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[1t] is virtually impossible to consider travel writing outside the frame of
post-colonialism. In many cases now, travel is regarded as a sub-story of

the grand narrative of imperialism. (32)
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“The period from 1880 to 1940 was the heyday of the British Empire,
and much travel writing shows the complicity with imperialism” (71)
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Where then? Spain or Sardinia. Spain or Sardinia. Sardinia, which is
like nowhere. Sardinia, which has no history, no date, no race, no offering.
Let it be Sardinia. They say neither Romans nor Phoenicians, Greeks nor
Arabs ever subdued Sardinia. It lies outside; outside the cirsuit of civilisa-
tion. Like the Basque lands. Sure enough, it is Italian now, with its rail-
ways and its motor-omnibuses. But there is an uncaptured Sardinia still.

It lies within the net of this European civilisation, but it isn’'t landed yet. (9)
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They remind me of half-wild dogs that will love and obey, but which won't
be handled. They won'’t have their heads touched. And they won't be fon-

dled. One can almost hear the half-savage growl. (87)
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And cork-trees! | see curious slim oaky-looking trees that are stripped
quite naked below the boughs, standing brown-ruddy, curiously distinct
among the bluey grey pallor of the others. They remind me, again and
again, of glowing, coffee-brown, naked aborigines of the South Seas. They
have the naked suavity, skin-bare, and an intense coffee-red colour of

unclothed savages. (90)
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The gaze is never innocent or pure, never free of mediation by motives
which may be judged noble or otherwise. The writer’s eye is always in some
sense colonizing the landscape, mastering and portioning, fixing zones and

poles, arranging and deepening the scene as the object of desire. (27)
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It was cold, and evening was falling into dusk. Down the high-road
came wild half-ragged men on ponies, in all degrees of costume and not-
costume: came four wide-eyed cows stepping downhill round the corner,
and three delicate, beautiful merino sheep which stared at us with their
prominent, gold-curious eyes: came an ancient, ancient man with a stick:
came a stout-chested peasant carrying a long wood-pole: came a straggle of
alert and triumphant goats, long-horned, long-haired, jingling their bells.
Everybody greeted us hesitatingly. And everything came to a halt at the

Risveglio corner, while the men had a nip. (95)
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To get out at any price! So we scrambled up the steep earthen banks to a

stubble field above. And by this time | was in a great rage. (94)
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| cursed the degenerate aborigines, the dirty-breasted host who dared to
keep such an inn, the sordid villagers who had the baseness to squat their

beastly human nastiness in this upland valley. (96)
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But soon as we begin to climb to the hills. And soon the cultivation
begins to be intermittent. Extraordinary how the heathy, moor-like hills
come near the sea: extraordinary how scrubby and uninhabited the great
spaces of Sardinia are. It is wild, with heath and arbutus scrub and a sort
of myrtle, breast-high. Sometimes one sees a few head of cattle. And then
again come the greyish arable-patches, where the corn is grown. It is like
Cornwall, like the Land’'s End region. Here and there, in the distance, are
the peasants working on the lonely landscape. Sometimes it is one man
alone in the distance, showing so vividly in his black-and-white costume,
small and far-off like a solitary magpie, and curiously distinct. All the
strange magic of Sardinia is in this sight. Among the low, moor-like hills,
away in a hollow of the wide landscape one solitary figure, small but vivid
black-and-white, working alone, as if eternally. There are patches and hol-
lows of grey arable land, good for corn. Sardinia was once a great granary.

(711)
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The coal — il carbone! | knew we were in for it. England — I'Inghilterra
she has the coal. And what does she do? She sells it very dear.
Particularly to Italy. Italy won the war and now can't even have coal.
Because why! The price. The exchange! il cambio. Now | am doubly in
for it. Two countries had been able to keep their money high — England
and America. The English sovereign — la sterlina — and the American
dollar — sa, these were money. The English and The American flocked to
Italy, with their sterline and their dollari, and they bought what they
wanted for nothing. Ecco! Whereas we poor Italians — we are in a state
of ruination — proper ruination. The allies, etc. etc.

| am so used to it — | am so wearily used to it. | can’'t walk a stride
without having this wretched cambio, the exchange, thrown at my head.
And this with an injured petulant spitefulness which turns my blood. For
| assure them, whatever | have in Italy I pay for: and | am not England. |
am not the British Isles on two legs.

My God, I felt I could not stand it another second. To sit above the foam
and have this miserable creature stuffing wads of chewed newspaper into
my ear — no, | could not bear it. In Italy, there is no escape. Say two
words, and the individual starts chewing old newspaper and stuffing it
into you. No escape. You become — if you are English — I'lnghilterra, il
carbone, and il cambio: and as England, coal and exchange you are treat-
ed. It is more than useless to try to be human about it. You are a State

usury system, a coal fiend and an Exchange thief. Every Englishman has
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disappeared into this triple abstraction, in the eyes of the Italian, of the

proletariat particularly. (50)
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| turn out to be I'Inghilterra. | might as well be a place on a map, or a
piece of goods with a trade-mark. So little perception of the actual me! so

much going by labels! | now could have kicked him harder. (158)
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It is symbolic of the universal grey mist that has come over men, the extin-
guishing of all bright individuality, the blotting out of all wild singleness.

Oh democracy! oh khaki democracy! (71)
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