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I 
 

1. FROM CARDIFF TO THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE 

  

One day in July 1875, the barque Stefano left its moorings at Cardiff 

and sailed away on a four-month voyage to Hong Kong, unaware of 

what the sea, the wind, and the destiny had in store for it. Loaded with 

English coal, stocked and ready for every kind of weather, it departed 

on its long journey. 

  

The owner of this sailing ship was our own Nikola Bačić, from 

Dubrovnik, who spared no expense when outfitting his vessel. 

The Stefano was indeed one of the most modern sailing ships, 160 

feet long with a carrying capacity of 868 tons, fast, dignified, and 

strong.  

  

The weather was delightful, and the Stefano was sailing at a speed of 

9 - 9.5 knots. With all its sails unfurled, it resembled some great white 

bird that descended upon the open water to see itself reflected in it. 

Some crew members had sailed this route before. Their forgotten 

experiences were revived and retold to the younger friends, for whom 

this was their first journey. Once on the high seas, there was little sign 

of life except for the multitude of dolphins that followed the ship and 

with their quick and playful movements entertained the young sailors, 

who in turn fell in love with their endearing displays and held them 

as faithful friends. Only he, who knows how small and lonely it feels 

in this vast expanse of water, can understand and appreciate the joy 

that every appearance of life on the ocean can bring.  

 

On leaving the Azores and Madeira Islands behind and heading west 

of the Canary Islands, the Stefano flew past to the magnificent peak 

of Tenerife, with its grey head penetrating the clouds and jutting high  

I 
 

1. OD CARDIFFA DO RTA DOBRE NADE 

 

Jednog julskog dana godine 1875. bark »Stefano« je isplovio iz 

pristaništa u Cardiffu ne sluteći što mu spremaju more, vjetar i 

sudbina na četveromjesečnom putovanju do Hong-Konga. Natovaren 

engleskim ugljenom, opskrbljen i spreman za sve  

vremenske nepogode zaplovio je na svoj daleki put.  

 

Bio je to jedrenjak, vlasništvo našeg čovjeka, Dubrovčanina Nikole 

Bačića, koji nije štedio novaca za njegovu opremu. »Stefano« je zaista 

bio jedan od najsavremenijih jedrenjaka, dug 160 stopa sa nosivošću 

od 868 tona, brz, dostojanstven i jak. 

 

 

Vrijeme je bilo krasno i »Stefano« je zaplovio brzinom of 9 – 9.5 

čvorovova. Razapevši sva svoja jedra nalićio je kakvoj velikoj bijelo 

ptici, što se spustila na morsku pučinu da se u njoj ogleda. Neki su 

članovi posade već ranije plovili ovim putem. Njihovi zaboravljeni 

doživljaji   ponovo su oživljavali u prepričavanju i mlađim 

drugovima, kojima je ovo bilo prvo putovanje. Na pučini nije bilo 

drugog  traga  životu osim mnoštva dupina, koji su pratili brod i 

svojim hitrim i dražesnim kretnjama zabavljali mlade mornare,  i  ovi 

ih, zavolješe kao vjerne prijatelje. Samo onaj, koji je sam osjetio svu 

sićušnu ništavost i osamljenost na tom golemom vodenom 

prostranstvu, maže shvatiti i cijeniti radost, koju mu donosi svaka 

pojava života na oceanu.  

 

Ostavivši za sobom Azorsko i Madeirsko otočje i uzevši  pravac 

zapadno od Kanarskih  otoka, projuri »Stefano« kod veličvanstvenog 

vrha Teneriffe, čija siva glava prodire u oblake  
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above the sea. A period of balmy trade winds followed and gave the 

young sailors unprecedented spectacle. Myriads of flying fish 

splashed on the sea surface, hitting the sides of the ship, or falling on 

the deck. 

  

Favourable, strong winds drove Stefano onwards. It raced past the 

Cape Verde Islands, and soon the Equator was crossed. This event 

was celebrated according to the old maritime custom. A jar was 

thrown from the ship’s deck, and inside it was a sheet containing the 

information about the ship and its crew. It may still be floating on sea 

currents today. Often such jars float for decades, even centuries, 

carrying news from long-lost ships. 

  

Crossing the Equator and stepping into the Brazilian current, the 

Stefano soon crossed the Tropic of Capricorn. Unfurling their sails 

and with the north-western wind behind it, the Stefano sailed onwards 

towards Cape of Good Hope. 

  

Along the way, the Stefano passed a Spanish sailing ship bound for 

Montevideo. The signals were exchanged with the ship’s name and 

expressions of best wishes.  

  

The dazzling Southern Cross became the Stefano’s new guide, as the 

constellation of the southern hemisphere replaced the northern star 

constellations. This stary ceiling seemed much brighter to the eye and 

much closer to earth than the one in the northern hemisphere. 

  

Young and carefree sailors spent their time performing various 

allocated tasks. They did so in harmony and solidarity that grew out 

of their mutual love of the sea, their youth, and their shared 

hardihood.  

stršeći visoko nad morem. Blaga zona pasatnih vjetrova pružila je 

mladim pomorcima još neviđene prizore. Nebrojena jata letećih riba 

pljuštala su po morskoj površini, udarala o bokove lađe ili padala na 

palubu. 

 

Povoljni, jaki vjetar gonio je »Stefana« dalje. Projurio je kraj 

Kapverdskih otoka. Uskoro je prešao ekvator. Taj događaj proslavljen 

se po starome pomorskom običaju. Staklenka, bačena sa palube 

broda, koja je u svojj nutrini skrivala list sa svim podacima o brodu i 

posadi, možda još danas pliva nošena morskim strujama. Često takve 

staklenke plivalju desetljećima, pa is stoljećima noseći vjesti sa davno 

nestalih brodova.  

 

Prešavši pojas ekvtora i zašavši u brazilsku struju, »Stefano« je 

uskoro prešao Jarčev polutnik.  Razapetih jedara, gonjen 

sjeverozapadnjakom, »Stefano« je plovio u smjeru rta Dobre  

nade. 

 

Na ovom putu »Stefano« je sreo jedan španski jedrenjak, koji je 

plovio za Montevideo. Signalima su brodovi javili jedan drugome 

svoje ime i zaželjeli dobru sreću.  

 

Blistavi Južni kriz postao je »Stefanu« novim vodičem, jer je 

konstelaciju sjevernog neba zamijenila konstelacija južne hemisfere, 

tog sjajnog svoda, koji se zbog svog sjaja čini čovjeku bližim zemlji 

negoli sjeverni. 

 

Mladi i bezbrizni pomorci provodili su svoje vrijeme u obavljanju 

raznih brodskih poslova. Njihova sloga i drugarstvo izrasli su iz 

zajedničke ljubavi prema moru, njihove mladosti i zajedničkih težnji.  
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The men spent their free time catching fish, using discarded food as 

bait. The captain did not object to these activities, and the cook Mato 

did not complain about having to prepare a good home recipe of 

“brudet” <fish stew>. 

 

As the ship got closer to the Cape of Good Hope, the wind grew 

stronger and stronger, raising furious, foaming waves. The captain 

issued an order to hold the ship away from the coast. The wind speed 

kept increasing. The crew lowered almost all their sails. The sound of 

the roaring waves and the whistling of the wind made it impossible to 

hear even the closest friend. 

 

The ship rose, driven high by the waves, and then it descended, as if 

from the top of a hill, downwards towards the depths, only to rise 

again trembling, squeaking, and moaning. The waves washed and 

covered the deck like raging demons seizing everything in their path 

and dragging it to depths. People tied themselves with ropes to stay in 

the places where they were needed. Crossing the deck was impossible. 

One had to wait for the right moment when the ship was in the correct 

position and then use the rope tied tautly from the stern to the ship’s 

bow to cross to the other side. The sharp and experienced eye of 

captain Vlaho judged the height, direction, and wave power. He gave 

orders with a strong, reassuring voice to the helmsman who, tied to 

his wheel, managed with abrupt and quick movements to avoid the 

blows of the powerful waves. The ship’s fate and its entire crew 

depended on these two men’s quick-thinking skills, speed, and 

experience. One clumsy and reckless movement could send them all 

to the abyss. In this unequal struggle between a small walnut shell of 

the ship and the raging ocean, the Stefano skilfully avoided the blows 

of its enemy. 

 

Svoje slobodne časove provodili su u lovljenju ribe, koju bi nadohvat 

ruke domamili bacanjem otpadaka hrane. Kapetan im nije uskratio 

ovu zabavu, a kuhar Mato nije žalio truda da pripremi dobar domaći 

»brudet«. 

 

Što je brod više prilazio rtu Dobre nade, vjetar je postajao sve žešći, 

podižući bijesne, zapjenjene valove. Kapetan je izdao nalog da se 

brod drži dalje od obale.  Brzina vjetra bivala je sve veća. Posada je 

zatvorila gotovo sva jedra. Od silnog šuma valova i zvižduka vjetra 

čovjek nije mogao čuti ni najbližeg druga.  

 

 

Brod se propinjao, podizan visokim valovima i kao s vrha nekog 

brijega sunovraćao se opet u dubinu da se ponovo propne drhćući, 

škripeći i stenjući. Valovi su pljuskali i prekrivali palubu nalik na 

razbiješnjele demone, koji ruše sve što nađu na putu i odnose u stvoje 

dubine. Ljudi su se vezivali konopima uz mjesto, na kojem su  željeli 

ostati.  Prijelaz preko palube bio je nemoguć. Trebalo je čekati čas, 

kad se brod nalazio u zgodnom položaju i pridržavajući se konopa, 

nategnutog s krme do pramca broda, prijeći na drugu stranu. Oštro i 

iskusno oko kapetana Vlaha odmjeravalo je visinu, smjer i snagu 

valova. Sigurnim, snažnim glasom izdavao je zapovijedi kormilaru, 

koji je vezan uz svoje kormilo, naglim i brzim pokretima uspijevao 

da izbjegne snažne udarce valova. Od spretnosti, brzine i iskustva ove 

dvojice ljudi zavisila je sudbina broda i njegove posade. Jedan 

nespretan i nepromišljen pokret mogao ih je odnijeti u bezdan. U 

nejednakoj borbi malene orahove ljuske i razbiješnjelog oceana, 

»Stefano« se vješto uklanjao udarcima svoga neprijatelja.  
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When the ship rushed into the trough of the wave and the bow plunged 

into the water all the way to the first mast, the young and 

inexperienced sailors thought this was their last hour. The waves 

roared, threatened, foamed, and toyed with the small vessel, never 

allowing the men to catch their breath, to pause, or to rest. In their 

thoughts, the young men recalled their homeland, the sunny 

Dalmatian towns, and villages, and silently they bid farewell to their 

family and friends.  

   

The land-bound people can’t imagine this struggle with the sea. 

Battlefield, assault, man-to-man combat, these are all minuscule 

compared to Man’s struggle with the ocean. To survive and be able to 

describe this experience is wondrous and magnificent.  

  

The Stefano was moving at 3 to 4 knots of speed and was about 300 

miles away from land. An outline of some English ship sailing in the 

same direction appeared in the light mist and then disappeared from 

the view again. 

  

The storm lasted eight days. Its rage slowly dissipated, and by 9 

September, it had completely died down. After the superhuman 

exertion, sleepless nights, and hunger, the exhausted mariners gave a 

sigh of relief. The fear of the younger men melted away. This difficult 

initiation brought them even closer to their older and more 

experienced companions, who had been through many such ordeals 

and storms before. These companions found the sea to be the sole 

purpose for their existence, and for them, the sea had become both the 

dearest friend and the fiercest enemy. 

  

 With all its sails unfurled, the Stefano sailed gracefully towards the 

Island of St. Paul. 

Kad bi se brod survao u dolinu vala i njegov pramac zaronio u more 

sve do prvog jarbola, mladim i neiskusnim pomorcima se činilo da je 

kucnuo njihov poslednji čas. Valovi su šumili i prijetili, pjenili se i 

igrali malenim brodom, ne dopuštajući ljudima da predahnu, stanu i 

odmore se. Misli mladih odlijetale su u zavičaj, u sunčane 

dalmatinske gradiće i sela, i opraštale se sa rodbinom i znancima. 

 

 

 

Kontinentalac ne može zamisliti tu borbu s morem. Bojno polje, juriš, 

borba čovjeka s čovjekom, to je sve malo prema borbi čovjeka  

i oceana. Divno je i veličajno to doživjeti, preživjeti i biti u stanju 

pripovijedati. 

 

»Stefano« se kretao brzinom od 3 do 4 čvora, udaljen nekih 300 milja 

od kopna. Kroz sitnu morsku prašinu ukazali su se obrisi nekog 

engleskog broda, koji je plovio u istom smjeru, no doskora ga 

izgubiše iz vida. 

 

Oluja je trajala osam dana. Njen bijes se polagano stišavao, da 9. 

septembra potpuno utihne. Poslije nadljudskih napora, besanice i 

glada, iscrpljeni mornari odahnuše. Strah mlađih je nestao. Ovaj   

teški   ispit približio ih je još više njihovim starijim i iskusnijim 

drugovima, koji su očeličeni mnogim teškočama i olujama u moru 

nalazili jedini cilj svoga života, i kojima je more bilo najdražim 

prijateljem i najljućim dušmaninom. 

 

 

 

Razvivši sva svoja jedra »Stefano« je lagano zaplovio prema otoku 

St. Paul. 
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2. FROM THE CAPE OF GOOD HOPE TO THE COAST OF 

AUSTRALIA 

 

After they had rested, the crew began to repair the damage inflicted 

by the storm on the ship. Even the slightest little thing did not escape 

Grga’s experienced eye. Everything had to be restored to its 

designated place. Each rope and there were hundreds of them, of 

various thicknesses and length, had their place, and Grga knew it. He 

knew its purpose as well as the purpose of each piece of ship’s 

equipment. He knew the ship like the palm of his hand. Men like 

Grga, who could not read or write, oversaw the outfitting of new 

ships, not forgetting the slightest rope, frog1, or a wedge. Under 

Grga’s supervision, the Stefano was soon in perfect working order 

again.  

 

Cutting the water at 10 knots, the Stefano was getting nearer to its 

destination. The persistent clear sky heralded the arrival of spring. 

 

 

The guards changed every four hours. The busiest men on the vessel 

were the helmsman and the officer on guard. The off-duty sailors 

would gather on deck to wash laundry, mend clothes, and converse 

with one another.  

 

-“What are you discussing in such a lively fashion?” - asked the 

officer Karlo Costa. The crew greatly appreciated him for his 

considerate and fraternal demeanour. 

 

- “These young ones,” replied the older sailor Thomas Dediol, “talk 

about their homes, homeland, families, and their fiancées. Some 

curious people ask how the Chinese look. Imagine, Jurić asking if  

Chinese are cannibals!” 

2. OD RTA DOBRE NADE DO AUSTRALSKE OBALE 

 

 

Odmorena posada prionula je da popravi   štete, što ih je oluja nanijela 

brodu. Iskusnom oku noštroma Grge nije izbjegla ni najmanja sitnica. 

Sve je trebalo da dođe na svoje određeno mjesto. Svaki konop, a bilo 

ih je na stotine, raznih debljina i duljina, imao je svoje mjesto, a Grga 

ga je znao. Znao je njihovu srvrhu, kao i svrhu svakog komadića 

brodske opreme. Poznavao je brod kao dlan svoje ruke. Takvi Grge, 

ljudi, koji nisu znali ni čitati ni pisati, nadgledali su i ravnali 

opremanjem novih brodova, nikada ne zaboravljajući ni najmanji 

konop, žabu1 ili klin. Pod Grginom upravom na »Stefanu« je uskoro 

sve opet bilo u potpunom redu.  

 

 

Režući more brzinom od 10 čvorova, »Stefano« se sve više 

približavao svome cilju. Trajno vedro nebo najavljivalo je dolazak 

proljeća. 

 

Svaka četiri sata, izmjenjivala se straža. Na brodu su stvarno  

zaposleni bili samo kormilar i oficir na straži. Slobodni mornari 

sakupljali su se na palubi i provodili vrijeme u pranju i krpanju rublja 

ili odjeće i u međusobnom govoru. 

 

- »O čemu li tako živo razgovarate? «  - upitao je oficir Karlo  

Kosta. Posada ga je vrlo cijenila radi njegovog lijepog i upravo 

bratskog ophođenja. 

 

- »Ovi mlađi« - odgovori postariji mornar Tomas Dediol – 

pričaju o kuči, zavičaju, porodici, o svojim vjerenicama. Neki 

znatiželjnici pitaju kako li izgledaju Kinezi. Zamislite, Jurić pita jesu 

li Kinezi ljudožderi!« 
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Patting Jurić on the shoulder and laughing cheerfully, the officer said 

to him: - “We are still a long way from home. We’re only just on our 

way to China. I’ve been there once before, and I am still alive, Jurić! 

You don’t have to fear Chinese. They are wonderful people, more 

enlightened than we Europeans. I became acquainted with one of their 

educated countrymen, who spoke good English. He told me he had 

been to Europe once and could not but marvel at our customs. After 

descending from the ship to the shore, he was greeted, he told me, by 

some grim, unkind men, with girded sabres. They shuffled all his 

luggage to determine if he was carrying a weapon!” 

 

The conversation continued in this fashion. Each sailor added some 

thoughts or experiences and, in this way, complemented the figure of 

a Chinese man. 

 

Time in the conversation had passed quickly, and the change of crew 

was about to take place. Captain Costa got up from his seat to leave, 

punctuating his departure with a jocular dare: “So, who among you 

young men <momci> is afraid of storms? 

  

- “I am,” cadet Bačić readily replied. 

 

- “I can see we have a real hero here!” teased the oldest helmsman 

Sretko Bučić . “You have no idea how lucky you are to be sailing on 

a new barque. Our sails are new, as are our masts. They can survive 

the most severe of storms. And what would you have done, young 

man, on an older vessel if you saw the wind rip and tear away the 

sails, snap the masts, and the ship is full of water? The crew had to 

pump water day and night without a break until they fell with 

exhaustion. You are yet to learn what a seaman has to live through 

and endure on a sea voyage!” 

Potapšavši Jurića po ramenu i nasmijavši se veselo, oficir mu reče: --

- Ima joč dugo hoda do kuće. Tek smo na putu za Kinu. Već sam 

jednom bio tamo i evo me živa, Juriću! Ne treba da se plašiš Kineza. 

To je krasan narod, prosvjećeniji od nas Evropejaca. Upoznao sam 

jednog od njihovih školovanih ljudi, koji je govorio vrlo dobro 

engleski. Jednom je, kaže, bio u Evropi i nije se mogao načuditi našim 

običajima. Silazeći s broda na obalu, dočekaše ga, reče, neki mrki, 

neljubazni ljudi, opasani sabljama. Premetnuše mu sav prtljag da bi 

ustanovili ne nosi li sobom oružje! 

 

 

Razgovor je tako tekao dalje. Svaki je od mornara dodavao neku svoju 

uspomenu ili doživljaj i tako upotpunjavao lik kineskog čovjeka. 

 

 

Vrijeme je u razgovoru prolazilo brzo i smjena straze imala je biti za 

koji čas. Ustajući sa svoga mjesta, kapetan Karlo upita:  »A jeste li se 

uplašili oluje, momci?« 

 

 

--- »Ja jesam«, javi se spremno kadet Bačić. 

 

--- »E, baš si mi pravi junak!« naruga mu se najstariji kormilar, 

Srećko Bučić.  »Ti ne znaš kakva je to sreča ploviti na novom barku. 

Naša jedra su nova, novi jarboli. Može taj podnijeti i mnogo gore 

oluje. A što bi ti, mladiću, da si bio na kojem starom brodu i vidio 

kako vjetar razdire i odnosi jedra, lomi jarbole, a brod se puni vodom. 

Posada mora tad da crpi pumpom vodu dan i noć bez prestanka, sve 

dok ne padne od umora. Ti još ne znaš što sve čovjek doživi i pretrpi 

na moru!« 
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- “I believe you, even if it is unbelievable,” Bačić replied. “But 

Captain,” he continued by addressing Captain Karlo <Costa> “why is 

it that in school we were never told about our mariners? Our 

newspapers do not write about them”. 

 

- “You ask for a reason? The land-bound writers and journalists are 

not interested in lives and misfortunes of our mariners. They listen to 

our stories with disbelief. We sailors do not know how to write what 

we feel, when we sit on the porch in the cool of the house, when we 

converse among ourselves, old and exhausted. We believe one 

another and understand one another. Our children believe us. They 

retell our memories that recall the courage of their fathers, 

grandfathers, and compatriots. Perhaps a worthy pen will arise that 

will tell the world of the unspoken and unseen events and the heroism 

of our mariners.” 

 

- Bačić could no longer hide his secret: “Captain, I have recorded 

everything that has happened on our ship from the day of our 

departure. I will continue to do so if you allow it. I would never want 

to forget my first voyage and my first storm.” 

 

The bell rang for the new crew to take their place, and Captain Karlo 

hurried off to take his place on the watch. The conversation among 

the seamen continued. Every one of them wanted their young mate to 

record their own story. 

 

- “My father drowned somewhere near the coast of England. I was 

eight years old” said Božidar Vulović. “Of the entire crew, only two 

died: my father and another person from the Island of Lošinj.” 

 

- “How could that have happened? Tell me about it, Božidar!” 

 

--- »Vjerujem vam, iako je nevjerovatno«, odgovori Bačić. »Ali, 

kapetane«, reče obrativši se kapetanu Karlu, »zašto u školi nismo 

nikada čuli o životu pomoraca? Ni naše novine ne pišu o njima«. 

 

 

--- »Pitaš za razlog? Kopneni svijet, pa tako i pisci i novinari, 

malo se interesira za život i udes nas pomoraca. Naše priče oni često 

slušaju s nepovjerenjem. Mi pomarci ne znamo pisati onako kako 

osjećamo i  kako usmeno pričamo jedan drugome kad ostarjeli i 

iznemogli  sjedimo  pred  kućom  u  hladu. Mi jedan drugome 

vjerujemo I razumijemo se. Vjeruju nam i djeca. Ona prepričavaju 

naše uspomene  ističući  hrabrost svojih otaca, djedova, poznanika. 

Možda će se ipak jednom naći vrijedno pero, koje će pričati svijetu 

o nečuvenim   i neviđenim   događajima i junaaštva naših pomoraca.« 

 

 

Bačić nije mogao dalje skrivati svoju tajnu: »Ja bilježim, kapetane, 

sve događaje na našem brodu od dana, kada smo se otisnuli od obale. 

Bilježit  ču i dalje,  ako mi to dozvolite. Htio bih, da nikad ne 

zaboravim svoje prvo putovanje i prvu oluju«. 

 

Zvono je pozivalo novu smjenu i kap. Karla požuri da prihvati svoje   

mjesto na straži. Razgovor marnara se nastavio. Svaki je od njih želio, 

da njihov mladi drug zapiše i njegovu priču. 

 

 

--- »Moj otac se utopia negdje uz obalu Engleske. Bilo mi je tada 

osam godina« pričao je Božidar Vulović. »Od čitave posade poginula 

su samo dvojica: moj otac i neki Lošinjanin«. 

 

---  »Kako se to moglo dogoditi? Pričaj name of tome, Božo!" 
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“Men, it’s all the fault of poverty and misery. The storm threw the 

ship onto a protruding rock near the shore. The sailors cut the mast 

and propped one end across to the shore. This is how they saved 

themselves, taking only what they had on them. You must know that 

the shipowners do not worry much about sailors when the ship is lost. 

Their only concern is to dispatch the men home again.2 What do they 

care that the shipwrecked men need to return to seafaring! As if it is 

easy for poor men to outfit themselves with clothes and other attire 

again? My father felt uneasy. He was tormented by the thought that 

all his miserable possessions would be lost with the ship: waterproof 

boots and a coat from Marseilles. How would he get these again? He 

and a mate of his decided to return to the ship on the mast again to 

save from the ship’s hold all that could be saved. Their companions 

on the shore watched with apprehension as the two waited for the right 

moment to return to the ship. No one tried to stop them. They nearly 

succeeded had it not been for the ferocious waves that drew the ship 

to the water’s depth. Men, is it humane, that no one compensates the 

sailor for his loss, that no one thinks of his poor widow and orphans? 

“ 

 

“In our village, there is not one family that the sea has not wrapped in 

black”, added Thomas Dediol, “either the father or the son ... And 

people still try to persuade you to get married! Well, brothers, why 

would you get married only to leave your wife and children at the 

mercy or malice of strangers? I have passed thirty and do not intend 

to marry. Before my eyes, I always see my poor mother. She married 

at the age of twenty. My father lived with her for less than a month 

and then went to sea. He left her with an elderly and odd mother-in-

law and father-in-law. She had to raise chickens, pigs, and sheep 

because the household was untenable without these. Seamen need 

woolen socks, under-shits, and covering. With us, sheep do not go to 

pastures.  

---  »Svemu je krivo, ljudi, siromaštvoš i bijeda. Oluja je bacila 

brod na jednu hridinu us obalu. Mornari su presjekli jarbol is prislonili 

ga jednim krajem na kopno. Tako su se spasili, ponijevši sobom samo 

ono, sto su imali na sebi. Valjda znate, da se brodovlasnici, kada brod 

propadne, ne brinu što će biti s mornarima. Pobrinu se sam da ih 

otpreme kući.2 Što je njih briga kako će ti ljudi opet na more! Zar je 

lako siromašnom čovjeku nabavit ponovo rublje i ostalu opremu? Moj 

otac nije imao mira, Mučila ga je pomisao da će mu s brodom propasti 

sva njegova bijedna imovina: "incerata", čizme i kaput "od Marseje". 

Kako li ćeih opet nabavit? Stoga on i njegov drug odluče da se po 

jarbolu ponovo vrate na brod i da "ispod prove" spase ono, što se dade 

spasit. Njihovi drugovi s obale gledali su sa strepnjom, kako su ova 

dvojica vrebala na pogodan trenutak i sišla na brod. Nisu ih pokušali 

zaustaviti. Njihov je podvig mogao uspjeti da nisu valovi navalili 

svojoj žestinom i povukli brod u svoje dubine. Zar je to čovječno, 

ljudi, da mornaru nitko ne nadoknađuje njegov gubitak, da nitko ne 

misli na njegovu jadnu udovicu i siročad?" 

 

 

 

---  »U našem selu nema obitelji koju more nije zavilo u crninu", 

prihvati Tomas Dediol "Ili otac, ili sin ... i ljudi te još nagovaraju da 

se ženiš! Pa, brate, zar se ženiš zato da ostaviš svoju  ženu i djecu na 

milost i nemilost tuđih ljudi? Prošao sam trideset i ne misli se ženiti. 

Pred očima mi je stalno moja jadna mati. Udala se od dvadeset godina. 

Otac je proživio s njom nepun mjesec dana i otišao na more. Ostavio 

je sa starim čudljivim svekrom is svekrvom. Morala je gojiti kokoši, 

svinje i ovce, jer se bez njih nemože promislit domaćinstvo. Pomorcu 

trebaju vunene čarape, maje i pokrivaći. Kod nas ovce ne idu na pašu.  
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It is necessary to go to the field and cut grass and collect hay for the 

winter. It is necessary to go to the forest, that was distant some hours 

of walking, and then bring a heavy load of holy for sheep and for the 

fireplace. The newlywed bride had to do all of this, and instead of 

being greeted with “Good Morning” she is greeted by her father-in-

law with the question, “Have you fed the animals?” 

 

The father-in-law demands that even the smallest plot of land be 

cultivated, and the bride and the mother-in-law, if they are able, had 

to dig the fields, plant, and grow. Not an hour of rest and peace. Even 

in the evening, there was wool to spin, knit, mend, while their eyes 

were heavy with fatigue, and the bruised hard hands could barely hold 

the needle. 

 

 

 

 

 

 Notes 

 

1.  Frog - ship’s name for the pulley. 

2.  These were the prevailing conditions for seafaring at that 

 time 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Treba iči u polje brati travu i skuplati sijeno za zimu, treba ići u šumu, 

udaljenu po više sati hoda i donjeti teško breme česmine za ovce i 

gorivo. Sve to radi nevjesta, koja namjesto s pozdravom »Dobro 

jutro«, svekar dočekuje s upitom »Jesi li dala živini«. 

 

 

 

Svekar traži da i najmanja granica zemlje bude obrađena, a nevjesta 

is svekrva, ako još može, okopaju polja, sade i obrađuju. Ni časak 

odmora i mira. Pa i navečer treba presti vunu, plesti, krpati, dok se oči 

sklapaju of umora, a nažuljane tvrde ruke jedva drže iglu. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1. Žaba - brodski naziv za kolotur. 

2. Takve su prilike vladali u pomoskom brodarstvu onoga doba 
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II 
 

Every second year the man returns home. Each of his visits means 

another child ... There were six of us, six heavy burdens on the back 

of one mother. I always remember those terrible nights when the 

<cold northerly wind> bura raged outside, or the south wind roared. 

Mother would go upstairs, and instead of going to sleep, she would 

stare long into the black night and cry while praying. 

 

The poor thing thought that the storm was raging across all seas and 

that my father at that moment was in mortal danger. How could she 

be calm? Every day black news came to the village and enveloped the 

little houses of sailors with sorrow. 

 

Despite all of this, our men continue to marry, and our girls continue 

to be married. There is no more pitiable creature than an unmarried 

woman in a poor seaside house. Even so, widows do not starve to 

death. With the help of the locals, they somehow bring up their 

orphans. And when the boys turn twelve or thirteen, they leave for the 

“call of the wind” as we did ...” 

 

“Stop it! Enough of misery and trouble,” Jurić interjected. “It’s not 

like that everywhere. As soon as I save a little, I’ll go home and get 

married. Not everyone goes to the sea here in Oskorušno. People there 

cultivate the land and don’t leave it to women. Enough of your grief! 

It’s time to break up. 

 

 The Stefano, in the meantime, flew like a proud swan across the vast 

Indian Ocean. In 25 days, it had crossed the distance from Cape of 

Good Hope to the Island of St. Paul,3 but due to the thick fog at this 

locality, it was not possible to make observations with a sextant nor 

regulate the chronometer. 

II 
 

Svake druge godine dođe pomorac kući. Svaki njegov dolazak znači 

još jedno djete ... Bilo nas je šestero, šest težkih tereta na leđima jedne 

majke. Uvjek se sjećam onih strašnih noći, kad be vani bjesnila bura 

ili urlala južina. Mati bi uzašla na sprat i mjesto da legne, zurila be 

dugo u crnu noć, molila i plakala.  

 

 

Mislila je, sirota, da oluja bjesni tada po svima morima I da se otac u 

tome času nalazi u smrtnoj opasnosti. Zar je mogla biti mirna? Pa 

svakog dana stizale su u selo crne vijest i obavijale u tugu male 

mornarske kućice. 

 

Uza sve to naši se ljudi žene i naše djevojke udaju. Zbilja nema 

jadnijega stvojenja negoli je neudata žena u siromašnjoj primorsko 

kući. Udovice ipaka ne umiru od glada. Uz pomoć mještana one 

nekago odgajaju svoju siročad. A kada dječaci navrše dvanaest-

trinaest godina, oni odlaze "poteza burine" kao što smo i mi učinili ..« 

 

 

---  »Prestani! Dosta je bjede i nevolje« upadne Jurič. "Nije svuda 

tako. Čim nešto skupim, vratit ću se kuči i ženit se. Kod nas u 

Oskorušnu ne ide svak na more. Ljudi tamo obrađuju zemlju i ne 

ostavljaju je ženama. Dost je tvoga tugovana. Vrjeme je da se 

raziđemo. « 

 

»Stefano« je, međutim, kao ponosni labud letio prostranim Indijskim  

oceanom. U 25 dana prevalio je put od rta Dobre Nade do  otoka  St.  

Paul,3  ali zbog guste magle nisu se na ovoj točci mogla vršiti opažanja 

sa sekstantom i regulirati kronometar. 
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At the beginning of October, it was determined from the map that the 

Stefano was approaching the Australian coast. It was now necessary 

to carry out the observations that were missed when passing the Island 

of St. Paul. This was necessary as the Captain decided to enter the 

Pacific Ocean through the Ombai Strait and sail through the southern 

part of the Philippine Islands. On 26 October, at noon, the crew of the 

Stefano saw the Australian coast. The Stefano then headed northwest 

to stay away from the shore and to avoid its insidious coral reefs. 

  

The guards took turns in the pre-established order. The Stefano was 

now sailing, carried by a slightly stronger wind. The sailors on guard 

were vigilantly watching the ship’s progress. Shortly before midnight, 

hungry and tired, Officer Osojnak went down to the ship’s small 

saloon cabin to have a drink of black coffee. With a cup of coffee and 

a good cigarette, he stayed in conversation with Jurić. The cabin was 

unusually quiet; the roar of the wind and the creaking of the masts 

barely reached them, but the danger lay in ambush, silent and 

insidious. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Početkom oktobra utvrđeno je na karti da se »Stefano« približava 

australskoj obali. Zato je sada trebalo izvršiti   opažanja, koja su 

izostala na prolazu pored otoka St. Paul. Ovo je bilo tim više potrebno, 

što je kapetan odlučio da kroz prolaz Ombay uđe u Pacifički ocean, i 

da oplovi južni dio Filipinskog otočja. 26. oktobra, točno u podne, 

posada »Stefana « ugledala je australsku obalu. »Stefano « je krenuo 

u sjeverozapadnom smjeru držeći se dalje od obale, kako bi izbjegao 

njene podmukle koraljne grebene. 

 

Straže su se smjenjivale jedna za drugom po utvrđenom redu. 

»Stefano« je sad plovio nošen nešto jačim vjetrom. Mornari na straži 

budno su pazili na njegovu plovidbu. Nešto prije pola noći, gladan i 

umoran, siđe časnik Osojnak u mali brodski salon da bi   popio crnu 

kavu. Uz šalicu kave i dobru cigaretu zadržao se u razgovoru s 

Jurićem. U salonu, je bilo nekako neobično tiho; do njih je jedva 

dopiralo hujanje vjetra i škripanje jarbola, ali opasnost se skrivala u 

zasjedi, tiha i podmukla. 
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When the clock struck half past two after midnight, the officer made 

his way slowly to the deck, putting out a burnt cigarette. At that 

moment, a violent quake shook the vessel and threw him on a pile of 

ropes. With the sudden holt the ship began to shiver like a man in pre-

death convulsions. White waves, which from a distance looked like 

soft, combed wool, hid sharp coral reefs beneath them. Like the horns 

of a raging bull, they sank into the hips of the proud ship, which 

leaned now to one side now to the other until countless ropes 

trembled. The fluttering of the sails heightened the anxiety, and the 

feeling that the ship was in extreme danger took over the crew, who 

rushed to the deck worried and stunned and hurried to carry out the 

captain’s orders. They unfurled all the sails and pulled them to the 

wind, hoping that the wind would extract the ship out of its 

predicament, but all the efforts of the crew were in vain. The coral 

reef held its prey tightly. 

 

“To the pumps!” was the captain’s new order, but the pumps no longer 

worked. The wind, however, grew stronger, and the storm waves were 

pounding against the ship with ever greater ferocity. The Stefano was 

shaking, thrashing its hull against the rock. It was obvious that the 

ship would fail and that the catastrophe could no longer be avoided or 

remedied. Men understood and felt their predicament because, despite 

all their efforts, the ship kept filling up with water, creaking, breaking, 

and slowly sinking. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kad je sat otkucao dva i po poslije ponoći, časnik se lagano uputio na 

palubu, gaseći dogorjelu cigaretu. U tom času bacio ga je žestoki 

potres broda na hrpu konopa. Naglo zaustavljen, brod je zadrhtao kao 

čovjek u predsmrtnim trzajama. Bjeli valovi, što su is daljine izgledali 

kao meka, raščešljana vuna, skrivali su pod sobom oštre koraljne 

grebene. Kao rogovi rasbješnjelog bika zarili su se u bokove 

ponosnog broda, koji se nagibao sad na jednu sad na drugu sranu, do 

su bezbrojni konopi podrhtavali. Treperenje jedra pojačaloje 

tjeskobu, a osjećaj, da se brod nalazi u krajnjoj opasnosti zavladao je 

posadom, koju je zabrinuta i zaprepaštena dohrlila na palubu i 

požurila da izvši kaptanove naloge. Rastvorili su sva jedra i pritegnuli 

ih prema vjetru, u nadi da de se brod tak izvući iz škripca, ali su svi 

napori i nastojana posade bila potpuno uzaludna. Koraljni greben je 

čvrsto držao svoj plijen. 

 

 

»Na sisalke!« glasila je nova kapetanova   zapovijed, ali sisaljke   nisu 

više radile. Vjetar je međutim stalno jačao, a olujni valovi mlatili su 

o brod svom svojom žestinom. »Stefano« se sav tresao udarajući   

bokovima o hridi. Bijaše očito, da će brod propasti i da se katastrofa 

više ne može izbjeći ni otkloniti. Ljudi su to shvatili i osjećali, jer se 

uza sve napore brod ·punio vodom i uz škripu i lomljavu polagano 

tonuo.  
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“To the boats!” A cry rang out. At such a moment, one cannot think 

about whether there will be time and opportunities to lash the pulleys, 

raise the boats and lower them over the guard rails into the sea. At 

such a time, men jump into boats without asking if the boat can 

survive the raging sea, which at any moment can swallow both the 

boat and the people in it forever. Without losing his composure, the 

brave Perančić climbed the mast and secured the pulleys on the 

rigging so that the boat could be lowered with them. 

 

While the lifeboat was still secured, the sailors quickly placed some 

food, water barrels, and clothing. The weakest and youngest members 

of the crew were the first to board the lifeboat. But except for Henry, 

a young Englishman, no one else managed to get into it. The boat had 

just started to be winched when a huge wave flooded the deck, took 

the lifeboat only to slam it against the ship’s railing. The wreckage, 

and Henry’s body, was scattered by the waves before his startled and 

helpless comrades. The mass of water carried with it everything that 

was not attached. Huge waves also took Perančić as he descended the 

mast. No more commands were heard. Individuals fought the waves 

as best they could. They tied themselves to the poles, masts, railings, 

waiting anxiously, if and when the next wave would bring them the 

fate of Groiss and Perančić. 

  

Helping himself to a wooden ladder, Antončić threw himself into the 

sea with it, followed by Captain Kosta and Cadet Bačić. Furious 

waves toyed with them, as with straw. Only one of them, Bačić, 

manages to resist their rage and return to the ship again. Clinging 

desperately to the ship, which lay on its side, he saw a huge hill of 

water rolling towards him, as if foaming at the mouth. But this time, 

the wave brought him salvation. Lifting him to its top, the rolling 

hill of water carried him so high that he managed to grab a piece of 

iron protruding from the hull of the ship. 

U čamce!« prolomio se krik. U takvom trenutku ne može se 

razmišljati o tome, da li će biti vremena i mogućnosti da se udese 

koloturnici, podignu čamci i spuste preko ograde u more. To su 

ćasovi, kad brodolomci skaču u čamac i ne misleći da li će on moći 

da se održi na pobješnjelom moru, koje istog trenutka može da za 

uvijek proguta i čamac i ljude u njemu. Ne gubeći prisebnost, odvažni 

Perančić uspne se na jarbol i postavi žabe na sošnjak, da bi se pomoću 

njih mogao spustiti čamac.  

 

Dok je čamac bio prikopčan, mornari su brzo smjestili nešto hrane, 

burad s vodom i neštomodjeće. U prvi čamac trebali su ući najslabiji 

i najmlađi članovi posade. Ali osim Henrya, mladog Engleza, nitko 

drugi nije uspio u njemu ući. Čamac se, upravo pokrenuo pomoću 

vitla, kada ogroman val preplavi palubu, zahvati čamac i tresnu njime 

o ogradu broda. Krhotine i tijelo Henrya, raznosili su valovi na 

očigled bespomoćnih drugova.Vodena masa nosila je sobom sve, sto 

nije bilo pričvršćeno. Golemi su valovi odnijeli sobom i Perančića, 

kad je silazio niz jarbol. Na brodu nije više, bilo komande. Pojedinci 

su se otimali valovima kako su najbolje znali i mogli. Privezivali su 

se uz pripone, jarbole, ograde, čekajući sa strepnjom, ne znajući kome 

će slijedeći val donijeti sudbinu Groissa i Perančića. 

 

 

Dohvativši   neke ljestve, mornar Antončić se baci s njima u more, a 

za njim skočiše kapetan Kosta i kadet Bačić. Bijesni valovi poigraše 

se s njima, kao sa slamkama. Tek jednome od njih, Bačić, uspije 

othrvati se njihovom bijesu i ponovo se prihvatiti broda. Držeći se 

grčevito uz brod, koji je ležao prevrnut na bok, vidio je ogroman 

vodeni brijeg kako se pjeneći kotrlja prema njemu, noseći smrt. Ali 

ovog puta val mu je donio spas. Uzdignuvši ga na svoj vrh, brijeg ga 

je ponio tako visoko, da se on uspio dohvatiti za nekig komad željeza, 

koji je stršio iz boka broda. 
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The reappearance of Bačić, who was considered lost, raised new 

hopes and gave courage to his comrades. Taking advantage of an 

opportune moment, the remaining sailors lowered the small boat. 

After loading it with some food and some nautical instruments, they 

quickly launched themselves from the ship. Before departing, they 

threw some remaining food and equipment into the water, hoping that 

the sea would wash it all ashore. On this occasion, the big waves 

caught the small, fragile boat in a swirl and capsized it as before. Only 

two hands reappeared again to seize the overturned boat. Bačić did 

not hear the last cry of his comrades Miloslavić and Osojnak, he did 

not see their struggle with the raging ocean, nor their hands, reaching 

out for help before they disappeared into the depths. Two brave hearts 

of two young men vanished forever in the vortex of  unmerciful ocean 

waves.4 

 

Through the roar of the wind and the noise of the waves, Bačić 

thought he heard a voice, but exhausted from the long struggle, he did 

not have the strength to climb on the back of the boat, let alone come 

to anyone’s aid. The voice kept getting closer, and as in a dream, 

Bačić became aware that someone else was trying to reach the boat. 

It was Dediol. He was wearing a lifeboat that helped him resist the 

force of the waves. Gathering some strength, the two decided to 

upright the boat. When their efforts succeeded, they climbed into the 

boat, which was constantly filling with water. It was impossible to 

empty the water - they didn’t have anything to do with it. Rowing 

with hands and with an effort to maintain balance, they endeavoured 

to reach the land. The waves upturned the boat a few times along the 

way, but they managed to upright it again. A sudden onslaught of 

waves dealt the boat a fatal blow, slamming it against the reef and 

tearing its bottom. 

 

Povratak Bačića, koj ga su smatrali izgubljenim, pobudi nove nade i 

pruži hrabrosti njegovim drugovima. Iskoristivši povoljan trenutak, 

preostali mornari spustiše mali čamac, brzo u nj smještiše hrane i neke 

nautičke instrumente, pa se otisnuše od broda. Prije toga pobacaše u 

more preostalu hranu i sprave, nadajući se da, će more sve to izbaciti 

na obalu. I ovaj put su veliki valovi zahvatili u svoj vrtlog mali krhki 

čamac i prevrnuli ga. Samo dvije ruke dohvatiše se prevrnutog čamca. 

Bačić nije čuo posljednji krik svojih drugova Miloslavića i Osojnaka, 

nije vidio njihovu borbu s pobiješnjelim oceanom, kao ni njihove 

ruke, koje su ispružene tažile pomoć prije negoli su nestale u dubni. 

Dva hrabra srca dva mlada čovjeka nestadoše zauvijek u vrtlogu 

nemilosrdnih oceanskih valova.4 

 

 

 

Kroz urlanje vjetra i buku valova Bačiću se učini da čuje neki glas, ali 

iscrpljen od duge borbe nije imao snage ni da se uspne na hrbat čamca 

akamoli da kome pritekne u pomoć. Taj glas je bivao sve bliži i kao u 

nekom snu Bačić je opazio da još netko pokušava da se uhvati čamca. 

Bio je to Dediol. Imao je na sebi pojas za spasavanje, pomoču kojeg 

je uspio da se othrva sili valova. Prikupivši nešto snage, odluče njih 

dvojica ispraviti čamac. Kad, su njihovi napori uspjeli, uspeli su se u 

čamac, koji se neprestano punio vodom. Izbacivanje vode bilo je 

nemoguće – nisu ima li čime to činiti. Veslajući rukama i s naporom 

održavajući ravnotežu, nastojali su da se približe kopnu. Valovi su im 

putem par puta izvrtali čamac, ali oni su ga ponovo ispravljali. Jedan 

nagli nasrtaj valova nanio je čamcu smrtni udarac, tresnuvši njime o 

greben i rastvorivši mu dno. 
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Holding on to the wreckage of their boat, the men did not abandon the 

effort to reach the shore. The sea was still rolling huge waves. Thick 

black clouds began to lighten and disperse, driven by a strong wind. 

Soon the sky was almost clear, and the glow of the Morning Star gave 

new strength to the exhausted men. Their goal was close. The dark 

outlines of the land rose from the sea of foam. At that moment, the 

men realized their ship had been sailing in the wrong direction and 

that it was by no means 75 miles west of the coast as the crew on the 

Stefano had thought. They were nearing total exhaustion from the 

constant swimming and the struggle to stay afloat. All efforts to move 

the tired and stifled limbs were now in vain. Their arms and legs were 

motionless. They were almost certain that death would find them 

there, within reach of the shore, but the sudden appearance of a white 

object, which to the shipwrecked looked like the sail of a ship, gave 

them renewed hope of salvation. At their call for help, the object came 

closer and closer until they could make out it was Captain Costa who 

lay on a whiteboard up to his waist in the sea. The unfortunate men 

lost hope that help was coming, but the joy of finding one living friend 

was great. This sad wreckage was now getting closer and closer to the 

mainland. It was carrying three still living shipwreck survivors, 

whose only thought, and desire were to reach the mainland as soon as 

possible, to lie down and stretch out on a firm and dry ground, and 

never let go of it again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Prihvativši se grčevito podrtina svog čamca, brodolomci ne napustiše 

napor da se dočepaju obale. More jo još uvijek valjalo goleme valove. 

Gusti crni oblaci počeli su se razilaziti i tanjiti, gonjeni snažnim 

vjetrom. Uskoro je nebo bilo skoro vedro i sjaj Danice dao je nove 

snage iznemoglim brodlolomcima. Njihov cilj bio je blizu. Tamni 

obrisi kopna izdizali su se iz morske pjene.  Tek sada su brodolomci 

spoznali, da ie njihov brod plovio pogrešnim smjerom i da nipošto 

nije bio 75 milja udaljen od kopna kako se to na »Stefanu« mislilo. 

Od neprestanog plivanja i borbe da se zadrže na površini, snage su 

brodolomaca bile već pri kraju. Sva nastojanja    da pokrenu umorne 

i zatrmile udove bila su uzaludna. Ruke i noge   bile su im nepokretne. 

Bijahu skoro sigurni da će naći smirt tu, na sami dohvat obale, ali 

nenadana pojava nekog bijelog predmeta, koji je brodolomcima 

izgledao jedro nekog broda, ulilo im je ponovnit nadu u spas. Na 

njihov zov it pomoć predmet se sve više približavao i tek sada su 

točno razabrali bijelu dasku, na kojoj je, do pojasa u moru, ležao 

kapetan Kosta. Nada, da im stiže pomoć bila je izgubljena, ali radost 

tih jadnika, što su našli jednog živog druga bila je velika. Bijedna 

podrtina sve se više približavala kopnu, noseći na sebi tri prežilvjela 

brodolomca, čija se jedina misao i želja - sastojala u tome, da stignu 

što prije do kopna; gdje će leći i ispružiti se na čvrsto i suho tlo, sa 

kojega ne će više ustajati. 
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Could they think of anything else? Not once did they think of their 

wrecked ship nor the comrades who were still on it. These men 

remained on the sinking ship until the masts began to break when the 

risk of being drawn into the depths of the ocean became all too 

evident. As soon as it was light, the crew hurriedly left the sinking 

wreckage. They mounted small rafts, pieces of beams and soon 

disappeared from each other’s sight. The rough sea made it difficult 

to stick together as a group or even follow one another. 

 

 

* * * 

 

After the strenuous battle, which lasted eighteen hours without a 

break, the exhausted sailors reached the shore at dusk. Without a 

word, they helped each other, falling and stumbling with fatigue. 

Antončić arrived completely naked. His comrades took off some of 

their own wet and torn clothes and handed them to him. Their weary 

eyes kept closing. The cold penetrated to the very bones. With great 

effort, they dug a ditch in the warm sand. With their bare hands, they 

lay down into it and buried themselves with sand. In a deep sleep, 

which brought refreshment and peace to their miserable and 

emaciated bodies, they forgot all their troubles. Their happiness in 

reaching the mainland was so great that they did not even think what 

awaited them on that deserted sandy shore without food and water. 

None of them knew where they were. Captain Costa guessed they 

were somewhere in north-western Australia.5 

  

 The rest in the warm sand restored their strength. Reunited on the 

morning of 28 October, their first thoughts were to search the coast 

for more crew members. 

 

 

Zar su i mogli misliti na nešto drugo? Ni jednom nisu pomislili na 

svoj razlupani brod i drugove, koji su ostali na njemu. A oni su se 

zadržali na njemu sve dok se nisu počeli kršiti jarboli i dok brod nije 

počeo prijetiti da će ih povući u dubine oceana. Čim se malo 

razdanilo, posada je uzurbano ostavljala tonući brod. Predavali su se 

malenim splavima, komadima greda i ubrzo nestajali iz vida jedan 

drugome. Uslijed uzburkanog mora nisu mogli ni pomisliti da se drže 

u grupama i da slijede jedan drugoga.  

 

 

    .*  * * 

 

Poslije naporne borbe, koja je trajala osmnnaest sati bez predaha, 

iscrpljeni mornari domogli su se obale tek u sumrak. Bez riječi  

pomagali  su  jedan  drugome, padajući i posrćući od umora. Antončić 

je stigao potpuno gol. Njegovi su drugovi skidali sa sebe pojedine 

ostatke svoje mokre i razderane odjeće i pružili je njemu. Njihove 

umorne oči sklapale su se same. Hladnoća je prodirala do samih 

kostiju. Iskopavši rukama, uz golemi napor, jarke u toplome pijesku, 

legoše u njih i zatrpaše se. U dubokom snu, koji nosio okrijepu i mir 

njihovim jadnim i izmrcvarenim tjelesima, zaboravili su sve svoje 

nevolje. Njihova sreća radi toga što su se dočepali kopna bila je tako 

velika, da nisu ni pomišljali što ih čeka na toj  pustoj  pješčanoj obali 

bez hrane i vode. Nitko od njih nije znao na kojem se položaju nalaze, 

samo je kapetan Kosta nagađao da se nalaze negdje na sjeverozapadu 

Australije.5 

 

Počinak u toplom pijesku povratio je snagu spašenim mornarima. 

Kada su se ujutro 28 oktobra opet našli na okupu, njihova prva 

pomisiao bila je da pretraže obalu ne bi li naišli na još kojeg člana 

posade. 
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Jurić’s injured leg did not allow him to walk, so they left him at the 

place where they had spent the night. Half a mile to the north, they 

saw the body in the sand. It was Brajević, lying unconscious, eyes 

closed. Discovering that he was still breathing, his comrades hurriedly 

set to work helping him regain his consciousness, which they soon 

succeeded in doing. 

 

“It’s you, brothers!” whispered the poor man, opening his heavy 

eyelids, but could not move from exhaustion. Happy to have found 

one of their shipwrecked mates, they carried him in their arms to 

where Jurić lay, and then they set off along the shore, hoping to find 

some food. Hope did not fail them: the sea brought a considerable 

amount of food in buckets and bottles. They found flour, oil, fat, wine, 

beans, and other things. Dragging this precious treasure to dry land, 

they quickly opened a bottle of wine and refreshed themselves with a 

good drop while dividing the other things they found. At the very 

moment when they set off for their camp, they sighted among the 

wreckage of the Stefano washed ashore by the waves, another 

comrade. He lay there motionless but was alive. It was Vulović. They 

gave him wine and encouraged him by saying they were now saved. 

As he could neither get up nor walk, they left him to rest and then set 

about collecting crabs, which were crawling on the sand. It was their 

first meal after more than 40 hours, and these raw crabs tasted like the 

finest treat. Wandering further, they found two more barrels of wine, 

and soon after, the greatest treasure they could imagine and want - a 

barrel full of water. 

 

 

 

 

 

Na mjestu gdje su noćili ostavili su ozlijeđenog Jurića, kojemu 

ranjena noga nije dala hodati. Na udaljenosti od pola milje prema  

sjeveru  ugledaše  na  pijesku  tijelo  jednoga  mornara. Bio je to 

Brajević, koji je ležao bez svijesti, sklopljenih očiju. Ustanovivši da 

jos diše, njegovi su se drugovi  užurbano  latili posla da ga povrate 

svijesti, sto im je uskoro i uspjelo. 

 

»Vi ste to, braćo!«,  prošaptao  jadnik, rastvorivši svoje teške vjeđe,  

ali se nije mogao ni maknuti od iscrpljenosti. Sretni, da su pronašli   

jednoga od brodolomaca, na rukama ga preniješe do Jurićeva ležaja, 

a zatim krenuše duž obale, u nadi da će možda naći i nešto hrane. 

Nada ih nije prevarila: more je dovaljalo na obalu znatnu količinu 

hrane u kantama i bocama. Našli su brašna, ulja, masti, vina, graha i 

drugih stvari. Dovukavši tu dragocjenu lovinu na suho, otvoriše brzo 

flašu vina i okrijepiše se dobrom kapljicom, te podijeliše među sobom 

pronađene stvari. U času, kad su namjeravali da se upute svom 

noćištu, ugledaše rneđu podrtinama »Stefana« koje su valovi izbacili 

na obalu, još jednog druga. Ležao je nepomično, ali je bio živ. 

Prepoznaše u njem Vulovića. Okrijenivši ga vinom, hrabrili su ga 

govoreći mu da su sada spašeni. Kako on nije mogao ni ustati ni 

hodati, ostaviše ga da počiva, a oni se dadoše na sakupljanje morskih 

rakova, koji su puzali po piesku. To bijaše njihovo prvo jelo poslije 

više od 40 sati, i ti sirovi račići prijali su kao najfinija poslastica. 

Lutajući tako našli su još dvije bačve vina, a uskoro zatim i najveće 

blago sto su mogli zamisliti i poželjeti - bačvu punu vode. 
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Notes 

 

3.  At the Island of St Paula, magnetic observations are made, 

 and chronometers are  regulated. 

4.  With these words, Captain Bačić later remembered his 

 comrades in his notes on the 

 shipwreck. 

5.  Their actual position was about 220 48’ south of the equator 

 and 1130 37’ east of  Greenwich, near Cape Cloates. 
 

 

 

 

 

III 
 

A step away from the shoreline, amidst pieces of wreckage, lay the 

corpse of Radović still holding to a wooden board. Death probably 

cut him down right there at the shore, thus saving him from the terrible 

torments of slow death, to which his surviving comrades were later 

subjected. At that moment, they were still rejoicing in life, and the 

untimely death of their dead friend moved them painfully. 

  

They laid him in a ditch, dug in the sand. Depressed and silent, they 

left the place, each thinking of their dead friend. Afterward, they 

returned to Vulović again and took him to the “camp”. There they set 

to work building a shelter from the wreckage of the unfortunate 

“Stefano.” Having no tools, they just arranged boards against one 

another to at least protect themselves from the wind and moisture. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

3.  Kod otoka St, Paula vrši se magnetska opažanja i reguliraju 

 kronometri. 

 

4.    Ovim se riječima sjeća svojih  drugova kapetan Bačić u svojim 

 kasnijim bilješkama o brodolomu. 

 

5.    Njihov  stvarni   položaj bio je oko 220 48' južno od ekvatora i 

 1130 37' istočno od Greenwicha, u blizini rta Cloates. 

 

 
 

 

III 
 

Korak dalje od pronađene vode, među izlomljenim komadima broda 

ležao je lješ Radovića, koji se još uvijek držao jedne daske. Smrt ga 

je vjerojatno pokosila tu na samoj obali, uštefdivši mu tako grozne 

muke polaganog umiranja, kojima su kasnije bili izvrgnuti   njegovi 

preživjeli drugovi. U tom času oni su se još radovali životu, pa ih je 

bolno ganula prerana smrt njihovog poginulog druga. 

 

Položiše ga u raku, iskopanu u pijesku. Potišteno i šutljivo napustiše 

to mjesto, misleći svaki za sebe na mrtvog druga. Na to se povratiše 

opet Vuloviću i preniješe ga do svoga »logora«. Tu se dadoše na 

posao da podignu bilo kakvo sklonište od podrtina nesretnog 

»Stefana«. Ne imajući nikakva alata, oni su samo prislonili daske da 

se bar nekako zaštite od vjetra i vlage. 
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The night was quiet. The wind had almost completely stopped 

blowing, and the sea had calmed down. At dawn, they were awakened 

by the blazing tropical sun, which, as it approached noon, began to 

burn the deserted sandy beach mercilessly. The heat became more and 

more unbearable, with no trees or caves nearby where the men could 

take shelter. It became imperative to arrange some protection and 

build some shelter. During the night, wreckage from the ship was 

washed ashore near their resting place. From the wreckage, they drew 

out what they needed. Someone dragged a mast with sails, and while 

searching, they found parts of the boat, parts of the cabin, a broken 

table, ladders, boxes, broken parts of the hull. They also found the 

captain’s sextant and letters from the shipowner addressed to the 

captain. But the richest treasure of that day was the boatswain’s chest. 

It contained two coats, shirts, a box of needles and thread, two planes, 

and about 18 meters of cloth.  

 

Delighted by this discovery, the shipwrecked men diligently set about 

building their dwelling. Having neither any nails nor tools, they tied 

parts of the hut with ropes. While some men set to work on the 

erection of the hut, others went to work to prepare hot food for them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Noć je bila tiha. Vjetar je skoro sasvim prestao duvati, a i more se 

stišavalo. Već u zoru probudilo ih je žarko tropsko sunce, koje je, što 

se više približavalo podne, počelo sve nemilosrdnije peći pustu   

pješčanu plohu. Vrućina je postajala sve nesnosnija, a nigdje u blizini 

nije bilo ni stabla ni pećine, gdje bi se mogli skloniti. Trebalo se 

pobrinuti za kakav zaklon, slupati bilo kakvu kolibicu. Tijekom noći 

nabacalo je more na obalu kraj njihovog noćišta dijelove razbijenog 

broda. Odatle su brodolomci izvukli ono što im je trebalo. Jedan od 

njih dovukao je jarbol sa jedrima, a prebirući pronašli su dijelove 

ćamca, dio kabine, razbijeni stol, ljestve, kutije, izlomljene dijelove 

brodskog trupa. Zapovjednikov sekstant, omot pisama brodovlasnika 

zapovjedniku broda, i druge stvari ležahu tu također. Ali najbogatija 

lovina tog dana bi a je božmanova škrinja. Bila su u njoj dva kaputa, 

košulje, kutija igala i konca, dvije blanje i oko 18 metara platna. 

 

 

Ushićeni tim otkrićem, brodolomci se marljivo baciše na gradnju 

svoje nastambe. Ne imajući ni klinaca ni ikakvog alata, vezivali su 

dijelove kolibe konopima. Dok su jedni radili na podizanju nastambe, 

drugi su se dali na posada im priprave nešto tople hrane. 
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In the boatswain’s chest, they found a small tin box with gunpowder 

in it. Captain Costa tried to set it alight with a sextant lens. Some twigs 

and dry leaves were quickly collected, and the shipwrecked men 

waited impatiently for the fire to light. They all tried in turn, and when 

all attempts to light the fire failed, Bačić too jumped in to try. The 

gunpowder did light up, followed by an explosion because they put 

more gunpowder than was needed. The lens flew away in pieces, and 

the flames set Bačiće’s clothes alight. 

 

“Fire! Fire!” cried the starving sailors, not noticing their friend was in 

trouble. His right arm was burnt. Only later, when the first excitement 

passed, did they jump in to help him. From their supplies, they 

brought oil and a piece of linen and bandaged his burn. 

  

Now Mato, the cook, had his hands full. Kneading the dough, he 

placed it in a can, which they found on the shore. The baked dough 

had the smell and taste of oil paint, which used to be in the can. There 

was some sand in it, also, but with a piece of salty meat, it was a sweet 

meal to the tired and hungry shipwrecked men. They tried to ration 

their supplies because no one knew how much longer they had to 

endure in that deserted land? Will anyone come to their aid, or will 

they slowly starve to death when they run out of their meagre food 

supplies? These troubled thoughts swarmed around their heads and 

made bitter their little meal for many of them. 

  

They all knew that their kinfolks at home were eagerly awaiting news 

from Hong Kong, which would not reach them. No one in the world 

knew their fate, and it was uncertain if anyone would ever find out 

and come looking for them? 

 

 

 

U božmanovoj škrinji nasli su malu limenu kutiju s puščanim barutom 

i sada je kapetan Kosta nastojao da ga upali pomoću leća na sekstantu. 

Granje i suho lišće u čas je bilo pripravljeno i brodolomci su s 

nestrpljenjem očekivali vatru. Pokušavali su svi redom, i kad ih je već 

napustila svaka nada da će izazvati vatru, priskočio je Bačić da i on 

pokuša. Barut je planuo, ali kako su postavili nešto više baruta negoli 

je bilo potrebno, nastala je eksplozija. Leće su se razletile na komade, 

a plamen je dohvatio šušanj I Bačićevo odijelo. 

 

»Vatra! Vatra!« kliktali su izgladnjeli mornari i ne opazivši  nevolju  

svoga druga. Njegova desna ruka bila je opečena. Tek nešto kasnije, 

kad je minulo prvo uzbuđenje, priskočili su da mu pomognu. Iz 

barake su donijeli ulja i komad platna i previli mu opekotinu. 

 

Sad je kuhar Mato imao pune ruke posla. Umijesivši tijesto, smjestio 

ga je u nekakvu kanticu, sto su je nasli na obali. Pečeno tijesto imalo 

je miris i ukus uljene boje, koja se nekad nalazila u kanti. Bilo je u 

njemu i ponešto pijeska, ali uz komad slanoga mesa bilo je to 

umornim i gladnim brodolomcima slatko. Trebalo je štediti 

namirnice,  jer tko zna koliko će još morati da izdrže u tom pustom 

kraju? Hoće li im itko doći u pomoć ili će, kada iscrpe svoje jadne 

zalihe hrane, umirati polagano od gladi? Različite misli rojile su se u 

njihovim glavama i mnogome od njih zagorčavale su taj mali obrok 

hrane. 

 

Znali su da njihovi kod kuće nestrpljivo očekuju vijesti iz Hong-

Konga, koje im ne će stići. Nitko na svijetu ne zna za njihovu sudbinu 

i tko zna da li će je ikada saznati i doći po njih? 
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“Ah, if only you knew what weighs on my heart!” - Vulović sighed. 

 

“As it does with all of us, my friend,” Dediol declared. 

  

“Don’t despair, comrades!” Captain Costa encouraged them. “I assure 

you we will be saved. I think I know where we are. There is likely to 

be some settlement of white people somewhere on this coast, north or 

south. We will go on a reconnaissance. For now, you need to keep the 

fire going. We must not let it go out. We will set up a guard - as on 

the ship. There will be a shift every four hours. We don’t have a clock, 

but I’ll teach you how to follow the stars. In the beginning, it will be 

hard, but you’ll soon get used to it. Who will be on guard first? 

  

“I’ll do it tonight,” Zanetović offered. 

  

“And I’ll go after you,” Jurić added, “as in any case, I cannot sleep 

from my aches.” 

  

“Please wake me when your guard duty is done - I will be third!” 

Bačić pleaded, always ready to contribute. 

                                                      

* * * 

 

The morning sun woke the shipwrecked men, and they hurried to 

prepare breakfast. There was an abundance of wood; pieces of the 

Stefano, dried up by the bright sun, happily crackled and blazed away. 

In the container emptied of the salted meat, they cooked a few 

handfuls of beans mixed with flour. Refreshed by this first meal, the 

mariners went looking around to see if they could find any tracks or 

signs of human settlement. Some of them settled on the reef to fish, 

with hooks found in the boatswain’s chest. 

 

»Ah, da znate kak o mi je pri srcu!« - uzdahnuo je Vulović. 

 

»Kao i svima nama, prijatelju«, oglasi se Dediol. 

 

»Ne očajavajte drugovi!« - hrabrio ih je kapetan Kosta. »Uvjeravam 

vas da ćemo se spasiti. Čini mi se da znam gdje se nalazimo. Mazda 

negdje na ovoj obali, sjeverno ili južno, postoji kakvo naselje bijelih 

ljudi. Poći ćemo u izviđanje. Za sada treba samo čuvati vatru. Ne 

smijemo puštiti da nam se ona ugasi. Postavit ćemo stražu i to kao na 

brodu: - svak a četiri sata bit će smjena. Sata nemamo ali naučit ću 

vas kako ćete se ravnati po zvijezdama. Iz početka će to teško ići, ali 

ćete se već naviknuti. Tko će prvi na stražu? « 

 

»Večeras ću ja«, ponudi se Zanetović. 

 

»A ja ću s toboma«, prihvati Jurić » jer zbog bolova i onako ne mogu 

zaspati«. 

 

»Molim vas, probudite mene kad vam straža svrši, - ja ću biti   treći!«  

molio je Bačić, uvijek spreman na svaki pothvat. 

 

                                              * * * 

 

Jutarnje sunce probudi brodolomce i oni se žurno dadoše na posao da 

priprave zajutrak. Drva je bilo u izobilju; komadi »Stefana «, osušeni 

na zarkom suncu, pucketali su i plamsali veselo. U baćvici, iz koje su 

ispraznili slano meso, skuhali su par šaka graha izmiješanog s 

brašnom. Okrijepivši se tim prvim obrokom, mornari   se dadoše na 

lutanje ne bi li našli kakav put ili ljudsko naselje. Neki se od njih 

smjestiše na greben, loveći ribu udicama, nađenim u božmanovoj 

škrinji. 
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The days passed in constant search and the hope of rescue. They 

continually looked to the sea for signs of a saving sail. They took turns 

to guard the fire. The food containers were getting empty, and the 

water in the barrel was disappearing. The bread was baked on embers, 

hard and miserable. 

  

On the last day of October, Kosta and Bačić were guarding the fire 

while waiting for their friend Bučić, who had just gone to get some 

water. Unaware of anything, loaded with buckets that were banging 

and rattling, Bučić walked next to Dediol, who was about to take over 

the guarding of the water barrel. Deep in conversation, they did not 

immediately notice the strange-looking group of people coming 

towards them. About fifty natives were now so close to them that they 

didn’t know what to do. It was no longer possible to escape. The 

thought flashed through their minds: cannibals! Terrible people from 

sailor stories and imagination were now approaching their camp! 

There was nowhere for them to hide, and the long spears of the natives 

gleamed menacingly in the sunlight. 

  

Suddenly, Jurić appeared in their midst as he was collecting crabs for 

bait nearby. Encouraging each other, they headed for the barrel of 

water to save it. But the natives had already reached the barrel. It 

appeared as if they had never seen one before, for they now stood 

beside it — and watched it in astonishment, looking at it from all 

sides. They seemed to think it was a toy and started rolling it along 

the shore. The barrel rolled, bouncing and bouncing on the rocks with 

the happy merriment of the natives. This shook the frightened sailors. 

The thought that the natives might break the barrel and spill the water 

dispelled their fears. The men approached the natives and tried to 

explain what was in the barrel and how much they needed it. They 

used all the languages and all the signs they knew. The natives did 

come to understand the signs. They 

Dani su im prolazili u neprestanom traženju i očekivanju spasa. 

Željno su gledali na pučinu ne bi li ugledali kakvo spasonosno jedro.  

Straža uz vatru se smjenjivala. Posude s hranom bivale su praznije, a 

voda u bačvi je nestajala. Na žeravi se pekao kruh, tvrdi i jadan. 

 

 

Posljednjeg dana oktobra stražu uz vatru cuvali su Kosta i Bačić i 

čekali svog druga Bučića, koji je upravo otišao po vodu. Ne sluteći 

ništa, naprtivši se kanticama, koje su u hodu lupkale i zveckale, hodao 

je Bučić uz Dediola, jer je ovaj trebao preuzeti stražu uz bačvu s 

vodom. Udubljeni u razgovor, nisu odmah opazili grupu ljudi čudna 

izgleda, koja im je išla ususret. Bijaše to pedesetak urođenika, sada 

već na tako maloj udaljenosti, da nisu znal što da učine. Bježati se 

više nije moqlo. U njihovoj svijesti bljesnula je misao: ljudožderi! 

Strašni ljudi iz mornarskih priča i mašte, približavali su se njihovu 

logoru! Nigdje nije bilo zgodno mjesta da se sakriju, a dugačka koplja 

urođenika prijeteći su se ljeskala na sunčanom svijetlu. 

 

 

Odjednom, stvorio se uz njih i Jurić, koji je nedaleko sakupljao   

rakove za mamac i hrabreći jedan drugoga uputiše se prema bačvi 

vode, da je spase. Ali urođenici su već stigli do bačve. Po svoj prilici, 

još je ni kad nisu vidjeli; jer su sada stajali kraj nje i začuđeno je 

promatrali, razgledajući je sa svih strana. Mislili su, da je to neka 

igračka i stali je valjati po obali. Bačva se kotrljala bučkajući I 

poskakujući po kamenju uz veselo klitktanje urođenika.To je 

osvijestilo ustrašene mornare. Pomisao, da bi urođenici mogli razbiti 

bačvu i proliti vodu, odagnala je strah. Trojica brodolomaca priblizili 

su se urođenicima, nastojeći im objasniti što se nalazi u bačvi i koliko 

im je to potrebno. Upotrebljavali su sve jezike, koje su poznavali, i 

znakove, kojima su se mogli domisliti. Urođenici su shvatili znakove 

brodolomaca i 
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abandoned the game with the barrel and headed south, in the direction 

where Costa and Bačić were sitting by the fire guarding it. 

 

When he first saw this strange procession, the frightened Bačić 

quickly hid in the hut. Costa, in contrast, went to meet the visitors 

calmly and confidently. Smiling, without fear, he approached them 

and began to speak all the languages he knew. He tried to explain the 

misfortune of the Stefano and the dire circumstances of its crew, but 

all that these nomadic people understood was that the white men were 

hungry, so they offered Kosta some of their food. All his attempts to 

find out their location on the Australian coast were in vain. The 

natives did not understand what he wanted. 

  

One little native suddenly called out. He sighted something among the 

reefs and was soon twisting a small piece of colourful paper in his 

hand. Costa approaching him and quickly realized that it was a piece 

of a map of the northwest coast of Australia. His eyes lit up with joy. 

Unable to speak, he just looked at his comrades, who came to him. He 

surmised that the map to salvation was in his hand.  

 

In his estimate, the Gascoyne River was about 100 miles south of 

where they were located. He speculated that on the river shores, there 

was likely to be a settlement of Europeans. He did not think about the 

distance they would have to cover, nor did he consider the inaccuracy 

of his assumptions. 

   

“Don’t despair, brothers!” He shouted to his companions. “Salvation 

is near. We only need to cover eighty miles, and we will be saved. 

That is no more than eight or ten days of travel!” 6 

 

 

napustili igru s bačvom i uputiše se prema jugu, u smjeru gdje su uz 

vatru sjedili Kosta i Bačić. 

 

Ugledavši tu čudnu povorku, poplašeni Bačić se hitro sakrije u kolibu, 

a Kosta im, naprotiv, mirno i s pouzdanjem krene ususret. Smiješeći 

se, bez straha, prišao im je i počeo govoriti svim jezicima kojima je 

vladao. Nastojao im je znakovima objasniti nesreču »Stefana« i 

položaj posade, ali sve što su ti primitivni ljudi razumjeli bilo je samo 

jedno: da su bijeli ljudi gladni, pa su ponudili Kostu nešto od svoje 

hrane. Sva nastojanja da dozna, na kojem se dijelu australske obale 

nalaze ostala su uzaludna. Urodenici nisu shvatili što želi. 

 

 

Jedan mali urođenik odjednom je zakliktao. Nešto je dovikikivao 

medu grebenima, vijajući u ruci malim komadom šarena papira. 

Prišavši mu bliže Kosta je opazio da je to preostali komadić mape 

sjeverozapadne obale Australije. Njegove su oči zasjele od radosti. 

Ne mogavši progovoriti, on je samo gledao prema drugovima, koji su 

pošli za njim. Smatrao je da u ruci drži putokaz k spašenju.   

 

Po njegovom mišljenju, rijeka Gascoyne morala je biti oko 100 milja 

južno od mjesta gdje su se nalazili. Držao je, da na njenim obalama 

sigurno postoji neko naselje Evropljana. Nije pomišljao na udaljenost 

koju će morat i da prevale, nije računao s netaćnošću svoje 

pretpostavke. 

 

»Ne očajavajte, bračo!« - klicao  je drugovim. »Spas   je   blizu. Treba 

prevalit samo osamdeset milja, i mi smo spašeni. To nije više od osam 

ili deset dana putovanja!«6 
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“Saved! Saved! Let’s go now!” Cried the enraptured castaways, and 

there was no end to their joy. They spent the rest of the day preparing 

and planning for the long journey, seeing already in their playful 

imagination the vast river and many sailing ships coming to meet 

them to take them to Perth, and thence to their native land. All the 

pain and suffering they had endured no longer existed - in the memory 

of those men. Everything seemed to have become a distant past. Their 

thoughts flew to the future, conjuring up images of life in their 

homeland. 

  

In the evening, the natives headed inland singing their tunes. Our men 

followed them for some time until they were lost in a northerly 

direction. Following the fortunate encounter with this harmless native 

tribe, the shipwrecked men came across a large quantity of red-black 

sweet bean, which served as their main food.  

 

The first day of November dawned quietly and cheerful. The sea 

surface was calm, with only an occasional light wave washing over 

the reef and bubbling softly. The shipwreck men got up at dawn and 

happily began preparing for the trip. They dug deep ditches in the 

sand and buried all that was not need on their journey. Everything 

needed for the trip was prepared: wine, bottles of water, flour, beans, 

and meat. They could not carry enough water with them but were 

hoping to come across a spring.  Around three o'clock in the 

afternoon, they set off on a journey into the unknown, hoping to catch 

some fish, crabs, and shellfish along the way. 

 

 

 

 

 

»Spašeni! Spašeni! Krenimo smjesta !« klicali su zaneseni stradalnici 

i njihovoj radosti nije bilo kraja. Ostatak dana proveli su u 

pripremama i planovima za daleki put, videći već u svoj razigranoj 

mašti golemu rijeku i jedro broda, što im dolazi ususret dabi ih odveo 

do Pertha, a odatle u rodni kraj.  Sve dotadašnje nevolje I patnje kao 

da više nisu postojale – u sjećanju tih ljudi. Sve kao da je postalo neka 

daleka prošlost. Njihove misli letile su u budućnost, dočaravajući im 

slike života u rodnom kraju. 

 

 

Pod večer su urođenici krenuli prema unutrašnjosti pjevajući svoje 

napjeve. Naši su ih mornari pratili neko vrijeme, sve dok se nisu 

izgubili u pravcu sjevera. Zahvaljujući susretu s tim bezopasnim 

urođeničkim plemenom, brodolomci su došli do velike količine 

crveno-crnih, slatkih bobica, koje su im služile kao glavna hrana. 

 

Tih i vedar osvanuo je prvi dan Novembra. Morska je površina bila 

mirna, tek pokatkad bi lagani valovi pljuskali o grebene i tiho žuborili. 

Brodolomci su ustali u zoru i veselo se pripremali za put. Izdubivši u 

pijesku duboke jarke, zakopali su u njih sve ono, što su držali da im 

neće trebati na putu. Sve ostalo bilo je pripremno: i vino, i flaše s 

vodom, brašno, grah i meso.Vode im   nije bilo dovoljno, ali su se 

nadali  da  će  putem  naići na kakav  izvor. Smatrali su, da će uvijek 

biti moguće da uhvate neku ribu, rakove i školjke, pa oko tri sata 

poslije podne krenu na put u nepoznato. 
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Leaving their shelter brought them no sadness. Everyone was 

impatient to reach their destination as soon as possible. No one looked 

back at the remains of the Stefano’s cabin, which sheltered them and 

with the door on which Costa on departure had engraved the names 

of all the dead and surviving members of the ship’s crew. The fire, 

which had been carefully guarded until then, was now extinguished. 

The empty camp was abandoned.  

 

They moved slowly inland with their legs wrapped in bandages made 

of sailcloth to protect them from insect bites, sharp rocks, and thorny 

bushes. They were lured by the green area ahead, which from a 

distance looked as if it was covered with tall green grass. The closer 

they got to that green space, the stronger their desire for shade grew, 

as the blazing tropical sun and scorching sandy soil exhausted their 

strength. After a long walk, they found no desired shade or soft grass. 

Disappointed, they came across a thicket full of thorns and thistles, 

which hindered their progress. Sharp and thick thorns wounded his 

legs and arms and tore the last remains of worn-out clothes. 

  

 

The heat was becoming unbearable. The men unfurled the only sheet 

they had and carried it over their heads like a huge parasol, but the 

tropical sun still scorched through it. Wearing this sheet made many 

of them tired, and the wounds on their legs burned severely. With all 

that, they continued on their way. 

  

Fatigue and unbearable heat increased their thirst, and when, in 

addition to all their suffering, the water supply came to an end, they 

began to waver. Only the hope that they might come across some 

source of water kept them going. They now tried to consume as little 

as possible of their supplies.  

 

Ostavljajući svoje kolibice nisu osjećali tuge. Misli su bile i suviše 

obuzete nestrpljivošću da što prije stignu cilju. Ni jedan od njih nije 

pogledao natrag, na jedini ostatak »Stefanove« kabine, koja im je 

pružala zaklon i na čijim je vratima kap. Kosta urezao pred odlazak 

imena svih poginulih i preživjelih članova brodske posade. Vatra, 

koju su dotada brižno čuvali bila je sada ugašena. Logor je ostao pust. 

 

 

Omotavši noge u platnene zavoje, napravljene od brodskog platna, 

zaštićujući se tako od uboda insekata; oštrog kamenja i bodljikavog   

grmlja, kretali su se polagano prema unutrašnjosti. Mamila ih je 

zelena površina, koja je iz daleka izgledala kao da je pokrivena 

visokom zelenom travom. Što su se više približavali tom zelenom 

prostoru, njihova je želja za hladom bila sve jača, jer je žarko tropsko 

sunce i užareno pješčano tlo iscrpilo njihove snage. Nakon dugog 

hodanja nisu našli zeljene   hladovine ni meke trave. Razočarani naišli 

su na guštaru punu trnja i češljike, što je otežavalo njihovo 

napredovanje. Oštro i gusto trnje ranjavalo je noge i ruke, razderalo i 

posljednje ostatke iznošene odjeće. 

 

Vrućina je postajala neizdrživa. Razapevši jedinu plahtu, što su je 

imali, nosili su je nad glavom kao golemi suncobran, ali je tropsk 

sunce ipak pržilo i kroz nju. Nošenje ove plahte mnogo ih je umaralo, 

a rane na nogama žestoko su pekle. Uza sve to nastavili su put. 

 

 

Umor i neizdrživa vrućina povećavala je i žedu, a kad se, pored svih 

tih patnji zaliha vode približila kraju, počeli su kolebati. Naprijed ih 

je tjerala još samo nada da će, idući dalje, naići možda na izvor vode. 

Odsada su nastojali trošiti što manje od svojih zaliha.  

 



 28 

They never lost sight of the sea so that from time to time, they could 

go down to the shore to satisfy their hunger with crabs and shells. 

  

Captain Costa, who usually encouraged and persuaded his comrades 

on this journey, collapsed from physical exhaustion haunted by the 

thought that all their efforts were in vain. No longer able to move his 

bloody, swollen legs, he threw himself on the ground and decided not 

to move anymore. The thought that he was leading his comrades to 

death and not salvation deprived him of all strength and the will to 

struggle further. But seeing the faces of his discouraged comrades, 

who carefully bent down to look at him and help him, he tried to give 

them strength again and lift their spirits. 

  

“Don’t despair that I can’t go forward. I’m going to die here, but you 

have to keep going. Help each other. I am only one, and there are 

many of you. Bačiću, comrade, if you or any of you are saved and see 

our homeland and homes again, don’t forget - I implore you - to call 

upon my mother and Amalia. Tell them that when I died, I thought of 

them and died with their names on my lips.” 

  

Captain Costa’s determined voice did not tremble, but his words were 

full of sadness and longing. His comrades’ eyes filled with tears. 

Bačić, Costa’s closest friend, was the first to recover and decisively 

declared: 

 

“No, you will not be left alone to die abandoned by us. Please gather 

strength and get up! Let’s move on. Maybe salvation is not far away. 

If you can’t go, I’m strong. I’ll carry you on my back.” 

 

 Notes 

6.  In a direct line, the shipwrecked men were over 150 miles 

 from the Gascoyne River. 

Zato su silazili k obali, nikada je ne gubeći iz vida, da bi od vremena 

do vremena, racima i školjkama mogli utažiti glad. 

 

Kapetan Kosta, koji je obično hrabrio drugove i nagovarao ih na ovaj 

put; fizički iscrpljen, progonjen mislju da je napor uzaludan, 

malaksao je i pao. Nije mogao više pokretati krvave, otečene noge. 

Bacio se na zemlju i odlučio da se više ne miče. Pomisao da svoje 

drugove vodi u smrt, a ne k spasenju, oduzela mu je svaku snagu i   

volju za dalju borbu. Ali ugledavši lica svojih obeshrabrenih drugova, 

koja su se brižno sagibala le njemu da ga pogledaju i da mu pomognu, 

nastojao je da im ponovo ulije snage i podigne duh. 

 

 

»Nemojte očajavati, što ja ne mogu naprijed. Umrijet ću ovdje, ali vi 

morate nastaviti put. Pomožite jedan drugome. Ja sam sam, a vas je 

više. Bačiću, druže, ako se ti ili itko od vas spasi i još jednom ugleda 

našu domovinu i rodni dom, ne zaboravite -- zaklinjem vas -- da 

odnesete moj pozdrav majci i Amaliji. Recite im, da sam umirući 

mislio na njih i umro s njihovim imenima na usnama.« 

 

Odlučni glas kapetana Koste nije zadrhtao, ali njegove riječi bile su 

pune tuge i čežnje. Oči njegovih drugova oblile su suze. Prvi se snašao 

Bačić, najbliži Kostin prijatelj, koji je odlučno rekao: 

 

 

»Ne, ti ne ćes tu ostati sam, da umreš napušten od svih. Molim te, 

skupi snage i ustani! Krenimo dalje, možda spas i nije daleko. Ako ne 

možes ići, ja sam snažan, nosit ću te na svojim leđima.« 

 

 
6.  Ustvari su brodolomci bili udaljeni od rijeke Gascoyne preko 150 

 milja u vazđušnoj liniji. 
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IV 
 

“We will all help,” the other men pledged, wiping away tears from 

moist eyes with their bruised and calloused hands. 

   

After a rest and encouraged by their sincere companionship, devotion, 

and sacrifice, Costa rose on his swollen, trembling legs. Carrying him 

on the way more than supporting him, the small party set off, 

surrendering to the captain’s guidance. The farther they went, the 

more convinced Costa became that their wanderings were in vain and 

that they would never reach their desired destination. The fear that 

everyone would perish miserably on this arduous journey under the 

searing and relentless rays of the tropical sun constantly spoiled his 

mood. He hid this fear deep in his thoughts so as not to upset and 

discourage his companions again. Maybe, he thought, some of them 

will succeed in saving themselves, although he couldn’t convince 

himself who or how it could happen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IV 
 

»Svi ćemo pomoći«, javise se spremno i ostali drugovi, otirući 

žuljavim i izranjenim rukama  suzam a orošene oči. 

 

Nakon počinka, ohrabren iskrenom drugarskom ljubavlju i 

požrtvovnošću, Kosta je ustao na svoje otečene, drhtave noge. Više 

ga noseći negoli podržavajući, mala je družina krenula na put, 

prepustajući se kapetanovom vodstvu. Što su dalje odmicali Kosta je 

bio sve više uvjeren da je njihovo lutanje uzaludno i da nikad ne će 

stići do željenog cilja. Bojazan, da će svi jadno izginuti na tom 

tegobnom pješaćenju pod žarkim i nesmiljenim zrakama tropskog 

sunca, stalno mu je kvarila raspoloženje. Tu bojazan skrivao je 

duboko u svojim mislima, da ne bi iznova ražalostio i obeshrabrio 

svoje suputnike. Možda će, mislio je on, ipak netko od njih uspjeti da 

se spasi, iako se baš nikako nije mogao domisliti kako i na koji način 

bi se to moglo dogoditi. 
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After several days of torturous wandering, the wounded and tired 

travellers reached Cape Anderson7, and on 7 November, they crossed 

the Tropic of Capricorn. With great difficulty, they struggled 

onwards. Continually someone would lag behind to rest and gather 

strength, barely able to drag his wounded legs, while others would 

pause to wait for him. Crossing only a few meters from the cape, they 

were forced to stop again. Bučić, Vulović, and Jurić were no longer 

able to move forward. All efforts of others to get them back on their 

feet were unsuccessful, and they did not know what to do: leave the 

three comrades and go in search of water, which may not be far away, 

or for everyone to stay there, and risk deaths from starvation and 

thirst. Deciding on the former, they left their helpless friends with 

some water, wine, and beans, previously received from the natives.  

 

Retaining only a small amount of water and flour, they continued on 

their way. Stumbling and crawling through sharp and thorny bushes, 

they tracked all day and the next night until hungry and exhausted 

they sat down in some cave. Water was nowhere to be found. There 

was no grass to eat, no beans, no roots. Their energies were exhausted 

to the point that they could no longer carry even the few kilograms of 

flour they still had left. They were forced to bury it in the ground. 

Dediol dug a deep pit with his hands and buried their small, broken 

barrel in it. Filling in the sand on the top, he marked the spot with a 

couple of dry twigs, so they could later find their hiding place. At 

dawn the next day, they continued with their journey. There was no 

water anywhere. The supplies were getting closer to the end. Finding 

a cave nearby, they entered it and stretched out in the much-coveted 

shade, crushed by fatigue and hunger.8 

 

 

 

Poslije višednevnog mučnog tumaranja, izranjeni i umorni putnici 

stigli su do rta Anderson7, a sedmog novembra prešli su Jarcev 

polutnik. S mukom su se probijali naprijed. Svakog časa netko je 

zaostajao, jedva vukući zranjene noge, da odahne ida skupi snage, a 

ostali su zastajkivali da ga pričekaju. Prevalivši tek nekoliko metara 

od rta, bili su prisiljeni da ponovo zastanu. Bučić, Vulović i Jurić ne 

bijahu više u stanju da idu naprijed. Kako sva nastojanja ostalih, da ih 

ponovo osove na noge, ostadoše bez uspjeha, oni nisu znali što  da 

započnu: da li da ostave trojicu drugova i odu u potragu za vodom, 

koja vjerovatno nije više daleko, ili da svi ostanu tu, izlažući se smrti 

od gladi i žede.  Odlučivši se za ono prvo, ostaviše svojim nemoćnim 

drugovima nešto vode, vina i bobica, što su dobili od urođenika.  

 

 

Zadržavši sebi tek neznatnu količinu vode i brašna, produžiše   ostali 

put. Posrćući, provlačeći se kroz oštro i trnovito grmlje, lutali su čitav 

dan i slijedeću noć sve dok nisu gladni i iznemogli sjeli pod neku 

pećinu. Vode nigdje nije bilo. Nije bilo nikakve trave koja bi se dala 

jesti, ni bobica, ni korijenja. Njihove su snage bile iscrpljene 

dotle, da nisu mogli ponijeti dalje ni onih par kilograma brašna sto im 

je još preostalo. Bili su prisiljeni da to zakopaju u zemlju.  Dediol je 

rukama iskopao nešto dublju jamu i u nju zakopao malo, razbijeno 

bure. Poravnavši pijesak na vrhu, postavio je tu par suhih   grančica, 

kako bi kasnije mogli pronaći svoje skrovište. U zoru slijedeceg dana 

nastavise putovanje. Vode nije nigdje  bilo. Zaliha se sve više bližila 

kraju. Pronašavši u blizini neku pećinu, skrhani umorom i glađu uđoše 

u nju i ispružiše se u toliko žuđenom hladu.8 
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The hope of salvation completely abandoned them. Hunger and thirst 

threw them into hopeless despair. They had already reconciled 

themselves to death in that shady shelter when the slight rustling of 

the bushes caught their attention. They held their breath, awaiting 

something to happen. At the very entrance to the cave, two tall, armed 

natives appeared in front of them as if arising from the ground. The 

sharp spears and the rugged appearance of these figures did not 

frighten the shipwrecked men. Their sufferings and misfortune were 

so great that even the nearness of death could not make it worse. 

Death might even bring them relief. Detached, motionless, they 

watched the Aboriginal men move, expecting their attack, but they, it 

seemed, had no hostile intentions. Instead, they gently approached the 

white men, looking at them in a friendly manner. Peering everywhere, 

as if searching or investigating, they constantly muttered something 

in their intricate language, showing each other empty bottles and 

containers. They seemed to realize that these poor whites needed help. 

Their exhausted, pale faces with swollen eyes and mouths dry with 

thirst begged them silently for a drop of water. Judging by the waving 

of hands and shouts, the natives wanted to explain something to them.  

  

Observing them carefully, the shipwrecked men finally understood. 

 

“Follow us! They spoke. Encouraged by their friendly attitude, the 

men went with them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Nada u spas potpuno ih je napustila. Glad i žeda bacili su ih u 

bezizlazan očaj. Kada su se već bili pomirili mišlju da ostanu tu, da u 

tom hladovitom zaklonu sačekaju smrt, lagano šuštanje grmlja   

privuče njihovu pažnju. Pritajiše svoj dah, očekujući štoće biti. Na 

samom ulazu u špilju, kao iz zemlje, pojaviše se pred njima dva stasita 

naoružana urođenika. Oštra koplja i divlji izgled tih bića nisu uplašili 

brodolomce. Njihove patnje i stradanja bili su toliki, da ih ni blizina 

smrti nije mogla uvećati. Smrt bi im mozda, donijela čak olaksanje. 

Mirni nepomično pratili su pogledima kretanje urođenika, očekujući 

njihov napadaj, ali ovi, izgleda, nisu imali neprijateljslcih namjera. 

Lagana su prilazili   bijelim ljudima, prijateljski ih gledajući. 

Zavirujući posvuda, kao da nešto traže ili istražuju, mrmljali su 

neprestano nešto na svom zamršenom jeziku, pokazujući jedan 

drugome prazne flaše i posude. Izgledalo je kao da shvaćaju da tim 

jadnim bijelcima treba  pomoći.  Iscrpljena, blijeda lica s upalim 

očima i ustima suhim od žede molila su ih nijemo za kaplju vode. 

Sudeći po njihovom mahanju rukama i uzvicima, urođenici su htjeli 

da im nešto objasne.  

 

 

Posmatrajući ih pazljivo brodolomci su ih napokon shvatili. 

 

»Slijedite nas! « govorili su oni. Ohrabreni ovim, prijateljskim 

držanjem uputiše se za njima. 
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After climbing a hill, they reached a narrow-trodden path, which led 

them into a valley overgrown with soft and lush grass. There were 

flowers and water here. After wandering through the hot sandy desert, 

full of sharp stones and thorny plants, this was a vision of paradise, a 

miraculous dream. And when, not far from here, the natives stopped 

at a branch-covered opening in the ground and began to dig up the 

sand, which was getting wetter the deeper they dug it, the thirsty and 

extenuated men felt the proximity of water. At a depth of some five 

feet, a stream of clear, cold water appeared. The water was there at 

their feet. They felt like going go mad with joy. They drank to their 

heart’s content. Thinking that perhaps this was just a dream, they 

dipped their bruised hands into it and sipped from their clasped palms. 

They then hurried to fill their empty bottles and cans to return as soon 

as possible to their helpless comrades they had left in the sand. 

 

Indigenous nomadic tribes of the Australian mainland, on their 

constant wanderings from end to end, have revealed the secret of their 

desert. If you dig deeper in the sand, drinking water is often found. 

Narrow-trodden paths lead to such springs. One such spring had now 

saved our shipwrecked men. Now, these half-naked, primitive people 

were trying to explain to Dediol and others that they would like to get 

some of their flour. They were persistent and could not be denied. A 

good turn had to be returned, even if the sacrifice risked death by 

starvation. 

 

After received the white powder, the natives hurried into the bushes. 

In a few minutes, they came back with a handful of dried twigs. 

Breaking off two sticks of wood, one of them started rubbing them 

together. To everyone’s surprise, sparks soon ignited the dry leaves, 

and the flame played among the dried, crackling twigs. Finding a 

 

Penjući se uzbrdo, stigli su na usku utrtu stazu, što ih je vodila u 

dolinu obraslu mekom i sočnom travom. Bilo je tu vode i cvijeća. 

Poslije lutanja užarenom pješčanom pustinjom i krajevima punim 

oštrog kamenja i trnovitog bilja, bila je to vizija raja, čudesan san. I 

kada su tu, nedaleko, urođenici stali kod nekog granjem zastrtog 

otvora u zemlji i počeli odgrtati pijesak, koji je postajao sve vlažniji 

sto su ga dublje kopali, žedom izmučeni ljudi osjetili su blizinu vode. 

Na dubinu od nekih pet stopa pojavio se je uistinu tok bistre, hladne 

vode. Voda je bila tu pred njihovim nogama. Činilo im se je da će 

poludjeti od radosti. Pili su je do mile volje. Pomisao, nije li to možda 

samo san otklanjali su uranjajući ruke u nju i srčućije iz sklopljenih 

članova. Žurili su da napune svoje prazne flaše i limenke da sto prije 

stignu natrag k nemoćnim drugovima, koje su ostavili na pijesku. 

 

 

Urođenicka nomadska plemena australskog kopna, na svom stalnom 

seljenju iz kraja u kraj, otkrila su jednu tajnu svoje pustinje. Ako 

sekopa nešto dublje u pijesku, gotovo redovito se nailazi na izvore 

pitke vode. Do takvih izvora vode male utrte stazice. Eto takav izvor 

spasio je sada naše brodolomce. Sada su ti polugoli, primitivni ljudi 

nastojali objasniti Dediolu i ostalima da bi željeli dobiti malo brašna, 

sto su ga kod njih vidjeli. Bili su toliko ustrajni u svom   nastojanju, 

da im se molba nije mogla odbiti. Uslugu je trebalo vratiti uslugom, 

pa makar ta žrtva značila i smrt od gladi. 

 

Dobivši taj bijeli prašak urođenici su pohitali u grmlje. Kroz par 

minuta povratili su se s naramkom suharaka. Odlomivši dva drvca 

jedan ih je od njih počeo trljati jedno o drugo. Na začuđenje svih, iskre 

su uskoro zapalile suho lišce i plamen je zaigrao medu krhkim, 

pucketavim grančicama. Našavsi jedan izdubeni kamen urođenici su 
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hollowed-out stone, the natives hurriedly set out to mix the dough. 

Pouring some water and flour into the hollow of the stone, they easily 

mixed the dough and then placed it on the embers. In a short while, 

they skilfully took it out of their “stove”. It was really well done. To 

the astonishment of the shipwrecked men, the natives walked to 

Captain Costa and, with outstretched hands, offered the bread while 

indicating in signs that he should take it. No one expected this, and 

their gracious gesture deeply moved the shipwrecked men. These 

primitive people, as yet untouched by civilization, shamed these 

“cultured” whites with their selfless nobility.  

  

Costa accepted the bread and thanked them for it with signs. Cutting 

the bread into as many pieces as were present, he offered these first 

to natives and then to his comrades. A small but warm meal of bread 

with plenty of fresh water was pleasing to our famished travellers. 

The natives looked at the faces of our men with satisfaction, just like 

small children when they peek into the faces of their elders to read on 

them an expression of satisfaction or praise for the work done. 

  

On departure, they explained something for some time, gesturing with 

their hands, perhaps describing the direction in which they would go. 

Our men accompanied them for a few steps before deciding to go to 

the aid of the remaining three stragglers. Bačić was assigned to go and 

look for the flour, which Dediol had previously hidden. Two men 

were to stay near the water and wait for others to return. 

 

Although convinced of the goodness and nobility of the natives, 

Bačić set out on his way with himself following in the footsteps  

 

 

 

se žurno dali na miješanje tijesta. Usuvši nešto vode i brašna u 

udubinu kamena, zamijesili su lagano tijesto i postavili ga na 

žeravicu. Kroz malo vremena urođenici su ga vjesto izvadili iz svoje 

»peći«. Bio je uistinu gotov. Na čudenje brodolomaca urođenici su, 

držeći kruh u ispruženim rukama, prišli kap. Kosti i objašnjavajući 

mu nešto molili ga da uzme. Nitka to nije očekivao, i taj plemeniti 

gest uzbudio je brodolomce do ganuća. Ti primitivni ljudi, koje 

civilizacija bijelaca nije još bila ni dotakla, svojom, su nesebičnom 

plemenitošču zastidili »kulturne « bijelce. 

 

 

Kosta je primio kruh i zahvaljivao im znakovima. Razrezavši kruh na 

onoliko dijelov a koliko je bilo prisutnih, ponudio je najprije   

urođenike, a zatim svoje drugove. Mali, ali topli obrok kruha, uz 

obilje svježe vode, zaista je prijao našim izglednjelim putnicima.  

Urođenici su se zadovoljno zagledavali u lica naših stradalnika, kao 

kad malena djeca zaviruju u lica svojih starijih ne bi li na njima 

pročitali izraz zadovoljstva ili pohvale za učinjeno djelo. 

 

Na odlasku su dugo nešto objašnjavali i mahali rukama, označujući 

možda pravac kojim će poći. Isprativši ih par koraka, naši su 

brodolomci odlučili da napakon odu u pomoć zaostaloj trojici. Bačić 

je bio određen da ode i potraži brašno, sto ga je Dediol ranije sakrio. 

Dvojica su imala ostati tu kod izvora i sačekati povratak ostalih.  

 

  

Iako se uvjerio u dobrotu i plemenitost urođenika Bačić je sa strahom 

krenuo na svoj put. Jedino pomisao na glad ulijevala mu je nešto 

snage i tjeralaga naprijed. Uskoro je već bio za stopama one 
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of two native men. Seeing him, they smiled and exclaimed, “Bulava, 

bulava?” 

 

Bačić knew that they were calling for the flour and repeated the same 

word to assure them that he, too, was looking for it and had no other 

intentions. He felt at fault with two of them in front of him as if by 

sneaking behind them, he wanted to deceive them. Accordingly, he 

stepped in front of them and led them to the “bulava”, intending to 

give them a portion. But turning around, he was startled when he 

discovered that the natives had disappeared. Frightened by this 

sudden disappearance, he rushed headlong towards his destination so 

that he could quickly return to his comrades when he almost ran into 

three wild giants armed with spears. Not knowing what to do, he 

threw himself on his knees out of fear and cried out for mercy. But 

the astonished giants slowly retreated from him, unable to understand 

what the strange white man wanted. Recovering himself, Bačić went 

on to look for the barrel. With trembling hands, he dug up the sand. 

The barrel was there, in its place, but - empty! Sad and worried, he 

went back. The sea was calm. There, among the reefs, a native was 

moving, now crawling, now running. He fixed his gaze on a point and 

moved carefully towards it, stepping into the sea, and pointing his 

spear. Not long after, a turtle fluttered in his big hands. Only then did 

the native person noticed Bačić and, with a confused laugh, hid his 

catch. 

 

When Bačić arrived at the new camp of his companions, the sun was 

already setting. It was getting dark, following short equatorial dusk. 

After consuming some sea snails and shells that Costa had collected 

along the shore, the men dug up their sand beds and lay down to 

rest. The soft, warm sand was softer and warmer to them than the 

most beautiful quilt. And while the younger ones were fast asleep 

and dreaming, their older comrades could not sleep. Black and  

dvojice urođenika. Ugledavši ga, nasmiješili su se i pitali: »Bulava, 

bulava?« 

 

Bačić je znao da tako nazivaju brašno i ponavljajući tu riječ uvjeravao 

ih je da to zaista traži i da nema drugih namjera. Sam se pred sobom 

osjećao krivcem, kao da ih je tim prikradanjem htio  prevariti. Stupio 

je zato pred njih i vodio ih k »bulavi«, namjeravajući da njima dade 

jedan dio. Ali kako li se iznenadio kad je, okrenuvši se, opazio da su 

urođenici nestali.  Uplašen ovim naglim nestankom i jureći bezglavo 

k cilju da bi se što prije mogao vratiti k drugovima, gotovo je naletio 

na tri divlja gorostasa, oboružana kopljima. Ne znajući što bi i kuda 

bi od straha, bacio se na koljena i vapio za milost. Ali začuđeni 

gorostasi polagano su uzmicali ne shvaćajući sto želi taj čudni bijeli 

čovjek. Pribravši se, Bačić se dao na traženje bureta. Drhćućim 

rukama raskopavao je pijesak. Bure je ležalo tu, na svom mjestu, ali - 

prazno! Žalostan i zabrinut vraćao se natrag. More je bilo tiho. Tu, 

među grebenjem, sad pužuči, sad pretrćavajući, micao se je jedan 

urođenik. Njegov je pogled bio nepomično uperen u jednu tačku i on 

se gibao pažljivo k njoj, zagazivši kad u more i uperivši svoje koplje. 

Ne dugo zatim među, njegovim se velikim rukama koprcala morska 

žaba. Tek tada je urođenik primijetio Bačića i zbunjeno se nasmijavši 

skrivao svoj plijen. 

 

 

 

Kada je Bačić stigao u novi logor k družini, sunce je već zapadalo. 

Spuštao se sumrak, kratki ekvatorijalni sumrak. Založivši nešto lupara 

i skoljki, što ih je Kosta sakupio na obali, iskopaše ljudi svoje 

pješčane ležajeve i legoše na počinak. Mekani, topli pijesak bio im 

je mekši i topliji od najljepšeg jorgana. I dok su mlađi već snivali 

tvrdim snom, njihovi stariji drugovi nisu mogli usnuti. Crne i teške 
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heavy thoughts tormented their exhausted bodies and drove them 

away from a rejuvenating sleep. 

  

 During this time, the three men who exhausted remained in the sand 

set out at night in the direction they hoped would take them to their 

comrades. The men walked all night and the next morning, and just 

as their strength was beginning to fail them, strange shouting and 

commotion drew their attention. A group of about 50 natives was 

walking towards them.  

 

Addressing them calmly, the men drew attention to their dire 

condition and signalled what they needed. The natives picked the men 

up from the ground and gave them water; after waiting for them to 

rest for a while, they invited them to come along. On reaching a 

nearby hill, they sat down and lit a fire by rubbing dry twigs. Quite 

soon, a hearty meal of baked fish was ready. After eating to the brim, 

the invigorated sailors again remembered where they were going. 

They were now afraid of losing their comrades. Using all possible 

signs, they tried to explain to the native men what was troubling them. 

Jurić showed them the footprints in the sand and demonstrated what 

they were looking for by following their trail. The prints in the sand 

were clear, and some natives immediately began to follow them. Jurić 

and his two friends tracked along with the other natives <until they 

reached an > open meadow. Here remains of a recent feast were still 

quite visible, suggesting it to be a meeting place of the native tribes. 

That meadow was surrounded by a forest, with a steep crater of an 

extinct volcano rising in the middle. On its eastern side, bordered by 

tall, lush grass, a running brook was murmuring along. 

 

 

 

misli mučile su njihova iscrpljena tijela i tjerala od njihokrepljujući 

san. 

 

U to doba, ona trojica brodolomaca što su iznemogla zaostala u 

pustinji, krenula su kroz noć u pravcu gdje su se nadali da će naći 

ostale drugove. Hodali su čitav ostatak noći i slijedeće jutro i upravo 

u trenutku, kad su ih snage ponovo počele izdavati, čudni poklici i 

vika privukoše njihovu pažnju. U susret im je stizala grupa od oko 50 

urođenika.  

 

Prišavši im mirno pokazivali su znakovima što žele i upozoravali ih 

na svoje jadno stanje. Urođenici ih podigoše sa zemlje, napojiše 

vodom i pričekavši da se malo odmore pozovu ih da im se pridruže.  

Stigavši do obližnjeg brežuljka, posjedaše i zapališe vatru, krešući 

suhe grančice. Doskora je bio gotov obilan obrok pečene ribe. Najevši 

se tako do sita, okrijepljeni mornari tek sada se sjetiše kamo se bijahu 

uputili. Bojali su se da ne izgube svoje drugove. Svim mogućim 

znakovim a nastojali su objasniti urođenicima, što ih   muči. Jurić im 

je pokazivao stope u pijesku i slijedio njihov trag ne bi li im tako 

pokazao sto trahže. Stope u pijesku bile su jasne i jedan dio urođenika 

pođe njihovim tragom. Jurić i njegova dva druga krenuše s ostalim 

urođenicima. Na prostranoj livadi, gdje su ostaci nedavne gozbe bili 

još sasvim vidljivi, bilo je, izgleda, sastajalište urođenićkih plemena. 

Ta je ravnica bila okružena šumom. U sredini se dizao strmi krater 

ugaslog vulkana. Na njenoj istočnoj strani, obrubljen visokom, 

sočnom travom, žuborio je potočić. 
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The meeting must have been pre-arranged because another group of 

about 80 men, women, and children shortly appeared. Armed, stout, 

and grim natives shouted incomprehensible words. 

  

 “Brothers!” cried someone from that terrifying gathering, and a 

tanned man ran towards them. Not having time to think whether it was 

a dream or reality, their arms were hugging - Perančić. Yes, indeed, 

the living and healthy Perančić, their friend, whom they thought was 

lying at the bottom of the sea. He was again with them, hugging them 

as if in some madness, from too much happiness and joy. 

  

 “When I was trying to hitch the lifeboat, a huge wave hit me and 

took me with it,” Perančić told them excitedly as he had everyone 

eating each one of his words. ‘The boat had shattered into pieces, 

but at the last moment, I reached for a piece of wreckage and 

desperately clung to it. The waves carried me all night and the next 

morning. It was not until the following evening, exhausted and half-

frozen, that I reached the shore. I don’t know where that was, but I 

think I was a full 10 miles away from you. I took refuge in a cave 

along the coast and stayed in it for two days without a drop of water 

or a crumb of food. I just lay and nibbled on the roots of some grass, 

which was growing in front of the cave. It wasn’t until the third day 

that I decided to go in search of water. On my wanderings, I came 

across these native people. You can imagine my fear when I saw 

their overgrown, dark heads and their spears. But their eyes were 

calm and gentle. 

 

 

 

 

Sastanak je sigurno bio već ranije ugovoren, jer se je kroz par 

trenutaka pojavila još jedna grupa od oko 80 što ljudi, žena i djece. 

Naoružani, stasiti i mrki urođenici uzvikivali su nerazumljive riječi. 

 

»Bračo!« kliknuo je netko iz toga strašnog društva i jedan preplanuo 

čovjek potrčao je k njima. Ne imajući vremena da premisljaju da li je 

to san ili java, njihove su ruke grlile - Perančića.  Da, doista, živog i 

zdravog Perančića, njihovog druga, za kojeg držahu da leži na dnu 

mora. On je bio tu, opet s njima, grleći ih kao u nekom ludilu, od 

prevelike sreće i radosti. 

 

»Kada sam ono nastojao da prikačim čamac za spasavanje, zahvatio 

me je golemi val i ponio sa sobom«, kaživao im je uzbuđeni Perančić, 

a oni su gutali njegove riječi. »Čamac se razmrskao u komade, ali sam 

se u posljednjem trenutku domogao jedne krhotine i očajnički se za 

nju prihvatio. Valovi su me vitlali čitavu noć i slijedeće jutro. Tek 

sutradan predvečer, izmučen i napola smrznut, stigao sam na obalu. 

Ne znam gdje je to bilo, ali mislim da sam bio udaljen od vas čitavih 

10 milja. Sklonio sam se u jednu spilju uz samu obalu i proboravio u 

njoj dva dana bez kapi vode i mrvice hrane. Samo sam ležao i griskao 

korjenčiće neke trave, sto je rasla pred špiljom. Tek trečeg dana 

odlučio sam da odem u potragu za vodom. Na svom lutanju naišao 

sam na urođenike. Možete zamisliti moj strah, kad sam ugledao te 

obrasle, tamne glave i njihova koplja. Ali njihove oči odavale su 

mirnoću i blagost. 
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These good people not only did not attack me but took me to their 

camp and fed me. Assuming that I was the only survivor, I joined this 

tribe hoping for some future developments and eventual rescue.  

 

Dear brothers, I am so happy to see you again, and I want to see the 

others as soon as possible. It still seems to me that this is not real and 

that I am dreaming. For days, I have been living this unusual life as a 

dumb friend of the native people. Let’s go as fast as we can!” 

  

After leaving his rescuers and thanking them for their great 

generosity, Perančić and his comrades headed to the seashore, where 

they were to wait for others. They barely covered a hundred steps 

when they came across Dediol and Antončić. These two were in 

search of their helpless comrades, whom they had left behind in the 

desert. When they did not find them in the place where they had left 

them, they thought that something had happened to them. 

  

Seeing their “resurrected” friend made everyone in the camp happy, 

so the conversation and recollection of the shared suffering lasted well 

into the night. 

 

 

 

 

 Notes 

 

7.  Approximately dates and positions were established later by 

 Cap. Bačić. 

8.  Bačić later established that the cave was located at Cape 

 Farquhar. 

 

 

Ti dobri ljudi ne samo da me nisu napali, već su me odveli u svoj 

logor i nahranili. Držeći da sam jedini preživjeli, pridružio sam se 

ovom plemenu, očekujućći razvoj događaja i konačan spas. 

 

Braćo  draga,  tako  sam  sretan   sto se opet vidimo, i silno želim čim 

prije vidjeti i ostale. Čini mi se kao da ovo nije java, kao da sanjam. 

Već danima provodim ovaj neobičan život, kao nijemi   drug 

urođenika. Hajdemo što brže!« 

 

Napustivši svoje spasioce i znakovima im zahvaljujući na njihovoj 

velikoj plemenitosti, Perančić se s drugovima uputi prema obali mora, 

gdje su imali čekati ostale. Ali ne prevališe ni sto koraka, kad li 

naiđoše na Dediola i Antončića. Ova su dvojica pošla u potragu za 

nemoćnim drugovima, koje su ostavili u pustinji. Ali ne našavši ih na 

mjestit gdje su ih ostavili, pomisliše da im se nije što desilo. 

 

 

Ugledavsi svog »uskrslog« druga, svi su u logoru bili radosni, pa se 

prićanje i sjećanje na zajedničko stradanje proteglo do u kasnu noć. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

7.  Datume i položaje približno je kasnije ustanovio kap. Bačić. 

 

8.  Bačić je kasnije ustanovio da se je pećina nalazila na rtu 

 Farquhar. 
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V 
 

The conversation among the shipwrecked men became more and 

more focused. The main theme was almost always the same: what to 

start and where to go. The next day, sitting in the shade, they touched 

once more on this burning issue because it was clear to them that they 

could not stay by the water all the time and that their main goal was 

to get to the first port. The conviction that the port was not far away 

gave them strength and determination. 
 

A native couple approached them with inaudible footsteps. The man 

had a spear, and the woman wore a wooden bowl carved in the shape 

of a basket on her head. Approaching the shipwrecked, they laid their 

things on the ground and began to rub their hands. Everyone thought 

that this was a greeting of some kind. 

 

 “Be voteri” - they both said, but even Bačić, who was proud of his 

knowledge of the native language, could not understand them. But as 

the natives came closer to the sea, it became clear to the shipwrecked 

what those words meant. The two were looking for something in the 

sand. The man dug up a couple of turtle eggs, broke their shells, and 

made scrambled eggs out of them. His wife added some more herbs 

and offered them to strangers. In the meantime, her husband was busy 

with other tasks. He sat down on a rock, laying his spear at his feet, 

and was carefully peering in all directions. Suddenly he jumped, 

grabbing his spear, and with quick steps, walked into the sea. Sitting 

in the shade of the bushes, our men noticed that he had caught 

something. At the tip of his spear was a beautiful salmon weighing 

about 5 kilograms. The man danced triumphantly and proudly offered 

the fish to Bačić, who gratefully shook his hand. But to his great 

surprise and astonishment, the native abruptly snatched the fish back 

from his hand. 

V 
 

RAZGOVOR brodolomaca postajao je sve ograničeniji. Glavna tema 

razgovora bila je skoro uvijek jedna te ista: što da se započne i kuda 

da se krene. Tako su se i slijedećeg dana, sjedeći u hladu, još jednom 

dotakli toga gorućeg pitanja, jer im bijaše jasno da ne mogu stalno 

ostatitu uz vodu i da je njihov glavni cilj doći do prve luke. Uvjerenje, 

da ta luka nije daleleko, davalo im je snage i odlučnosti. 

 

 

Nečujnim koracima lagano im se približavalo dvoje urođenika.  

Muškarac je imao koplje, a žena je na glavi nosila drvenu posudu 

izdubenu u obliku košare. Pristupivši brodolomcima, položiše svoje 

stvari na zemlju i stadoše trljati ruke. Svi su shvatili da bi to imalo da 

bude kao neki pozdrav. 

 

»Be voteri« - govorili su oboje, ali ni Bačić, koji se je ponosio svojim 

poznavanjem urođeničkog jezika, nije ih mogao razumjeti. Ali kad su 

urođenici prišli bliže moru, brodolomcima je postalo jasno što su 

značile te riječi. Urođenici su naime, tražili nešto u pijesku. Muškarac 

je iskopao par žabljih jaja, razbio im ljuske i od njih napravio kajganu. 

Njegova žena doda još nekih trava i to ponudi neznancima. Njezin se 

muž dotle zabavio drugim poslom. Sjeo je na greben, položivši do 

nogu svoje koplje, i pažljivo žurio na sve strane. Odjednom skoči, 

dohvati koplje i hitro zagazi u more. Sjedeći u hladu grmlia, naši su 

ljudi opazili da je zgrabio plijen. Na vršku njegovag koplja praćakao 

se lijepi losos, težak oko 5 kilograma. Urođenik je pobjedonosno 

zaplesao i ponosno pružio ribu Bačiću. Ovaj mu je zahvalno·stegao 

ruku, ali na njegovo veliko iznenađen je i zaprepaštenje urođenik mu 

ribu naglo istrgne iz ruke.   
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With a simple stone knife, the native cut off the fish’s head which he 

kept to himself. He then returned the rest of the fish to the surprised 

Bačić and they all headed for a small hill, where they had left their 

supply of water and fire. Their dark-skinned companion collected a 

handful of wood along the way, which he now placed on the fire. 

Putting the fish’s head on a thin twig and roasting it a little, he shared 

that small meal with his wife while observing our travellers being 

sweetly nourished by his gift.  

 

Using signs, he then asked to be allowed to take some water from the 

spring. He filled men’s utensils first and only then his wooden bowl. 

In the end, the couple cheerfully bid goodbye to our shipwrecked 

men, probably feeling pleased that he had done a good deed. 

Afterwards, the young Bačić, who liked to “philosophize”, thought 

much about the native tribes, whose representatives they met while 

on this journey. He remembered their nobility and selflessness and 

soon concluded that these dark-skinned, simple, and timid natives 

were most benevolent, sincere, and sensitive. 

 

At dawn on 10 November, the rested travellers resumed their journey 

toward the imagined river with settlements of white people on its 

banks. Taking a lot of water with them, they left their little shelter 

and, full of hope, set off again. To avoid the long and winding 

curvatures of the coast, they directed themselves over the hill, despite 

the impassability of such tracks, overgrown with sharp, thorny 

bushes. Along the way, they found a lot of food, such as ferns, berries, 

and various other herbs. Yet our travellers were reluctant to go deeper 

into the woods out of fear of losing their way and often went down to 

the sea to collect crabs and shells along the shore. They had no more 

fires. The crabs they caught were eaten raw. 

 

 

Nekim primitivnim kamenim nožem odsjekao je urođenik ribi glavu, 

koju zadrža za sebe, a ostatak ribe vrati iznenađenom Bačiću. Tada se 

svi skupa uputiše prema maloj uzvisini, na kojoj su ostavili svoj izvor 

vode i vatru. Njihov tamnoputi pratilac sakupio je putem naramak 

drva i sada ga položio na vatru. Nataknuvši riblju glavu na tanku 

grančicu i ispekavši je malo, podijelio je taj mali obrok sa svojom 

ženom, promatrajući naše putnike, kako se slatko krijepe njegovim 

darom.    

 

Zamolivši ih znakovima da mu dopuste uzeti malo vode sa izvora, 

napunio je najprije njihove posude, a tek onda svoj drveni sud. 

Urođenik je na koncu veselo pozdravljao naše brodolomce, osjećajući 

valjda zadovoljstvo sto je učino dobro djelo. Mladi Bačić, koji je volio 

»filozofirati«, dugo je nakon toga razmišljao o urođeničkim 

plemenima, čije su predstavnike susreli na svom lutanju. Sjećao se 

njihove plemenitosti i nesebičnosti, te je uskoro došao do zaključka 

da su ti tamnoputi, primitivni i plahi urođenici vrlo dobroćudni, 

iskreni i osjećajni. 

 

U zoru 10. novembra odmoreni su putnici ponovo nastavili put prema 

zamišljenoj rijeci i naseljima bijelih ljudi na njenim obalama. Uzevši 

sobom dosta vode, ostavise svoj mali zaklon i prepuni nade krenuše 

ponovo na put. Da bi izbjegli krivudavu i stoga  dulju crtu uz obalu 

udariše preko brijega, usprkos neprohodnosti takvog puta, obraslog 

oštrim, trnovitim žbunjem. Mimogred su nalazili dosta hrane. Bilo je 

tu paprati, jagoda i raznog drugog bilja. Pa ipak su naši putnici često 

silazili na more, da bi uz obalu skupljali rakove i školjke, nerado 

zalazeći u šumu iz bojazni da ne izgube put i ne zalutaju. Vatre nisu 

više imali. Ulovljene rakove jeli su sirove. 
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The days passed without much change. They had calculated to have 

traversed almost half of their journey, and in that hope and belief, they 

supported each other. One evening, when reaching the top of a hill, 

they saw the mouth of a river. They cheered with joy, believing that 

it was finally their much-desired river. 

 

In joyful excitement, they approached their target, convinced that 

salvation waited ahead. The disappointment was great when they 

realized that the river was only a product of imagination and of great 

desire. It turned out to be only a deep arm of the sea. 

  

Recovering to some extent, the extenuated men had to bypass this new 

obstacle. Hungry, tired, and bloody, they found it difficult to drag 

along their swollen legs. The shells and crabs were so small now that 

they could go no longer satisfy their hunger. They were forced to go 

deeper into the interior of the country. From the ground, they plucked 

roots of some ferns, which they chewed long and hard. 

 

After crossing Cape Cuvier and the 24th degree of latitude, they were 

hoping to determine their approximate located, but this proved 

impossible. As far as the eye could see, there was only the desert and 

the sea before them. Endless desolation was all they could see. 

 

Despite rationing, their water supply had dwindled. They now moved 

forward without a word, preoccupied with the same thought. The fear 

of death brought uneasiness to their hearts. They were afraid to look 

each other in the eye so as not to show their feeling of fear and horror 

Dediol finally broke the heavy silence: 

 

 

 

 

Tako su im dani prolazili bez velikih promjena. Držali su da su već 

prevalili gotovo polovinu puta i u toj nadi i vjerovanju podržavali su 

jedan drugoga. Jedne večeri, stigavši na vrh nekog brežuljka, ugledali 

su ušće rijeke. Klicali su od radost i vjerujući da je to napokon ona 

njihova tako žuđena rijeka. 

 

U radosnom uzbuđenju primicali su se svome cilju, uvjereni da ih tu 

čeka spas. Razočaranje je bilo veliko, kad su razabrali da je rijeka bila 

samo plod mašte i velike želje: bio je to ustvari samo jedan duboki  

morski  rukav . . . 

 

Snašavši se donekle, jadnici su polako zaobišli tu prepreku. Gladni, 

umorni, krvavi, teško su vukli svoje otečene noge. Školjke i raci bili 

su sad tako sitni, da njima nisu mogli· dalje utaživati glad. To ih je 

prisililo ipak zađu dublje u unutrašnjost. Is zemlje su čupali korijenje 

paprati i žvakali ga dugo i mučno. 

 

 

Prešavši rt Cavier i 24. stupanj geografske širine, činilo im se da bi 

mogli, makar približno, utvrditi točku, na kojoj se nalaze, ali to se 

pokazalo nemogućim. Dokle je oko sizalo pružala se samo pustinja i 

more. Beskonačna pustoš bijaše sve što su mogli vidjeti. 

 

Uza svu njihovu štednju, vode je bilo sve manje. Kretali su se naprijed 

bez riječi, zaokupljeni istom mišlju. Strah od smrti unosio je nemir u 

njihova srca. Bojali su se i pogledati jedan drugome u oči, jer su one 

odavale osjećaj straha i užasa. Tešku šutnju prekinuo je na kraju 

Dediol: 
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“Men, let’s go back to the water stream! We don’t know where we’re 

going. We will never get to that river. We will wander like this until 

we all die of thirst and hunger. Let’s go back!” 

 

Costa, Bačić, and Bučić opposed his proposal, proving that the return 

is just as difficult and hopeless as the way forward. However, as most 

wanted to return, the sad procession headed back to the water source. 

 

Resting in the shade, our shipwrecked people spent a couple of happy 

days. They found a nice cave along the coast, in which they took 

shelter from the scorching sun, night humidity, and cold. But life had 

become difficult. There was no food. Tens of meters around the cave, 

all shells and crustaceans were gone. A new home had to be found. 

They soon located a place and settled on the meadow, where they first 

saw Perančić. Here they settled on a daily routine aiming to survive 

as long as possible until some help arrived. Some took care of their 

water supply, others collected shells and sea animals, and others took 

to digging up roots. The hardest to endure was the absence of fire. 

They used broke dry twigs, as shown by the natives, but all in vain. 

Nothing worked. They still had gunpowder, so they tried using it, but 

without success. Finding a piece of iron on the shore, Perančić finally 

managed to produce a spark. They then placed some beans in a small 

pot, as they saw the native people do it. Perančić stood by the fire, 

diligently mixing the food. When the beans were cooked, he grabbed 

the pot from the fire and began to eat greedily, not inviting or waiting 

for others, and leaving them not a grain. His comrades were 

astonished but did not object to him. They went to the shore and 

looked for crabs. 

 

 

»Vratimo se natrag k izvoru, ljudi! Ne znamo kuda idemo. Ne ćemo 

nikada stići do te rijeke. Lutat ćemo ovako dok ne umremo od žedi i    

glad. Vratimo se!« 

 

Kosta, Bačić i Bučić protivili njegovom prijedlogu, dokazujući da je 

povratak isto tako težak i beznadan kao i dalji put. Međutim, kako je 

većina bila za povratak tužna je povorka krenula natrag k izvoru. 

 

Odmorivši se u· hladovini, naši s brodolomci proživjeli par sretnih 

dana. Uz obalu su pronašli zgodnu spilju, u koju su se sklanjali od 

sunčane pripeke, nočne vlage i hladnoće. Ali život· je postao težak.  

Nestajalo je hrane. Na desetke metara oko zaklona povadili su sve 

školjke i korepnjake. Trebalo je tražiti novo lovište. Uskoro su ga i 

našli. Nastanili su se u ravnici, gdje su ono ponovno ugledali 

Perančića. Nastojali su srediti svoj život i izdržati što dulje, dok ne 

stigne kakva pomoć. Razdijelivši dužnosti jedni su se brinuli za 

donošenje vode, drugi skupljali školjke i morske zivotinje, a treči su 

iskopavali korijenje. Najteže je bilo to sto nisu imali vatre. Krsali su 

suhe grančice, kao što su im to pokazali urođenicim, ali uzalud. Nije 

im nikako polazilo za rukom. Imali su još uvijek puščanog praha, pa 

su pokušali i s njim, ali im nije uspjelo. Našavši na obali komad 

željeza, Perančiću je napokon uspjelo da iskreše iskru. U maleni lonac 

postavili su tada nešto bobica, kao sto su vidjeli da to rade uređenici. 

Perančić je stajao uz vatre marljivo mijesao jelo. Kad su bobice mogle 

biti kuhane, zgrabio je lončić s vatre i stao pohlepno jesti, ne 

pozivajući i ne čekajući ostale, ne ostaviši im ni zrna. Njegovi su 

drugovi bili zaprepašteni, ali mu nisu prigovorili. Pošli su na obalu i 

potražili rakov. 
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The same event was repeated every day from then on. Perančić not 

only ate greedily but also collected every crumb of food and carried 

it into the forest to hide it from his friends. He soon stopped talking. 

His gaze wandered somewhere in the distance, and a strange smile 

flickered on his lips. His expressionless face and blurred eyes 

revealed a terrible truth to his comrades: Perančić had gone mad! 

 

This misfortune was followed by others. In December, tropical storms 

began. Furious waves hit the reef and carried away everything within 

reach. The shallows’ fish had now retreated to the depths, so the men 

had to abandon fishing. There were no more shells or crabs. The men 

now had to go further inland. Roots and various beans now became 

their only food. This was the only way they could sustain themselves 

but were becoming weaker each day. Their eyes continually kept 

searching the open sea in the hope of seeing a sail. But all was in vain: 

salvation was nowhere to be found.  

 

The gloomy, cloudy sky oppressed them even more, increasing their 

sorrow and anxiety. The distant rumble of thunder and the flashes of 

lightning were now coming ever closer. The wind grew stronger and 

soon developed into a hurricane, carrying everything in its path. 

Heavy drops of rain poured out in the streams as if they intended to 

submerge the whole earth. Among the loud rumbling, Jurić’s voice 

could be heard: 

 

“Let’s run to the cave!” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Isti događaj ponavljao se odsad svakog dan. Perančić je ne samo 

pohlepno jeo, već je skupljao svaku mrvicu hrane i nosio u šumu, da 

bi je sakrio od drugova. Uskoro je prestao govorit.  Pogled mu je lutao 

negdje u daljinu, a na usnama je treptao čudan šmiješak. Njegovo 

bezizražajno lice i mutne oči otkrili su njegovim drugovima strašnu 

istinu: Perančić je poludio! 

 

Za ovom nesrećom slijedile su i druge. U mjesecu decembru počele 

su tropske oluje. Bijesni valovi udarali su ogrebenje i odnosili su sve 

što im bijaše na dohvat. Riba iz plićaka povukla se sada u dubinu, pa 

su brodolomci morali napustiti ribolov. Školjaka više nije bilo, a ni 

rakova. Bili su priseljeni zalaziti sve dublje u unutrašnjost. Korijene i 

razne bobice postadoše im sada jedina hrana. Samo tako su mogli 

nekako da se održe na životu, ali su dnevno sve više slabili. Njihove 

su oči lutale dalekom pučinom ne bi li ugledali kakvo jedro. Ali sve 

bijaše uzalud: spasa nije bilo ni otkuda. 

 

Tmurno, oblačno nebo još ih je više tištilo, uvećavajujući njihovu 

tugu i brigu. Daleka tutnjava gromova i sijevanje munja sve se više 

približavahu. Vjetar je jačao i uskoro se razvio orkan, koji je nosio 

sve sto je nalazio na putu. Krupne kapi kiše izlile su se u potocima 

kao da namjeravaju potopiti svu zemlju. U silnoj tutnjavi čuo se 

Jurićev glas: 

 

 

»Bježmo u spilju!« 
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However, the cave was far away. The darkness was so thick that a 

finger could not be seen in front of the eye. The wind was constantly 

getting stronger. Exhausted by hunger, the men fell and crawled, 

hiding wherever they could, in hollows and under bushes. Only Jurić 

and Dediol reached the cave and fell asleep. 

 

When the storm subsided at dawn, the other men reached the cave 

with great difficulty and were could barely stand on their feet. After 

they had gathered, they noticed that two men were not among them: 

Vulović and Perančić did not return. Worried about their friends, 

Dediol and Jurić went to look for them. Not far from the cave’s 

entrance, on the rocks, lay the body of the dead Perančić. His skull 

was shattered. In his severe illness and terrible fear, he must have fled 

from the storm and hit his head on the rock. After digging his grave 

in the sand, Jurić and Dediol laid him in it and buried him. 

 

 “You see,” said Dediol, “you may condemn me now, but I envy him. 

Death was good to him - it saved him from further torments and 

whatever awaits us tomorrow. It seems to me that we will depart one 

by one, parting slowly ... horribly ... Who knows if our people in our 

homeland still think of us? Who knows if they are still hoping for our 

return? 

 

As soon as these two returned to the cave, the storm began to rage 

again. The rain poured down all day as if from a bucket, even though 

the next morning. As soon as it stopped, the men went to find Vulović. 

As he was nowhere near, his comrades began to doubt that he was still 

alive, for if he were still alive, he surely would have reached the cave 

already. However, they did not entirely lose hope. As soon as the sky 

cleared, they crossed the meadow, near the spring, erected a shelter 

from the branches, and set out again  

Medutim, špilja je bila daleko. Mrak je bio tako gust da se nije moglo 

vidjeti ni prsta pred okom.Vjetar je neprekidno jačao. lscrpljeni glađu, 

brodolomci su padali i puzali, skrivali se kojekud, uz pećine i pod 

grmlje. Samo su se Jurić i Dediol domogli spilje i zakloneni zaspali. 

 

 

Kada se u zoru stišala oluja, ostali su brodolomci teškom mukom   

stizali u spilju jedva se držeći na nogama. Kad su se našli na okupu, 

opazise da dvojica nisu među njima: Vulović i Perančić  nisu se 

vratili. Zabrinuti za svoje drugove, Dediol i Jurić odoše da ih potraže. 

Nedaleko samog ulaza u spilju, najednom grebenu, ležalo je tijelo 

mrtvog Perančića. Njegova lubanja je bi razmrskana. U svojoj teškoj 

bolesti i groznom strahu mora da je bježao pred olujom i udario 

glavom o greben. Iskopavši mu grob u pijesku, Jurić i Dediol položiše 

ga u njega i zakopaše. 

 

»Vidiš«, reče Dediol, »mozda čes me sada osuđivati, ali ja mu 

zavidim. Smrt je dobra prema njemu - uštedila mu je dalje muke, a 

tko zna što nas sutra čeka. Čini mi se da vidim kako jedan po jedan 

odlazimo, rastajući se polako ... užasno ... Tko zna dali na nas misle 

naši u domovini? Tko zna dali se još nadaju našem povratku? 

 

 

Tek što su se ova dvojica povratila u spilju, oluja se ponovo 

razmahala. Kiša je pljuštila kao iz kabla čitav dan, pa i tokom 

sutrašnjeg jutra. Čim je nešto utihnula, brodolomci su pošli da 

pronađu Vulovića. Kako ga nije bilo nigdje u blizini, njegovi su 

drugovi počeli sumnjati da je još živ, jer da je još na životu, sigurno 

bi sam došao do spilje. Ipak nisu sasvim izgubili nadu. Čim se nebo  

razvedrilo, prešli su u ravnicu, kod izvora, podigli zaklon od granja i 

dali se ponovo na skupljanje korijenja i bilja. U blizini su otkrili još 
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to gather roots and plants. Nearby, they discovered another cave, quite 

spacious and sheltered. Having made comfortable beds of grass, they 

settled into it, and in that sad setting, they welcomed the New Year 

1876. 

 

Their daily duty now was to stock up on food and bandage the most 

severe wounds. They tore a large sheet, which Cap. Costa had saved 

and made bandages out of it. Bučić and Antončić transferred the fire 

to this new abode, and the guards for the fire took turns, as before. 

 

 

The water was carried according to a set schedule and mostly in the 

early dawn to avoid the heat of the day. It was also necessary to 

conserve their strength because they were becoming exhausted from 

hunger, and the beans were becoming less plentiful. 

  

One day, when they went into the bushes searching for the beans, they 

suddenly felt a strong smell of death. Exploring the area to see where 

the odor was coming from, they discovered the body of their friend 

Vulović. They dug up a bier to bury the poor, already decomposing 

body of their friend. 

 

Deeply shaken, they headed back towards the camp. Gloomy thoughts 

gripped their hearts. Who’s next? Will death cut them all down to the 

last? Will none of them ever see their homeland? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

jednu spilju, dosta prostranu i zaklonjenu. Priredivši udobne ležajeve 

od trave, smjestiše se u nju i u tom jadnom zaklonu dočekaše Novu 

godinu 1876. 

 

 

Njihov dnevni posao sastojao se sada u spremanju zalihe hrane i 

previjanju najtežih rana. Parali su veliku plahtu, koju je kap. Kosta   

spremio, i pravili zavoje. Bučić i Antončić prenijeli su vatru u ovo 

novo obitavalište, pa se, kao i ranije, smjenjivala straža, koja ju je 

čuvala. 

 

Po vodu se odlazilo po određenom redu i to u ranu zoru, kako bi se 

izbjegla kasnija pripeka. Trebalo je štedjeti snage, jer su bili iscrpljeni 

glađu, a bobica je bi lo sve manje. 

 

 

Jednog dana, kada su u potrazi za bobicama zašli u šikarje, osjetilisu 

najednom jak zadah truleži. Pretraživši okolicu da vide odakle dolazi 

zadah, otkriše truplo svog druga Vulovića. Iskopaše raku, da u nju 

pokopaju to jadno, već raspadnuto tijelo svoga druga. 

 

 

Duboko potreseni krenu li su natrag prem a logoru. Sumorne misli 

stezale su im srca. Tko li je sada na redu? Zar će ih smrt do zadnjega 

tako pokositi?  Zar ni jedan od njih neće nikada vidjeti rodni kraj? 
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A new blow was waiting for them in their camp: they found Captain 

Costa lying unconscious. Gathering around him, they tried to help 

him. Slowly but surely, his life was dimming. He was tormented by 

the thought that to infuse the men with courage he deliberately 

deceived them and that the blame for their suffering was entirely his. 

In his restless dreams, he saw their tortured eyes fixed on his own, 

fully confident he will bring them salvation. They looked at him as 

their father, leader, and saviour, unaware that he was just as helpless 

and broken as they were. He felt the nearness of death - if only it 

would happen as soon as possible! 

 

His comrades did not know what to do. He needed strength, but they 

had nothing to invigorate him. Then it suddenly occurred to them that 

they had buried all the excess food and wine they could not carry at 

the first shelter by the shore before they left it. Wrapping their bloody 

legs, Lovrinović and Brajević immediately set off. 

 

By blind luck, they struck upon a well-trodden path and believed it 

would lead them to their destination. And indeed, after many hours of 

strenuous walking, they saw the ruins of their shelter in the distance - 

the shattered cabin of the Stefano. Happily, they set to work. 

Hurriedly they dug up the sand and soon saw barrels and boxes. 

Pulling them out of the pit, they cried out in despair. They were 

empty! Someone discovered them and emptied them. 

 

Desperate and confused, they came back, bent over with fatigue and 

sadness. Without a word, they sat down by their captain’s bed. The 

comrades understood them. The expression on their faces told them 

everything. 

 

 

 

U logoru ih je čekao novi udarac: našli su kapetana Kostu gdje leži 

bez svijesti. Sakupljeni oko njega, nastojali su da mu pomognu. 

Polagano i teško gasio se njegov život. Pomisao, da je on kriv za 

stradanje svojih drugova, jer ih je čitavo vrijeme svijesno obmanjivao 

kako bi im ulio hrabrosti, urodila je mukama. U svojim je nemirnim 

snovima vidio njihove ispaćene oči uprte u svoje, koje su pune 

pouzdanja očekivale od njega spas. Gledale su u njemu svog oca, 

vođu i spasitelja, ne sluteći da je on isto tako nemoćan i skrhan kao i 

oni. Osjećao je blizinu smrti - samo kad bi ona nastupila što prije! 

 

 

Njegovi drugovi nisu znali što da započnu. Trebalo mu je snage, ali   

oni nisu imali čime da ga okrijepe. Tada im najednom pade na um da 

su, napuštajući svoj prvi zaklon, tamo uz obalu, zakopali suvišak 

hrane i vina što nisu mogli ponijeti. Omotavši dobro krvave noge, 

Lovrinović i Brajević dadoše se smjesta na put. 

 

Uzdajući se u slijepu sreću, udariše uskom utrtom stazom. Vjerovali 

su, da će ih ona dovesti do cilja. I doista, poslije više sati·napornog 

hoda, opazise u daljini razvalinu svojeg skloništa razmrskanu kabinu 

»Stefana«. Radosno se prihvatiše posla. Žurno su odgrtali pijesak i 

uskoro ugledali burad i kutije. Izvukavši ih iz jame, kriknuše od očaja. 

Bile su prazne! Netko ih je otkrio i ispraznio. 

 

 

Očajni i zbunjeni vraćali su se natrag, pognuti od umora i tuge. Bez 

riječi su sjeli do ležaja svog kapetana. Drugovi su ih razumjeli. Izraz 

njihovih lica kazivao im je sve. 
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However, it was getting harder for Costa. His emaciated body was 

writhing from severe intestinal pain. No one had the strength to 

comfort him. Silent, they followed his ordeal. There was no help. 

 

Suddenly the dying man flinched and cried out: Food. . . give. . . Men! 

Bačić had a handful of berries in his hat, which he had gathered 

moments before. Leaning over to him, he handed them to him in the 

palm of his hand. The dying man brought these to his mouth wildly 

and greedily but abruptly shrank away. He no longer had the strength 

even to swallow. With muddy eyes, he looked at the sad comrades 

around him. Tears streamed down his withered cheeks. He did not 

feel sorry for himself. He knew there was no salvation for him. He 

lamented to his comrades for leading them on with the hope of 

salvation and exposing them to greater suffering than they would have 

suffered had they remained on the shipwrecked shore. And then, 

gathering some strength, he said in a low, broken voice: 

 

“Bačić, I’m going. . . Forgive me, brothers ...” Closing his eyes, he 

lay there peacefully, breathing easily. His comrades straightened him 

and made his bed more comfortable. Then they slipped quietly 

outside, leaving him to rests. 

 

Not long after, Lovrinović approached the patient’s bed. He lay 

motionless, his eyes open. Lovrinović asked him how he was feeling, 

but leaning over him, he saw his open, glassy eyes. He ran outside 

and called his comrades. 

 

“He is dead, he is dead!” Whispering, they all gathered around their 

dead captain. He finally sailed into that peaceful harbor, where there 

are no more storms, no more suffering, no more despair. 

Međutim je Kosti bivalo sve teže. Omršavljelo tijelo svijalo se od 

teških bolova u crijevima. Nitko nije imao snage da ga tješi. Nijemi, 

pratili su njeqove muke. Tu nije bilo pomoći. 

 

Odjednom se samrtnik trgne i zavapi: Hrane . . . dajte . . . ljudi! Bačić 

je u kapi imao šaku bobica, što ih je čas prije skupio. Sagnuvši se k 

njemu pruži mu ih na dlanu. Divlje i pohlepno prinese ih samrtnik 

ustima, ali naglo klone. Nije imao više snage ni da guta. Mutnim 

očima gledao je tužno drugove oko sebe. Niz njegove uvele obraze 

potekle su suze. On nije žalio sebe. Znao je da mu nema spasa. Žalio 

je drugove što ih je zaveo nadom u spas i izložio većim stradanjima 

no što bi ih pretrpjeli da su ostali na obali. I onda, skupivši nešto snage 

tihim je i isprekidanim glasom rekao: 

 

 

 

 

»Bačiću, ja idem . . . Oprostite mi braćo ... « Sklopivši oči, ležao je 

mirno i lagano disao. Drugovi mu poravnaše i udobnije namjestiše   

ležaj. Tiho su se iskrali vani, ostavivši ga da počiva. 

 

 

Ne dugo zatim prišao je Lovrinović ležaju bolesnika. Ležao je 

nepomično, rastvorenih oćiju. Lovrinović ga upita kako se osjeća, ali 

prignuvši se k niemu ugleda njegove rastvorene, staklenaste oči.  

lstrčao je vani i dozvao drugove. 

 

»Umro je, umro je!« šaptali su okupivši se oko svog mrtvog kapetana. 

On je napokon uplovio onu mirnu luku, gdje nema više oluja, ni 

stradanja, ni očaja. 
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VI 
 

 

SHOCKED by the captain’s death, the men sat silently and helplessly 

at the spring. Their dull, immobile state was interrupted only by 

heightened despair, pangs of hunger, or an occasional visit by groups 

of natives, who would give them some food and then leave them to 

their numbness again. What to do or where to go? They had resigned 

to wait for death. Nothing was going to help them, and they knew it. 

They decided to go to the cave to again lie down by the fire, but 

Antončić, Bučić, and Lovrinović could not go with them: their bruised 

limbs were in great pain, which tore at their whole body. The others 

did not have the strength to carry them. Everyone thought only of their 

own life and how to prolong it as long as possible. They decided to 

head back to the cave leaving the three dying men behind. 

 

 The next day it was even harder for the sick men. Their comrades 

brought them food, encouraged them, and calmed them down while 

trying hard to keep themselves on their feet and overcome their own 

feebleness. Shortly two more succumbed: Brajević and Dediol. 

Terrible cramps in their stomachs and pains in their limbs crushed 

them as well, leaving only two able-bodied: Bačić and Jurić. Their 

youthfulness (the first was 17 and the second 20) helped them survive. 

They took turns visiting their dying comrades: one would carry food 

and water while the other sat in the cave, guarding the fire and 

recuperating his strength. 

 

 

 

 

VI 

 
POTRESENI smrću kapetana, brodolomci su nijemo i bespomoćno 

sjedili kod izvora. Njihovo tupo, nepokretno stanje prekidao bi samo 

pojačani očaj, osjećaj gladi ili slučajni posjeti neke grupe urođenika, 

koja bi im poklonila nešto hrane i ponovo ih prepuštala njihovoj 

obamrlosti. Nisiu više znali, što da rade ni kamo da pođu. Rezignirano 

su čekali smrt. Znali su, da im nema pomoći. Kada su odlučili otići 

do špilje, da bi onamo nanovo legli uz vatru, Antončić, Bučić i 

Lovrinović nisu mogli s njima: njihove je izmrcvarene udove 

zahvatila silna bol, koja im je trgala čitavo tijelo. Ostali nisu imali 

snage da ih ponesu. Svak je mislio samo na svoj život i kako da ga sto 

više produži. Ostavivši trojicu umirućih, krenuli su ostali prema špilji.  

 

 

Sutradan je bolesnicima bilo još teže. Drugovi su im donosili hrane, 

hrabrili ih, umirivali, nastojeći s mukom da se i sami održe na nogama 

i odhrvaju slabosti. Ali doskora su pala još dvojica: Brajević i Dediol. 

Strahoviti grčev i u želucu i bolovi u udovima shrvali su i njih, tako 

da su se držala još samo dvojica: Bačić i Jurić. Samo njihova mladost 

(prvi je imao 17, a drugi 20 godina) pomogla im je da se održe. 

Naizmjence su obilazili umiruće drugove: dok je jedan nosio mrvice 

hrane i vode, dotle je drugi sjedio u špilji, čuvao vatru i skupljao nove 

snage. 
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Day by day, things were getting harder for their comrades. Cruel 

deaths were imminent. Lovrinović tried his best to summon his friend 

Jurić, but the cave was far away. His subdued, dying voice could not 

reach it. The next morning, they found him dead. And so, one by one, 

these shipwrecked men died. Only Dediol still lay in the cave.  

 

 

The young men dragged him there with great difficulty so that they 

did not have to walk to him. His sad eyes, full of pain and suffering, 

begged for help. Bačić and Jurić watched over him as if they wanted 

to save his life with their eyes. But his hour also struck. 

  

 “Why didn’t the sea swallow me right away? Ah, my children . . .” 

Dediol’s head fell sideways. His two suffering companions squatted 

in the corner, motionless and stunned. The next day they did not have 

the strength to move. They lay at the feet of the dead man and waited 

for their own deaths. For two days, they had nothing to eat. There was 

nothing left in the cave. Only a bottle, half filled with water. It was 

necessary to bring the water at least, but who could do it? Bačić was 

thirsty. He crawled toward where the water was stored. Jurić noticed 

him and begged him not to drink it all to the bottom. Bačić promised 

him that he would get some more as soon as he was refreshed and - 

he drank everything, down to the last drop, and lay down on the floor 

again. 

 

 “Jurić, I can’t move. I can’t. My legs betray me.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Iz dana u dan njihovim je drugovima bilo sve teže. Približavala se 

okrutna smrt. Lovrinović je posljednjim snagama pokušavao dozvati 

svog prijatelja Jurića, ali je špilja bila daleko. Njegov tihi, umirući 

glas nije mogao doprijeti do nje. Sutradan ujutro našli su, ga mrtva. I 

tako su jedan za drugim umirali brodolomci. U špilji je ležao još jedini 

Dediol.  

 

Mladići su ga teškom mukom dovukli tu da ne moraju k njemu 

pješaćiti. Njegove tužne oči, pune bola i patnje, molile su za pomoć. 

Bačić i Jurić bdjeli su uz njega kao da mu žele svojim pogledom 

sačuvati život. Ali kucnuo je i njegov čas. 

 

»Žasto me nije more odmah progutalo? Ah, djeco moja ... « i 

Dediolova glava klone u stranu. Dvojica jadnika šćućurila su se u kutu 

nepomićni i zaprepašteni. Sutradan nisu imali snage da se pokrenu. 

Ležal i su do nogu mrtvaca i čekali svoju smrt. Dva dana nisu ništa 

okusili. U špilji  nije  bilo  više ništa. Ostala je još samo jedna flaša 

do polovine napunjena vodom. Trebalo je donijeti barem vode, ali tko 

da ide po nju? Bačić je bio žedan. Puzao je prema mjestu, na kojem 

je stajala voda. Jurić ga je opazio i stao ga preklinjati da ne ispije sve 

do dna. Bačić mu se zaklinjao da će otići po nju čim se osvježi i – 

ispije sve, do posljednje kapi, i legne opet na pod. 

 

 

 

»Ne mogu otići, Juriću. Ne mogu. Noge me izdaju«. 
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Enraged by Bačić’s action, Jurić angrily threw himself at him and 

started biting and hitting him, but exhausted and extenuated, they both 

collapsed on the floor next to each other. Immobile and almost 

unconscious, they lay in the cave for at least another two days. They 

could never remember how long it took before they suddenly found 

themselves outside, surrounded by native people, running around 

them and waving their arms as if calling on their divinities for help. 

  

They could not move. Their legs and arms were numb. It was as if 

they had woken from a heavy and long sleep full of horror and death. 

They could not tell if it was all a dream or a reality. Did all of their 

comrades really perish? Is Dediol, their old and dear friend Thomas, 

really under that pile of stones and sand? They did not know who 

buried his poor body. Maybe they did - but couldn’t remember it. 

 

 

They did not have the strength to think further and surrendered 

themselves entirely to the care of the native people, who carried them 

on their back whenever they set out on their continual wanderings. 

They cared for the shipwrecked men as if they were their own 

children, offering them the best pieces of food, and often competed 

among themselves as to who would best assist them. Soon the two 

young men recovered sufficiently to be able to walk alone but were 

not yet strong enough to endure arduous and long journeys. Usually, 

the native people divided into two groups when travelling: the men 

went forward, and the women, carrying children and supplies of water 

and food, moved more slowly behind them. The extenuated young 

men joined the group of women, yet the hike was still difficult and 

strenuous. In their thoughts, they constantly decried the merciless 

fate, which allowed death to cut down their comrades. 

 

 

Razjaren Bačićevim postupkom Jurić se bijesno baci na njega i počne 

ga gristi i udarati, ali iznemogli i iscrpljeni obojica se srušiše na pod 

jedan uz drugoga. Nepokretni i skoro bez svijesti ležali su u špilji 

sigurno još dva dana - nikad se nisu mogli sjetiti koliko je to trajalo i 

kako su se našli najednom vani, okruženi urođenicima, koji su trčali 

oko njih i mahali rukama kao da zovu svoja božanstva u pomoć. 

 

 

Nisu se mogli kretati. Noge i ruke bile su kao obamrle. Činilo im se, 

kao da su se probudili iz teškog i dugog sna punog užasa i smrti. Nisu 

mogli razabrati da li je sve to bio san ili java. Da li su doista svi njihovi 

izginuli? Zar je zbilja pod tom gomilom kamenja I pijeska njihov 

Dediol, star i dragi prijatelj Tomas?  Nisu znali tko je zakopao 

njegovo jadno tijelo. Možda su i oni sami – ali to nisu mogli dozvati 

u sjećanje. 

 

Nisu imali snage da dalje razmišljaju. Prepustili su se sasvim brizi 

urođenika. I kad su ovi krenuli na svoje vječno lutanje ponijeli su na 

leđima i oba mladića. Brinuli su se za njih kao za svoju djecu, nudili 

ih naiboljim zalogajima i natjecali se među sobom tko će ih ljepše 

počastiti. Mladići su se oporavljali i uskoro su mogli hodati sami, ali 

nisu još bili tako snažni da bi mogli izdržati naporan i dugi put. Zato 

se je urođenicko pleme razdijelilo na dvije grupe: muškarci su posli 

naprijed, a žene, noseći djecu i zalihe vode i hrane, kretale su se 

sporije zanjima. Pa ipak, uz sve to što su se iscrpljeni mladići 

pridružili grupi žena, pješačenje im je bilo teško i naporno. U mislima 

su stalno proklinjali nemilosrđnu sudbinu, sto je dopustila da smrt 

pokosi njihove drugove. 
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After arriving at a large plain, where a group of men was already 

waiting for them, the new arrivals lit fires, set up small camps, and 

stayed there for a whole week. Here the young men began to return to 

health again. They began to notice the habits and customs of the native 

people and participate in the work themselves. They collected various 

herbs, caught fish, and brought water throughout the day, and only in 

the evening could they sit by the fire and eat — once in 24 hours. 

 

Each family had its own fire for the preparation of food. Their main 

food was fish caught by men. Either nothing was eaten with it, or was 

consumed with the “bread” prepared by women. They would gather 

some oblong beans from the bush, similar to lentils, which were dried 

in the sun, and when dried, they would be grounded and crumbled 

into powder. The powder was then mixed with water and baked on 

embers like bread. These small puffs were delicious, even without 

salt, and the natives always made sure that their two guests were well 

served. The native women were not as caring or generous. They often 

brought some date-like fruit from the forest but without a pit. They 

baked it for a long time and only then shared it - a few pieces each. 

The fruit was sweet and tasty but could not be eaten raw, probably 

because it was poisonous. Bačić especially liked it, and he continually 

tried to find out where it grew. However, his attempt angered the 

women. They attacked him with their fists and fingernails, and the 

poor creature fled ignominiously accompanied by the roaring laughter 

of the native men. 

  

“Prgnari Kominini” - “Women are belligerent,” the native men 

shouted at him, warning him never to try to do such a thing again. 

 

 

 

Stigavši do prostrane ravnice, na kojoj ih je već čekala grupa 

muškaraca, urođenici su zapalili vatru, uredili malene logore, 

zađržavši se na tom mjestu čitavu sedmicu dana. Tu su mladići 

ponovo počeli ulaziti u život. Počeli su zapažati navike i običaje 

urođenika i sami sudjelovati u radu. Kroz čitav dan sabirali su razno 

bilje, lovili ribu i donosili vodu, a tek navečer bi sjedali uz vatru I jeli 

- jedamput u 24 sata. 

 

Svaka je obitelj imala svoju vatru i na njoj je pripravljala hranu. 

Glavna hrana bila im je riba, sto su je donosili muškarci. Uz nju se ili 

nije jelo ništa drugo ili se pak jeo »hljeb «, što su ga pripravljale žene. 

U šumi bi sakupljale neke dugoljaste bobice, nalići na leću, sušile je 

na suncu i osušeneš tuckale i mrvile u prah. Taj prašak su mijesile s 

vodom i pekle na žeravici ka kruh. Te male pogačice bile su zaista 

slasne, pa i bez soli, a urođenic su budno pazili da i njihova dva gosta 

budu njima posluženi. Žene urođenika nisu bile baš jako pažljive i 

darežljive. Često su iz šume donosile neko voče nalik na datulje, samo 

što je bilo bez koštica. One su ga dugo pekle i tek onda ga dijelile - 

svakome tek po par komada. Voće je bilo slatko i ukusno ali se nije 

smjelo jesti sirovo. Valjda je bilo otrovno. Bačiću se naročito svidjelo 

i svakako je nastojao da dozna gdje ono raste.  Medutim, njegov 

pokušaj razjario je žene. Nasrnule su njega šakama i noktima i jadan, 

prokunjen, uz grohotan smijeh uređenika bježao je kao bez glave. 

 

 

 

»Prgnari Kominini« - »Žene su ratoborne«, dovikivali su mu 

urođenici upozoravaući ga da više nikada ne pokuša takvo što učiniti. 

 

 

 



 51 

At the head of the fire sat the family elder who distributed the food 

first to the men, who would then pass their surpluses over their 

shoulders to women who sat behind them. The women fed the 

children only with their own leftovers. If after the whole “feast”, there 

was any fish or other catch left, the women prepared it for tomorrow’s 

meal, saying: 

 

“Tumorning balialgo” - “You’ll eat tomorrow.” 

 

After dinner, the natives would dig pits in the sand, which, together 

with the “pillow” of green branches, protected them from the wind 

and also provided a hollow for their huge bellies. They slept on their 

bellies and covered themselves with sand. Every night before going 

to bed, they would gather around the fire, strike their weapons, and 

with strange movements of the body and hand, shouted the same song 

all the time: 

 

Paur paur gutari 

Pahur cerima 

Mali guigura. 

 

The whole ceremony would last almost an hour, and then everything 

would be quiet, and all would fall asleep. Bačić tried in vain to find 

out the meaning of the rite but failed. He was even unable to find out 

the meaning of the words, although he already understood a lot. In 

particular, he noticed that the natives used some words that most 

likely were of the English language. “Tumorning” could only have 

come from the English “tomorrow morning”, and “tatruga”, as they 

called their delicacy, the turtle, most likely came from the same 

source. Bačić was buoyed by his reflections and confided his hope 

and joy to Jurić – the natives certainly had contact with white people. 

Couldn’t we also get to a white settlement one day? 

Na čelu vatre sjedio je staraješina obitelji i dijelio hranu najprije 

muškarcima, a ovi bi preko ramena dodavali svoje viškove ženama, 

koje su  sjedile iza njih. Žene su tek svojim preustatkom hranile djecu.  

Kada bi iza čitave te »gozbe« preostalo nešto ribe ili druge lovine, 

žene su to spremale za sutrašnji obrok govoreći: 

 

 

»Tumorning balialgo « Sutra ćete jesti«.  

 

Večeravši, urođenici bi kopali ležajeve u pijesku, koji su osim 

»jastuka« od zelenog granja, koje ih je štiti i od vjetra, imali još i 

udubinu za golem trbuhe urođenika. Ležali su potrbuške i pokrivali 

se pijeskom. Svak večer prije spavanja sakupljali su se uz vatre, 

udarali po svom oružju i uz čudne pokrete tijela i ruku urlali uvijek 

istu pjesmu: 

 

 

Paur paur gutari  

Pahur cerima  

Mali guigura. 

 

Čitava bi ceremonia trajal skoro jedan sat, da zatim sve utihne i utone 

u san. Bačić je uzalud nastojao odgonetnuti što je taj obred značio, ali 

nije uspio, pa ni da dozna značenje riječi, iako je već mnogo toga 

razumijevao. Naročito je zapazio da urođenici upotrebljavaju neke 

riječi vjerojatno iz engleskog jezika. »Tumorning« moglo je nastati 

samo od engleskog »tomorrow morning« (sutra ujutro), a »tatruga«, 

kako su nazivali svoju poslasticu - kornjaču, potjecala je sigurno iz 

istog izvora. Bačić je bio zanesen svojim novim otkrićem. Svoju je 

nadu i radost   povjerio i Juriću - urođenici sigurno dolaze u dodir s 

bijelim ljudima. Zar ne bi mogli zbilja jednom stići do naselja 

bijelaca? 
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The tribe was on the move. According to Bačić’s calculation, the date 

was 3 February 1876, the day of Dubrovnik’s patron. The women 

prepared their children, and the wooden vessels filled with water. 

Without water, the natives did not move anywhere. Only women took 

care of the water, beginning from the age of twelve. Their procession 

loaded with wooden vessels for water followed the men, who were 

already well advanced. The men caught fish along the way, cleared 

the path, and chose where to camp at night. They would light fires and 

prepare the fish they caught but would not even taste it until their 

families arrived at the camp. 

  

And this is how they moved from one place to another. The daily food 

supply varied from poor to abundant and was always divided into 

equal parts. The greatest joy for the tribe was to come across an area 

full of turtles. These native men were masters in catching these. While 

the big turtles lay quietly sunbathing along the shore, the men would 

jump in, grab them by the neck and pull them out on the sand. The 

turtles twitched and wriggled, but the strong hands of the natives did 

not let them go. The necks were stretched, plucking the intestines and 

ravenously chewed and swallowed – all of it raw. After alleviated 

their hunger, they would light a fire, lay a turtle on it, cover it with 

embers. When the turtle was half-baked, they would break it up into 

pieces and bake these again while incessantly and impatiently 

checking to see if they were ready to be eaten. 

  

Turtle eggs were considered to be their greatest delicacy. From 

experience, they knew where to find the turtle nests but kept it a 

secret. They did not want to entrust this knowledge to Bačić or Jurić 

and laughed at their efforts to uncover the nests while constantly 

teasing and misdirecting them. The natives did not share eggs with 

their wives either, as there was a rule that this rare and much-valued 

food should be eaten immediately and only by those who found it. 

Pleme je kretalo na put. Bila je to, po Bačićevu računu, trećeg februara 

1876., na dan dubrovačkog patrona. Žene su naprtile djecu i drvene 

sudove napunjene vodom. Bez vode se urođenici nisu kretali nikuda. 

Za vodu su se briniule samo žene i to već od svoje dvanaeste godine. 

Natovarena drvenim sudovima za vodu njihova je povorka krenula za 

muškarcima, koji su več bili dobrano odmakli. Muškarci su putem 

lovili ribu, krčili prolaze, a predvečer odabirali mjesto za logorovanje. 

Tamo bi napalili vatre i pripremali ulovljenu ribu, ali ne bi je ni okusili 

dok i njihove porodice ne stignu u logor.  

 

 

I tako su se selili s jednog mjesta na drugo. Lovina je čas bila   slabija 

čas bogatija i uvijek se je dijelila na jednake dijelove. Najveća radost 

zavladala bi plemenom, kad bi se pronašlo područje   bogato 

kornjačama. Ovi su urođenici bili pravi majstori za njihovo hvatanje. 

Dok bi velike žabe mirno ležale i sunčale se uz obalu, urođenici bi 

skakali za njima, hvatali ih za vrat i istezali na pijesak.  Kornjače su 

se trzale i praćkale, ali snažne ruke urođenika nisu ih ispustale. Istezali 

su im vratove, čupali crijeva i pohlepno ih žvakali i gutali - sve onako 

sirovo. Kad bi tek tako utazili pohlepu, palili bi vatru, na nju polagali 

kornjaču, pokrivali je žeravom i tek kad bi bila napola pečena trgali 

je na komade I ponovo ih pekli neprestano I nestrpljivo pipkajući nisu 

li gotovi za jelo. 

 

 

Najvećom delikatesom smatrali su kornjačina jaja. Dugim iskustvom 

naučili su na kojim ih mjestima one najviše legu, ali su tajnu brižno 

čuvali. Nisu je htjeli povjeriti ni Bačiću ni Juriću. Smijali su se 

njihovim  nastojanjima da otkriju tajnu i neprestano ih  draškali ili 

zavodili na krivi put. Urođenici nisu jaja dijelili ni sa svojim ženama, 

jer je postojalo pravilo, da se ta rijetka i tako cijenjena hrana pojede 

odmah i to samo onaj tko ju je i pronašao. 



 53 

Walking along the sea one day, the natives noticed a small canoe in 

the water and hurriedly jumped in to drag it to the shore. Reaching 

this hollowed-out stump, they mounted it deftly and rowed it to the 

shore, shouting: 

  

“Majabulo! Majabulo!” 

 

 They waved to the young men and invited them to join them. Bačić 

and Jurić did try to get into the canoe, but their efforts were in vain. 

The canoe swayed and overturned, accompanied by eruptions of 

merry laughter from the natives on the shore. The two young native 

men Bengo and Jimmy tried to help by demonstrating how it is done, 

but again without success. Deftly perched in the canoe, the two native 

men went off hunting for turtles. 

  

“Minar donki nagoru,” shouted the natives, waving their arms merrily 

and jumping around Bačić. “Minara, minara” they shouted even 

when they were back in the green valley full of springs of clear water. 

Bačić and Jurić looked overwhelmed, not understanding why the 

natives were so happy. And the screams, cheers, and tapping of bare 

feet did not stop. Suddenly a crowd of natives descended from a 

nearby hill. Their cries grew louder. Laughter erupted and echoed 

throughout the valley. The natives patted each other on the back, hit 

one another with joy, and talked loudly about something to their 

compatriots while beating on their arms and legs. In these 

conversations, they often pointed to their two white guests as if 

talking about their fate. The newcomer’s women, listening to the 

story, looked at them sadly and sighed: 

 

 "Kaciuga moro, kaciuga moro." 

 

Pješaćeći jednog dana uz more opazili su urođenici na pučini omanju 

kanou i žurno poskakali da je dovuku uz obalu. Dohvativši se tog 

izdubenoa panja, zasjeli su vješto na njega i zaveslali k obali vičući: 

 

 

»Majabulo! Majabulo!« 

 

Mahali su mladićima i pozivali ih da im se i oni  pridruže. Bačić i 

Jurić zaista pokušaše da zasjednu u čamac, ali njihov je napor ostao 

uzaludan. Čamac s njihao i prevrtao, a sa obale se orio veseli smijeh 

urođenika. Bengo i Đimi, dva mlada urođenika, pomagali su im i 

pokazivali, ali opet nije uspjelo. Spretno zasjevši u čamac, ova su 

dvojica otišla u lov na kornjače. 

 

 

»Minar donki nagoru« klicali su urođenici veselo mašući rukama i 

skačući oko Bačića. »Minara, minara« vikali su i onda, kad su stigli u 

zelenu dolinu punu izvora bistre vode. Bačić i Jurić gledali su 

prevlašeno ne razumijevajući zasto li se urođenici toliko raduju. A 

krikovi, klicanje i tapkanje bosih nogu nisu prestajali. Odjednom se s 

obližnjeg brežuljka spustila gomila urođenika. Krikovi su postajali 

jaći. Smijeh se orio i odjekiva dolinom. Urođenici su se tapšali po 

leđima, udarali jedni druge od radosti i bučno, mlatarajući rukama i 

nogama, pričali o nečemu svojim sunarodnjacima. Često·su u tim 

razgovorima pokazivali na  svoja dva bijela gosta, kao da pričaju o 

njihovoj sudbini. Žene došljaka, slušajući pričanje, tužno su ih 

pogledavale i uzdisale: 

 

 

»Kaciuga moro, kaciuga moro«. 
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“Minara denki bolu!” The men sang, “Minara denki bolu.” The 

young men went with them, letting them pull their arms and pat them 

on the back. Arriving at the shore, they had something to see! On the 

waterline lay the lifeboat from the Stefano turned to its side. The same 

lifeboat that Bačić was on when the waves carried him to the shore. 

The bottom of the boat was punctured, and oars lay in the sand. The 

natives were happy to see the joy in the eyes of their protégés. 

 

 

“Minara denki bolu” they still sang convincingly, as if to say: “You’ll 

be sailing the boat again soon.”  

 

Until then, everyone in the camp was busy. Large turtles were baked 

for the evening feast. A happy meeting was going to be celebrated. 

  

The feast lasted until late into the night. The newcomers, it seemed, 

liked the young men. They competed with the host tribe to provide 

them with more favours and to better serve them. 

 

 “Denki! Denki!” 9 They offered roasted meat and invited the men to 

sit by their fire or to lie down next to them. When everything was 

calm and the last songs and shouts had completely subsided, the 

young men remained awake. The damaged lifeboat from the Stefano 

reminded them of the pleasant days spent on the ship, of their great 

expectations, of the horrors and death on the night of the storm, and 

of the horrible deaths of their comrades. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

»Minara denki bolu!« - pjevali su muškarci, »Minara denki bolu.«, 

uvjeravali su ćas Bačića, ćas Jurića i pozivali ih da ih slijede. Mladici 

su pošli s njima, puštajući da ih vuku za ruke i tapšu po ledima. 

Došavši na obalu imali su što vidjeti! Na obali, iskrenut na bok, ležao 

je čamac sa »Stefana«. Onaj isti čamac, za kojega se prihvatio Bačić, 

kada su ga valovi nosili prema kopnu. Dno čamca bilo je probušeno. 

Na pijesku su ležala i vesla. Urođenici su bili sretni, što su u očima 

svojih stićenika vidjeli radost. 

 

»Minara denki bolu« i dalje su uvjerljivo pjevuckali, kao da žele 

kazati: »Skora čete opet ploviti čamcem«.  

 

Dotle je u logorima bilo sve užurbano. Pekle su se velika kornjače za 

večernju gozbu. Trebalo je proslaviti sretni sastanak. 

 

Gozba se protegla do kasno u noć. Došljaci su, izgleda, zavolili 

mladiće. Natjecali su se s domaćinima tko će im iskazati više usluga 

i bolje ih pogostiti. 

 

»Denki! Denki!«9 nudili su pečenku pozivajući ih da sjednu uz 

njihovu vatru ili da legnu uz njih.  Kad je več sve bilo mirno I kad su 

posljednje pjesme i uzvici sasvim utihli, mladići su i dalje ostali 

budni. Razbijeni čamac sa »Stefana« podsjećao ih je na ugodne dane 

provedene na brodu, na velika očekivanja, strahote olujne noći i smrt, 

groznu smrt njihovih drugova. 
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The following days passed in rejoicing and feasting with the natives. 

The newcomers wanted to show the two young men their skills and 

abilities, which brought new surprises to them every day. 

   

One evening the natives became greatly excited. They prepared 

torches, and for an hour, were constantly looking at the sea and then 

at the sky. When the night fell, they lit torches, walked down to the 

sea, and began swimming while holding the torches high in their 

hands, which shone like stars. Soon the expedition returned, dragging 

many turtles and long, snake-like fish. From the shore, they were 

greeted by loud merriment and celebration of women and elderly 

natives. Not long after, the tribes began to part. The newcomers 

insisted and begged Bačić to join them with his friend: 

 

 “Butur vaj” - “Come with us,” they urged, but the young men were 

hesitant. They thought their benefactors would disapprove. In the end, 

however, they agreed. The new acquaintances were smarter and more 

skilful, knew the area better, and always had enough food. Also, their 

names, such as Jimmy, Jackie, and the like, gave our boys hope that 

one day they would meet the English, from whom the natives had 

learned all these words. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Slijedeći dani prolazili su u veselju i gozbi s urođenicima. Pridošlice 

su dvojici mladića htjeli pokazati sve svoje vještine i sposobnosti, pa 

je svaki dan nosio našim brodolomcima nova iznenađenja. 

 

Jedne su večeri urođenici bili u velikom uzbuđenju. Pripremali su 

nekakve baklje, neprestano pogledavali čas u more čas u nebo. Kada 

je pala noć zapalili su baldje, spustili se do mora i zaplivali držeći 

visoko ruke s bakljama, koje su sijale kao zvijezde. Doskora se 

ekspedicija vratila vukući mnoštvo kornjača i dugačkih, zmijolikih 

riba. S obale ih je dočekalo glasno veselje i slavlje žena i starijih 

urođenika. Ne dugo zatim plemena su se počela rastajati. Pridošlice 

su navaljivali i molili Bačića da se sa svojim prijateljem pridruži 

njima: 

 

»Butur vaj« - »Idite s nama«, molili su, ali su mladići bili neodlučni. 

Mislili su da njihovim dobročiniteljima neće to biti pravo. Na kraju 

su se ipak odlučili. Novi poznanici bili su dosjetlviji i spretniji, bolje 

su poznavali krajeve i uvijek su imali dovoljno hrane. Osim toga, 

njihova imena, kao što su: Đimi, Đaki i slično, ulijevala su nadu našim 

momcima, da če jednom ipak negdje sresti Engleze, od koih su 

urođenici naučili sve te riječi. 
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Gently bidding farewell to their old friends, the shipwrecked men set 

out. The long walk through the rocky country was strenuous and too 

fast for the young men. They were not yet accustomed to walking 

barefoot for so long, and they looked forward to the hour when the 

natives would stop to catch fish. This was the only time the 

shipwrecked men could sit down and rest their bloodied feet. One day, 

Jurić couldn’t take it anymore. The wounds on his legs hurt too much. 

He collapsed and called out to Bačić, who was already well behind 

him. Hearing his moaning, Jackie, one of the natives, ran forward and 

called Bačić. The whole group stopped and carefully gathered around 

Jurić. Further travel was delayed until he fully recovered. 

 

 

 

 Notes 

 

9.  Likely distorted English word “take it”. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Nježno se oprostivši od svojih starih prijatelja, brodolomci se dadoše 

na put. Dugo pješačenje kamenitim predjelima bilo je naporno i 

prebrzo za mladiće. Oni još nisu bili navikli da tako dugo hodaju 

bosonogi, pa bi nestrpljivo čekali čas, kada će se urođenici zaustaviti 

da nalove ribe. Tada bi sjeli i  odmarali raskrvavljena  stopala.  Jednog 

dana Jurić nije mogao više izdržati. Rane na nogama previše su ga 

bolile. Srušio se i dozivao Bačića, koji je već bio dobrano odmaknuo. 

Čuvši njegovo zapomaganje, Đaki, jedan od urođenika potrčao je 

naprijed i dozvao Bačića. Čitava je skupina zastala i brižno se okupila 

oko Jurića. Dalje putovanje bilo je odgođeno, dok se ovaj nije 

potpuno oporavio. 

 

 

 

 

 
9.   Valjda iskrivljena engleska rijec »take it« - uzmi. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 57 

VII 
  

I will never forget the attention, love, and care I received from these 

native people - Bačić told Jurić. “Who knows, if we had joined them 

earlier, many of our comrades might still be alive now. Remember, 

Jurić, as I remember! We will talk to the cultured white people about 

the humanity and love of the uncultured natives.” 

 

In a few days, the whole group returned to the plain, where they first 

met the young, shipwrecked men but did not find the families of their 

old acquaintances. The lifeboat was gone as well. It was as if they had 

all disappeared from this world. But suddenly, like ghosts, they 

emerged from the bushes, furiously shouting and whirling 

boomerangs, as if an evil rage had seized them, or as if they wanted 

to show the white boys that they too could be belligerent and hostile. 

The young men did not know what to do. Unarmed, they were not 

allowed to approach and calm things down. Nor could they see a 

reason for their rage, yelling, and fighting. In the end, the women also 

got involved with this mayhem crowd when trying to separate the 

“enemy armies”. After much screaming and scratching, they finally 

succeeded. 

 

The next day everything was peaceful again. Both sides forgot about 

yesterday’s enmity as if nothing had happened. Some headed north, 

while others remained on the plain. The tribe, which Bačić and Jurić 

traveled with, continued with their journey. Bačić was interested in 

knowing where they were going in such a hurry and why. 

 

“Buhura vagaj,” they replied when he asked them about it. But what 

is Buhura, Bačić wondered. Isn’t it North West Cape? That would 

have to be somewhere in the direction of their movement. 

 

VII 
 

Ne ću nikada zaboravati pažnju, ljubav i brigu urođenika - govorio   je 

Bačić Juriću.  »Tko zna, da smo se ranije pridružili urođenicima 

možda bi sada mnogi naši drugovi bili još živi. Pamti, Juriću, kao što 

i ja pamtim! Pričat ćemo kulturnim bijelim ljudima o čovječnosti i 

ljubavi nekulturnih urođenika.« 

 

Kroz par dana skupina se ponovo vratila u ravnicu, gdje su je mladići 

prvi put ugledali, ali tamo nisu našli porodice svojih starih poznanika. 

Nije bilo čak ni čamca. Izgledalo je, kao da su nestali s ovog svijeta. 

Ali, odjednom, kao kakvi duhovi, pojavili su se iz grmlja, bijesno 

vičući i vitlajući bumerange, kao da su ih spopali zli bjesovi, ili kao 

da žele pokazati bijelim momcima da i oni mogu biti ratoborni i zli. 

Mladići nisu znali što da počnu. Goloruki nisu smjeli prići i miriti ih. 

Nisu vidjeli  razloga njihovu bijesu, dernjavi I hrvanju. U tu veliku 

gužvu umiješale su se na koncu i žene, nastojeći razdvojiti 

»neprijateljske vojske«, u čemu su strahovitom krikom i grebenjem 

napokon uspjele. 

 

 

 

Sutradan je sve bilo mirno.  I jedna i druga strana zaboravilaje na 

jučerašnje neprijateljstvo, kao da ga nije ni bilo. Jedni se krenuli 

prema sjeveru, a drugi su se zadržali i dalje u dolini. Pleme, s kojim 

su putovali Bačić i Jurić, nastavilo je put. Bačića je zanimalo kuda oni 

tako žure i što je tome razlog. 

 

»Buhura vagaj«, odgovorili su mu, kad ih je o tome zapitao. Ali što li 

je Buhura, pitao se je Bačić. Nije li možda rt Nort West? Taj bi morao 

biti negdje u pravcu njihovog kretanja. 
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“Vangi Buhura?” “Where is Buhura?” He asked further. 

  

“Parue.” “Very far,” was the reply, and the men hurried on. 

  

  

On the way, the wanderers reached the place where the Stefano men 

had built their first shelter. The natives began to rummage among 

pieces of wreckage to find something. At the spot where the remains 

of their hut once stood, they found a bucket of rotten potatoes and an 

empty wine barrel. Bačić searched the entire area, but the only reward 

for all his efforts was a small wrap with needles and thread for 

mending sails. Still, that wrap was most welcome. Bačić sat down and 

started mending the remnants of his torn shirt. Less than a second 

later, a crowd of bushy women gathered around him. Shouting, “Niril, 

niril,” they tried to steal his treasure.  

  

Bačić defended himself and hid the needles, not understanding what 

those women would want with them, as they have nothing to sew. All 

natives were as naked as a finger. But the old Dubrovnik merchant 

spirit quickly awoke in Bačić. 

 

“I will give them to you,” he said, “but you will give me food 

whenever we are hungry.” the women agreed, and their men laughed 

with pleasure after seeing Bačić outwitting them. The native women 

were, in fact, very stingy. The food they collected was prepared for 

themselves and their children. Bačić and Jurić never got anything 

from their hands.  

 

During this time, the two natives were quietly squatting on a reef and 

staring at the sea. 

 

 

»Vangi Buhura?« - »Gdje je Buhura? «, pitao je dalje. 

 

»Parue«. - »Vrlo daleko«, glasio je odgovor i pleme je dalje žurilo 

brzim koracima. 

 

Na putu lutalice su stigle do mjesta, gdje je »Stefanova« posada bila 

sagradila svoje prvo zaklonište. Urođenici su poceli čeprkati izmedu 

komada drveta ne bi li što našli. Na mjestu, gdje su još uvijek stajali 

ostaci barake našli su kantu gnjilih krumpira i prazno vinsko bure. 

Bačić je također pretražio čitavu okolinu, ali sav njegov trud bio je 

nagrađen jednim malim omotom s iglama i koncem za krpanje jedara. 

Pa ipak, i taj je omotić zbilja dobro dosao. Bačić je sjeo i počeo krpati 

jadne ostatke svoje rastrgane košulje. Nije prošlo ni par sekunda, kad 

se oko njega skupila gomila kuštravih žena.  Kličući »Niril, niril« 

pokušavale su da mu otmu njegovo blago.  

 

Bačić se branio i skrivao igle ne razumijevajući što će one ženama, 

kad njima nemaju što šiti. Ta svi su urodenici bili goli kao prst. Ali 

stari dubrovacki trgovački duh brzo se probudio u Bačiću. 

 

 

»Dat ću vam ih«, kazao je, »ali vi ćete meni davati hrane, kad god 

budemo gladni«. žene su pristale, a muškarci su se smijali od 

uživanja, što ih je Bačić nadmudrio. Urođeničke žene su, naime, bile 

veoma škrte. Hranu, koju su sakupljale, spremale su za sebe i svoju 

deriščad.  Iz njihovih ruku Bačić i Jurić nisu nikada ništa dobili. 

 

 

Za to vrijeme dvojica urođenika mirno su čučala na jednom grebenu 

i buljila u more. 
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“Janina! Janina! Janina!” They shouted at once. And all the women 

and men abandoned whatever they were doing and rushed towards the 

sea. The silence was grave. Bačić asked what was happening but did 

not receive an answer and had to remain silent, waiting for the event 

itself to provide an answer. He soon noticed what the cause of the 

silence was. A huge fish was swimming along the shore with almost 

half its body out of the water. It was the so-called “Dugong” from the 

East Indian Ocean that feeds on seagrass and is found along this coast. 

The natives were ready: armed with batons, spears, stones, they were 

only waiting for the right moment. A small, primitive net made of thin 

rope also stood in preparation. Suddenly, forty or so bodies crashed 

into the sea. They caught the fish with the net and began a fierce fight. 

They grabbed it with their hands and beat it everywhere. Often the 

fish dived into the depths and dragged the men with it, but they were 

good swimmers and divers and did not let go. At last, the gigantic fish 

was subdued, and the loud cries of women and children accompanied 

the hunters and the fish to the fire. Dissecting the fish, they pulled out 

its liver and intestines and ate it all raw. Later on, they baked it - and 

the feast lasted three nights with much singing and dancing. 

  

Tracking further with this native tribe, one afternoon Bačić walked 

alongside an old woman. She was carrying a piece of sail on her back, 

which she found along the shore, while Bačić was thoughtfully 

searching the far-away horizon. Suddenly it seemed to him that a ship 

was approaching from a distance - a ship! He frantically seized the 

canvas from the old woman and started waving it while calling out to 

Jurić. The natives ran around him, and everyone was peering into the 

distance. Their sharp eyes saw better than Bačić - an upturned boat 

was floating towards them, brought here by the sea from who knows 

where.  

 

»Janina! Janina! Janina!« - kliknuli su odjednom. I sve žene i 

muškarci odjuriše k moru, napustivši svoju zabavu. Vladala je grobna 

tišina. Bačić je pitao što se desilo, ali nije dobio odgovora i morao je 

šutiti, čekajući da sam događaj dade odgovor. Uskoro je opazio što je 

bio uzrok šutnji. Uz samu obalu, gotovo polovinom tijela izvan vode, 

plivala je ogromna riba, t.zv. »dugong« iz istočno-indijskog oceana, 

koja se hrani morskom travom, što raste uz obalu.Urođenici su bili 

spremni: naoružani batinama, kopljima, kamenjem i čekali su 

pogodan trenutak. U pripremi je stajala mala, primitivna mreža od 

tankog konopa. Najednom je četrdesetak tjelesa bućnulo u more. 

Mrežom su zahvatili ribu i započeli žestoku borbu. Hvatali su je 

rukama i mlatili posvuda. Često je riba zaronjavala u dubinu i 

odvlačila sobom ljude, ali oni  su  bili dobri  plivači i ronioci i nisu je 

puštali iz ruku. Napokon je gorostasna riba bila svladana i gromki 

povici žena i djece pratili su lovce i ribu do vatre. Rasporivši je, 

izvukli su joj jetru i utrobu i sve to sirovo  pojeli. Kasnije su je tek 

pekli - a gozba je trajala tri noći uz pjesmu i ples. 

 

 

 

Skitajući se dalje s tim urođenickim plemenom, jednog je 

poslijepodneva Bačić koracao uporedo s nekom staricom. Na ledima 

je nosila komad jedra, što ga je našla na obali. Bačić je zamišljeno 

gledao na more. Najednom mu se pričini, da se iz daljine približuje - 

brod! Strgne luđački platno babi s leđa i stane mahati i dozivati Jurića. 

Urođenici su se strčali oko njega i svi upirali pogled u daljinu, ali  

njihove ostre oči vidjele su bolje od Bačića - k njima  je  plivao 

izvrnuti brodski čamac, što ga je more kozna otkuda donijelo.  
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Everyone was sad that Bačić was disappointed again, and they tried 

to comfort and reassure him with all possible signs: 

 

 “Minara denki nakarn” - “You will see the ship.” 

 

After resting in that place, the tribe moved onward and before dusk 

they reached the peninsula that the natives called Bundagio.  Close to 

the shore, they found a source of drinking water covered with a barrel, 

and the natives explained: 

 

 “Nula vak bala Karkara vila baba” 

 

“Here, as in Karkara, is a well dug up by white people.” 

 

 Not far from the well, Jurić found a pile of wreckage, consisting of 

ship parts, devices, empty bottles, various tools, and even a board with 

an inscription “Terry Queen.” <Fairy Queen> It was probably the 

name of a vessel. He asked the natives what the name meant, and they 

explained to him that the English had asked them to collect the 

wreckage. Igrana, one of the natives, told him, pointing to the pile and 

impatiently gesturing: 

  

“Minara Chali gogoj, Pulimandu vagaj, kuila bachalgo kuiga, turagi 

bachalgo, tie bachalgo, kakonagi bachalgo. 

  

“Soon, you will go to Pulimandur, and you will eat sugar, eat rice, eat 

tea and cocoa.” 

  

 But Jurić did not understand. He couldn’t understand the connection 

between the wreckage heap and his departure. As the two struggled 

to communicate, the others ran to a small hill, shouting to each other: 

Bilo im je žao što se Bačić tužno pokunjio, pa su svim mogućim 

znakovima nastojali da ga umire i uvjere: 

 

»Minara denki nakarn« - »Brod ćeš vidjeti«. 

 

Odmorivši se na tome mjestu, pleme je krenulo naprijed i pred sumrak 

stiglo do poluotoka, koji su urođenici nazivali »Bundagio«. Gotovo 

uz samu obalu našli su izvor pitke vode pokriven buretom, a urođenici 

su tumačili: 

 

»Nula vak bala Karkara vila baba« 

 

»Ovdje, kao u Karkara izvor su kopali bijeli ljudi.« 

 

Nedaleko izvora Jurić je pronašao složenu hrpu razbijenih brodskih 

djelova, sprava, praznih flaša, raznog oruđa, pa čak i jednu dasku s 

natpisom: »Terry Queen«. Vjerovatno je to bilo ime nekog 

nastradalog broda.  Raspitavao se kod urođenika, što to ima da znaič, 

a oni su mu tumačili da su ih Englezi zamolili da to prikupe.   Igrana, 

kako se zvao jedan od urođenika, rekao mu je pokazujući na hrpu i 

nemirno gestikulirajući: 

 

»Minara Čali gogoj, Pulimandur vagaj, kuila baćalgo kuiga, turagi 

baćalgo, tie baćalgo, kakonagi baćalgo. 

 

»Doskora čes poći u Pulimandur jesti ćeš šećera, jesti riže, jesti čaja i 

kakao.« 

 

Ali Jurić nije razumio. Nije moga shvatiti kakva veza može postojati 

između te gomile strudija i njegova odlaska. I dok  su se njih dvojica 

natezali da se sporazume ostali su trčali na malenu uzvisinu 

dovikujući jedan drugome: 
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“Jani bala jurogaja!” - “The ship is approaching!” 

  

 The elder quickly cut some twigs and lit a huge fire. The young men 

stared in vain in all directions but could see nothing. Only a little later, 

they did again see the sail of a cutter sailing towards them. Crazy with 

joy and excitement, they hugged their dark-skinned friends, 

constantly rubbing their eyes to glaring in the distance, at times barely 

believing that finally, they were seeing a real ship. The ship - after so 

many months! But as if it were just an illusion, the white sail of the 

ship suddenly disappeared. It disappeared as if it had never existed. 

Perhaps it went into some cove without them even noticing it in their 

joy. The native people, their sensitive, tender friends, looked at them 

sadly and patted them on the shoulders, trying to comfort them with 

every possible word of their poor vocabulary: 

 

“Minara Chali dagi Pulimandur 10 vagaj. Mana Chali gogai Cicin 

vagaj.” 

  

“You will soon see Charli <Taki> and travel to Fremantle. You’ll 

soon see Charli and go to Tientsin.” 

 

 But the young men were overwhelmed by the pain of disappointment, 

so they ignored “Chali” and “Cicin”. They had no idea that this 

“Chali” will play an important role in their destiny! 

 

An unpleasant accident snapped them out of that sad state. One of the 

women silently approached Jurić and poured all the water from his 

water bottle into her bowl. Jurić noticed her when she was already 

retreating. In anger, and not having time to think about the 

consequences, he mercilessly struck her with a stick. The woman 

began to scream and moan, bending on the ground. 

 

»Jani bala jurogaja!« -  »Brod se približava!« 

 

Starješina je bržebolje iskresnuo grančice i zapalio ogromnu vatru. 

Mladići su uzalud gledali u svim pravcima ali nisu mogli ništa vidjeti. 

Tek nešto kasnije ugledali su jedro nekog kuteru koji je plovio prema 

njima. Ludi od radosti i uzbuđenja grlili su svoje tamnopute prijatelje, 

stalno trljajući oči zureći u daljinu, na mahove jedva vjerujući da 

napokon doista vide pravi brod. Brod - poslije toliko mjeseci! Ali, kao 

da to bijaše samo priviđenje, bijel trup broda najednom je nestao. 

Nestalo kao da ga nikad nije ni bilo. Zašao je valjda u kakvu uvalu, a 

da oni u svojoj radosti to nisu ni opazili. Urođenici, ti osjetljivi, njezni 

prijatelji, tužno su ih gledali i tapšući ih po ramenima nastojali da ih 

utješe svim mogućim rjecimač svog siromašnog rječnika: 

 

 

»Minara Čali dagi Pulimandur 10 vagaj.   Mana Čali gogai Cicin vagaj. 

« 

 

»Skoro ćete vidjeti Čalia i otputovati u Fremantle. Skoro ćete vidjeti 

Čarli i poći u Tientsin.« 

 

Ali mladiće je spopala bol razočaranja, pa nisu obraćali pažnje na 

»Čali« i »Cicin«. Nisu ni slutili da će taj »Čali« odigrati važnu ulogu 

u njihovoj sudbini! 

 

Iz tog tužnog stanja trgla ih je jedna nemila zgoda. Jedna od žena 

nečujno je prišla Juriću i iz njegove čuturice izlila svu vodu u svoju 

posudu. Jurić ju je opazio kad se već povlačila. U srdžbi, ne imajući 

vremena da misli na posljedice, nemilosrđno je udari štapom. Žena je 

počela kričati i jaukati svijajući se na zemlji. 
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Why this madness, brother? We are both done now!” Bačić 

reprimanded him, while the natives sharply scolded the woman and 

contemptuously pushed her with their feet. 

  

 The burning desire to see some kind of a ship finally bore fruit. Early 

the next morning, a sail appeared on the horizon. A ship of about three 

tons was shortly seen. Its crew consisted of about thirty natives, who 

landed their cargo on the shore - an abundance and variety of food, 

tobacco, and clothing. The newcomers were greeted with loud cheers. 

The women pulled out the clothes, and looked at them from all sides 

wondering what their actual use was. The newcomers cheerfully 

greeted the young white men and invited them to join the boat to a 

small island, some 8 miles away. Bačić and Jurić readily responded 

to their call. It had been a while since they had seen or sailed on a 

boat. On this voyage, they caught about thirty turtles, a multitude of 

birds, and turtle eggs. On the way back, they were swept by a strong 

wind. Bačić and Jurić boldly and cheerfully took the sailing ropes in 

their hands, and soon the boat was cutting through the waves at a 

speed that frightened the natives. They were not yet skilled at sailing, 

and the skills of the two white youths aroused great admiration in 

them. 

  

The merry and sumptuous feast that evening was interrupted by a 

sudden storm. The boat broke away from the shore and hit a rock. In 

the morning, there was general sadness over this. But one of the new 

natives recalled Jurić’s resourcefulness and skill yesterday, so now he 

began to press him to fix their boat. Everyone else joined his pleas, 

and Jurić, not knowing what to do, fled into the woods and hid there. 

The natives could not believe that he did not know and could not do 

the repairs. They could not understand that repairing a boat could not 

be done without tools, without nails and a hammer, 

»Zašto si učinio tu ludost, brate? Propali smo sada obojica!«, napadao 

je na njega Bačić, dok su urođenici oštro korili ženu i prezirno je 

gurali nogama.  

 

Živa želja i nastojanje da ugledaju kakav brod, napokon je urodila 

plodom. Već sutradan rano ujutro, na horizontu se pojavilo jedro. 

Uskoro se vidio brod od oko tri tone. Njegova posada sastojala se od 

tridesetak urođenika, koji su na obalu iskrcali svoj teret - obilje 

raznovrsnog jestiva, nešto duhana i odjeće. Došljaci su pozdravljeni 

gromkim klicanjem. Žene su navlačile odjeću, razgledavale je sa svih 

strana, kao da se čude i pitaju čemu li to zapravo služi. Došljaci su 

pak veselo pozdravili bijele mladiče i pozvali ih da se povezu s 

brodom do malog otoka, udaljenog kakvih 8 milja. Bačić i Jurić rado 

se odazovu njihovom pozivu. Već davno ni su vidjeli broda i plovili 

njime. Na svom su putovanju nahvatali tridesetak žaba kornjača, 

mnoštvo ptica i žabljih jaja. Na povratku ih zahvati jaki vjetar. Bačić 

i Jurić smjelo i veselo prihvatiše konope u svoje ruke i brod je sjekao 

valove brzinom, koja je plašila urođenike. Oni još nisu bili vješti 

jedrenju i ta vještina bijelih mladića izazvala je kod njih ogromno 

divljenje. 

 

 

Veselu i raskošnu gozbu te večeri prekinulo je naglo nevrijeme. 

Brodić se otrgnuo od obale i udario o greben. Ujutro je zbog toga 

vladala opća tuga. Ali jednom od urođenika došljaka pala je na um 

jučerašnja snalažljivost i vještina Jurićeva, pa sada stade navaljivati 

na njega da im popravi brod. Njegovim se molbama pridružiše i svi 

ostali, a Jurić, ne znajući što da započne, pobježe u šumu i tamo se 

sakrije. Urođenici nisu mogli vjerovati da on to ne zna i ne može. Nisu 

mogli shvatiti, da se popravak broda ne može izvršiti bez ikakvog 

ikalata, bez čavala i čekića, pa što je Juriću preostalo nego da 
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so what could Jurić do but hide. He didn’t show up until the evening 

meal. 

 

The tribe was getting ready for sleep. Some were already lying in their 

beds of sand. Bačić went to meet Jurić and stopped by the old native 

Bengo, who was busy preparing his nets. Looking up at the horizon 

to see what the weather would be like tomorrow, Bengo pricked up 

his ears and kept looking for a long time. He then called Bačić and, 

pointing to the open sea, shouted cheerfully to him: 

 

 “Tank bala! Chali koming! Chali koming!” - “Chali is coming! Chali 

is coming!” 

 

 The children jumped out of their beds first, and then everyone else. 

Jurić also appeared, rubbing his sleepy eyes. The cutter looked very 

impressive and well equipped. The natives waved and shouted, lit a 

fire, and tried in every possible way to attract the attention of the 

ship’s crew. The ship disappeared behind the cape in an instant, but 

the natives said: 

  

 “Minara gogaj. Minara Chali gogaj nula.'' - “The ship will return. 

Chali will definitely come back here.” 

  

“Mira gogaj” - “He won’t come back,” Bačić replied sadly and was 

ready to cry because of the new disappointment. But the ship did 

reappear. The wind was unfavourable to it, and it had to veer - that 

was the cause of its disappearance. 

 

The lifeboat was lowered from the ship. Bačić was mad with joy, 

and Jurić still couldn’t believe his sleepy eyes. The natives tore the 

loose hat from his head and began to wave with it. There were two 

white and two dark-skinned men in the boat.  

se sakrije. Tako se on nije pokazao sve do večeri. 

 

 

Pleme se spremalo na spavanje. Neki su već ležali u pješčanim 

ležajima. Bačić je pošao ususret Juriću i zastao kod starog Benga, koji 

je žurno spremao svoje mreže. Pogledavši prema horizontu da vidi 

valjda kakvo će sutra vrijeme, Bengo je naćulio uši i dugo se 

ogledavao. Dozvao je zatim Bačića i pokazujući na pučinu veselo mu 

doviknuo: 

 

»Tank bala! Čali koming! Čali koming!« - »Eno broda! Čali dolazi! 

Čali dolazi!« 

 

Djeca su prva iskočila iz ležajeva, a zatim svi ostali. Došuljao se i 

Jurić, trljajući pospane oči. Bio je to zaista lijep i dobro opremljen 

kuter. Urođenici su mahali i dovikivali, upalili vatru i na svemoguče 

načine nastojali privući pažnju posade broda. Brod je za čas nestao 

iza rta, ali su urođenici govorili: 

 

 

»Minara gogaj. Minara Čali gogaj nula.« - »Brod  će  se  vratiti.  Čali 

će se sigurno ovamo vratiti.« 

 

»Mira gogaj« - »Ne će se vratiti«, tužno je odgovarao Bačić i već bio 

gotov da zaplače zbog novog razočaranja. Ali brod se opet pojavio. 

Vjetar mu je bio nepovoljan i morao je krstariti – to je bio uzrok 

njegovu nestanku. 

 

S broda je spušten čamac. Bačić je bio lud od veselja, a Jurić još nije 

vjerovao svojim pospanim očima. Urođenici su mu strgli   pusteni 

šešir s glave i stali mahati s njime. U čamcu su bila dva bijela i dva  

tamnoputa čovjeka. 
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The whites held revolvers in their hands, but as soon as they saw the 

whites among the natives on the shore, they put away their revolvers 

and hurried to land. Shaking hands warmly with the young men, they 

interrogated them in English how they landed among the natives on 

that desolate shore, but the young men, overcome by joy, could not 

utter a word. The natives, on the other hand, danced merrily and 

hugged the young men full of happiness. White men were moved by 

the selflessness of the natives. After the first excitement had passed, 

an Englishman ordered his crew to unload sacks of flour and sugar for 

the natives and transport the shipwrecked men to the cutter. In 

particular, he ordered that the young men not be given anything to eat 

except bread and water because anything else could harm them. 

   

They were greeted very warmly onboard — the master of the ship, 

Capt. Charles Tuckey, Chali to the natives, and his officer showed 

them almost paternal care. The young men promised to follow all the 

captain’s instructions, and though they were tired and hungry, they 

agreed to sleep outside on the deck for the first few days until they 

got used to it and to eat only small meals of food. 

 

Soon the cutter was heading for Fremantle, so that in a few days, 

Bačić and Jurić would again be “civilized white people”: dressed, 

washed, combed, trimmed, and fed. 

  

After landing at Shark’s Bay, Captain Tuckey sent a message to 

Fremantle about the shipwreck of the Stefano, announcing that two 

surviving members of the “Stefano’s” crew were on board his ship 

“Hassy” <Jessie>. 

 

 

 

Bijelci su držali revolvere u rukama, ali čim su medu urođenicima na 

obali ugledali bijelce, spremili su revolvere I žurno iskočili na kopno. 

Srdačno se rukovaši s mladićima, ispitivali su ih na engleskom kako 

su dospjeli na tu pustu obalu, medu urođenike, ali mladići od 

prevelike radosti nisu mogl i izustiti ni slova.  Urođenici su pak veselo 

plesali i prepuni sreće grlili mladiće. Bijeli su ljudi bili ganuti tolikom 

nesebičnošću urođenika. Kad je prošlo prvo uzbuđenje, jedan je 

Englez naredio svojim mornarima da iskrcaju urođenicima vreće 

brašna i šećera, pa da brodolomce prevezu na kuter. Naročito im je 

pak zapovjedio da mladićima ne smiju privremeno dati za jelo ništa 

osim kruha i vode, jer bi im sve drugo moglo naškoditi. 

 

 

Na brodu su ih dočekali vrlo srdačno. Zapovjednik broda, kap. 

Charles Tuckey, onaj urođenicki Čali, i njegou časnik ukazali su im 

gotovo oćinsku brigu. Mladići su obećali da će se držati svih 

uputstava zapovjednika, pa iako su bili umorni i gladni pristali su na 

to da prvih dana, dok se priviknu spavaju vani na palubi i jedu samo 

male obroke hrane. 

 

Uskoro je kuter krenuo prema Fremantlu, a kroz par dana Bačić i  

Jurić bili su opet »civilizirani bijeli ljudi«: odjeveni, oprani, očešljani,  

potšišani i siti. 

 

Pristavši u Shark's Bay, kap. Tuckey je poslao u Fremantel poruku o 

brodolomu »Stefana«, javljajući da se na njegovom brodu »Hassy« 

nalaze dvojica preživjelih članova »Stefanove« posade.  
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A pleasant surprise awaited our young men in Fremantle: our 

emigrant countrymen were waiting for them on the shore and kissed 

them warmly. They took care of their clothing needs and sent a 

cablegram to their families, announcing their rescue. 

  

 After declining the kind offer of Captain Tuckey to remain on his 

ship and thanking him for his great kindness, the young men spent a 

few days in Fremantle as guests of the Cap. Vuković, one of our 

emigrants. 

  

Before returning to their homeland, the young men asked Cap. 

Vuković, to take them once more to North West Cape on the Fleming 

Peninsula, where they left their black benefactors, to embrace them 

for the last time. 

  

The happy meeting with the natives on this occasion is something that 

the young men will never forget. Their small, humble gifts were 

received by these good people with indescribable gratitude and joy. 

  

In August 1876. Bačić and Jurić sailed from Fremantle with a nice 

sum of money gifted to them by the citizens on departure. The young 

men were deeply moved by this caring gesture and that of Captain 

Vuković in particular. 

  

After a full year of painful wandering, the shipwrecked men arrived 

in their homeland. 

  

Their difficult experiences and the sufferings they endured were 

retold and preserved for a long time in the memory of old sailors. 

Now, almost 7 years after the shipwreck, they appear for the first time 

in our press, according to Bačić’s original records. <77 years? From 

October 1875 till early 1953, Note 10 has no content >   

U Fremantlu je naše mladiće čekalo ugodno iznenađenje: na obali su 

ih sačekati tamošnji naši iseljenici i srdačno ih izljubili. Pobrinuvši se 

za njihova odijela uputiše kablogram obiteljima brodolomaca, 

javljajući im njihov spas. 

 

Odbivši ljubaznu ponudu kap. Tuckeya da ostanu na njegovom brodu 

i zahvalivši mu na velikoj dobroti, mladiči se zadržaše par dana u 

Fremantlu kao gosti kap. Vukovića, jednog od naših iseljenika. 

 

 

Na putu za domovinu mladići su molili kap. Vukovića, da ih svojim 

brodam još jednom odvede do rta Nort West na poluotoku Fleming, 

gdje su ostavili svoje crne dobročinitelje, da ih posljednji put zagrle. 

 

 

Ovaj put sretni sastanak s urođenicima mladići nisu nikada zaboravili. 

Njihove male, skromne darove primili su ti dobri ljudi s neopisivom 

zahvalnosti i radošću. 

 

U augustu 1876. Bačić i Jurić otplovili su iz Fremantla, čiji su im 

građani poklonili na rastanku lijepu  svotu  novaca. Mladići su bili 

duboko dirnuti tom pažnjom, a posebno zauzimanjem kap. Vukovića. 

 

 

Poslije čitave godine dana tegobnog lutanja stigli su brodolomci u 

svoj rodni kraj. 

 

Njihova teška iskustva i bolna stradanja prepričavala su se i sačuvala 

još dugo u sjećanju starih pomoraca, a sada, gotovo 7 godina poslije 

brodoloma, javljaju se po prvi put u našoj štampi, prema Bačićevim 

originalnim zapisima.  
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(End) 

 

 

 

 

 

 Notes (combined) 

 

1.  Frog - ship’s name for the pulley. 

2.  These were the prevailing conditions for seafaring at that 

 time 

3.  At the Island of St Paula, magnetic observations are made, 

 and chronometers are  regulated. 

4.  With these words, Captain Bačić later remembered his 

 comrades in his notes on the shipwreck. 

5.  Their actual position was about 220 48’ south of the equator 

 and 1130 37’ east of  Greenwich, near Cape Cloates. 

6.  In a direct line, the shipwrecked men were over 150 miles 

 from the Gascoyne River. 

7.  Approximately dates and positions were established later by 

 Cap. Bačić. 

8.  Bačić later established that the cave was located at Cape 

 Farquhar. 

9.  Likely distorted English word “take it” <err. dinghy = small 

 lifeboat> 

10.  <?> 

 

 

 

 

 

 

(Kraj) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

1. Žaba - brodski naziv za kolotur. 

2. Takve su prilike vladali u pomoskom brodarstvu onoga doba 

 

3. Kod otoka St, Paula vrši se magnetska opažanja i reguliraju 

kronometri. 

4. Ovim se riječima sjeća svojih drugova kapetan Bačić u 

svojim kasnijim bilješkama o brodolomu. 

5. Njihov stvarni položaj bio je oko 220 48' južno od ekvatora i 

1130 37' istočno od Greenwicha, u blizini rta Cloates. 

6. Ustvari su brodolomci bili udaljeni od rijeke 

Gascoyne preko 150 milja u vazđušnoj liniji. 

7. Datume i položaje približno je kasnije ustanovio 

kap. Bačić. 

8. Bačić je kasnije ustanovio da se je pećina nalazila 

na rtu Farquhar. 

9. Valjda iskrivljena engleska rijec »take it« - uzmi.  

       
      10.    < ? > 
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(End) 

 
 
 


