablet which was ploughed up there in 1883 

has been published by Professor Vid Vuletić Vukasović of Curzola / It is given me by 

Prof. Vid Vuletić Vukasović as follows: --         

    . The table was about two feet high, and had a kind of ornamental 

pediment over it. Vid. Epigraphische Mittheilungen, Vienna, 1884, p. 87. /. He has also published 

another consisting of about a hundred names from a tablet of which five fragments 

were found at Lumbarda near Curzola, the rest, which contained the purport of the 

inscription, being unhappily lost. / There exists in Curzola, in the possession of the family 

Dimitri, a MS history of Curzola by Dr. Antonio Paulini a physician of the island, written about 1750. 

Extracts from it are in process of publication by Prof. Vid Vuletić Vukasović, who has been good 

enough to furnish me with the proof-sheets of which I have made great use. I have also to thank him 

and the Canonico Don Antonio Alibranti of Curzola for numerous valuable extracts from the local 

chroniclers Padre Riceputi, Giovanni de Zorzi, and Petro Dimitri, whose works exist  only in 

manuscript , and are preserved at Curzola in the libraries of the families Capor, Boschi, and Dimitri./ 

In the tenth century Constantine Porphyrogenitus mentions the island as belonging 

to the Serbs of Pagania, that is to the Narentines, and he says there was a town on it 

/ Const. Porph. De adm. Imp. Ch xxxvi. Vid sup. vol. I. p. 17, note /  so that, like the 

neighbouring island of Pharos, Curzola had it would seem lost the old Latin 

civilization and became a Slavonic community. The Curzolani were the first people 

who offered resistance to the expedition of Pietro Orseolo II in 998, and they were 

reduced by him to submission  / 'Ciurzolae insulae habitatores suis recusantes parere 

jussionibus valida manu acquisivit, suaeque potestati  subjugavit'. And. Dandolo, Chron. Lib. ix.c.i. 

pars xxviii  / Like the rest of Dalmatia the island passed under Hungarian rule at the 

beginning of the twelfth century. It was afterwards for a time occupied by the 

Genoese, from whom it was recovered by the Venetians in 1129 by Popone Zorzi, a 
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Venetian patrician, with an armament fitted out at his own expense; to whom and to 

his heirs the Republic granted the government of the island, as an encouragement to 

other citizens to undertake similar enterprises. The Curzolani however did not submit 

to the Zorzi with a good grace, and maintained their independence against not only 

the Venetians but also the dukes of Chelmo. The statute of 1214, said to the oldest 

in Dalmatia, has no name of any count prefixed, nor that of the Venetian republic, but 

runs simply in the name 'Comunis at hominum cvitatis et insulae Curzolae ... per 

minus et majus et generale consilium ejusdem civitatis et insulae.' In 1254, however, 

the Curzolani elected for their count Marsilio Zorzi, at that time the Venetian count of 

Ragusa and Meleda, which island was then dependent on Ragusa. Marsilio however 

tried to change his elective magistracy into an hereditary principality, and after two 

years he was expelled by the Curzolani. Trying to re-establish himself by force of 

arms he was worsted and wounded and lost his standard, in place of which he 

hoisted the bandage from his wounded limb, the likeness of which, a fascia or fess 

gules on an argent field, was thenceforth blazoned on the family escutcheon / And. 

Dandolo, lib. x. c vii. p i, pars. i also Farlati, tom. vi. p. 364; Paulini, Excerpt. p. 6; Galvani, Il Re d'armi, 

vol. Ii. P. 91. The former escutcheon of the Zorzi was chequered or and gules. / Defeated at first, 

he withdrew to a strong position round which rerallied his followers and being 

supported by the country people, between whom and the townspeople there seems 

to have been no sympathy, he finally regained the town and the whole island. With 

this event the independence of Curzola came to an end, and the island was 

thenceforth held by the family of Zorzi as foundations of the Serene Republic. The 

rule of Marsilio was not undisturbed, but it was supported by the Venetians, who in 

1262 sent Giacomo Grimani as provveditore or count to settle the dispute by which 

the island was agitated. The proclamation of his authority was addressed to the 

Latini and Sclavi of the island / Quoted in full by Lucio, de Reg. iv. viii. p 174. /, an interesting 

distinction, affording another instance of the tendency of the urban population of 

Dalmatia to became Latinized even when, as at Curzola, they probably came from 

the same Slavonic stock as the rural population / I append to this chapter the text of the 

engagement sworn to by Marsilio and the Comune of Curzola in 1265, recognizing an hereditary right 

in his heirs, subject, in case of dispute or incapacity, to the decision of the Procurators of the republic 

of St. Mark, or the Doge in council. I am indebted to the kindness of Canonice Don Andrea Alibranti of 

Curzola for a copy of this interesting document. It has been published in a volume containing statutes 

of Curzola from 1214-1558, by Prof. Dr. J.J. Hanel, Zagabria (= Agram), 1877. / Marsilio 

bequeathed his rights to his successor Ruggero Zorzi, making the Republic of St. 

Mark his testamentary executor. Ruggero was confirmed in his position by the 

Senate in 1271-2; and although no hereditary right in the Zorzi was ever formally 

acknowledged by the Venetians, the countship in fact descended from father to son 

in that family until the island ceased to be Venetian territory in the fourteenth century.  

In 1298 the great naval battle took place off Curzola in which the Venetians were 

defeated by the Genoese and the provveditore Andrea Dandolo was taken prisoner, 

who, to avoid an ignominious exposure in chains, dashed out his brains against the 

side of the gallery. 
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Marino Zorzi succeeded his father Ruggero in 1300, and was afterwards elected 

Doge of Venice. In 1301 the bishopric of Curzola was founded in a somewhat 

singular way, the Curzolani inviting Giovanni Crosio, bishop of Stagno, to leave that 

see which was made uncomfortable for him by the Bogumiles, and to establish 

himself at Curzola, on condition that he should at his own expense procure the papal 

licence, and defend any suit that might be brought by the bishop of Lesina, in whose 

diocese Curzola had hitherto been included. The consent of Pope Boniface VIII was 

obtained in 1301, three years after he had established the new bishopric of Sebenico 

at the instance of Maria of Hungary queen of Naples, and the counts of Bribir. The 

new diocese of Curzola, included the island itself and the neighbouring islets or 

scogli, and until 1541 was united with that of Stagno, and, like it, subject to the 

metropolitan of Ragusa. The Ragusans long complained of the inconvenience of this 

union, Stagno being in their territory, and Curzola in that of a foreign power; and in 

1541, after the death of Nicolo Niconizio the eighteenth bishop of Stagno and 

Curzola, the Ragusians obtained  from Pope Paul III a decree for the division of the 

sees. Curzola was at the same time removed from the jurisdiction of the archbishop 

of Ragusa / Farlati, vi. p. 388. / The bishopric continued till 1806, when it was 

suppressed on the death of Bishop Giuseppe Cossevich, and the island was once 

more attached  to the see of Lesina.  

The last count of the Zorzi family under the suzerainty of the Republic was Zuane 

Zorzi, who on Feb. 28, 1358, was commissioned  by the Senate to surrender the 

island to Lewis of Hungary in pursuance of the treaty of Zara. In vain did the Zorzi 

plead their ancient rights by virtue of the will of Marsilio, and apply for compensation 

first to Venice and then to Hungary; for it was decided by both powers that the Zorzi 

had no hereditary rights, but had merely governed as officers of the Republic, that is 

to say, as counts or rectors, not as ‘signori.’ 

Under Lewis and his daughter Maria and her husband Sigismund, from 1358 to 

1382, the island was governed for Hungary by counts of Lesina and Curzola, who 

sometimes included Brazza and Almissa within their jurisdiction. During the disputes 

about the succession to the Hungarian throne between Maria and Charles III the 

documents cited by Paulini have no royal name prefixed, nor does any reappear till 

the marriage of Maria and Sigismund in 1388, an interesting illustration of the 

perplexed current of affairs. The documents of 1390 and 1391 is prefixed the name 

of ‘our most  serene Prince and Lord Stephen Tvartko. D.G. Raxie Boxne Dalmatie 

Maritimeque Rex Inclitus.’ That of Sigismund reappears in 1393: Ladislaus of Naples 

instituted a count in 1404 ; Hervoye duke of Spalato held the countship from 1408 to 

1413, governing the island by vice-counts until his disgrace, after which the name of 

Sigismund again reappears on the public documents, his elevation to the Empire 

being daily observed in the change of style. 

In the summer of 1413 Curzola with Lesina and Brazza was given by Sigismund, as 

has been related above / Vid. supra, p. 209 /, to the Republic of Ragusa, the first  

Ragusan count of Curzola being Michele de Menze / Boglić, Lesina, p. 97. / During the 
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Ragusan occupation the name of Sigismund is prefixed to the public acts, the islands 

being held by the Ragusan republic from the Emperor in return for an annual rent. In 

1417 Curzola, like Lesina, was surrendered to Ladislao Jakša, ‘Governor of Dalmatia 

and Count of the Islands,’ and the Ragusan dominion came to an abrupt end. 

In 1420 Curzola finally passed with the rest of Dalmatia under Venetian rule, the 

people spontaneously declaring for the Republic on April 24, and swearing fealty in 

their cathedral, the first to take the oath being the rector Dubroslavo di Pietro. 

On the return of Venetian dominion the Zorzi once more reappeared with their 

ancient claims, which were once more dismissed on the ground that they had not 

been signori but only rettori, and all that was awarded them by way of compensation 

was a grant for six years of the castle of Zumella in the Trevisan. The name of Zorzi 

often appears subsequently in the list of Venetian counts of Curzola, but their 

pretensions to the leadership of the island were never revived. 

In August 1485, during the war between Innocent VIII and Ferdinand I of Naples, in 

which the Venetians secretly supported the Pope, Curzola was attacked by the 

Catalan troops, who ravaged the territory and besieged the town. The citizens 

however defended themselves stoutly under their count Zorzi Viaro, and drove the 

invaders to their ships, capturing their camp and military engines. Several shields 

taken from the enemy were till lately to be seen present suspended in the cathedral 

as trophies of this victory.  

That Curzola prospered under Venetian rule is shewn by the many public and private 

buildings with which it was at this time embellished.  Between 1420 and 1570 the 

duomo was enlarged, the campanile built, the palazzo pubblico and that of the count 

erected, public wells were made, the streets and squares paved, tribunals and loggie 

provided, and the streets adorned with numerous fine houses of beautiful 

architecture which still remain, though here, as at Lesina, often in ruins. Here as 

there, the winged lion of St. Mark meets the eye at every turn, frowning from every 

bastion not always with the word PAX on his book, and presiding over every loggia, 

piazza, and public palace. 

In 1571 the Turkish corsair Uluz-Ali, fresh from the capture of Dulcigno Antivari and 

Budua, appeared in force before Curzola, which had been abandoned by the 

Venetian governor Antonio Balbi, who had withdrawn the garrison and fled to Zara 

under pretence of seeking  reinforcements. Only two hundred men capable of 

bearing arms remained within the walls, but the city was saved by the resolution of 

this slender garrison, under the command, according to Farlati, of the archdeacon 

Rosaneo, and aided by the heroism of the women and boys, who served their 

defenders with powder and shot and helped in keeping watch. To disguise their 

numerical weakness they arrayed the women and non-combatants in armour and 

shewed them on the walls, and Uluz-Ali, thinking the garrison stronger than it really 

was, and finding the siege likely to take more time than he could afford, withdrew his 
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forces on the second day. Before his departure he gave the Borgo to the flames, and 

then sailed to the easier conquest of Lesina, which he sacked and burned as has 

been related / The Archdeacon Rosaneo wrote an account from which Farlati quotes. Tom. vi. p. 

393. / Some of the Turkish cannon-balls were for a long time preserved as trophies in 

the cathedral, and one may still be seen at the Comune. 

The two ports between which the town is placed, with the safe haven of Porto 

Pedocchio close by, offered such superior convenience that, in 1776, the Venetians 

transferred their arsenal from Lesina to Curzola, the latter place also being better 

situated for watching the lower coast of Dalmatia and the Turks. The pinewoods with 

which about four-fifths of the island / Sir G. Wilkinson, i. p. 251, says that out of 57, 130 acres  

43, 471 are covered with pinewoods. / are to this day covered supplied the navy with 

timber, and Curzola became the principal naval station and arsenal of the Venetians 

in these waters. 

During the great European war Curzola was occupied alternately by the Russians 

and the French. The English took it in 1813, and governed it till the peace of 1813,  

when, like the rest of Dalmatia, it was ceded to Austria. It is gratifying to an 

Englishman to find that here as elsewhere in Dalmatia, where the people have had 

experience of our rule they remember it with pleasure. We read with interest the 

proclamations of the English Governor, and the regulations he drew up for the 

government of thr city by a council of citizens under his presidency, perhaps the only 

taste of local self-government enjoyed by the Curzolani since the 13th century. 

Under English rule the quay was begun if not completed, and the handsome road 

laid out which runs along the northern shore as far as Lumbarda, passing on the way 

a fine hemicycle  of stone seats with an inscription in honour of the English Governor 

under whose auspices these improvements were effected: --- 

PETRO LOWEN  
CUJUS FELICIB. AUSP 
HOC CIVIB SOLATIU 
VIAQ  HAEC  CURIB  APTA 
INCOLIS OMNIBUS 
COMODO ET UTILITATI 
      CONSTRUCTA 
LIBERTATE FERVENS 
HOC GRATI ANIMI  
TESTIMONIUM  
COMTAS CURZOLENSIS  
POSTERIS TRADENDUM  
      DESSIGNAVIT 
  MDCCCXV. 

 
------------------------------ 

 
We left Lesina in the evening ; the day had been fine, but after sunset the rain came 
down again pitilessly, and the lightning was vivid and incessant. It was half-past 
eleven before we hove to in the narrow channel which divides the town of Curzola 
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from the mainland, and saw the lanterns of the little boats that were to fetch us off 
come travelling like glow-worms through the darkness. At any time of day in any 
weather this landing in little boats is a nuisance, but it is veritable penance when it is 
pitch dark and the sky seems falling in solid sheets of water. Our luggage was got on 
deck, and stood pitiably in the rain which threatened to dissolve it into pulp, and 
when it had been safely passed  over the side, and we have satisfied ourselves that 
none of it had been dropped into the sea, we groped our way after it down the 
slippery ladder, hoping to be equally fortunate ourselves. The boat was half-full of 
water, and after landing we had to tramp a quarter of a mile in the rain along a badly-
lighted quay to the custom-house with all our luggage on the backs of the boatmen, 
and then all the way back again to the sea-gate of the town, where the familiar lion of 
St. Mark seemed to greet us as an old friend; and it was long after midnight before 
we reached the humble inn, where we found a very tolerable room had been 
prepared for us, on the floor of which our three porters, ourselves, and our damp 
luggage were soon making a very respectable puddle.  
 
Curzola occupies an oval peninsula / Farlati, vi. p. 367, compares its shape to a human heart, 

and quotes a poet who amuses himself  by deriving Curzula, one form of the name of the island, from 

its shape: --- ‘Et parvi  cordis moenia nomen habent,’ / jutting forward boldly towards the 
opposite shore of Sabbioncello, and united to the main bulk of the island by a spit of 
low ground. On the summit of the hill which constitutes the peninsula stands the 
duomo with an imposing campanile, forming a worthy apex to the pile of buildings 
that climb the hill-side from the sea-shore (Plate XXXIII). The principal gate is at the 
isthmus , and the High Street of the town leads thence along the ridge of the 
peninsula to the small Piazza del duomo in the heart of the town. From this central 
artery narrow streets run steeply down on either side towards the sea, consisting of 
flights of steps alternating with inclined planes, and not unfrequently bridged across 
by archways and galleries from house to house. The old town walls have been partly 
removed, and a wide quay now surrounds the whole peninsula with a pleasant 
promenade; but the walls remain tolerably perfect on the north side, and many of the 
old bastions elsewhere have survived the removal of their connecting curtains. More 
than one line of defences can be traced, especially near the land gate, where the 
lofty Gothic ‘Torre Lombardo’, built in 1448, stands behind and within a great bastion 
some half century its junior. When perfect the whole circuit of walls must have been 
formidable enough to explain the disinclination of Uluz-Ali to attack the city. 
 
Space is too valuable within the walls to allow of a large piazza in front of the duomo, 
and it is difficult to get far enough away from the facade to judge of its effect; but like 
all the building it is very interesting and may even without exaggeration be 
pronounced beautiful. There is a large proportion of plain wall space, which gives 
value to the few architectural features and enhances the refinement of their 
workmanship; and there is true artistic feeling in the gradual increase in richness 
towards the upper part, the great gable being splendid with cornices and finials, 
while the campanile, plain and almost featureless till near the top, bursts suddenly 
into magnificence with an arcaded parapet of trefoiled arches, from which rises a 
graceful lantern or belvedere of two octagonal stories resting on clustered columns, 
and finishing with an enormous vane rod whose branching arms are furnished each 
with a triple set of balls like the crosses over Greek churches. Unlike the generality of 
southern campaniles this tower is not isolated from the church, but joined on to it, 
forming part of the facade, and partly obliterating the western end of the north aisle, 
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which once evidently ran out to the front and corresponded with the lean-to aisle on 
the south. This arrangement was obviously dictated by want of space, and the same 
reason will explain the curious obliquity of the whole facade which forms an acute 
angle with the south side, producing a strangely exaggerate perspective effect (Plate 
XXXIV), while the campanile again is placed in a different plane to the rest of the 
front. It is evident the architect was driven to economize every inch of ground. 
 
The features of the facade proper are a doorway, a round window above, and a 
highly-enriched gable cornice. The doorway is a good piece of Italian Gothic, with 
spirally twisted jamb shafts and square capitals carrying a pointed arch in two orders, 
the principal mouldings of which are cabled in continuation of the spiral jamb shafts. 
There is a square lintel, and the tympanum is pierced with a window quite like 
German or French doorways, in the centre of which is a statue of St. Mark, a later 
addition. The strangest part of the design is the pair of huge brackets jutting forward 
above the springing of the door arch, and supported by coupled and knotted shafts. 
From the analogy of many Italian porches one would expect these to carry a 
semicircular hood or canopy, and in fact a semicircular arch is traced on the wall by 
a projecting moulding; but instead of anything of this kind they carry two couchant 
lions of that conventional type that does such good service in Italian porches, though 
here they serve no purpose at all. Figures of Adam and Eve are carved on the 
brackets, and preside over the entrance of the church as they do at Traü and 
Sebenico.  
 
The rose-window above is, as Mr. Freeman observes ‘not a mere wheel; the 
diverging lines run off into real tracery, such as e might see either in England or 
France’. / Subject and Neighbour Lands of Venice, p. 209. E.A. Freeman. / 
 
The cornice that crowns the pediment is very rich and not a little puzzling; parts of it, 
especially the knots of interlaced monsters, and the trefoil tracery at the springing of 
the gable, seem genuine Gothic work; but what can we make of the frill of little 
arches that run up the raking lines, each filled with the scalloped-shell dear to the 
renaissance architect, while the running leaf-pattern above them, and the rich finial 
on the apex cannot but be Gothic workmanship? Evidently things cannot be here in 
their original state.  
 
In the centre of the gable, occupying the very point of it, is a female head which has 
exercised the ingenuity of the curious for several generations. Spon, writing in 1688, 
whose simplicity saw in the duomo of Curzola a building of the Emperor Diocletian, 
says he was told it was a bust of the wife of that emperor, for which however he 
would not known vouch, as her face was not known to him on medals or in the 
antique statuary. Farlati / Tom. vi. 368. / thinks it represents Maria, daughter of the 
Emperor Lascaris, and wife of Bela IV who reigned from 1234 to 1270. Dr. Paulini 
thinks it represents Maria of Hungary, queen of Charles II of Naples, who may have 
used her influence with the Pope for the establishment of this bishopric, as she did 
for that of Sebenico, and whom grateful citizens may have commemorated in this 
way. Maria died in 1323. Others suppose the bust to represent Elizabeth, the wife of 
Lewis the Great, who was murdered at Novigrad in 1387, or Maria her daughter, the 
wife of Sigismund, who died in 1395. A general tradition prevails that the church was 
built with the aid of a grant of the building and the identity of the queen are equally 
matters of dispute among all who have written about the matter. The figure, which 
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seems evidently intended for a portrait, represents a woman no longer young, with 
wrinkled forehead and deep lines in the cheeks, and therefore cannot be the 
youngest queen Maria, who died at the age of twenty-five.  The hair is elaborately 
carved, and stands away from the face on each side in a mass of curls, and the head 
is encircled by a jewelled band. The gown is pleated, and has tight-fitting sleeves, 
slashed, and is finished with an embroidered border round the neck within which 
appears an under-garment laced up at the throat. The costume is that of the end of 
the thirteenth or beginning of the fourteenth century, and the figure may therefore 
stand for the second Maria of Hungary, who at the time of her death, in 1323, must 
have been at least seventy years old / I do not know the year of her birth, but at the time of her 

husband’s accession in 1284 her oldest son Carlo Martello was in his thirteenth year. Vid. Giannone, 

l. xx and xxi. /. 
 
The interior of the church (Plate XXXV) offers as many problems as the outside. The 
plan consists of a nave of five bays with side aisles ending eastward in three round 
apses. The bays of the aisles are square, cross-groined without diagonal ribs, but 
with the wide transverse arches to divide bay from bay. These arches, and also 
those opening to the nave, are pointed, and are tied by iron rods both lengthways 
and across. The nave was never vaulted, but had an open timber roof which was not 
hidden by the present flat ceiling till the beginning of the present century, when the 
church was sadly spoiled by the last bishop of Curzola. Above the nave arcades is a 
triforium consisting  of two-light openings with short coupled columns set one behind 
the other in the thickness of the wall. Above this, again, is a clerestory of single-light 
windows with a trefoil cusp. The triforium openings were closed, and the clerestory 
windows mutilated internally by the same bishop who spoiled the ceiling. The apses 
open to the body of the church with round arches, and are covered with half-domes. 
There is a savour of northern Gothic perceptible in the pointed arches of the nave 
springing from widely spreading capitals, and in the triple arrangement of arcade 
triforium and clerestory, the triforium, though now blocked, having once being a real 
triforium open to the roof space over the aisle vaults. Round and pointed arches are 
used at random, the triforium arches being round, while the nave arches below and 
clerestory windows above are pointed. The nave is five bays long, but the space of 
one bay on the north side is occupied by the tower, which even encroaches on the 
next arch. The columns are monoliths, not tapered, and they rest on tall Attic bases 
with square plinths and leaves at the angles. They carry massive spreading capitals 
with shallow square abaci, which very widely both in design and date. The capitals of 
the four angle responds are formed of the Evangelistic emblems; the lion of St. Mark 
occupies the south-east respond with the motto PAX TIBI, &c. in Lombardic letters 
on hs book, and he stands on waves of the sea; St. Matthew is hidden in the gallery; 
St. Luke , who occupies the north-west respond, is finely designed; but St. John, at 
the north-east corner, has been clumsily repaired after injury by lightning in 1783, 
and his abacus bears the date 1788. The foliage introduced below the figures is of 
Venetian character, corresponding with that of the capitals in the south arcade. 
These are rather coarsely executed, and resemble in character those in the nave at 
Sebenico, though inferior to them in point of execution. The best is that shewn in the 
illustration (Plate XXXV), which, though roughly carved, is finely imagined. Four 
leaves make the whole capital. The three capitals of the north arcade on the contrary 
are rudely cut and abound in cornucopias, volutes, grotesque semifigures with large 
breasts and wigs springing out of leaves, all in the debased style of the seventeenth 
century. With the aid of a glass I detected on the necking of one of them the date 
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1670, though the necking had the regular Venetian billet moulding of the fifteenth 
century. Their presence in the midst of a perfectly Gothic design can only be 
explained by some extensive rebuilding or repair of this side of the church of which 
no record can be found in Paulini’s MS, nor could the locl antiquaries help me to any 
account of it. 
 
At the end of the north aisle is a very handsome door (Fig. 58) leading to the 
sacristy, in which the northern feeling I have noticed elsewhere in this church is 
strongly marked, for, after making allowance for certain differences, the architectural 
details and the general  style of the design are thoroughly German / There was a 

German architect at work in Curzola in 1388. In that year the Rettore and Giudici contracted with Jo. 
Di Ant. da Viena ‘facere unam logium apud Ecclesiam Stae. Mariae.’ Mem. Di Pietro Dimitri , MS. This 

loggia is no longer in existence. / In the tympanum is St. Michael, who is dispatching  a 
very frightful devil with a very long sword. In his left hand he holds the scales, at one 
of which  the vanquished fiend makes a despairing clutch; while behind stand two 
souls, represented by naked children, awaiting judgement. The arch of the 
tympanum is pointed and slightly horseshoed, but the label, which runs up into a 
slight  ogee point, is not horseshoed, but rises perpendicularly from the shaft  which 
carries it. This shaft is of course not in accordance with the northern Gothic 
principles, but the mouldings of the jambs  and arch have far more relation to 
northern than to southern Gothic; the rolls have fillets on them, the making of the 
capital and upper moulding of the base are broken out to receive the fillet as they 
would be in northern work, and the tall proportion of the moulded bases reminds one 
of Vienna or Cologne. The lintel is supported by a pair of brackets, each decorated 
with the figure of a bay playing on a musical instrument, one on drum and pipe, the 
other on a zampogna or bag-pipe. Above the doorway  the original carved 
stringcourse that runs round the church has been cut away to make room for the 
finial, shewing that the doorway is an insertion of later date than the church wall.  
 
The campanile, which has been already described, has obliterated one bay of the 
original north aisle, leaving a fragment of the sloping roof and coping to prove that 
this aisle did once come out of the front. It is said by Giov. de Zorzi, a chronicler of 
Curzola that the campanile was begun directly after the surrender of the island to the 
Venetians in 1420. In 1438 the Comune of Curzola sold to the brothers Angeli a 
property at Blatta to purchase with the proceeds stone for the campanile, and in 
1440 they made a contract for its completion with a ‘lapicida’, architect and 
contractor in one, named Vatco Bratcovich / The contract runs thus:---‘JESUS. 1440, Ind. 3a 

et die 22 mensis Junii in Episcopali  Palatio praesentibus f Marco Giglazovich et magistro Faticho 
Vicarich Testibus ibique Magister Vatcus Bratcovich Lapicida et cum Rmo. In Christo Patre et Domino 
nostro Dei et Apostolicae Sedis Gratia Episcopus Curzolensis et Stagnensis Domino Marco Martich et 
f Joanne Petri Procuratoribus Ecclae divi Marci concessit et concordavit ad laboraandum ac 
aptandum Campanile dictae ecclesiae S. Marci ad laudem  boni laboratoris et Magistri simul cum uno 
magistro  et ejus discipulo  incipiendo  a prima die mensis Julii proximi venturi  usqu per totum  
mensem Octobris et ante plus quanto praedicto Dno Episcopo et dietis Procuratoribus melius et 
utilius videbitur . Versa vice dictus Dnus Episcopus  et Procuratores promiserunt  solvere die quolibet 

prout ante habuit cum laboravit supra dictum campanile  L. (?) 29, &c.’ P. Dimitri, MS. /; but as the 
arms of Bishop Tommaso Malumbra appear on the belvedere or gallery which 
crowns the campanile the work cannot have been completed before 1463.  
 
The latest part of the building is a fourth aisle added on the north side, which was 
provided to afford additional space for internment within the church walls. It was 
apparently completed before 1532 as it is alluded to in the testament of Ser 
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Vinzenzo Michieli Dobrić dated in that year ;----‘item voluit et ordinavit quod per 
comisarios suos fiat unum altare in eccla S. Marci in Coemetrio noviter confecto;’ but 
as the portal bears the arms not only of Bishop Nicolo Niconizio (1515 – 1541) but 
also those of Bishop Leoni (1453 – 1462), the building seems to have been projected 
and probably begun in the preceding century / Farlati says this aisle was built to cover a 

cemetery  ‘quod erat sub Dio,’ in which were interred the plebeian victims of the plague of 1571, their 
noble fellow-sufferers having exhausted the space in the south aisle of the church , the older 
cemetery. But this is contradicted by the episcopal  scutcheons over the door and by the testament of 

1532 /. It is said to occupy the site of the public loggia which was pulled down to 
make way for it.  
 
The main fabric of the nave and aisles is unfortunately the part about which we are 
most in want of documentary evidence to guide us to the date of its construction 
Here as elsewhere in Dalmatia the tendency of the local antiquaries is to exaggerate 
the antiquity of their buildings, and though the theory of the temple of Diocletian has 
been given up since the date of Dr. Spon’s visit, the church has been assigned by 
various writers to any period from the tenth to the end of the thirteenth century. The 
oldest known documents which contain any mention of it are the deed of sale of a 
house in 1329, which is described as standing next to and behind the church of S. 
Marco, and other deeds bearing the dates 1342 and 1344, which contain the names 
of canons of the church of S. Marco in Curzola / in Dr. Paulini’ MS Storia di Curzola, c. xxii. 

‘Anno Dm . MCCCXXIX.Indict. xii. Tempore dictorum Jacobi Sanoje et Berci Judicum vendidit  
domum unam postam intus in civitate Curzulae juxta et post ecclesiam S. Marci,’ &c., &c. 
1342. die 22 Octobris actum Curzulae in domo episcopates Curzulae ... praesentibus praesbyteris  
Marinich Canonico  Eccl S. Marci in Curzula.’ &c., &c.  1344. Extract from the testament of Niksa 

Vulićevich: ‘Item  relinquo Dno Georgio S. Marci de Curzola.’ &c. / From these documents we 
gather that a collegiate church of S. Marco existed early in the fourteenth century, 
and this no doubt was the cathedral of the new see, and the college of canons was 
the same which Farlati mentions as founded by the new prelate. The question 
remains whether the present church is the same which was then standing, and if so 
whether it was an old or a new church at that time. On this point the building must 
speak for itself, and unfortunately in Dalmatia the styles do not speak for themselves 
so positively as they do elsewhere. 
 
The Romanesque style, as we have seen at Zara, Spalato and Trau, prevailed in 
Dalmatia throughout the thirteenth and well into the fourteenth century; and since at 
Curzola, though the round arch undoubtedly occurs, there is nothing that can be 
called romanesque , for that pointed arches of the nave and the wide windows of the 
apse are obviously later than the round arches and narrow slits of Trau or Zara, we 
may safely fix the earlier part of the fourteenth century as one limit of the period 
during which the church may have been built. On the other hand we have the fact 
that part of the original building was pulled down to make way for the campanile in 
1420, or at the latest 1440, and this fixes the other limit. Consequently the erection of 
the nave and aisles took place during a period limited approximately by the years 
1300 and 1420. As the beginning of this period coincides with the institution of the 
bishopric, a natural inference would be that the Curzolani set about building their 
cathedral as soon as they received their new bishop, that is to say about 1300; but 
the puzzle is to find anything in the building that can safely be referred to so early a 
date. Although on one hand, from the analogy of the building known as Sponza at 
Ragusa, the apses nave arcades and triforium might be attributed to that date, on 
the other the sculpture within and without the church seems to be nearly aa hundred 
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years later: for it the west doorway and the nave capital (Plates XXXIV and XXXVI) 
be compared with the doorway and capital at Sebenico (Plates XIII and XIV, Vol. I. 
pp. 384, 388), of which the date is known to lie between 1430 and 1441, there will 
seem to be every reason for attributing them to the fifteenth century, rather than to 
the fourteenth. 
 
If the main fabric of the church was built during the fourteenth century, we have to 
account for the fact that the nave capitals date from the middle of the following 
century. It is on record that a great deal was done to the building by Bishop Andrea 
Canavella (1450-1453), and Vito Ostoich, who from being a canon of Curzola had 
been promoted to the see of Corbavia, which he resigned in 1453, and who came to 
end his days in his native place, where he died in 1459. The roof was found to be in 
a decayed and dangerous condition and was replaced by a new one, possibly that 
which is now hidden by the stucco ceiling of Bishop Cossevich; new altars were 
given by Bishop Ostoich, and a new pulpit of fine Curzolan stone on eight columns, 
which was also destroyed by the same bishop Cossevich and replaced by a modern 
vulgarism / Farlati, vi. p. 368, mentions the extensive repairs made by Bishop Cossevich, and the 

gifts of Bishop Ostoich. In another place he says of Ostoich that ‘cum aedes Cathedralis Corcyrensis 
vitium fecisset ad eam restaurandum plurimum pecuniae suppeditavit.’ It would not surprise me if it 
were found that the church was nearly rebuilt at this time, and that little of the original church of 1300 
remains except the east end with its apses and the lower part of the side walls. The capitals of the 

wall shafts in the aisle are as late as those of the arcade, i.e. of the fifteenth century. /. These 
repairs must have also have extended to the main structure, for to this date at the 
earliest must be attributed the oldest capitals of the nave (Plate XXXVI), the west 
doorway, the rose-window of the west front, and the elaborate cornice of arches and 
shells in the gable above, in which however are worked up parts of the older work, 
namely the springing stones with their groups of monsters, and the finial, together 
with the band of running foliage which agrees with that in the aisles. The mysterious 
bust in the centre, if it represents as I imagine Maria the queen of Charles II, must 
have been reset at the same time in the new gable, where it must be confessed it 
has the air of being somewhat out of place.  
 
From this time forward the history of the building is less obscure. In the seventeenth 
centurysome injury to the north side of the church, perhaps a stroke of lightning such 
as afterwards befell it, made it necessary to renew the three capitals of the north 
arcade, on one of which as I have said I detected the date 1670. In 1715, and again 
in 1783, the tower was seriously injured by lightning, which threw down one of the 
angles, destroyed the clock, and, entering the church, injured the organ and organ-
loft, and on the later occasion also damaged the respond with the emblem of St. 
John, as I have before mentioned.  
 
The last bishop of Curzola, Giuseppe Cossevich, however did much more damaged 
than the lightning: he removed the marble balustrades from the side 
intercolumniations of the baldacchino and placed the top rails absurdly, as we now 
see them, on the balustrades at the entrance of the choir; he blocked the triforium 
arches, spoiled the clerestory windows, destroyed the pulpit, concealed the old roof 
by a plaster ceiling, and white-washed the whole church, an indignity from which it 
has lately been rescued. 
 
Another piece of mischief of which he was guilty was obliterate the epitaph on the 
sarcophagus of Bishop Malumbra and substitute another to the memory of two later 
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bishops, whose remains he removed from the nave and placed here. The original 
inscription / It is preserved by Farlati, vi. 387. Tommaso Malumbra of a noble Venetian 

family was bishop from 1463-1515. Nicolo Niconizio a Curzolano was coadjutor from 1505-
1515 and bishop from 1515-1541. He was the last bishop of the united sees of Stagno and 

Curzola. / recorded the erection of the monument by Bishop Nicolo Niconizio to the 
memory of his predecessor 
 
THOMAE MALVMBRAE EPISCOPO CVRZOLENSI 
ET STAGNENSI PRAECESSORI NICOLAVS NICONISIVS 
 EPISCOPVS SVCCESSOE POSVIT.  

 
The arms of Malumbra and Niconizio within wreaths still remain on the sarcophagus. 
 
The exterior of the apses is remarkable for a number of mason’s marks which are 
collected very curiously into a cluster in the middle of each apse wall. They look as if 
they were grouped in the manner with some intention, but if so no explanation of it 
has been found. The marks themselves have to forms of Greek letters, but this 
probably is accidental; Greek letters are the result of simple combinations of lines, 
and English masons may be seen any day marking their stones with Greek letters 
without knowing it. The masonry is well squared and laid in regular courses, the face 
being hammer-dressed or pointed, and left slightly rough, except that there is a clean 
drafted edge about an inch in width round each stone. The mason’s mark is in the 
middle of the rough part. The marks are shewn on the accompanying cut (Fig. 59) in 
their proper relative positions, though not at their proper distance apart, the stones 
being large and the marks very small. / I am indebted to Don Andrea Alibranti for the copy of 

these marks from which my illustration is taken. Very similar marks from the cathedral of Gurk in 

Carinthia, also resembling Greek letters, are illustrated in the Mittelalt. Kunstdenk. vol. ii. p. 148. / 
 
A very picturesque object in the interior is the ciborio or baldacchino over high altar, 
a pyramidal composition of three receding stories pierced with geometrical tracery, 
and carried by four fine columns with excellent renaissance capitals, of which the two 
hindermost are simply imitated from Corinthian, and two in front are well designed 
and executed with sphinxes and dolphins. In spite of its date the pierced work of the 
upper part is Gothic in character. The marble balustrating of colonnettes are round 
arches in the Venetian style which originally filled the intercolumniation on each side 
has been removed, as I have before stated. 
 
Behind the high altar is a good picture, attributed to Tintoretto, but so placed , and in 
such a wretched light, that it is impossible to get a fair view of it. In the fourth or 
northern aisle, over a side altar, is a fine picture by Ridolfi in three compartments; the 
figures of St. Laurence and St. Vincent are unusually good. In the treasury are a few 
good chalices of the fifteenth century, one of which is said to be the gift of Bishop 
Ostoich, and some embroidered vestments at least as old as the chalices, some of 
which are too far gone to be used, and are to find a place in the museum which it is 
proposed to establish in one of the many disused churches of the city. There are 
several other churches and oratories in Curzola, but none of them calls for any 
remark except that of Ogni Santi, where there is another ciborio very like that at the 
duomo, but of an even more decidedly renaissance character. 
 
The town is full of charming bits of Venetian architecture in the best style of the 
fifteenth century, but the streets are so narrow that it is not always easy to see them. 
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A ruined house in a street that runs down the eastern slope of the hill has a splendid 
window with carvings of birds and serpents in the capitals, which till lately was 
perfect with its balconies on carved brackets; but the balconies and brackets have all 
been sold to an American who has taken them to adorn a villa in New York, and the 
window itself is in danger of falling into the unclean hands of the curiosity dealers, 
Jew or Greek, who are even now haggling over it with the impoverished owner, the 
difference between them being, it is said, reduced to the question of a few florins. I 
believe the conservators lately appointed by the Austrian government have very 
sufficient powers to prevent the destruction or sale of objects of artistic interest such 
as this, and may call in the police to their aid if necessary. They may even override 
the proprietor’s rights, and prohibit him from selling or destroying such objects 
without, so far as I know, giving him any compensations or buying the monument in 
question for the state. These powers ought surely to be enough to prevent the 
spoliation of these interesting old towns, which without such protection will be placed 
by the poverty of their inhabitants at the mercy of collectors and their agents from all 
parts of Europe and America. 
 
Several of the finer palaces at Curzola are roofless and in ruins, having been burned 
by way of disinfection after the plague, but others are still inhabited by the 
descendents of the ancient nobility. Among the latter is the Palazzo Arneri, which 
has many good architectural features, and a very splendid bronze knocker of the 
sixteenth century representing Neptune between two lions, which resembles the 
work of Giovanni da Bologna (Fig. 60). The trident which the figure grasped with the 
right hand has been broken away in an attempt that was once made to steal the 
knocker. It may be compared with the famous knocker of the Pisani palace at 
Venice, representing Neptune between two horses, to which is not inferior in artistic 
merit. / An illustration of the Pisani knocker is given in Digby Wyatt’s Metal-work of the Middle Ages. 
/ The arms of the Arneri, three pears on a field per bend azure and or, allude to the 
more ancient family name Perussich. Arnero Perussich fought with distinction in the 
Venetian service and fell at the siege of Candia; his memory was honoured  by the 
Republic and a liberal pension granted to his family, and in his honour the family 
name was changed from Perussich to Arneri. / So Mr. Paton was told  by the representatives 

of the family in 1846. Highlands and Islands of the Adriatic, i. 45. / In the courtyard of the palace 
are several relics of old Venetian times, the figure-head of a galley, and a statue of 
the great provveditore Leonardo Foscolo / Vid. General History , vol. i. p. 159. / with the 
inscription LEONAR FVSCVL VIRTVTIS EFFIGIEM IACOBVS ARNERI SERVITVTIS 

MEMORIAM NEPOTIBVS. Signor Arneri, the present owner of the palace, was 
podestà of Curzola when we were there.  
 
The public loggia and communal palace stand in the small piazza del Salizo, just 
within the principal town-gate. The loggia has had its arches filled with glazed 
sashes, but otherwise retains its original character, with the stone table of the 
judges, and the Venetian lion on the wall above. Over an upper window on the 
outside is this inscription:---- 
 
 M . D. XXV . PAVLO . QVIRINO . PRAETORE. 
 
In the same piazza is a diminutive column with the Venetian lion, which has the 
initials and arms of Count Battista Michieli who governed Curzola from 1569-1571, 
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preceding Antonio Balbi the count who deserted his post on the approach of Uluz-Ali. 
It bears this inscription:--- 
 
    Z . B. V.  
   OPVS . VINCENTII . 9 
   ALVISII . DIE . XXV 
   IVLII . M. D . LX . IX 
  
The tail and wings of the lion have been broken off, an injury inflicted, according to 
tradition, at the downfall of the Venetian republic by a neighbouring apothecary, who 
owed the government a grudge, and relieved himself by thus giving a kick to the 
dying lion. 
 
This little piazza and that in front of the duomo were the only two open  spaces  
within the walls, and seem to have been the common lounge and play-ground of the 
citizens, who from the narrow area of the latter overflowed into the duomo itself, 
where they walked and talked in their ordinary tone of voice even during divine 
service, much to the disturbance of the clergy. The piazza was used by the citizens 
for games at ball, and it was here that early in the seventeenth century a future 
bishop of Curzola disported himself in a way that scandalized the canons / Farlati, vi. 

401. / This was Jacopo Faganeo, a monk from Fiesole, not less renowned for his 
learning and eloquence than for his urbane and popular manners. The commander 
of the Venetian fleet in the Adriatic, in order to enjoy his company, persuaded him  to 
go on a cruise, and when they were in port at Curzola his companions proposed a 
game at ball to relieve the tedium of the voyage / Perhaps foot-ball was the game. ‘Rogatus 

Jacobus a sociis quibuscum venerat velletne ... pila majori ludere.’ &c. / Jacopo willingly 
consented, and an adjournment was made to the Piazza del duomo, where Jacopo 
with his monk’s gown tucked up displayed a skill and agility in receiving and 
returning the ball which won him enthusiastic applause from the admiring crowd of 
citizens. Lent was at hand, and it was proposed that the opportunity of hearing so 
renowned a preacher as Jacopo should not be lost, but the canons were scandalized 
by his performances in the piazza, and refused to admit him to their pulpit, little 
knowing that they were soon to receive as a bishop him whom they refused as a 
preacher. Yet so it was; the bishopric became vacant, and, at the instance of his 
friend the admiral, who had interest with Pope Urban VIII, Jacopo Faganeo was 
appointed bishop of Curzola in 1626. He deported himself with becoming dignity in 
his new position, and won golden opinions; but it may be gathered that he still 
preserved his old genial humour from the text which he inscribed on a pillar in his 
hall---‘Lapidem quem reprobaverunt hic factus est in caput anguli.’ 
 
It rained the greater part of the time we were at Curzola, and we seldom got beyond 
the town. One evening we strolled out by the road made under English auspices 
toward Lumbarda. It passes Porto Pedocchio, - ‘Port Lousy’, - the station of the 
Venetian galleys and galley-slaves, from whom it gets its name, and also the 
hemicycle of stone seats with the inscription put up by the grateful Curzolani in 
honour of the English governor. / See above, page 247. / The island, so far as we saw it, 
is much better covered with vegetation than the greater part of Dalmatia, though we 
did not get far enough to see the pinewoods which cover so large a part of the 
surface. Nor did we see any of the jackals which are to be found in Curzola, 
especially towards Blatta, the largest town in the island. In the sixteenth century a 
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still less desirable animal was added to the fauna of the island by an unkind practical 
joke of some unfriendly neighbours. An unknown vessel one night landed a pair of 
wolves, whose progeny multiplied in the woods until the inhabitants were obliged to 
form a cordon and sweep the island. Nine wolves were killed, the last being the old 
she-wolf, which was driven to the promontory Privala, where an inscription  with the 
date 1576 was cut on the rock to record her fate:---QUI Ė STATA UCCISA LA LUPA / 
The story is preserved in an unpublished work of Pietro Dimitri. / Although there are no wolves 
on the island, jackals are still numerous, and Prof. Vuletić Vukasović once had a pair 
of them, but never succeeded in making them really tame. They were very 
handsome, with golden-coloured coats, but they howled all night when tied up, and 
were such a nuisance that their master was glad when a friend begged them of him. 
Jackals used to exist also on the neighbouring islands of Méleda and Giupana, but 
are now thought to be extinct there. Spon, who travelled here in 1688, heard of these 
wild beasts, but failed to see them. He imagined them a kind of hyaena, an animal of 
which , the ancients fabled that it changed its sex year by year, and imitated the 
human voice so well as sometimes even to learn the names of the shepherds, whom 
by that means it enticed into an ambush and so devoured them. / Vid. Plin. Nat. Hist. viii, 

xxx. / 
 
Undismayed by these dangers made another small excursion in the opposite 
direction westwards to the Dominican convent of S. Nicolo, which stands on the brink 
of the sea. There is not very much to see here, but the plan of the double nave is 
singular, and the arabesque piers and architecture of the arcade that divides the two 
naves are original and suggestive. The convent was established in 1509 / Paulini, 

Excerpt, p. 62. /, which may be the date of the building.  
 
A more interesting excursion is that to the Badia or Franciscan convent, on a small 
island to the east of Curzola. On this ‘scoglio’ or rock, as the Dalmatians style their 
islands, a Benedictine convent  existed in 997 / So says Fabianich, vol. Ii. p. 101. /, but no 
traces of either convent or church remained at the beginning of the fourteenth 
century both having been destroyed by pirates, and the very name of the 
establishment was then a matter only of public tradition. About 1350 a canon of 
Curzola, Biagio Ivanovich, with two companions, retired hither to lead a 
contemplative life, and built a church and small ‘coenobium’, but after his death the 
island was again deserted. In 1392 the Franciscans were settled here, and in 1394 
the council of Curzola, assembled to the number of forty-five by the sound of the bell 
as was the custom, ordered for the comfort and tranquillity of the brotherhood that no 
one should cut wood or sow the ground within sight of their monastery without their 
leave , and that their islet should not be invaded by any member of the fair sex ‘nisi 
causa indulgentiarum.’ 
 
The existing buildings date from the succeeding century for the most part, though the 
church was not consecrated till 1533.  
 
The convent is situated ought of sight of Curzola, in a little bay close to the shore, 
and with its campanile, cloister-walls, and angle vedette, makes a sufficiently 
imposing show. Through a square doorway of white marble, bordered with a cleverly 
twisted running pattern of leaves and flowers, we entered what is perhaps the 
loveliest cloister in Dalmatia (Plate XXXVII). Trefoiled arches resting on round 
columns with square capitals, and with a very ingenious stilt to give them sufficient 
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importance and height, are divided by more massive piers into groups of three; and 
this arrangement is interrupted in two places by wide arches, richly cusped, through 
which steps lead to the central enclosure with its two marble cisterns. The design is 
light and delicate without any appearance of fragility, and the result is thoroughly 
successful. Here too, as so frequently in Dalmatia, occurs that happy mixture of 
Gothic and classic forms which is so suggestive to us moderns who must of 
necessity be eclectic. The cusped heads, the arches, and the including mouldings 
are still in ordinary Venetian Gothic of the fifteenth century; but the columns on which 
they rest have regular Attic bases, and capitals with concave abaci and angle volutes 
in the early style of the renaissance, while over the arcades is something like a 
regular classic entablature with frieze and cornice. The date is given by an inscription 
on a border surrounding the monogram ihs over the convent:--- 
 
ANNO DOMINI MCCCCLXXVII . PRIMA . DIE .MENSIS MAII. 

 
Sea-air and rain percolating from above have done much towards ruining this gem of 
Dalmatian, I may say of Gothic art. The plaster on walls and vaulting has perished, 
exposing the bare rubble masonry, and unless measures are promptly taken to make 
the terrace roof watertight the architecture may be irreparably damaged. 
 
The church, according to Fabianich, was begun in 1493, and an inscription records 
its consecration in 1533 by Niconizio, bishop f Curzola and Stagno. It is very plain, 
and has the peculiarity  of a square east end, of which there are several examples in 
Dalmatia. There is no east window. The chancel is covered with a quadripartite vault 
. the floor is full of incised sepulchral slabs dated 1500, 1523, 1540, &c., but there is 
one of earlier date (Fig. 61), to the memory of a Curzolan architect  reads thus:--- 
 
CURZOLA 1430 

ANO · DÑI · M · CCCC · XXX ·   

NƟC · EST · SEPVLTVRA ·MAGI 

TRI · HRANIHA · LAPICIDE · DE  

· CORZVLA · CUM · HEREDI  

· BVS · SVIS. 

 

Many of these slabs bear representations of workman’s tools referring to the craft of 
the person interested below, the graves of masons bearing the compasses, chisel 
and mallet, and so on. Throughout Dalmatia these sepulchral slabs abound, and are 
often of considerable beauty as well as of historical interest. 
 
There is here an ancient wooden crucifix, very fine of its kind though too painfully 
expressive, which is said to have been  brought from Bosnuia after the battle of 
Kosovo by refugees who fled to Rasischie on the island of Curzola / Fabianich, vol. ii. p. 

105. / 
 
The west front has a graceful door and rose-window, but the Madonna in the 
tympanum is of inferior workmanship. The front edge of the gable coping is evidently 
copied from that of the duomo of Curzola, with the same running pattern of foliage 
issuing at each end from the mouth of a sea-monster, and the finial on the apex is 
also imitated from the grand finial of the duomo, though the execution here is inferior 
and the date evidently much later. This front bears evident signs of the conflagration 
made by the Turks in 1571.  
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The library contains two amphorae found at Ragusa Vecchia, and a MS. of Aristotle 
written on thick volume-like paper; also a life of St. Jerome printed at Venice in 1475 
by Gabrielli Petri, and a theological work by Aslefanus de Ast (?) ordinis minorum, 
printed at Ratisbon in 1480, with initials illuminated by hand in gold and colour.  
 
The Badia has suffered outrage more than once, and it was not for nothing that the 
little projecting vedette towards the sea was built as an outlook and desence. Uluz-
Ali, failing before Curzola, revenged himself and earned an easy triumph by setting 
fire to this monastery and church. Again, in 1660, ‘the noted pirate Bellalich of 
Castelnuovo with a numerous horde sacked the sacred furniture, pursued the friars 
who had taken refuge in the campanile, and made off after having laid hands on 
everything that excited devotion or adorned the sanctuary.’ / Fabianich, vol. ii. p. 194. / 
Even as recently as 1836 the solitude of the place tempted some robbers who 
pillaged the convent. / Sir G. Wilkinson, vol. i. p. 262. / Since that time the friars have 
remained unmolested. There are now but two residents within the walls with one 
manservant, and, except in the large establishments at Zara and Ragusa, this 
number is rarely exceeded in the convents of Dalmatia.  
 
     ---------------------------- 
 
The weather cleared towards the end of our visit to Curzola, and we had a bright day 
for our journey to Ragusa, the next stage in our travels. As we left Curzola and 
steamed down the channel between that island and the mainland, we left behind us 
the old Venetian province and entered on the waters of the ancient Republic of 
Ragusa. The peninsula of Sabbioncello, with its lofty mountains to our left, the 
distant island of Lagosta far out at sea on our right, and, the nearer group of islands 
within which we soon found ourselves running, were all subject to the standard, not 
of St. Mark, but of St. Blaize. 
 
Behind the long mountainous  ridge of Sabbioncello runs the Canale di Narenta, 
which nearly meets the inlet of Stagno, the two seas only being divided by an 
isthmus of low ground a mile in width, which saves Sabbioncello from the perfect 
isolation. In this narrow channel of the Narenta the feeble tides of the Adriatic, pent 
up in a gradually narrowing space, manage to produce a ‘bore’ or ‘eger’ several feet 
high like those on the Seine or Severn, as I was assured by a sailor who had seen 
that in the Bristol Channel near Gloucester. Here was the home of the dreaded 
Narentines , who in the tenth century levied a toll on the commerce of Venice, and 
disputed the lordship of the Adriatic with her until the expedition of Pietro Orseolo II 
put an end to their pretensions. 
 
Towards sunset we were running inside a long rugged island which, by its name if 
nothing more, awakened a thrill of interest – Méleda, the ancient Melita, the place, 
according to some, of St. Paul’s shipwreck. The theory has much to recommend it, 
and is at least as old as the time of Constantine Porphyrogenitus, who speaks as if it 
were undisputed.  / He mentions Méleda as an island belonging to the Serbs of Pagania, i.e. the 

Narentines. De Adm. Imp. ch. xxxvi, p. 163, Ed. Bonn. /  The natives are still persuaded of its 
truth, and a St. Paul’s bay is shewn  here as it is at Malta. The place was described 
to me by a sea-captain, who knew it well, as a bay with an inner basin, surrounded 
by shelving hills of no great height, the inner part being one of those sea lakes 
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common in the coast of Dalmatia with a narrow entrance from the sea. This entrance 
at Méleda is too shallow for a large vessel to pass, and any ship of the size of that 
which carried St. Paul would be stranded in the attempt. A Ragusan priest on board 
mentioned, in confirmation of the theory that this is the real Melita of St. Luke’s story, 
that there are poisonous snakes on the island of Méleda, while on the neighbouring 
islands there are none. However this may be, as the sun went down in glory behind 
the island, and every crag and peak of its jagged backbone stood in black relief 
against a flaming sky, we agreed that for one night at all events we would forget that 
there was another island that claimed to be the home of those barbarous people who 
shewed no little kindness to the great missionary of the West. 
 
It was almost dark as we passed the other islands of the old Ragusan state, Guipan, 
Mezzo, and Calamotta which some would have it was enchanted isle of Calypso, 
and entered the deep bay at the far end of which twinkled the lights of Gravosa, the 
principal port of the ancient republic during the latter part of its history. The harbour 
of Ragusa is small and inconvenient, and is now nearly deserted for the more 
spacious haven of Gravossa or Santa Croce. The distance between the two places 
is about two miles, across a lofty isthmus which connects a rocky pine-clad 
peninsula with the mainland. A sharp descent on the other side ends in a grove of 
gigantic mulberry trees outside the Porta Pile, where we were landed at the Albergo 
Miramar and installed in excellent rooms on the first floor of what haad evidently 
once been the palace of a Ragusan merchant prince. 
 

Thomas Graham Jackson 

From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia 

Sir Thomas Graham Jackson, 1st Baronet RA (21 December 1835 – 7 November 
1924) was one of the most distinguished English architects of his generation. He is 
best remembered for his work at Oxford for Oxford Military College as well as 
the University, notably: the Examination Schools, most of Hertford College (including 
the Bridge of Sighs over New College Lane), much of Brasenose College, a range 
at Trinity College, and the Acland Nursing Home in North Oxford. Much of his career 
was devoted to the architecture of education and he worked extensively for various 
schools, notably Giggleswick and his own alma mater Brighton College. Jackson 
designed the former town hall in Tipperary Town, Ireland. He also worked on many 
parish churches and the college chapel at the University of Wales, Lampeter. He is 
also famous for designing the chapel (amongst other things) at Radley College. The 
City of Oxford High School in George Street, Oxford was another building designed 
by him. 

He was educated at Brighton College and then Wadham College, Oxford, of which 
he wrote a history, before being articled as a pupil to Sir George Gilbert Scott. 

Jackson was a prolific author of carefully researched works in architectural history, 
often illustrated with sketches made during his extensive travels. 

He and Norman Shaw edited "Architecture, A Profession or an Art" published in 
1892, to which William H. White replied by publishing "The Architect and his artists, 
an essay to assist the public in considering the question is architecture a profession 
or an art". 
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This had been part of the course of events which resulted in the passing of 
the Architects (Registration) Acts, 1931 to 1938 which established the 
statutory Register of Architects and monopolistic restrictions on the use of 
the vernacular word "architect", imposed with threat of penalty on prosecution for 
infringement. 

In 1919, Jackson wrote a collection of supernatural stories, Six Ghost Stories. These 
stories were written under the influence of M. R. James, and Jackson expressed 
admiration for James' work in the book's introduction. 

A stone memorial tablet to Sir Thomas was erected in the chapel of Brighton 
College, part of which he had built as a First World War memorial in 1922–23. For 
that school's chapel he had also designed many memorials during the 1880s and 
1890s. The other concentrated group of mural tablets by Jackson is to be found in 
the antechapel of Wadham College in Oxford. 

Jackson's pupils and assistants included Evelyn Hellicar. 

Jackson was created a Baronet, of Eagle House in Wimbledon in Surrey, in 1913. 
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Korchula I  

 

We found, however, that I was perfectly right about Korchula. “ And let that be 
enough for you,” said my husband. " As for your other demands that from now on 
every day will be an apocalyptic revelation, I should drop that, if I were you. You 
might not like it even if you got it.” We were talking as we unpacked in the room we 
had taken in the hotel on the quay, which is either a converted Venetian palace or 
built by one accustomed to palaces from birth. A good hotel, it showed that expiatory 
cleanliness which is found sometimes in Southern countries ; from early in the 
morning till late at night, women were on their knees in the corridors as if in  
prayer, scrubbing and scrubbing, and murmuring to themselves through compressed 
lips. It was scented with the classic kitchen smell of the Mare Internum, repellent only 
to the effete, since it asserts that precious plants can live on waterless and soilless 
country, that even after centuries of strife and misery woman still keeps the spirit to 
put a pinch of strong flavour in the cook-pot, and that it takes the supreme assault of 
urban conditions to bring on humanity the curse of a craving for insipidity. Our fellow-
guests were a couple of men as floridly grave as wreathed Caesars, and their two 
ladies, both in cloaks, who might have been travelling for the same romantic and 
detective reasons as Donna Anna and Donna Elvira : ornaments of the Sushak wine 
trade and their wives.  

“ I will lie down and sleep for half an hour,” I said, looking at the clean coarse sheets,  
bluish and radiant with prodigious laundering. ” I will sit here and look at the maps,”  
said my husband, who is much given to that masculine form of autohypnosis. But we  
did neither of these things, for there was a knock at the door and an announcement  
that two gentlemen of the town, who had received a letter about us from a friend at  
Split, were waiting for us downstairs. We had no idea who these people might be. My  
husband imagined mild antiquaries living among the ruins of Korchula like ageing  
doves ; I thought of mildewed Irish squires. We went downstairs and found two  
handsome men in early middle-age telling the hotel-keeper’s wife to be sure to cook  
us a good fish for dinner that night, and give us a certain red wine grown on the  
island, and it was as if we looked on a Venetian picture come to life, for the heads  
of all were bowed intently towards the argument, the men’s gestures were wide and  
made from expanded chests, the woman promised them obedience with the droop of  
her whole body. Of the men one had the great head and full body of a Renaissance  
Cardinal, the other had the rejecting crystal gaze of a Sitwell. They dismissed the  
hotel-keeper’s wife with a National Gallery gesture and turned to welcome us. They  
told us that they would be pleased to act as our guides in the town, and would start  
now if we wished with any destination we pleased. We expressed our gratitude, and  
said that we would leave it to them where we should go. The gentleman with the  
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Sitwell gaze then said : “ Perhaps you would like to see our new steam bakery.”  
 
Neither myself nor my husband replied. We both sank into a despondent reverie,  
wondering why he should think we wanted to see a new steam bakery. We could  
only suppose that to him we were representatives of a Western civilisation that was  
obsessed with machinery, and perhaps he suspected us of thinking for that reason  
that in Dalmatia they ate no bread, or only bread prepared in a filthy way. Fortunately  
the one who looked like a Cardinal blanketed the topic by saying, not accurately, "  
Ah, but you will have seen many, many steam bakeries ; you would like better to see  
our old churches and palaces.”  
 
We walked along the quay that runs round the point of the little peninsula, following  
the walls, and then went up a steep little street, close-packed with palaces, which  
thrust out balconies to one another or were joined by bridges, into the town. We  
found it like a honeycomb ; it was dripping with architectural richness, and it was laid  
out in an order such as mathematicians admire. But its spirit was riotous, the honey  
had fermented and turned to mead. The men who accompanied us had fine  
manners, and only by a phrase or two did they let us gather that they appreciated  
how beautiful Korchula must seem to us because they had known the great towns of  
the West, Berlin and Paris, and found them filthy ; but they were not exquisites,  
they were robust. They climbed the steep streets at a great rate, telling us the  
historic jokes of the town with gusts of laughter, and apologising for the silence that  
they shattered by owning that the city had never repopulated itself after the attack  
of plague in the sixteenth century, that had taken five thousand citizens out of seven  
thousand. The one that looked like a Renaissance Cardinal had a peculiarly rich and  
rolling laugh, in which there seemed to join amusement at a particular fact with  
extreme satisfaction with life in general. Bringing us to a small square in front of the  
Cathedral, which was smoothly paved and therefore had that air of being within the  
confines of some noble household, he said, “ Here we have always walked and  
talked, and often we have talked too loud. That is one thing that never changes, our  
archives are full of the priests’ complaints that we talked so loud out here that they  
could not hear themselves saying mass in the Cathedral.” His laughter rolled. ” Also  
we played ball,” said the Sitwell ; " they complained of that also.” " That leads to the  
story of Jacopo Faganeo,” said the Cardinal. “ He was a seventeenth- century  
Tuscan priest who was a very great preacher, but a very good companion too. The  
Admiral in command of the Venetian fleet in the Adriatic got him to take a cruise with  
him, and when they got here the sailors came ashore, even to the Admiral and his  
friends, and we townsmen challenged them to a game of ball. Nobody was such a  
good ballplayer as this priest, so he tucked up his gown and gave a wonderful  
display, and we all cheered him. But this scandalised our local priests, and when  
Lent came along they refused to let Father Jacopo preach in the Cathedral, though  
he was still here with the fleet. However, soon after our Bishop died, and the  
Admiral, who had the Pope’s ear, paid out our priests by getting Father Jacopo  
appointed to fill his place. And a very good Bishop he was, too.”  
 
Then the square must have rung with laughter, with the laughter of strong men ; but  
it always knew that there was darkness as well as light. Above the ball-players rose  
the Cathedral, which is girafflsh because of the architect’s consciousness that he  
must work on a minute site, but which owes its strangeness of appearance to the  
troubled intricacy of the ornamentation, loaded with tragic speculations of the Slav  
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mind. For Korchula, like Trogir, is an intensely Slav town. The degree of the oddity of  
this ornament can be measured by the sculpture which projects from the gable  
above the central door and rose window. It is a powerfully realistic bust of a richly  
decked old woman, not a grotesque, but far too passionate to be, as some suppose,  
merely the representation of a fourteenth- century Queen of Hungary who gave  
money to the Church. It has the same Dostoevsky quality as Radovan’s work at  
Trogir. Perhaps it was to exorcise this note of metaphysical fantasy that a  
nineteenth-century Bishop made a jigsaw puzzle of the inside of the Cathedral,  
interchanging the parts and putting in a horrid but matter-of-fact pulpit. But the  
outside remains enigmatic in its beauty, partly because it looks across the square to  
the roofless ruin of the palace, wild-eyed with windows whose marble traceries are  
outlined against the sky, wild-haired with the foliage of trees that had taken root in  
the angles of the upper storey and grew slantwise out of balconies.  
 
“ What is that ? " said the Cardinal. " Regrettably enough it is the home of my family.  
We burned it to disinfect it, in the sixteenth century, after many of our household had  
died in the plague, and we have never had the money to rebuild it. But now I will  
show you another church which you ought to see.” It was at the foot of one of the  
steep streets, a church where the Gothic was melting into the Renaissance, where  
the architectural spring was over and the summer was warm and drowsy.  
These people could look on this summer-time with much more satisfaction than we  
could, for they knew nothing of the winter-time that had followed it with us, they were  
unaware of Regent Street. But they were specially pleased with this church for  
another reason which had nothing to do with architecture. They told us that this  
church was in the care of a confraternity and began to explain to us what these  
confraternities were ; but when they found out that we already knew, they stopped  
and said no more. They did not tell us that they themselves belonged to this  
confraternity ; but that was evident. With the ease of men who were showing  
strangers round their own house they took us up a staircase and over a bridge  
across an alley into the room where the confraternity kept its records and its  
treasures. There we all sat down, and they smiled about them, gentle and secret  
smiles. Here they came for the benefit of magic, and enjoyed a mystical, uplifting  
version of the pleasures of brotherhood. The room was itself an astonishment. It was  
hung with a score or so of Byzantine icons, in the true colours of icons, that is to say  
of flame and smoke ; with the true message of icons, that is to say of spirit rising  
from matter with the precise yet immaterial form of a flame. Of these they said,  
smiling at their own history, “ You see, we are a very pious people — all of us —  
even our sailors.” These had, in fact, been looted by good Catholic Korchulans on  
expeditions that may sometimes have been certified as naval, but were sometimes  
plainly piratical, from Orthodox shrines. “ People come here and try to buy them,”  
said the Cardinal lazily, and laughed into his hand, while his awed eye raked  
them and found them valid magic.  
 
“ But some day there will be no question of our being poor people who can be  
tempted by foreigners to part with their goods,” said the Sitwell. “ Nor will we need  
the tourist traffic though the money will come in welcome,” said the Cardinal ;  
" we shall be able to live exactly like other people, on our production, when we have  
repaired the wrongs that the Venetians and Austrians have done to us. We are not  
only sailors, we are shipbuilders. But of course we need more wood. We have a lot  
for Dalmatia, more than you will find on the other islands you have seen, but we still  
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have not enough. Come and see what we are doing about that.” We went from a  
gate on the landward side of the town, down a superb stone staircase, and we found  
ourselves in a motor bus full of people who knew our guides and were known by  
them, who by some miraculous adjustment deferred to them and yet behaved as  
their equals. It was going to a village on the top of the mountain lying south of  
Korchula, and we left it as it got to the foothills, to take a path into a pinewood. Soon  
the Cardinal stopped and laid his hand on the thick trunk of a tall pine and said, "  
These trees were planted by my grandfather when he was mayor ” ; and later, in a  
further valley he stopped by a slenderer trunk in a lower, thinner wood, and said, “  
These trees were planted by my father when he was mayor.” And later still in the  
crease of a spur that stretched towards an unmedicined barrenness, dull ochre rock  
save for the slightly different monotone of the scrub, we came to a plantation of pine  
saplings, hardiy hip-high. "These are the trees I have planted, now I am mayor,”  
he said. He stood among them spreading his arms wide above them, laughing lazily,  
“ Have I not poor spindly children ? But they will grow."  
 
On our way back through the denser pinewoods we came to a terrace, where there  
were tables and benches for people to sit and eat on their Sunday walks, and  
because we were tired, having started on our journey in the early morning, we asked  
if we might rest there for a little. So we sat down on one side of the table, and they  
on the other, and they told us what they hoped to do for the reafforestation of the  
island and how the Government had helped them. Then they spoke of how the  
Venetians had cut down the woods, and how little the Austrians had done to replace  
them ; and as they talked these men, who were essentially aristocrats, assumed the  
sullenness and shabbiness of conspirators. They muttered bitterly into their fingers,  
their underlips came forward. Then the Cardinal, suddenly noble once more, looked  
up at the sky through the trees and cried, “ It is better now, it is still difficult, but the  
chief offence has been removed ; we are free, and the work goes well. Are you 
rested ? Shall we return ? ”  
 
We went all the way back on foot, first by an inlet edged with prosperous modern  
villas, belonging to rich Croats, and then by a road that would have seemed dusty if it  
had not passed a monument that flattered my pride. By a very pretty semicircle of  
stone seats, conceived in the neo-classical tradition, was a tablet giving thanks to the  
English troops who occupied the island when the French were driven out, and  
governed it for two years till the Peace of 1815 handed it over with the rest  
of Dalmatia to Austria. We English were then a different breed. We could build. We  
could administer. We gave these islands a democratic institution which they  
thoroughly enjoyed and followed the French tradition of efficient public works by  
making good roads and harbours. Now we would build tin huts all over the place,  
would have been compelled from Downing Street to kick the natives in the face for  
fear of encouraging revolutionary movements which did not in fact exist, and would  
have ended up with the evil reputation of oppressors without any of the fruits of  
oppression.  
 
Something has changed us. The life we lead does not suit us. I knew it a few  
minutes later when we were back in Korchula, and our guides took us into one of the  
shipyards on the shore. We went through a yard stacked with wood, that clean,  
moral substance, and carpeted with shavings, into a shed where three men stood  
contemplating the unfinished hull of a motor boat. The overlapping timbers were as  
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neat as the feathers on a bird’s wing, the shape was neat as a bird in flight. It was a  
pity that so much beauty should be hidden under the water. Of the three men in front  
of it one held up a blueprint very steadily, another held a rule to the boat and made  
measurements ; the other watched and spoke with authority. They were all three  
beautiful, with thick straight fair hair and bronze skins and high cheek-bones pulling  
the flesh up from their large mouths, with broad chests and long legs springing from  
arched feet. These were men, they could beget children on women, they could  
shape certain kinds of materials for purposes that made them masters of their  
worlds. I thought of two kinds of men that the West produces : the cityish kind that  
wears spectacles without shame, as if they were the sign of quality and not a defect,  
who is overweight and puffy, who can drive a car but knows no other mastery over  
material, who presses buttons and turns switches without comprehending the  
result, who makes money when the market goes up and loses it when the market  
goes down ; the high-nosed young man, who is somebody’s secretary or in the  
Foreign Office, who has a peevishly amusing voice and is very delicate, who knows  
a great deal but far from all there is to be known about French pictures. I understand  
why we cannot build, why we cannot govern, why we bear ourselves without pride in  
our international relations. It is not that all Englishmen are like that, but that too many  
of them are like that in our most favoured classes.  
 
It is strange, it is heartrending, to stray into a world where men are still men and  
women still women. I felt apprehensive many times in Korchula, since I can see no  
indications that the culture of Dalmatia is going to sweep over the Western world,  
and I can see many reasons to fear that Western culture will in the long run  
overwhelm Dalmatia. We crossed the road from the shipyard to call on an elderly  
woman who lived in a house which, a bourgeois kind of palace, had belonged to her  
husband’s family for four hundred years. We were taken through a finely vaulted  
passage to the garden, where we stood under a pergola of wistaria and looked up at  
the tracery of the windows which were greatly enriched by the salty weathering of the  
stone to an infinity of fine amber and umber tones ; for we had been asked to wait till  
she had finished some pious business she was performing in the private chapel  
which stood, an arched and pointed outhouse, among the crowded flowers, close to  
a niched wall that sheltered a Triton and a nymph. On the steps of the chapel there  
lay some candles and a match-box and a packet of washing soda on a sheet of  
newspaper. For a second I took this as an indication that the family fortunes were in  
decline, but on reflection I wondered what evidence I had that palaces had ever been  
neat. All historical memoirs portray a union between the superb and the sluttish ; and  
probably tidiness is a creation of the middle classes, who have had their tendency to  
bare and purging Protestantism reinforced by their panic-stricken acceptance of the  
germ theory. Boucher’s famous portrait of Madame Pompadour reveals that even  
she, who was the ideal civil servant, kept her personal possessions lying about  
on the floor. The homely disorder on the chapel steps was therefore simply a proof  
that this establishment was not yet a museum.  
 
At length the lady of the house came out of the private chapel, followed by the  
kitchen smells of piety, not less powerful and classic than the kitchen smells of our  
hotel. She was elderly, though not old ; and it could be seen that she had been very  
lovely : and immediately she began to flirt with my husband. She knew with absolute  
realism, and had known it, I am sure, from the first moment when the knowledge  
became necessary to her, that she was too old for love. But she knew that a repeti-  
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tion of the methods by which she had charmed the hearts and intelligences of the  
men of her time would give him the same pleasure an enthusiastic theatre-goer  
would feel if a famous old actress rehearsed for him her celebrated performance of  
Juliet. Therefore we enjoyed again the gaieties in which her voice and face and body  
had combined to promise her admirers that not only she but all her life was infinitely  
and unpredictably agreeable. After there had been a long rally of teasing compliment  
and mockery, a bell tolled somewhere in the town, and we all stopped to listen.  
 
When it ceased there was a silence. My husband breathed deeply, warmed and  
satisfied by her aged and now sexless charm as one might be by a wine so old that  
all the alcohol had disappeared, and said, “ It is wonderfully quiet.” She abandoned  
her performance and said to him not sentimentally but with an almost peevish  
recollection of past enjoyment, as one might say that in one’s youth one had cared  
greatly for racing but could no longer get about to the meetings, " It’s too quiet. I liked  
it when there were children about, laughing, and then crying, and then laughing  
again. That’s how it ought to be in a house.” She spoke with complete confidence, as  
one who expresses an opinion held by all the world. A house with children is better  
than a house without children. That she assumed to be an axiom, on that she had  
founded all her life and pride. It was as if she were a child herself, a fragile child who  
had escaped death by a miracle and was boasting of its invulnerability to all ills. Her  
life had for the most part been secure because in her world men had been proud to  
be fathers, and had marvelled gratefully at women for being fine-wrought enough to  
make the begetting of children an excitement and sturdy enough to bear them and  
rear them, and had thought of the mother of many children as the female equivalent  
of a rich man. Because these masculine attitudes had favoured her feminine  
activities, her unbroken pride was lovely as the trumpet of a lily. It might have been  
different for her if she had been born into a society where men have either lost their  
desire for children, or are prevented from gratifying it by poverty or the fear of war.  
There she would have been half hated and perhaps more than half, for her sex. Her  
womb, which here was her talisman, would have been a source of danger, which  
might even strike at the very root of her primal value, and one day make her  
husband feel that the delight he had known with her was not worth the price he must  
pay for it. It was terrible that this fate, even if it had failed to engulf her, was certain to  
annihilate many of her blood, of her kind, and that the threat was implicit in many  
statements that she made without a shadow of apprehension, as when she told  
us that her husband and all his forebears had been sea captains, and that her sons  
were still of the tradition and not of it, for they were agents for great steamship lines.  
 
The Cardinal said to me, ” You are looking very tired. Before I take you to our house  
to meet my parents, we will go to a cafe on the quay, and you can rest.” This  
seemed to me a peculiar programme, but it was agreeable enough. As we drank  
very good strong coffee the two men talked again of trees : of the possibility of  
making many motor boats for the new tourist traffic, of the fishing fleets, of the wrong  
Italians had done by seizing the southward island, Lagosta, where the fish are  
specially plentiful. "The Slavs all left it when the Treaty was known," said the Sitwell.  
“ And they have not been able to repopulate it with Italians," said the Cardinal, " for  
they are idiots, worse than the Austrians. Think of it, they wanted to colonise the  
island with Italian fishermen and they renamed it after an Italian airman who had  
been killed. Think of doing a silly thing like that, when you’re dealing with peasants.  
It’s such a silly townsman’s trick." His great laughter rolled up out of him. “ You’re  
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accustomed to deal politically with people in person,” said my husband. “ That is a  
funny idea, for us. Not by the million, through newspapers and the radio, or by  
the thousand or hundred in halls, but just in person." The Cardinal answered  
modestly, " One does what one can, in order not to be destroyed. But come and see  
my father, who is cleverer at it than I am.”  
 
We went back into the town, and had but one more digression. The Cardinal whisked  
us into a courtyard gorgeous with two balustraded galleries. Because it was an  
orphanage there projected between the pillarets the grave puppy-snouts of in-  
terested infant Slavs, while above them were the draperies and blandness of young  
nuns. The presence of the Cardinal produced a squealing babble of homage from  
the orphans, and the wheeling and bowing courtesies of the nuns recalled the evolu-  
tions of angels. The institution wailed its disappointment as we left, and the Cardinal  
hurried us round a corner up another street, into the medievalism of his home.  
 
The courtyard was dark with its own shadows as well as the dusk, and ghostly with  
the pale light filtering down from the still sunlit upper air, through the gutted palace,  
burned because of the plague, which formed its fourth side. It looked even more  
fantastic than we had thought it in the Cathedral square. At a window on its ground  
floor a tree stood like a woman looking into the courtyard, and on the floors above  
trees, some of them clothed with blossom which in this uncertain light was the colour  
of a grey Persian cat, shot forth from the empty sockets of vanished rafters in the  
attitudes of acrobats seeking the trapeze. The courtyard itself spoke of something  
even older than this palace, for it was full of carved stone ; slabs bearing  
inscriptions or low reliefs had been let into its walls, and there set about many  
statues and fragments of statues, some of which were Roman. It held as well an  
infinity of growing things, of flowers bursting from a lead cistern and a sarcophagus,  
full-fleshed leafy plants and bronze-backed ferns, a great many of them in little pots  
hung on lines of string secured to details of sculpture. We were reminded of what we  
had sometimes forgotten during this water-logged spring, that this was the far South,  
accustomed to seasons when grass is a recollected miracle and everything that can  
be coaxed to grow in a flowerpot is a token and a comfort. On the other side of the  
courtyard, facing the ruin, was another palace, also Venetian Gothic and of the  
fifteenth century, but intact. Its great door was open, and showed a dark room and  
another beyond it that was lit by the soft white light of a chandelier. Towards this  
reserved and even defensive interior the Cardinal now led us. But I delayed to  
admire the richness of a design impressed on the lead cistern, and he told me, "  
Those are the arms of my family. But now we do not use such cisterns. We have  
modem methods. See, there is a great cistern under this courtyard.” He brought  
down his heel on the pavement, making a sharp ringing noise that sent a little bird  
whirring out of one of the plants back to its home in the ruined palace. " Trees and  
water,” said the Sitwell, “ they are more precious to us on the island than gold.” “ We  
will have all we want of them under Yugoslavia,” said the Cardinal.  
 
We paused again at the door to handle the great knocker, which was perhaps by  
Giovanni Bologna : it was a Neptune between two rear-uplifted dolphins, magnificent  
whatever hand had made it. Inside we found the same vein of magnificence, though  
the proportions here, as everywhere else in the city, were constrained by a want of  
space ; and the furniture showed the influence of nineteenth-century Italy and  
Austria, which was not without a chignoned and crinolined elegance, but was  
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coarsened by the thick material it employed, the chenille and rep, the plush and  
horsehair. In the second room, at a table under the chandelier, sat a white-haired  
lady, in her sixties, dressed in a black velvet gown. From the stateliness of her  
greeting we understood why her son had taken us to rest at a cafe before he brought  
us into her house. The social life in this palace was extremely formal, that is to say  
we were expected to play our part in a display of the social art in its highest sense,  
the art of meeting people with whom one may have little or nothing in common and  
distilling the greatest possible pleasantness out of the contact without forcing an  
unreal intimacy. But it was light as air, weightless swordsmanship. The old lady first  
addressed herself to me with a maternal air that was flattering yet not indecently so,  
as if the gulf of years between us were greater than it actually was, but not  
impossibly great. Then, like the lady in the sea captain’s palace, she began to  
address herself to my husband for the excellent reason that she was a woman and  
he was a man. The performance she gave, however, was probably not modified by  
time : for the difference in their social status meant that though all her life she must  
have taken for granted that her beauty was a beacon before the eyes of  
men, it must have also been her faith that all its sexual implications, to the remotest,  
must be private to her immediate family. The sea captain’s widow was certainly  
chaste as snow, but it was probable that many men had looked on her and thought it  
a pity that she was not their wife ; but this lady was to such an extreme degree the  
wife of her husband, the queen of this palace, that she was withdrawn from even  
such innocent and respectful forms of desire. She made, therefore, since her career  
was to be a wife and a mother, an exclusively feminine appeal, but it was remote,  
ethereal, almost abstract.  
 
When her husband came he proved to be as noble-looking as she was ; a slender  
bearded man, with a wolfish alertness odd in a man of his type. It was like seeing  
Lord Cecil with the springy gait of a matador. He apologised at once, in Italian, for  
having spoken to his son in Serbo-Croat as he entered the room. “ I am afraid,” he  
said, “ we had better converse in Italian, but I hope you will not take it as a proof of  
the truth of the Italian lie that we are Italian on this coast by race and in language.  
That is propaganda, and mendacious for that. They have the impudence to deny us  
our blood and our speech, and they have never minded what lies they told. One of  
them has even inconvenienced us to the point of having to change our name.  
It happened that though we are pure Slavs our name originally ended in -i, which is  
not a Slav but an Italian termination, for a surname, for the reason that in the  
sixteenth century we chose to be known by the Christian name of a member of our  
family who was a great hero and was killed by the Turks while he was defending  
Candia. This circumstance, which was to our glory, the Italians attempted to turn to  
our shame, by pretending that our name proved that we, one of the leading patrician  
families of Korchula, were of Italian origin. There is no infamy to which they will not  
stoop.”  
 
At that point a decanter of wine and some little cakes were brought in, and we drank  
to one another’s health. My husband explained what a pleasure it was for us to meet  
them and to see their historic home. It was strange that when they answered  
they seemed not more proud of the stone glories of their palace than of the little  
ferns in the pots on the string lines. " Once,” said the old gentleman, a gleam coming  
into his eye, " I had birds as well as plants in my courtyard.” His son began to laugh,  
the old lady held her handkerchief to her lips and pouted and shook her head from  
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side to side. “ Very beautiful they looked in their cages, and they sang like angels,”  
went on the old gentleman severely. “ But my wife did not like having them there.  
She did not like it at all. And that is why they are not there now. Shall I tell the story,  
Yelitsa ? Shall I tell the story ? Yes, I had better tell the story. It is something the like  
of which they will never have heard ; never will they have heard of a woman  
behaving so wickedly.”  
 
We were evidently being admitted to a favourite family joke. “ Think of it,” he told us  
with much mock horror, “ we were entertaining a large company of friends in the  
courtyard on Easter morning, as is our custom. Suddenly my wife rose and began  
to walk from cage to cage, opening all the doors and saying ‘ Christ is risen, the  
whole world is rejoicing, rejoice thou also, bird, and fly away home ! ’ And as it was  
an assembly, I could not jump up and chastise her, and our friends sat and smiled,  
thinking this was some graceful pious comedy, suitable for Easter. Did ever a woman  
play such a trick on her husband ? I ask you, sir, did your wife ever play such a trick 
on you ? ” Her husband, and indeed all of us, gazed at her in adoration through our 
laughter, and she shrugged her shoulders and said comfortably, “ Well, birds in 
cages, that is something Ido not like.”  
 
But in no time we were back in the conflict of Dalmatia with history. The old  
gentleman said to us, “ I think you will enjoy your travels amongst us. But you must  
make allowances. We are in some respects still barbarous simply because we  
spent so much of our time defending the West. We fought the Turk, and then we  
fought the Turk, and then we fought the Turk. For that reason we could not throw off  
the tyranny of Venice, so that it was able to use us as a deathbed, to use our life as  
a mattress for its decay. The French were better, but they brought with them their  
taint of revolution. There were some sad scenes, here and in Trogir especially,  
where the doctrines of Jacobinism caused revolt. But of your countrymen we have  
only the happiest recollections. Alas, that the peace treaty of 1815 should have  
made the mistake of handing us over to the Austrian Empire, that unnecessary  
organisation, which should have ceased to exist after the destruction of the Turks,  
and which survived only to cultivate grossness and frivolity at the expense of her  
superior subject races.” “ The Austrians were the worst oppressors of all that we  
have known," said his son, " For Venice was a dying power during much of her reign  
over us, and had not the energy to conquer our spirit. But Austria felt in excellent  
health till the beginning of the Great War, and when she kicked us there was plenty  
of force in the boot." ‘ Four generations of us were under Austria,” said his father, "  
and always we rebelled against them for that very reason. Not out of their poverty  
but out of their wealth the Austrians would not plant our ruined forests, would not  
give us water, and taxed salt, so that our fisheries could not preserve their fish ; and  
they hated those of us who were fortunate but defended the cause of our less  
fortunate fellow-Slavs.” “ But it is excessively hard on women," said his wife,  
addressing me, “ when the men are for ever busying themselves with politics."  
 
The old gentleman regarded her tenderly. " My wife pretends to be frivolous," he  
said, “ but she is really true to the courageous tradition of Dalmatian womanhood,  
which indeed has been carried on with peculiar glory in Korchula. In 1571, when we  
had been abandoned by our cur of a Venetian governor, who ran away to Zara, and  
all our men were fighting at sea, a garrison of women and children successfully  
defended the town against the infamous Turkish corsair, Uliz Ali, who by the way  
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was no Turk, but a renegade, simply another of those Italians. I can say that my wife  
has been a worthy successor to those women, for I have never known her flinch  
before danger.” " Perhaps I do not,” she said, “ but all the same it has sometimes  
been very boring." Nevertheless, I couid see his view of her was the truth. Her  
standard expression was one I had seen before, on the faces of women whose  
husbands had been prewar Russian revolutionaries, or Spanish Liberals under  
Alfonso. The eyebrows were slightly raised, so that the space between them was  
fairly smooth, and the eyelids were lowered : so people look when they expect at any  
moment to receive a heavy blow in the face. But her chin was tilted forward, her lips  
were resolutely curved in a smile : she mocked the giver of the blow before he gave  
it, and removed her soul to a place where he could not touch it. " Were you ever  
frightened ? ” I asked. “ Again and again I had reason to be, on account of the way  
my husband behaved,” she replied. “ But I thank God that by the time my sons were  
men we were safe under Yugoslavia.”  
 
" You hear in her words what Yugoslavia means to us Dalmatians,” said the old  
gentleman. Then he paused. I felt he was searching for words to say something that  
had been in his mind since he set eyes on us, and that he found intensely  
disagreeable. “ I am glad,” he continued, “ that you have come to see our  
Yugoslavia. But I think you have come to see it too soon. It is what I have fought for  
all my life, and it is what must be, and, as my wife tells you, it already means a  
security such as we have never known before, not since the beginning of time. But  
you must remember what Cavour said : ‘ Now there is an Italy, but we have not yet  
got Italians.' It is so with us. We have the machinery of the State in Yugoslavia, but  
we have not yet learned how to work it. We have many amongst us who do not  
understand its possibilities, who are unaware of . . ." — his hands moved in distress  
— " of what it should be to us Slavs.” He began to speak in a slow, braked tone, of  
the Croatian discontent, and of the Matchek movement ; and it was clear from his  
son’s uneasiness and the muting of his wife’s gaiety, that this household felt itself still  
girt by enemies, and that this last encirclement was harder to bear than any of the  
others, since these enemies were of their own blood. These people had remembered  
they were Slavs for a thousand years, in spite of the threats of Empire, and had  
believed they could not hate their fellow-Slavs. But now they saw their fellow-Slavs  
conspiring against Yugoslavia and giving Italy its opportunity to impose itself again  
as their oppressor, it seemed to them that they must hate them, must exterminate  
them without pity, as in the past they had exterminated renegades of their race who  
went over to the Turks.  
 
The old gentleman was saying, " You will find it hard to believe, but there are those  
amongst us who are so misguided as to wish to alienate the Croats from our fellow- 
Slavs, the Serbs ; and indeed there are very great differences between us and the  
Serbs, differences of manners due to the unfortunate circumstance that they suffered  
what we did not, centuries of enslavement by the Turks. But they are not only  
brothers, they have given us enormous gifts. I remember that many years ago your  
admirable Professor Seton-Watson came to stay with me here, and he said to me, '  
You are insane to think of complete Slav independence, all you can hope for is full  
rights for the Slavs as citizens within the Austro-Hungarian Empire ; it is far too  
strong for any of the Slav powers.’ But then he came back early in 1914, just after  
Serbia had beaten Turkey in the Balkan war, and he said, ' Now it is different.  
When I see what the Serbs have done against Turkey, I am not at all sure that the  
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Serbs and the Czechs and you Croats will not beat the Austro-Hungarian Army.’ He  
spoke truly. It was the triumph of the Serbs that gave us hope. I find it therefore  
disgusting that over a slight affair of manners people should disdain their liberators.”  
He spoke as a clear-cut man of action, used to making clear-cut decisions, used to  
arriving at clear- cut computations which are necessary before a compromise can  
be arranged. Not in a thousand years would he understand the Croatian world, which  
had been diluted by the German poison, which was a platform of clouds for drifting  
personalities, Slav in essence but vague in substance, unclimactic in process.  
 
“ And this Matchek movement,” cried the old gentleman, “ is Bolshevist ! It is  
Communist ! What is all this nonsense about the necessity for a social revolution ? If  
there is work people earn wages and benefit. What other economic problem  
is there beyond this ? If we can build up our fisheries and our shipbuilding on  
Korchula, then our islanders will have plenty of money and have all they want. What  
more is there to say about it ? ” He looked at us with the eye of an old eagle that  
is keeping up its authority, yet fears that he may be wrong. He knew that what he  
was saying was not quite right, but he did not know in what it was wrong. We thought  
that his predicament was due to his age, but when we looked at his son we found  
precisely the same expression on his face. He said, without his usual authority, “  
This is all the work of agitators, such as Mussolini used to be.'* He probably alluded  
to the fact that when Mussolini was a Socialist he once organised a dock strike at  
Split. The experience of these people was very rich.  
 
But in one respect it was very poor. They laboured, I saw, under many advantages  
— innate gifts, a traditional discipline which had been so ferociously applied through  
the centuries to cowards and traitors that courage and loyalty now seemed theirs  
of birthright, a devotion to public interest which made them almost as sacred as  
priests. But they laboured under one disadvantage. The ideas of the French  
Revolution had never been talked out in this part of the world. A touch of the Jacobin  
fever had reached Dalmatia when it was still under Venice, and had been drastically  
cured, first by the Venetians and later by the French. The year 1848 had brought a  
revival of revolutionary ideas to all Europe, but not to Dalmatia and Croatia, because  
the Hungarian uprising had taken an anti-Slav turn under Kossuth, and the Croats  
were obliged to offend their racial interests by fighting for the Hapsburgs and  
reaction. Nobody in these parts, therefore, had ever discussed the possibility that the  
doctrine of Liberty, Equality and Fraternity might be an admirable prescription to  
maintain the peace in an expanding industrial civilisation. They had no means of  
understanding those believers in their doctrine who have discovered that it is  
impossible to guarantee liberty, equality or fraternity to every member of a  
community while some members hold economic power over others, and who now  
demand a redistribution of wealth. This family took all the pother for a modern  
version of something which as Korchulan patricians they understood quite well : a  
plebeian revolt. Without a qualm they would resist it, for they knew what the people  
really wanted, and were doing their best to get it for them as fast as possible. Water,  
that was what they needed, and trees. Innocent in their misapprehension, bright with  
charity and public spirit, but puzzled by the noise of some distant riot for which their  
intimate knowledge of the civic affairs had not prepared them, the father and mother  
and son sat in the white circle under the chandelier, the darkness in the courtyard  
beyond now entirely night.  
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Korchula II  
 
I woke early next morning, and heard Ellen Terry speaking as she had spoken at the  
Theatre Royal, Edinburgh, when I was a little girl. Her voice had lifted imperiously to  
cry, " Kill Claudio! " a behest not at all offensive since it was essentially just, yet  
raising certain problems. It was good that somebody should speak up for simple  
dealing with evil, although no one who knew all, who had comprehended the whole  
mystery of good and evil, would say it like that. There was perhaps something about  
the family I had visited last night which had recalled the speaking of those words. I  
fell asleep again, and was reawakened by the sound of singing, a little rough and  
wolfish for mere gaiety. When I went to the window there was a crowd of young men  
standing on the quay, each carrying a bundle. “ They must be conscripts," said my  
husband, " waiting for a steamer to take them to the mainland.” “ Yes,” I said, " this is  
the time of year when they start their training. And look, they all look oddly shabby  
for such clean young men. They are all brisked up to look their best, but at the same  
time they’ve all come in their old clothes and left their new ones at home.” " Let us  
wash and dress very quickly, and go down and have a look at them as they go on  
board.” As we came out of the front door of the hotel, our cups of coffee in our  
hands, a white steamer came round the peninsula, lovely as a lady and drunk as a  
lord. She listed deeply landwards, because she already carried a freight of young  
men, and they had all run to the side to have a look at Korchula. " It is the steamer  
come to take the conscripts away,” said a man standing beside us, in English which  
had been learned in America. " Yes,” we said. " They go to do their military  
service now on the mainland,” he continued. ‘‘ Yes,” we said. ” They go now to do  
their military service for Yugoslavia,” he said, “ but they are good Dalmatians, they  
are good Croats. Those songs you have heard them singing are all against the 
Government.” He wore a fixed, almost absent-minded smile that represented 
derision grown second-nature, having long forgotten its first or any other reason. I 
remembered something Constantine once told me. “ We Slavs love the terrible,” he 
said, “ and it happens that when we feel deeply terrible expressions come on our 
faces. As we love the terrible we keep them there, and they become grins, grimaces, 
masks that mean nothing. That is one of the things that has happened among the 
Bolsheviks. Revolution has become a rictus." It has perhaps gone wrong here also.  
 
As the ship drew nearer we heard that the young men leaning over the rail were  
singing just these same angrily hopeful songs as the young men on the quay, and by  
the time she came alongside the quay they were joined in one song. Some of those  
on the ship could not wait to land until the gang-plank was lowered, and after  
shouting for the crowd below to fall back, they jumped from the rails to the quay, their  
bodies full of a goatish vigour, their faces calm and stubborn and withdrawn. They  
ran past us and came back in an instant carrying yard-long loaves under their arms,  
and stood quietly, rapt in the exaltation of having started on a new adventure, behind  
the young men of Korchula, who were standing more restlessly, the new adventure  
not having begun for them, and the distress of their families being a disagreeable  
distraction. Unifying these two groups was this dark overhanging cloud of  
discontented song. We went inside the hotel and buttered ourselves second rolls,  
and when we returned the boat had taken aboard its load and started out to sea. She  
was some hundreds of yards from the shore, more drunken than ever, listing still  
deeper with her increased freight, which was singing now very loudly and crowding  
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to the rails to wave to the residue of their grieving kin, who were now moving along  
the quay to the round towers at the end of the peninsula so that they would be able 
to see her again as she left the bay and went out into the main channel ; they walked  
crabwise, with their heads turned sideways, so that they should not miss one  
second’s sight of their beloveds. They were obviously much moved by that obscure  
agony of the viscera rather than of the mind or even of the heart, which afflicts the  
human being when its young goes from it over water, which Saint Augustine  
described for ever in his Confessions, in his description of how his mother Monica  
grieved when he took sail from Africa to Italy. Presently the ship was gone, and the  
crowd came back, all walking very quickly and looking downwards and wiping their  
noses.  
 
We found standing beside us the Cardinal, the Sitwell and a handsome lady who 
was the Sitwell’s wife. It was a pity so far as we were concerned, but it threw an  
interesting light on the claims of Italy to Dalmatia, and the real orientation of  
Dalmatia, that this lady spoke no languages but Serbo-Croatian and Russian, which  
she had acquired from a teacher who had been at the Tsarina’s boarding school in  
Montenegro. They took us down to a motor boat by the quay, and we went out  
through a blue and white and windy morning for a trip about the island. Now the city  
of Korchula was a goldsmith’s toy, a tortoise made of precious metals, sitting on its  
peninsula as on a show-stand, and we were chugging past a suburb of villas,  
pink and white like sugar almonds. We passed a headland or two and came to a bay  
wide enough to be noble, and narrow enough to be owned. On its lip was moor and  
rock, and behind them olive terraces and almond orchards rose to scrub and  
bleakness. A track ran up to a high village in a crevice of this bleakness, and the  
Cardinal, laughing, told us that its inhabitants plagued the central and the local  
authorities for a better road down to this bay. " And we say, ‘ But why ? You  
have a perfectly good road dowm to Korchula ! ’ And they say, ‘ But Korchula is not  
our port. This bay should be our port.’ So you see the little world is the same as the  
big world, and both are silly.”  
 
In that, and a further bay, we made the boat linger. The green water glittered clean  
as ice, but gentle. ” Could we buy some land ? ” we asked. " Could we build a villa ?  
” It would be a folly. To get there from London would take two nights and two days by  
rail and steamer, and I do not suppose that either of us would ever be on easy terms  
with a language we had learned so late. But the sweet wildness of these bays, and  
the air rich with sun-baked salt and the scent of the scrub, and the view of the small  
perfect city, made this one of the places where the setting for the drama is drama  
enough. “ Yes, you could buy it, yes, you could build,” they said. “ But one thing,”  
said the Cardinal, rather than deceive a stranger, " one thing you will not have in  
abundance. That is water. But then you could afford to build yourself a big cistern,  
and it always rains here in winter. That is the trouble, things work in a circle. People  
here need water if they are to make money. But because they have no money they  
cannot build cisterns to store water. So they cannot make any more money. All that,  
however, we shall settle in time."  
 
As we set off to the opposite coast, which looked like an island but was the peninsula  
of Pelyesatch, the Korchulans still talked of water. We had a great disappointment,”  
said the Sitwell. " Over at Pelyesatch there is a spring of which the inhabitants have  
no very great need, and it was thought that we could raise enough money to build a  
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pipe-line across this channel to our island. But alas! we discovered at the last  
moment that from time to time, and especially during droughts, when we would need  
it most, the spring ran salt.” ” You from England,” said the Cardinal, " can have no  
notion of how disappointed we were. Still, we must not complain. When the worst  
comes to the worst, they send us a ship with a cargo of water down from Split.”  
 
As we drew nearer the shore the water under the keel was pale emerald, where the  
diving sunlight had found sand. We landed on a little stone quay, where fishermen in  
a boat with a rust-coloured sail called greetings to our friends, as in the Middle Ages  
plebeians who were yet free men would have greeted nobles, when the dispensation  
was working well. We stepped out and walked along the coast by a line of small  
houses and gardens and the Cardinal said, ” This is the village where all retired sea  
captains come to live if they can possibly manage it.” Sea captains are sensible.  
There was nothing that was not right in this village. There was nothing there which  
was not quietly guided to perfection by a powerful tradition. Every house was  
beautiful, and every garden. And they were small, they were not the results of lavish  
expenditure ; and most of them were new, they were not legacies from a  
deceased perfection.  
 
Even the quite business-like post-office had an air of lovely decorum. Its path led  
through a garden which practised a modest and miniature kind of formality, to a  
small house built of this Dalmatian stone which is homely as cheese and splendid  
as marble. Within a cool and clean passage, finely vaulted, was blocked by a high 
stand of painted iron, proper in every twist of its design, in which were posed flowers 
that needed special gentleness. A woman, well-mannered and remote, came from 
the back of the house and talked gravely of some local matter with the Cardinal, 
while she plucked me a nosegay with precise taste. The people who went by on the 
road looked like her, the houses we had passed had all been like this. Here man was 
at ease, he had mastered one part of the business of living so well that it was second 
nature to him. If we bought that bay over on Korchula we would not know what kind 
of a house to build, we would have to take an infinite amount of thought, and our 
success would be a matter of hit and miss ; and we would have to think of what we 
wanted our garden to look like. But these people’s culture instructed them exactly 
how best they might live where they must live.  
 
We went next into the garden of a larger and a grander house, which was empty,  
and from an orange tree the Cardinal broke me a branch laden with both fruit and  
blossom. “ It belongs,” he said, looking up at its desolation, " to some Croats, who,  
poor people, bought it to turn into a hotel without reflecting that they had no money to  
rebuild it or run it.” Though he was so practical, he spoke of this not unimportant  
negligence as if it were not blameworthy, as if they had just been afflicted with  
this lapse of memory as they might with measles or loss of sight. I carried my sceptre  
of oranges along till we came to a church, a little church, the least of churches, that  
was dwarfed by a cypress which was a third of its breadth and a quarter taller, and  
itself was no king of trees. Small as it was, this church was recognisably of a superb  
tradition, and had big brothers that were cathedrals. We stood on the lawn admiring  
its tiny grandeur, while the Cardinal, who knew that all things were permitted to him  
everywhere, went to the bell-tower, which stood separate, and pulled the rope. While  
its deep note still was a pulse in the air, the Cardinal pointed to the road behind  
us and said, ” Look I There is something you will not often see nowadays.”  
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An old gentleman was having his walk, neat and clean, with white mutton-chop  
whiskers joining the moustaches that ran right across his shining pink face, wearing  
a short coat and sailorly trousers. He had the air of being a forthright and sensible  
person, but time was disguising him, for he had checked himself on seeing us from  
carrying on a conversation with certain phantoms, and age forced him to walk  
drunkenly. ” Zdravo! ” said the Cardinal, as is the way of Slavs when they meet. ”  
Flourish! ” it means. '' Zdravo,” the old man answered, as from the other side of an  
abyss. " I told you that all retired sea captains wanted to live here. There is one of  
them ; and you may see from his Franz Josef whiskers that he was in the Austrian  
Navy. I think those side-whiskers on such an old man are the only things coming  
from Vienna that I really like.” We watched the old man totter on his way, and  
as he forgot us, he resummoned his phantom friends and continued their argument. “  
God pity us," said the Cardinal, ” Yugoslavia must be, but it is almost certain that  
because of it there is here and there a good soul who feels like a lost  
dog.”  
 
The boat took us, for a time round the pale emerald waters close to the beach within  
a stone’s-throw of these houses and gardens that would have been theatrical in their  
perfection if they had not been austere. Then we drew further out and saw how  
above this hem of fertility round the shore olive groves and almond orchards rose in  
terraces to bluffs naked except for a little scrub, on which rested a plateau with more  
olives and almonds and a scattered blackness of cypresses and some villages and  
churches ; and above this were the naked peaks, reflecting the noonlight like a  
mirror. Then fertility died out. Under the bluffs there was now a slope of scrub that  
sent out a perfume which I could smell in spite of the flowering orange branch upon  
my knee ; and then a thick forest of cypresses, which for all their darkness and  
chastity of form presented that extravagant appearance that belongs to a profusion  
of anything that is usually scarce. Then the mountains dropped to a bay, a shoulder  
of sheer rock, and on the flat shore lay a pleasant town. " This is Orebitch,” said the  
Cardinal. "Look, there is painted all along the pier, ‘ Hail and welcome to the 
Adriatic.' It is the greeting the town made to our poor King Alexander when he sailed 
up this coast on his way to his death at Marseilles. He had no time to stop there, so 
they paid their respects in this way.” We murmured our interest and kept our eyes on 
that inscription, and not on the other which some daring young man had scratched 
giant-high on the shoulder of rock above. "Zhivio Matchek,” it read. Long live 
Matchek, the enemy of Yugoslavia, the emblem of the economic struggle which 
awakened no sympathy among our friends, though they could feel kindly for Croats 
who bought hotels without the money to run them, and for old Austrian naval officers, 
simply because nothing in their experience had prepared them for it.  
 
Across the channel Korchula’s lovely form was minute and mellow gold. We started 
towards it over a sea that was now brighter emerald, among islets which were 
scattered pieces of Scotland, rugged points of rock and moor with the large air of the 
Grampians though hardly paddock-wide. Our boat could slip within a foot or two of 
them, so deep and calm were the waters. Here was one much visited for the 
seagulls’ eggs. As we chugged past the gulls rose and crossed and recrossed the 
sky above us, wailing against us who were their Turks, their pirates. At  
another islet a boat was hauled up on a yard of shingle and three fishermen lay  
sleeping among the scrub, bottles and empty baskets beside them. One heard our  
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boat and lifted his head. His preoccupied eyes, blinking before the noon, found and  
recognised us ; he raised his hand and said " Zdravo!  ” in an absent voice, and sank  
back with an air of returning to a more real world. The other two did not wake, but  
stirred defensively, as if guarding their own sleep.  
 
“ They will have been fishing since dawn, the good lads,” said the Sitwell. We passed  
another and more barren islet which rose to a flat top, not broad. Perhaps five  
fishermen might have taken their midday rest there. " Here a famous treaty in our  
history was signed,” said the Cardinal. Men had scrambled out of boats on to this  
stony turret, barbarian and jewelled, for this coast was as much addicted to precious  
stones as to violence. Merchants went from island to island, hawking pearls and  
emeralds among the nobles, and the number of jewellers in the towns was  
extraordinary. In Korchula there were at one time thirty-two. After a few more such  
islets we came on a larger island, Badia, which illustrated the enigmatic quality of  
Dalmatian life. A monastery stands among its pinewoods, where there had been one  
for nearly a thousand years, though not the same one. Again and again men have  
gone there to live the contemplative life, and because it lies by the shore on a  
flatness hard to defend, and is distant from both Korchula and the mainland, pirates  
have murdered and looted their altars; and always other monks have come in their  
stead, to be murdered and looted in their turn. This series of pious tragedies con-   
tinued until the middle of the nineteenth century. This might be comprehensible,  
were the place the site of some holy event, or were it some desert supremely  
appropriate to renunciation of the world and union with the supernatural. But Badia  
has no story other than this curious mutual persistence of monks and pirates, and  
the monastery lies as comfortably and unspiritually among its gardens as a Sussex  
manor-house. The history presents an exactly matched sadism and masochism,  
equally insane in the pursuit of what it finds its perverse pleasure, and nothing more.  
 
Nuns, finding themselves as unwholesomely situated, would have gone home. That I  
thought before we landed, and I knew it afterwards. For we walked through the well- 
husbanded gardens, and round the cloisters, which are a mixture of Venetian Gothic  
and early Renaissance and conventional classic, yet are handled with such genius  
that they please as if they were of the purest style, and into the church, where the  
golden stone of the country makes splendour out of a plainish design. There, though  
this was a Franciscan monastery and a boys' school, a very pretty nun was  
scrubbing the floor in front of the altar. She sat back on her pleasing litde haunches  
and smiled with proprietary pride while we were shown a wooden cross, brought  
to Korchula by refugees who had fled here after the Turks had beaten Balkan  
Christendom at the battle of Kossovo, which showed on each side a realistic Christ  
in agony, the one manifestly dead, the other manifestly still living. So might a  
farmer’s daughter smile when strangers came to her father’s byres to marvel at a  
two-headed calf. Had she been in charge of the religious establishment when pirates  
threatened, this and all other holy objects would have been gathered up and stuffed  
with simple cunning into loads of hay or cabbages and rowed back to safety.  
 
She was sensible. There is nothing precious about this Dalmatian civilisation. It rests  
on a basis of good peasant sense. We left Badia and chugged back to the island of  
Korchula, to a bay of hills terraced with vineyards and set with fortress-like farms,  
stocky among their fig and mulberry trees. The roads that joined them ran between  
thick walls, up great ramps and steps that not all the armies of the world and  
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marching a year could tread down ; wine always converts those who deal in it  
to the belief that all should be made for time to gather up into an ultimate perfection.  
“ On that headland yonder,” said the Cardinal, pointing to a moory headland, ” was  
found the tablet which told us who we Korchulans are. An archaeologist working  
there last century found an inscription which gave the names of five hundred Greek  
colonists who settled there in the third century before Christ." “ Was it not a hundred  
? ’’ asked the Sitwell. “ That is not important,” said the Cardinal, " what matters is that  
they were Greek. It means that here is a part of ancient Greece which never was  
conquered by the Turk, which was never conquered at all in any way that could  
conquer ancient Greece. For in spite of Hungary and Venice and Austria we have, as  
you may have noticed, kept ourselves to ourselves.” I listened, smiling as at a boast,  
and then forgot to smile. What was ancient Greece that all the swains adore her ? A  
morning freshness of the body and soul, that will have none of the dust ; so it might  
be said. That was not incongruous with much we had seen since we first took to the  
water that morning. The claim was perhaps relevant to the extreme propriety of the  
sea captain's village, the gracefulness of the olive orchards and the almond orchards  
that had been forced on the mountains, the town of Orebitch and its clear, virile  
inscription and counter-inscription, the fisherman on the islet, the peasant nun   
scrubbing the golden stone in front of the altar at Badia, the vineyards and their  
sturdy forts and redoubts. It was certainly completely in harmony, that claim, with this  
last island that we visited.  
 
“ This you must see,” the Sitwell had said ; “ there is a great quarry there, which has  
given the stone for some of the most beautiful buildings on our coast. They say the 
Rector’s Palace at Dubrovnik came from here.” We slid by so near that we could see 
the weed floating from its rocks, and looked at something that surely could not be a  
quarry town. There are certain ugly paradoxes that hold good in almost every society  
; for example, the people who satisfy humanity’s most urgent need and grow its food  
are ill-paid and enjoy little honour. Another is the scurvy treatment of those who hew  
from the earth its stone, which not only gives shelter but compels those who use it  
towards decorum ; for even the worst architect finds difficulty in committing certain  
meannesses of design when he is working with stone, and it will help him to fulfil  
whatever magnificent intentions he may conceive. But in most quarry villages  
privation can be seen gaining on man like a hungry shark ; and in France I have  
visited one where the workers lived in lightless and waterless holes their hands had  
broken in the walls of a medieval castle. But here it was not so. The island was like a  
temple, the village we saw before us was like an altar in a temple.  
 
The village lay on the shore under a long low hill, riven with quarries and planted with  
some cypresses. The houses were built in proper shapes that would resist the winter  
gales but were not grim, that did not deny the existence of spring and summer, in  
stone that was the colour of edible things, of pale honey, of pie-crust, of certain kinds  
of melon. Flowers did not merely grow here, they were grown. Nasturtiums printed a  
gold and scarlet pattern on a wall under a window, vine-leaves made an awning over  
a table outside a house where an open door showed a symmetry of stacked barrels.  
Some men walked down the street, two and then another group of three. Because  
they knew our friends and thought them worthy, they raised their hands in salutation,  
then thought no more of us, receding into their own lives as the fisherman had  
receded into his sleep. Four children, playing with a goat and its kid, looked  
backwards over their shoulders for a second, and went back to their play. A woman  



 

76 
 

scrubbing a table in her garden straightened her arm and rested on it, wondering  
who we might be, and when she had rested enough put aside her curiosity and  
went on with her work. The houses and the people made a picture of a way of life  
different from what we know in the West, and not inferior. My power to convey it is  
limited ; a man cannot describe the life of a fish, a fish cannot describe the life of a  
man. It would be some guide to ask myself what I would have found on the island if  
we had not been water-strolling past it on our way back to familiarity but had been  
cast on it for ever. I would not find literacy, God knows. Nearly one-half the  
population in Yugoslavia cannot read or write, and I think I know in which half these  
men and women would find themselves. From the extreme aesthetic sensibility  
shown in the simple architecture of their houses and the planting of their flowers it  
could be seen that they had not blunted their eyes on print. Nor would I find  
clemency. This was no sugar-sweet Island of the Blest ; the eyes of these men and  
women could be cold as stone if they found one not to be valuable, if they felt the  
need to be cruel they would give way to it, as they would give way to the need to eat  
or drink or evacuate. Against what I should lack on this island I should count great  
pleasure at seeing human beings move about with the propriety of animals, with their  
muscular ease and their lack of compunction. There was to be included in the  
propriety the gift, found in the lovelier animals, of keeping clean the pelt and the lair.  
At a close gaze it could be seen that not in this quarry village either had the  
damnably incongruous poverty been abolished, but all was clean, all was neat. But  
not animal was the tranquillity of these people. They had found some way to  
moderate the flow of life so that it did not run to waste, and there was neither excess  
nor famine, but a prolongation of delight. At the end of the village a fisherman sat on  
a rock with his nets and a lobster-pot at his feet, his head bent as he worked with a  
knife on one of his tools. From the deftness of his movements it could be seen that  
he must have performed this action hundreds of times, yet his body was happy and  
elastic with interest, as if this were the first time. It was so with all things on this  
island. The place had been a quarry for over a thousand years : it was as if new- 
built. The hour was past noon ; it was as undimmed as dawn. Some of the men, and  
a woman who was sitting between her flowers on the doorstep, were far gone in  
years, but there was no staleness in them.  
 
On the last rock of the island, a yard or so from the shore, stood a boy, the reflected  
ripple of the water a bright trembling line across his naked chest. He raised his eyes  
to us, smiled, waved his hand, and receded, receded as they all did, to their  
inner riches. There passed through my mind a sentence from Humfry Payne’s book  
on Archaic Marble Sculpture in the Acropolis, which, when I verified it, I found to run :  
“ Most archaic Attic heads, however their personality, have the same vivid look — a  
look expressive of nothing so much as the plain fact of their own animate existence.  
Of an animate existence lifted up, freed from grossness and decay, by some  
action taken by the mind, which the rest of the world cannot practice." I said to the  
Cardinal, “ You have a way of living here that is special, that is particular to you, that  
must be defended at all costs.” He answered in a deprecating tone, " I think so.” I  
persisted. " I do not mean just your architecture and your tradition of letters, I mean  
the way the people live.” He answered, “ It is just that. It is our people, the way we  
live.” We were running quicker now, past the monastery among its pinewoods, past  
the headland where the Greek tablet was found, and could see the town of Korchula  
before us. “ I should like,” said the Cardinal, “ you to come back and learn to know  
our peasants. This business of politics spoils us in the towns, but somebody has to  
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do it.”  
 
It was at this point, when the town had become a matter of identifiable streets, that  
the motor boat stopped and began to spin round. The Sitwell said, " We in Korchula  
are the descendants of a hundred or perhaps of five hundred Greeks, ‘and we have  
defended the West against the Turks, and maybe Marco Polo was one of our fellow- 
countrymen, but all the same our motor boats sometimes break down.” The boatman  
made tinkering sounds in the bowels of the boat, while the green waters showed  
their strength and drew us out to the wind-crisped channel. " They will miss the  
steamer to Dubrovnik,” said the Sitwell. " Is it of importance,” asked the Cardinal, “  
that you should be at Dubrovnik to-day ? ” ” Yes,” said my husband. The Cardinal  
stood up and made a funnel of his hands and hallooed to a rowing-boat that was  
dawdling in the bright light on the water to our south. Nothing happened, and the  
Cardinal clicked his tongue against his teeth, and said, " That family has always  
been slow in the uptake. Always.” It would have been amusing to ascertain what he  
meant by always, probably several centuries. But he continued to halloo, and  
presently the boat moved towards us. It proved to contain two young persons  
evidently but lately preoccupied with their own emotions : a girl whose hair was some  
shades lighter than her bronze skin but of the same tint, and a boy who seemed to  
have been brought back a thousand miles by the Cardinal’s cry, though  
once he knew what was wanted and we had stepped from our boat to his, he bent to  
his oars with steady vigour, his brows joined in resolution. The girl, who was sucking  
the stem of a flower, derived a still contentment from the sight of his prowess,  
which indeed did not seem to surprise her. Behind us, across a widening space of  
shining milk-white water, the motor boat we had just left had now become a stately  
national monument, because the Cardinal remained standing upright, looking down  
on the boatman. He was quite at ease, since he had got us off to our boat, but he  
was watching this man, not to reprove him for any fault but to judge his quality. From  
a distance he resembled one of those stout marble columns in the squares of  
medieval cities from which the city standard used to be flown.  

 

Rebecca West's Brilliant Mosaic of Yugoslavian Travel 

By KATHERINE WOODS 

he gray falcon is an enigmatic figure in a Slav folksong 
about a military defeat in the year 1389; and it offered the 

Serbian king a choice which expresses the sad dilemma of 
modern pacifism and points to its tragic results. The black 
lamb is the symbol, seen in a gypsy rite in Macedonia, of false 
-- and thus of impious -- sacrifice; and the terrible complexity 
of the choice between good and evil becomes not less but 
more tragic when man identifies himself with the false altar's hapless victim rather 
than with its cruel priest. For the king chose piety and immolation instead of the 
effective defense of Christian civilization against its oncoming enemy; "all was holy 
and honorable" within him, but like the celebrants of false sacrifice, he had set death 
before life. He and his soldiers died vainly on that consecrated but disastrous 
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battlefield. And slavery closed down upon the Balkan peoples -- no legend here, but 
history -- for 500 years. 

This may seem remote and recondite, but it is not. It is part -- the distilled spiritual 
essence -- of what may be accurately described as a most brilliantly objective travel 
book; although the travels are most significant for their observation of history. 

"Black Lamb and Grey Falcon" bears the travel-book subtitle of "A Journey Through 
Yugoslavia," and it follows with consummate success the travel-book formula of 
history and description and characterization on a thread of personal experience. But 
it is safe to say that as a travel book it is unique. In two almost incredibly full-packed 
volumes one of the most gifted and searching of modern English novelists and critics 
has produced not only the magnification and intensification of the travel book form, 
but, one may say, its apotheosis. Rebecca West's "Journey Through Yugoslavia" is 
carried out with tireless percipience, nourished from almost bewildering erudition, 
chronicled with a thoughtfulness itself fervent and poetic; and it explores the many-
faceted being of Yugoslavia -- its cities and villages, its history and ancient custom, 
its people and its soul, its meaning in our world. 

The journey here specifically chronicled began with the arrival of Miss West and her 
husband at Zagreb at Eastertime in 1937. They were met by three friends of an 
earlier visit, and at once the "situation" began. For this was Croatia. Of the three 
Yugoslavs one, the Serbian poet Constantine, was an official in the Yugoslav 
Government; another, the middle-age Croat Gregorievitch, had fought for his 
people's freedom and found it in union with "their free Slav brothers, the Serbs"; the 
third, the young Croat scientist Valetta, was a separatist. The meeting crystallizes 
the book's interest not only in its presentation of the Croatian problem, but in 
showing the reader with keen understanding that each of these patriots felt and why. 
And the character of the Yugoslav journey is caught in another way also: if there was 
much political argument in Zagreb, there was lively intellectual exercise in other talk, 
too. And Constantine, the poet, who had studied philosophy under Bergson, was the 
most fascinating talker, as he was also the most poetic and extravagantly 
individualized of them all. Throughout this book his talk runs like a clear stream, 
rippling or deep. But Constantine, who was to accompany his friends to Bosnia and 
Herzegovina and Macedonia and Serbia and Montenegro, was to show himself 
stricken by a division worse than the problem of Croatia: his blood was Jewish, his 
allegiance was Yugoslav, his culture was international; and he had a German wife. 

Meanwhile, Rebecca West continues those travels in space and time, cause and 
effect, the Slav pattern of life, which give her book its three-dimensional wholeness. 
The visit to the beautiful ancient culture of an old homestead of Korchula in Dalmatia, 
the re-creation of crucial medieval history by Kossovo Field, the sight of mountain 
peasant women who live free-spirited in bondage in Bosnia, talk with an dedicated 
priest in cheery exile at Neresi in Macedonia and elsewhere in Macedonia with 
Bulgarian partisans - they may be chosen at random, each unified and alive. "The 
authentic voice of the Slav" spoke from a richly dowered visit to a sanitarium in 
Croatia, in that robustness of the spirit which holds that "the way o make life better is 
to add good things to it" rather than to "take bad things away." In Old Serbia the 
"most powerful monarch of his time in Europe," the fourteenth-century Emperor 
Stephen Dushan, was seen as guided by "the desire that governs the Slav of today, 
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the desire to know the whole." There was always a deep urgency of life among these 
peoples, which could keep their love of freedom rebellious in enslavement, their 
spirits proud and wise and dignified in poverty and ignorance, their minds speculative 
and individual. But there was dualism, too. Acceptance of tragedy, says Rebecca 
West, is the basis of Slav life. and it is not for nothing that, as made plain in the story 
of Trogir and suggested elsewhere also, the Manichaean glorification of suffering 
and death was strong among them long ago. Even so they did not lose sight of the 
value of independence; and if that very spirit, in its aspect of dissension, was played 
upon through centuries by the divide-and-rule policy of their various conquerors, still 
it gave them persistence, with fortitude: "The Slav is never subject, not even to 
himself." 

It was at Serajevo that Miss West made this epigrammatic comment. And the 
detailed recital of the assassination which made that city a punctuation mark in 
modern history is brought to an impressive climax in the meeting with the sister of 
one of the young conspirators against the Archduke Franz Ferdinand, herself a rare 
character. Individual men and women are ever coming and going through this 
monumental chronicle, and whatever their significance they are always individual -- 
like the peasant woman in the church at Skoplje, with her "terrible stony strength of 
Macedonia," and the "last drops of the Byzantine tradition," cupped in her destitution 
like water in a rock. 

With thousands of pieces, so, Rebecca West has made her mosaic, each scene or 
event or character or re-creation of history a vivid whole, fitted with an art that seems 
almost casual into its place in the larger entity. From the point of view of continued 
reading a book of half-a-million words is, of course, far too long. The author never 
loses her freshness, but the reader may. Yet if it is not to be read at -- so to speak! -- 
a sitting, "Black Lamb and Grey Falcon" is to call the reader back, I think, in pertinent 
or haunting recollections, to many swift returns to read again. In the alchemy of 
Rebecca West's literary art those words are transmuted, to become elements of vital 
substance, enlightenment, and the stimulus of provocative and echoing thought; and 
this is the case whether they are concerned with Yugoslavia itself, with the terrible 
world we live in, or with the question and decisive mind. One passage after another 
can be taken out and re-read for its own sake, not least among them, certainly, those 
that can be read as essays. Discussions of empire, the portrait of an Epicurean, a 
parable of Cadmus and literature, the incomparable analysis by Miss West's 
husband of the mind that has "no sense of process," but merely sees and grabs -- 
such reflections fill the mosaic background with gold. 

And reflection and the historical sense fuse in the epilogue which unites the picture 
of Yugoslavia with the vision of the world and gives the book its climax. "Violence 
was all I knew of the Balkans, all I knew of the South Slavs ... I had come to 
Yugoslavia because I knew that the past had made the present and I wanted to see 
how the process works," Rebecca West wrote in an early chapter. but long before 
the world's tragedy fills the horizon of her final pages the reader has grasped the 
inevitable sweep of her further purpose -- to show "the past side with the present it 
created." For to do that is to look at the present, in sanity and valor, for what it is: the 
hairline of balance where the sad past of Yugoslavia may become the future of all 
the civilized world. "The difference between Kossovo in 1389 and England in 1939 
lay in time and place and not in the events experienced ... Defeat, moreover, must 
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mean to England the same squalor that it had meant to Serbia." The book that was 
begun in the thoughtful prescience of 1937 was finished in the dreadful empirical 
knowledge of 1941. 

It is so that the choice offered by the gray falcon, and the inner defeat of the black 
lamb's false sacrifice, hover in stark reality over all our present world. The disaster of 
Kossovo brought age-long doom to one important part of Europe. But the downfall of 
France has been a tragedy "supreme in history." And Rebecca West knows how 
close England was to a like immolation before its people made their heroic 
affirmation of life and resistance to evil. Such an affirmation was Yugoslavia's 
defiance to Hitler, though it could hold no hope of victory. On the challenge to 
affirmation ends this journey through the destiny of man. 
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