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a somewhat unhelpful change, after the manner of new national-
ities, which coincided with the rechristening of Cattaro, Kotor and
Spalato, Split. It has until quite lately had an interesting and hon-
ourable history, being one of the free city states of the west which,
generation after generation, by courage and guile and good fortune,
was enabled to maintain its integrity against barbarian influence. It
was founded originally by the fugitives driven by heathen invasion
from Salona and Epidamus; these established an aristocratic admin-
istration of forty-five senatorial families and an elected rector, more
or less parallel to the Council and Doge at Venice. They owed
nominal allegiance to the Emperor at Byzantium until the Fourth
Crusade, and after that to Venice, but they were in all practical
matters self-governing and independent. They became wealthy
through general trade and the salt mines at Stagno, and at the
middle of the seventeenth century had a population of 33,000, with
360 vessels and a standing army of 4,000. They were obliged to live
throughout the whole of this period in a state of perpetual defence,
first against the Slavs, Bosnians, and Serbs, and later against the
Turks, who became masters of the entire mainland, hemming them
in precariously between the mountains and the sea. In 1667 Ragusa
suffered a plague and earthquake which reduced it, in one catas-
trophe, from a thriving city to a small coast town. It recovered slowly
and incompletely, and at the end of the eighteenth century passed
into the hands of the Austrians, but, although no longer politically
considerable, it remained Catholic, aristocratic, and cultured, im-
measurably aloof from its savage neighbours. It was the simple task
of the allied statesmen of the Peace Conference to undo the work of
a thousand years and hand it over to its traditional enemies, the
mongrel kingdom of the Jugo-Slavs.

There is a little harbour under the walls of Ragusa, but larger
ships anchor off Gravosa, the commercial landing-stage a short
tram-ride from the town. The day of our visit was a religious festival
of the Eastern calendar, and the shops were therefore compulsorily
closed. This was a real hardship on the inhabitants, to whom the
arrival of a big ship is a rare and exceedingly lucrative occurrence;
the overwhelming majority of them, all, in fact, except the Serbian
officials and garrison, are Roman Catholics, for whom the day had
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Catarro has been exposed to much the same historical influences
as Ragusa, though her history is less eminent. She was never a free
town except for thirty years at the beginning of the fifteenth century.
Before that time she was held from 1185 successively by the Nemanja
dynasty of Serbs, Lewis the Great of the Hungarian-Croat Empire,
and the Bosnian King Tvrtko I. In 1420 she came again under
Western influence, and was held by Venice until 1797, when the
Austrians took possession of her, and, except for a brief interlude
during the Napoleonic period when Russia and France had her in
turn, remained in possession until the Peace Conference. The ori-
sinal Roman population became extensively diluted by Slav blood
during the Middle Ages, but it is interesting to note, in view of
modern Slavonic pretensions, that when the Venetians took over
the town, Western culture had so far survived that all documents
were still in Latin, and Italian was the language of the courts of law.
From 1420 until 1918 the town was wholly under Western influence,
until, with Ragusa and the rest of the Dalmatian coast, it was
bundled into Jugo-Slavia.

Like Ragusa, it suffered from earthquakes and plagues, and
has never recovered its medizval population. It is a smaller town
than Ragusa, much less attractive architecturally, built on a triangle
of alluvial soil at the end of a deep fiord. Owing to the strict limit
imposed on expansion by the nature of the site, the streets are
extremely narrow and the houses jumbled on top of each other;
there is none of the spaciousness of Ragusa, and no equivalent to
the Stradone; the people seemed poorer, less leisurely, less sociable
with each other, less courteous to strangers; they stared and begged
when we came ashore as they had not done at Ragusa. Nevertheless,
it looked very attractive from the water, huddled at the foot of
a great rock cleft away from the wooded hillside. A fortified stone
wall climbed up this crag, protecting the town from the rear and
making a triangle, with the sea front for base and the Citadel of

St John as the apex, 260 metres up. Half-way up to the summit is
a little chapel clearly visible from below.

Catarro is full of churches — there are said to have heen thirty
at one time — all of them Roman Catholic except two; one of these is
the repulsive modern Serbian-Orthodox cathedral of St Nicholas,
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The road ran straight for some distance; the air was cold and
clear; there were patches and drifts of snow in sheltered places and
no sign of human habitation. No sign of hurian habitation, but
many;signs of human activity. [ have butavery slight acquaintance
with mountainous country, so I cannot tell whether I am recording
a commonplace of all such districts or whether what surprised me
so much was indeed peculiar Montenegro. That was ‘that the

boulders and cliffs that com cd the landscape all round us were

varied at quite frequent i ervals by deep, usually circular craters

and basins, with rocky sides and a flat surface of soil at the bottom,
no bigger in many cases than the floor of a large room, at the most

not thirty yards in diameter. Yet in the majority of cases these little
pot-holes of earth, so inaccessible from farm or market, bore every
indication of being rudely but carefully cultivated. The crop, what-

,just regular lines of green shoots

ever it was, was still quite immature
protruding a few inches above the soil, but it was quite clearly no

accidental growth. It puzzled me very much to think who could be
the farmer of these ungrateful acres.
Presently the road began to descend slightly, and then ran quite
straight across a plain of arable land into Cetinje. Since it is the
capital of a large province, and was until quite recently the capital of
an independent kingdom, it is seemly to speak of Cetinje as a LOWD,
though actually it is no more than a large village, spaciously laid out
blic buildings, no larger certainly

and ornamented by one or two pu
than might be found in most English villages, but in this part of the

world uncommonly large for anything except a town of some im-
portance. The palace is about the size of the average English rectory;
its largest room is occupied by a billiard table, which so far eclipsed
the other concomitants of royalty in the eyes of the neighbouring
highlanders that the palace became known, not as the house of the
king, but as Billjarda, the house of the billiard table. This billiard
table added very considerably to the prestige of the royal family, but
it had the disadvantage of entirely filling the only room suitable for
official receptions. These, indeed, occurred so rarely that the incon-
venience was trifling; when, however, someone did come to visit the
King of Montenegro, or some event of national importance such as
the christeriing or marriage of a child had to be celebrated, the
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eI on. which was in every way more commodious, used
to be borrowed for the party.

Another building of prominence was, or rather had been, the
hotel, for this had caught fire some time before our visit and been
totally demolished. Fortunately no one was staying there at the time;
but, indeed, it would have been a peculiarly unfortunate coinci-
dence if there had been, since fires and visitors are equally unusual
events at Cetinje. Our arrival, therefore, in six dusty motor cars, had
been carefully prepared for, and Montenegrins from all over the
province had put on their best clothes and come into town to see the
tourists and, if they could, make a little money. On the occasion of
the first conducted tour arriving in Cetinje, some thirty or so years
ago, the king himself had ridden out to greet them at the head of his
household cavalry, and had so frightened the tourists by his salvoes
of blank cartridges, a little wildly fired from the hip, that it was all the
guides eould do to persuade them to drive on into the town and
attend the banquet prepared for them. There was no such demon-
stration for us, but the urchins of the country gave us a gentler
welcome by throwing bunches of wild flowers into our laps as we
drove past their houses.

As I have remarked, the hotel had lately been destroyed; lunch-
eon was therefore served on trestle tables in the House of Parlia-
ment. Itls only fair to say that this was no very serious degradation to
the building, since even in the days of the kingdom it had combined
;andlouble office, being the legislature by day and the theatre by night.

ere was a stage at the end, surmounted by a crowned cypher, and
on one _of the walls hung a large, symbolic oil-painting, representing
a man in Montenegrin national costume who held in one hand the
fasc.es a.t_ld in ﬂ_}c other the mane of a live lion. This emblem of
23?;:3]:11 l:zl;nni't:dc‘?e s.trong]y of the cartoons which appeared

: e time, I remember, there was a strongly

;upportcd movement to make much of Montenegro. There was, if

te‘::m:}?jr ?ghﬂy, a MO.ntcnegrin flag day, and ‘Brave little Mon-

; GRS short time was a phrase of almost equal potency
to Erave little Belgium’ or ‘Russian Steamroller’.

ofﬁc::)li?gf:?oﬁ;z bad in.cleedJ even though it was cooked in the

r of police; the wine was a dark-coloured local

-
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vintage, not red but not exactly black, the colour one’s fountain-pen
makes when one dips it accidk‘:nta]]y into the red inkpot; it was very
sour and left a temporarily indelible stain on the tongue and teeth.
Afier luncheon we walked round the broad lanes of the town, and
visited the shops, where the stoél\< of peasant textiles (indistinguish-
able front the products of Hampstead arts and crafts) was supple-
mented for the occasion by all kinds of curios, some of them crosses
and bits of jewellery but mostly dagg}rs and pistols with elaborately
decorated hilts and butts. I presume that these were brought in by
the owners and sold for them on heaven knows what exorbitant
commission. It seemed to me rather pathetic to see them there,
because among Balkan peoples these are often the only possessions
of value, and are a real source of pride, being handed down from
father to son, as symbols of family importance as well as of personal
valour and independence. Most of them, I think, would have been of
doubtful efficiency in prosecuting the blood feuds which enliven
Montenegrin life. Indeed, I expect that it is futile to sentimentalise
about them. Most likely the owners were saving up to buy cartridges
for a stolen army rifle, and so snipe the neighbours in a more deadly
manner from behind their pig-styes.
The drive back was quicker and far more hazardous than the
ascent. There was just time for a swim in the fiord before the Stella

sailed again.
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