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Australia has recently attracted so
much attention and interest amongst Englishmen, and, indeed, all
over the world, that last autumn it occurred to me that a record
of a visit to the western districts of the Colony might prove of
some value to the public. On my mentioning the idea to Sir
William Ingram of the Illustrated London News, he
entered into my project with characteristic enthusiasm, and,
finally, on behalf of the paper, I went out, traversed the
best-known portions of the goldfields, and for the
Illustrated London News I wrote a series of letters,
accompanied by sketches, all of which duly appeared in the paper.
Though necessarily somewhat curtailed, these articles seemed to
me to attract sufficient attention, if I might judge from the
letters which I received, to warrant my giving them a more
permanent place, and a larger scope, in book form. The Colony,
more especially in regard to its goldfields, has lately assumed
so much importance in the minds of the people of Great Britain,
that I feel no further apology is needed for the publication of
this brief record of my journey over a continent which, until
recent developments, was a comparatively little known section of
the great British Empire.

Julius M. Price

Studio,




	22,
Golden Square, London, W.

March, 1896.
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FROM GRAVESEND TO KING GEORGE'S SOUND.

Ocean travelling of to-day—A visit to
Western Australia decided upon—My outfit—The voyage
on board the
Oceana—Gibraltar—Suez—Aden—Colombo—The
Indian Ocean.

A voyage to Australia nowadays is so
ordinary an occurrence that it would be supererogatory to attempt
to make "copy" out of what must be the usual experiences of the
"traveller" by any of the palatial steamers which seem to connect
even the nethermost ends of the earth. Ocean travel has been so
much improved during the last forty years, that a run out to the
Antipodes is rather in the nature of a pleasant excursion than a
tedious journey. Very different indeed is such a trip as compared
with the voyages made by the sailing ships of the sixties, when
the only possibility of enlivenment lay in the offchance of going
down with all hands on board.

In spite of the attractions of an unusually gay London season,
the opportunity which presented itself of a journey across the
solitudes of Western Australia was one not to be missed, more
especially as such an expedition had long been one of my pet
ideas; for this particular part of the world, forming though it
does so important a section of Her Majesty's colonies, is still
to a great extent a terra incognita, and I imagined must
offer to those in search of adventure exceptional opportunities
for gratifying their tastes. How little is really known of these
distant regions one can scarcely conceive, and it is only with
the greatest difficulty that any reliable information can be
obtained as to the country, the climate, or the equipment
necessary for such an expedition.

From Albany on the coast, to Perth the capital, and thence to
the goldfields, I need scarcely say is all plain sailing; but, as
to the comparatively wild regions beyond, nothing of any definite
nature could be ascertained. By dint, however, of much inquiry,
and with the assistance of an old squatter, I got together an
outfit which seemed well adapted to meet any emergency, and it
may be of interest at this point, to describe the items which go
to make up the regulation outfit à la Silver & Co. for
the goldfields. They were briefly as follows: a very light canvas
tent with large double fly roof fitted with mosquito net lining,
a portable folding table, lantern, canvas bath and bucket, and
the usual ground sheets and other paraphernalia; one of Poore's
American cooking-stoves (similar to one I had used in the Gobi
desert, and which had then proved invaluable) fitted with a
complete set of cooking and table requisites, and some camel-hair
rugs and cork mattresses. Then there was also my wardrobe, which
was contained in soft leather mule pack valises, and consisted of
a complete outfit from white ducks, karki suit and terrai hat,
and the thickest homespun underclothing, mosquito net head-dress,
goggles, thick brown shooting boots and canvas leggings. To these
were added a compass, an aneroid barometer, a reliable revolver,
a twelve-bore breechloading gun, and last, but not least, a
carefully thought out medicine-chest, fitted up by Burroughs
& Wellcome with their excellent drugs in tabloid form. This,
with a Kodak camera, and painting and sketching materials,
practically completed my equipment.

At the time of writing, when the expedition is over, the mere
perusal of this list is enough to fill one with laughter, for one
was not very long up country before realising that the greater
part of this imposing outfit was sheer impedimenta. In fact I
never had any occasion to use one-half the articles I have
enumerated. Such an equipment might perhaps be needed if one was
making an exploring expedition from the coast right away to the
interior. On a journey to the goldfields, by the route I am about
to describe, nothing of this elaborate description is needed; but
the popular impression, amongst London outfitters, seems to be
that a man going out to the "fields" should rig himself out like
a Christmas-tree. For the benefit of "new chums" intending to
visit these parts, I would recommend, as the result of my
experience, the taking of as little, as possible. An extra pair
of trousers, two flannel shirts, some handkerchiefs and socks,
and a few familiar drugs, for even a long trip, is all that is
necessary, and can be easily packed up with one's blanket, rug
and waterproof sheets in what is known as one's "swag"—a
canvas valise—and which can be purchased in Perth for a few
shillings. A good possum rug can also be had for about four or
five pounds, together with the indispensable bush requisites,
such as water-bags, knives and forks, mugs, etc., and are cheaper
in Perth than in London. It is astonishing to the newcomer up
country to see what a lot the practical bushmen can pack away in
their "swags," and which can be thrown on a coach or slung across
the back of a camel without fear of injury to their contents.
Tents and cooking-stoves are unnecessary in the bush, where the
climate is always equable enough for sleeping out in the open,
though it is somewhat cold during the winter nights, while fuel
is to be had everywhere in abundance. Tents, guns,
medicine-chests, and the other paraphernalia mentioned above, are
useless encumbrances unless one proposes living some months in
the bush, and making a permanent encampment.

The voyage out was nothing less than a delightful holiday.
Indeed, how could it be otherwise in such a ship as the
Oceana, and with so charming a commander as Captain
Stewart? I was also lucky enough to meet with several kindred
spirits on board, and the long voyage seemed but a brief
trip.
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A HOT NIGHT IN THE RED SEA—THE SALOON DECK OF THE
"OCEANA."

A peep in at Gibraltar, giving time for a drive round and for
obtaining a rough idea of that wonderful fortification, a few
hours on shore in Malta; then on to sleepy Brindisi, and, from
there, an exhilarating run down to the Greek coast and across the
blue Mediterranean to busy Port Said, "the home of the riff-raff
and the donkey-boy;" thence on through the canal, a truly
wonderfully weird voyage on a moonlight night, with the deadly
stillness of the vast desert hemming one in on either side.
Passing Ismailia, in the early glow of the Egyptian morning,
looking like some huge painting in the still air against the
brightening sky, then on to Suez, where only a very short stay is
made, then through the Red Sea, and a few hours on shore at Aden,
with a run up to "camp" and a hasty peep at the picturesque
native village, then across the Indian Ocean. After this, a nasty
bit of monsoon weather to Colombo, where a whole day is spent in
the midst of its tropical surroundings, all combine to make the
time pass rapidly enough. After leaving Colombo, the voyage is
one of absolutely unbroken monotony. Ten days of sky and sea.
Until the line is passed, the heat is intense, though
occasionally tempered by a breath from the monsoon. Then, as we
run away from the sun a very noticeable change in the temperature
becomes perceptible, for we are approaching the Antipodean
winter, which, though never so severe as our own at home, still
presents a very marked contrast to the tropical heat we so
recently experienced. This, together with the rapidly shortening
days, and the increasing cold, grey aspect of the sea and sky,
all help to denote that we are running into mid-winter, and
rapidly approaching our journey's end.
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KING GEORGE'S SOUND AND ALBANY.

Arrival off Western Australia—King
George's Sound—The town of Albany—Its streets and
climate—Fort recently constructed at
Albany—Freemantle as a port of call for mail steamers
instead of Albany—Mr. Cobert and the discovery of
coal—Departure of the train for Perth—Hotel
accommodation and social life in Albany.

The first glimpse of the coast of
Western Australia, as obtained in the cold grey light of a winter
morning, is somewhat depressing, and standing shivering on the
damp deck one finds oneself regretting the lovely summer weather
one had so recently experienced. Even as the land is gradually
approached its aspect improves but slightly, for the bleak,
desolate-looking coast-line is of an uniform and almost unbroken
brownish grey tint, which is in great contrast to one's
recollections of the brilliant tropical scenery of Ceylon. Once,
however, past Cape Lewin, as King George's Sound is reached, and
as the rising sun gradually sheds a golden hue on the rugged
expanse of precipitous bush-covered headlands, the effect for a
few minutes strangely recalls parts of far-away England, but the
illusion is only momentary. As far as the eye can see there is no
sign of human handiwork, nothing to break the perennial solitude
which appears to reign over the land. It seems a pity that these
fine bays, forming such splendid natural harbours, and the so
long deserted shores, should still be waiting for the busy crowds
which must some day awaken them. More especially does one feel
this when one recollects how over populated are other parts of
the world.
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ALBANY.

Steaming steadily down the coast we at length sight the
headland known as Cape Vancouver, at the entrance to King
George's Sound. Here the coast-line, receding rapidly, forms a
magnificent natural harbour, opening out of which, through a
narrow entrance, is the beautiful land-locked bay known as
Princess Royal Harbour, on the northern shore of which nestles
the picturesque little town of Albany, and opposite which we drop
anchor. It is difficult to realise that five weeks have elapsed
since we left Gravesend. The time has indeed slipped away with
incredible rapidity, and one feels more than reluctant to leave
the home-like comforts and genial companionship of the
Oceana for the "roughing-it" which we know is in store for
us.

On a nearer inspection the little town of Albany improves
considerably, for it has a somewhat scattered appearance as seen
from the bay, but this effect is dispelled on landing. Its
well-planned streets, though yet in the most embryo condition,
promise to look remarkably well when (if ever) completed, for
most of them have a background of rocky and well-wooded hills,
which gives a very picturesque aspect to the place, whilst the
luxuriant, semi-tropical vegetation to be seen everywhere,
combined with the delightful aroma of the burning of gum-tree
wood, impart a sense of repose which is particularly refreshing
after the continual movement of ship-board life. A short walk
through the town soon, however, reveals the fact that energy is
not one of the salient virtues of its inhabitants, for it would
be difficult to imagine anything more inert than the aspect of
the streets. This impression is well founded, for, from what I
learnt, it appears that the people only rouse themselves into
activity on the arrival of the different steamers which call in
here, and as soon as these have departed they lapse again into
their usual state of somnolence, which seems to thoroughly
justify the cognomen of "Sleepy Hollow," which was once given to
the place. This condition of things certainly does not augur well
for the rapid development of the town, and strikes even the most
casual of observers as a pity, for Albany ought to become a place
of some importance in the colony. Its climatic conditions and
other advantages combine to make it a kind of natural sanatorium.
It could, therefore, be easily developed into a charming
watering-place, which would, sooner or later, prove a boon to the
inhabitants of the neighbouring bush townships. Apart from these
peaceful attributes, Albany is a strategic point which has always
been regarded as of the utmost importance in all schemes of
Australian federal defence, while the value of its harbour, as a
port of refuge or a coaling-station to the whole of Australia in
the event of a war, cannot be overestimated. That this has not
been overlooked is proved by the fact that the defence of the
harbour has been jointly undertaken by the Imperial and
Australian Governments, acting on the recommendation of the
Committee of Commandants, which met in Albany in November,
1890.
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A PICTURESQUE BIT OF ALBANY.

The fort, recently constructed, and which commands the
entrance to the Sound, consists of three batteries armed with
three 6-inch R.B.L. guns, mounted en barbette, and six
9-pounder field guns for the defence of the mine fields. These
guns, which were a present to the Colony from the mother country,
arrived from England in March, 1893. The garrison of this small
though important stronghold consists of a company of garrison
artillery from South Australia, with a nominal strength of thirty
of all ranks, under the command of an artillery officer,
nominated by the Imperial war office. It appears a ridiculously
insignificant force in comparison with the importance of the
position. The inertia of the inhabitants possibly accounts, to a
great extent, also, for the slow developments in this direction,
the cost of living in Albany being so high that any augmentation
of the garrison at the fort would mean a large increase of annual
expenditure. Otherwise, the position would probably be utilised
as a good training-ground for the entire artillery force of the
Colonies, with much advantage. Whilst, however, to a very great
extent the want of energy noticeable in Albany is attributable to
the climate, which is certainly enervating, there are other
causes which may have in no small degree contributed to this
state of affairs. It is not difficult to arrive at the real cause
which, in a few words, may be said to be the Government scheme
for making Freemantle the port of call for all the mail steamers.
If this ever became an established fact it would sap the vitality
of the south-western portion of the Colony to a great extent, and
Albany is the chief town. The motion which was proposed by the
Premier, Sir John Forrest, at the postal conference in Hobart
this year, "That so soon as Freemantle be made a safe and
commodious harbour that the mail steamers be compelled to make it
their port of call instead of Albany," produced quite a panic in
the little town. Against this, however, there seems every
probability of coal being found in close proximity to King
George's Sound. If this be true, and judging from the opinion of
experts there seems little doubt of it, it would completely
revolutionise the entire shipping trade of the whole of
Australia, for Albany is the first Australian port of call for
vessels coming from Europe, and the last port for vessels leaving
Australia. Consequently, the greater portion of cargo steamers
could call at Albany, and the economy that would be effected by
avoiding coaling at that most extravagant of stations, Colombo,
would naturally, to a large extent, influence the movements of a
trade which is yearly on the increase. Albany, I learnt, owes a
deep debt of gratitude to a Mr. Cobert, a practical coal-mining
expert, for his persistent efforts towards a realisation of this
scheme. For some years past he has been working incessantly to
discover the best locality in which to open the first mine.
Realising the vast importance of such a discovery, the Government
have at length come to the assistance of Mr. Cobert by lending
him a boring machine, and supplying funds to test thoroughly the
value of this portion of the Colony from a coal-mining point of
view. If there should prove to be any future in this respect for
Albany it will also in a great measure be due to the persistent
enterprise of the Great Southern Railway Company, as the district
through which their line passes contains some of the best
agricultural land in the Colony. This line, it may be of interest
to mention, is the first constructed on the "Land Grant"
principle, the Company having received 12,000 acres of land for
each mile of rails laid. When one learns that the line is 243
miles in length, the area of country the Company holds amounts
almost to a principality.

One of the chief events of the week in Albany is the departure
of the train with the English and Colonial mails and passengers,
on Sunday evening, for the capital of the Colony, Perth. If the
weather be fine, at five o'clock, the hour of leaving, the
station platform presents a most animated appearance, being
converted for the nonce into a sort of promenade where all the
town folk meet to discuss the events of the week and criticise
the new arrivals. This weekly event, since the discovery of the
goldfields and the consequent influx of travellers, has assumed a
proportion which taxes the capacity of the station to its utmost,
and could hardly have been contemplated by the most sanguine of
optimists when the line was first started.

Hotel accommodation is not one of the strong features of
Albany when one considers it is, so to speak, the front door of
the Colony. I was, however, given to understand that I should
look back even upon this as a little paradise compared to what I
should have to put up with up country.

Social life in the tiny township is naturally limited,
considering its inhabitants scarcely number three thousand. There
are several charming families who seem to know how to make the
best of life, spent though it may be in so remote a corner of the
earth. That latest of latter-day institutions, the Club, without
which no community of Englishmen can be considered complete, is
here a most well-appointed institution whose members thoroughly
uphold the West Australian traditions of hospitality to the
strangers within their gates.
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FROM ALBANY TO PERTH.

The Hon. J. A. Wright, of the Southern
Railway—The journey from Albany to Perth—The Great
Southern Railway—Description of the line and country
through which it passes—The Australian
bash—"Ring-barking"—The Eucalyptus
gum-tree—Chinese labour—Aborigines—Mr. Piesse's
farm at Katanning—A drive into the bush—Arrival at
Beverley—The Government line from Beverley to
Perth—The city of Perth.

I found that a few days in Albany were
more than sufficient. One could see all there was to see in a
very few hours. On learning of my approaching departure from
Perth, the courteous managing director of the Southern Railway,
the Hon. J. A. Wright, placed his private saloon carriage at my
disposal, and offered to accompany me on what he jocularly termed
"a personally conducted tour up the line." As the result of my
accepting his kindness the whole journey proved to be a sort of
delightful excursion, for Mr. Wright possesses an inexhaustible
fund of good nature together with the very keenest perception of
humour, and, with his unfailing store of amusing reminiscences
and anecdotes, it may be imagined that there was no time for a
dull moment in his comfortable "car." To Cook or Gaze such a
guide would be invaluable indeed!

The journey from Albany to Perth is not impressive, as far as
speed is concerned, for in travelling a distance of 330 miles the
train takes up about sixteen hours—which is not what may be
considered dangerously rapid travelling. Still it must be
remembered that high speed is never a feature of Colonial
traffic.

Several prolonged stoppages in the case of the ordinary train
have to be made en route for meals and other apparently
important matters, which seem mostly to consist of experiments in
shunting. So the average rate all through never amounts to more
than twenty-three miles in an hour—which is nice quiet
travelling, and gives one ample time to appreciate the scenery on
either side. In my own case, however, I thoroughly enjoyed the
novelty of being able to stop the train, which consisted of the
saloon car and the luggage brake, at my own sweet will, and on
several occasions I took advantage of my privilege either for the
purpose of making a sketch or of taking a snapshot.

The line of the Great Southern Railway ends at a place called
Beverley, some 242 miles from Albany, where it joins the
Government railway from Freemantle to Perth. The rails are laid
on a 3' 6" gauge, and the carriages and all the rolling-stock are
on an equally small scale. Many of the carriages are built in
America, although a good many of them are brought over in
sections from England.

The country through which we passed was more than monotonous:
dense flat wastes of forest and bush lay on either side, though
the many miles of this dreary wilderness were occasionally
lightened by extensive clearings or even by patches of
cultivation, betokening the presence of the enterprising settler.
When these oases were seen they made one recollect that the
country was neglected not because it was deemed unworthy of
cultivation, but simply because man has yet to learn its
value.
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THE BUSH



"The great drawback here," said Mr. Wright, on my
expatiating on the magnificent possibilities of the country as we
sat smoking our cigars in the verandah of the car, "is that as
soon as intending settlers from England arrive out here and see
the enormous amount of work in the way of clearing they have
before them, instead of ready made as they expected, they in many
cases lose heart—get into debt with the store-keepers and
end by flocking to the towns, where in most cases they merge into
the great army of loafers, living by hook or by crook. Of course,
however, you will understand," he added, "this does not apply to
men with a certain amount of capital, or to men with energy who
have come out to the country with some experience at their back
and the determination to make a home and a living—to such
men the prospects which this country offers are unbounded. In my
opinion," he continued, warming to a subject he evidently had at
heart, "the great secret of successful colonisation would be
solved by the selection of colonists before they left the mother
country, though the difficulties of such a scheme are practically
insurmountable."

Land, in this part of the colony, is absurdly cheap, and even
along the line of railway there are still thousands and thousands
of acres for sale, at the nominal figure of from 10s. to
£1 per acre, according to the density of the timber and bush on
them, that requiring least clearing fetching the higher
figure.

The purchase money is payable in instalments covering a period
of twenty years, subject to certain restrictions, such as
compulsory living on the property, fencing it in, and generally
improving it within certain fixed periods after possession is
taken. The conditions did not, however, strike me as
onerous.*

[* See Appendix A.]
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A JARRAH
FOREST.




The modus operandi of clearing the forest varies but
seldom. "Ring-barking" is chiefly resorted to where the timber is
very heavy and where time is no immediate object. This method of
tree destruction is simple in the extreme. A ring of bark is cut
away round the trunk some three feet from the ground. This
effectually kills the sap, and within two seasons the entire tree
is in a complete state of decay and ready for the big fire which
is eventually kindled, and the effect of miles and miles of dead
trees waving their gaunt leafless branches in the bright sunlight
is indescribably weird and depressing, whilst the sight of so
much reckless waste of fine timber is positively irritating, for
there appears to be quite a fever for tree destruction. In fact
to such an extent is this the case that often not so much as a
bush is left, even to protect or beautify the surroundings of the
few isolated settlements, which in consequence stand out against
the newly cleared ground in all their hideous nakedness of brick
wall and zinc roof. Of the many varieties of the ever present
Eucalyptus gum-tree the Jarrah (Eucalyptus marginata) and
the Karri (Eucalyptus diversicolor) are perhaps the most
in request at the present moment Immense quantities of the former
wood are annually exported from the Colony to London, where it is
extensively used for wood pavement and also for railway sleepers.
It is estimated that there are in the Colony at the present
moment at least 100,000 acres of these magnificent trees, many of
which are as high as 350 feet. Assuming there are 300 trees to
the acre, this would give about 2000 loads of timber to the acre;
so there is probably sufficient wood in Western Australia to pave
all the cities of Europe for many years to come. The durability
and imperviousness of the Jarrah are so extraordinary that it may
perhaps be of interest to enumerate a few irrefutable facts about
it, in order to give some slight idea of the quality of this
wood. Exposed to the action of sea water for over thirty years,
it has been found still uninjured and so sound as to be capable
of receiving a high polish. For London pavement it is invaluable,
as, from all accounts, it has been found impossible to wear it
out even when it has been exposed for long periods to traffic
under the most trying conditions.
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