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A Journey on a Bakar Sailing Ship

Bakar was a town of sailing boats;  

everyone wanted to come to its harbour. 



“Mum, I’d like a biscuit”, said Petar 

as he stretched out his legs in the 

car seat.

“I really like biscuits”, he thought. 

They can be a bit hard sometimes, 

but they’re always tasty.



“I know you’re hungry. During a long 

journey, you need to eat to restore your 

energy”, said mum to her son. 

Dad was driving the car as they entered 

the town of Bakar. The vehicle stopped 

in a parking lot. 



When they got out of the car, a harbour 

welcomed them. 

People were roaming around, the boats were 

gently rocking on the waves, and a large 

sailing boat with white sails was moored 

right in front of them.



“Come inside and take a look at our ship”, 

came a voice from somewhere. 

“My name’s Andrija. I know everything 

about the sea and travelling”, said a sailor 

from the deck. 



Na obali su tražili rupe u 

kojima žive rakovi. Kad bi se 

rakovi pritajili, posegnuli bi za 

kamenčićima i eto ti galame: 

– Tko će ovdje baciti kamenčić 

dalje? 

At least that’s what Petar thought.

 While holding his dad’s hand, he was 

already yawning and looking through 

tired eyes. The sounds of the waves in the 

harbour can really make you sleepy. All 

those boats must sleep a lot, too.



The sails on the ship were 

so close he could touch 

them. They looked like large 

seagulls. 

Andrija had different clothes 

on now. He looked like he 

had stepped out of the old 

book about the sea his dad 

would flip through at home.



“This is called Bakar baškot”, said Andrija. He held in his 

hand a biscuit with an unusual shape. It was like a ring: 

round, with a large hole in the middle. 



“This biscuit is very hard, 

the hardest there is”, 

said Andrija. 

“It’s because it’s been 

baked twice. This way, 

sailors can take it on 

long journeys across the 

sea without worrying 

about it going bad.”



Petar enjoyed travelling too. 

He, his mum and his dad 

would often visit other 

regions. This way, you could 

get to know other people and 

towns.



As if it was aware of 

how much Petar liked to 

travel, the ship moved 

ever so lightly across the 

blue surface of the sea. 

From the deck, all of 

them admired the 

numerous sailing boats 

that passed by. Bakar was 

a town of sailing boats; 

everyone wanted to 

come to its harbour. 



From the ship, Petar noticed Bakar Castle. It stood 

proudly on a hill as if it was controlling everything 

coming in and out of the harbour. 

“That house is very big”, the boy thought. “It’s 

so big, I could easily get lost in it.”



“He owns the town, the 

harbour and numerous 

ships. There are four 

kitchens in the Count’s 

house! They don’t 

prepare food just for 

themselves in these 

kitchens. One is used 

to make baškot for the 

sailors.”

“That castle is home to the Lord of Bakar,  

Count Frankopan”, said Andrija. 



“Where do all these sailing ships come from 

and why? Where are they heading?”, the 

boy wondered. 



Mum and dad spoke 

to Andrija while Petar 

listened. The sailor really 

knew a lot about the sea. 

“Those are merchant 

ships. They transport 

everything that people 

need in their households. 

The goods travel from the 

ships to warehouses, and 

from the warehouses to 

people’s homes.”



“What are those ladders above the 

sea?”, asked Petar pointing towards 

the shore. They were just at the exit 

from the bay. Indeed, some really long 

ladders could be seen there. 

“Those are Count Frankopan’s tuna 

observation posts, known as tunera”, 

he was told. “Fishermen sit on them 

in order to spot shoals of tuna. Then 

they start fishing for them.“



The sailing ship glided 

along until it reached 

Soline, which was 

where the salt pans 

of Count Frankopan 

were located. Here, salt 

is produced from sea 

water. It is then added 

to food to make it taste 

better. There is at least 

one grain of salt in 

baškot as well.



A bit further down, one could 

see the white buildings of a 

new town on the coast. This 

was Novi Vinodolski. 

They heard the locals shouting 

in the harbour. “Grapes! Buy 

your grapes here. Honey! Buy 

your honey!”



They admired the wonderful beach in 

the town of Baška. But Andrija was 

interested in something else. 

“This is where we’ll load the fruit and 

vegetables that grow in the fields 

behind the town.”



In a town called Punat, they 

loaded bottles filled with olive oil. 

Until now, Petar has never seen 

such big bottles. It took three 

people to carry a single bottle. 

“The people on the coast must 

really love olive oil in their food”, 

Petar thought to himself. 



While they were approaching the town of Krk, they 

could see people watching them from the high walls of 

the castle. “These are all the towns of Count Frankopan”, 

said Andrija. “And he likes to fortify his towns with walls 

so they can defend themselves from pirates.”



In a town called Malinska, they loaded wheat, 

timber and cheese. In Bakar, the wood would be 

used to build new sailing boats and the wheat 

to make bread and baškot. 

“I like eating cheese too”, remembered the boy.



As the sailing ship was 

returning to Bakar, the wind 

filled the sails. Petar enjoyed 

gliding along the waves. 

“It’s nice to travel with mum 

and dad. A journey reveals a lot 

of untold stories.” 



He yawned and opened his eyes, and everything 

switched back to the way it was. The boy was 

sitting in the harbour at Bakar with his mum and 

dad. The boats were gently rocking. The sailing 

ship had sailed away. 

“You fell asleep the 

moment we arrived. 

Perhaps you were 

dreaming about 

something”, his dad 

said. Petar took a 

bite of a biscuit. This 

wasn’t baškot, but 

Petar knew that 

sooner or later he 

would taste some. 



Picture books:

1. The Wilful Wand

2. The Treasure of Trsat

3. Three Brothers and Three Towers 

4. A Journey on a Bakar Sailing Ship

5. A Grobnik Watermill

6. The Girls from Bribir

7. The Miners from Čabar

8. A Band of Dormice
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