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I have read that Capricornus, the heavenly Goat, being ascendant
at nativitie, denieth honour to persons of quality, and esteeme to
the Vulgar. Can a Starre do so by onlie shineing on a Woman in her
pangs? Shall Capricornus bind a poore man the world ouer, no part,
no Land undiscouered, where hee may shake free? I will not belieue
it: nor that Honour (not forfeit) can be for euer hidd by decree of
this distemperate Starre.



—A Limbo For Ladies.



(i)


Table of Contents



The year, eighteen hundred and thirty-one. The place, Sydney; a
city whose streets were first laid by men in chains for the easier
progress of the soldiers who guarded them. This city, growing
slowly about a population of convicts and soldiers, had at that
date no very penitential air. The harbour water, lively with sun;
the many windmills, leisurely bestirring themselves; the ships at
anchor, hung with marine laundry, ensigns trailing; the smoke of
domestic chimneys: all these things contrived to lend Sydney an air
of expectancy rather than despair. Maps show where the habitations
were gathered; they were not many, though diarists and
letter-writers of the period agree that they were tasteful, and
showed up cleanly against the dark universal background of trees.
"Not," says one lady, "that I should like it in a picture so
well as our softer and more rounded perspective, but in a new
place, where one likes to see everything plainly, it is very
pleasant."

So much for maps and for prose. Poetry of the place and period
lacks, or is not much to the purpose. Still, the Chancellor of the
University of Cambridge did, in the year 1823, announce Australia
as the subject with which his would-be medallists must concern
themselves; and since one of the unsuccessful competitors was
William Charles Wentworth, born in the new continent, his
descriptions must be allowed to possess some authority. After an
account of Cook's discovery, with a digression upon the fate of La
Perouse, Mr. Wentworth proceeds:

Lo! thickly planted o'er the glassy bay,

Where Sydney loves her beauties to survey,

And ev'ry morn, delighted, sees the gleam

Of some fresh pennant dancing in her stream,

A masty forest, stranger vessels moor

Charg'd with the fruits of every foreign shore.

While landward—the thronged quay, the creaking crane,

The noisy workmen, and the loaded wain,

The lengthen'd street, wide square, and column'd front

Of stately mansions, and the gushing font,

The solemn church, the busy market throng,

And idle loungers saunt'ring slow among—

Shew that the mournful genius of the plain

Driv'n from his primal solitary reign,

Has backward fled, and fixed his drowsy throne

In untrod wilds, to muse and brood alone.

His account almost fills in the picture, which yet needs to
complete it a sense that this new country was no mere copy of the
old, but had already taken on a character of its own, defiant,
tough, indolent; as though the idle loungers of Mr. Wentworth's
poem were to be viewed with their hats cocked, pulling in their
belts upon hunger with a laugh, and having a loaded pistol
somewhere ready about them which they were prepared upon slight
occasion to use. There was freedom, derived as usual from slavery.
There was money, derived about equally from labour, land, and luck.
There were social gatherings, junketings, as there are upon a ship
in mid-ocean. And for the whole company of exiles, bond or free,
there was hope.

It will be seen that Sydney, in the year 1831, may very well
serve as setting for a highly-coloured, improbable, and yet simple
story.
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At about five o'clock in the afternoon of December 3rd of that
year, a ball hoisted upon the south yard-arm of the flagstaff at
the entrance to Port Jackson showed that a sail had been sighted,
approaching from a southerly direction. Later, a flag with St.
George's Cross was run up, signifying that the sail in question
belonged to a Government ship, full-rigged at that. Almost
immediately after, down came this flag, and was replaced by a
Jack.

Excitement became evident among the boats in the Pilot's
anchorage. At South Head the semaphore began to function,
reporting, in a series of jerks and flickers:

A Government vessel. Between 2 and 3 leagues S.E. of the
Head.

To which Fort Phillip, above Sydney Cove, responded in the same
lingo:

Report all movements of vessel signalized. Is there much sea
between the Heads? State all particulars.

South Head:

This is the vessel expected. Vessel has signalized probable
arrival before nightfall. Correct: previous signal should read,
vessel does not expect to anchor before morning, owing to lack of
wind.

Fort Phillip:

Confirm. Repeat.

South Head:

Vessel does not expect to anchor before morning, owing to lack
of wind.

Fort Phillip:

Be more attentive.

Despite this rebuke Fort Phillip was not displeased to have
twelve hours' respite. In twelve hours buttons might be polished,
arms burnished, the fear of God be put into a guard already drilled
to unthinking unanimity. In twelve hours some sort of a reception
could be arranged, with flags and bunting, down by the Quay; the
citizens' enthusiasm was more likely to show itself freely at the
beginning of a hot December day than at a similar day's end. There
were speeches to be memorized, beavers to be brushed, children's
locks to be put in paper; for all this twelve hours was by no means
as much time as could be desired, but it would have to serve. The
Commandant sent off runners into the town, to the Colonial
Secretary, to the President of the Legislative Council, and the
Principal Superintendent of Convicts, then sat down, hooking up his
close military stock, to an evening meal with his officers, which
ended with the health, drunk in Madeira that had taken a six
months' roll round the Horn, of the newly-arrived Governor, Sir
Richard Bourke—

"And may he not be another of these prigs that we have to foot
out of the Turf Club," said the Commandant as he set down his
glass.

The Governor at this moment, in a costume by no means
conventional, was lying full length on the deck of that interesting
vessel from the south, Foxhound, about which the air clung,
never stirring. He said to the young man at his side:

"The climate's giving us a warm welcome, anyway."

"It's an omen," the young man returned, "don't build on it. They
threw out Bligh, they threw out Darling. For a Governor that's
tired of life, I'd say this was a delightful appointment."

"Did you ever hear how they shifted Darling? It was at a Turf
Club dinner. They drank his health, all very civil; but when it
came to the Jolly Good Fellow that should have followed, the band
broke out with 'Over the Hills and Far Away.' Darling looked like a
sick hen, one of the soldiers told me that was there; sent in his
resignation from the Club, and got out of the country soon after.
By God, if they'd done that to me I'd have known what answer to
make."

"You'd have whistled, 'Will ye no come back again,' all on your
own."

"I might, if I'd thought of it. It will take more than a couple
of fiddlers to get rid of me."

"There's some of this Irish boasting we hear so much about.
You'll change your tune when it comes to making a nation out of the
scum of England."

"I know plenty about the scum of England. If you can make an
army of it good enough to beat Boney, you can make a nation."

"Well, be quick about it. I don't want to be half a century out
here making my fortune."

The Governor laughed; and looking at the stars, which kept their
places upon the chequer board made by spars and rigging,
observed:

"I never can get the lie of these upside-down planets into my
head, after all these years."

"My idea," the young man went on, following his thought, "is to
benefit by corruption. I can't make my fortune any other way; not
by fighting, it's too late for that; not by inheritance, I haven't
a relative left that's solvent. As for work—true, you can
make money working, but it spoils you for the enjoyment of it. And
I won't marry an heiress, the pick of them's gone, the only ones
left weigh twenty stone or grow beards. I like reading poetry with
my feet on the hob, but it takes money, that kind of innocent life.
So all that remains for me is to be the Governor of New South
Wales's sixth cousin."

"Why can't you write poetry for a living? Lord Byron, I believe,
did very handsomely out of his books. You were always a
scribbler."

"True," answered the young man with a bitterness which made the
Governor turn his head, surprised. "I was always a scribbler."

"I had no notion of being offensive, Charles."

"The truth is never offensive; distasteful, perhaps. I am a good
enough poet to write little stuff for the keepsakes. That is the
best I can do, though I sweat blood. Therefore, my dear sir and
cousin, I won't do it. And therefore, my dear sir and cousin, I
propose instead to batten on you."

"I'll disown you once I'm installed."

"I'll lead a faction if you do. I'll invade Government House and
rout you out from under the bed covered in fluff, like Bligh."

The Governor did not heed him, still staring up, hands locked
under head.

"Stars! What good are stars to a Lieutenant-General, except to
remind him of his damn decorations? Stars are poetical stuff. I'm
going below. Are you staying here on deck all night?"

"I am."

"Where's your sense of discipline? Do you think the sailors will
think much of a Governor when they can see he has less hair on his
chest than themselves?"

"Go to your cabin, young fellow-my-lad, and get some sleep if
you can. We have a long day to-morrow."

"Pleasant dreams to your Excellency. Mine, I hope, will be about
shameless great bribes."

"I don't have dreams. Good night."

The stars moved steadily as a clock's hands; steadily the water
reflected their lights, which wavered now and then and were lost in
shining furrows, a shark's fin breaking the surface. The lantern on
South Head stared, never blinking. His Excellency regarded all
these things in turn as the ship swung about, and fell asleep
thinking of Spain, where he had served, and where the nights had
something of this quality. His last conscious thought was dredged
up out of memories he did not know himself to have acquired; the
Spanish word guardaamigo, which, as he recollected, meant
the prop set under a criminal's chin while he takes his
flogging.
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Towards morning a breeze came up from the south which caught the
waiting ship broadside. The captain had been waiting for this, and
his Excellency woke to a sound of bare running feet on deck and the
shouts of the second mate ordering men aloft. It was almost dawn.
As the canvas was set it took shape against the lightening sky,
squares, triangles of darkness, soon to be turned a triumphant
white by the sun. They began to move forward; the chirrup of water
sounded again under the figurehead; and the brown rocky coast, in
which as yet there appeared no opening, began to march beside them
like a guard of honour. His Excellency stretched, regarded his
dominion through a glass for some few moments, then went below as
bugles sounded in the soldiers' quarters.

He disappeared as a civilian none too particular in matters of
dress. He came on deck a soldier, magnificent in red, with a plumed
hat and a sword-belt golden as Orion's, while stars more gaudy than
distant Arcturus were disposed about his left breast. His staff in
a lesser degree glittered round him, buttons winking their tale of
hours of labour, gold-lace only a trifle dimmed by weeks of sea
air. Only the young gentleman, Mr. Adare, His Excellency's sixth
cousin, appeared at a disadvantage in sober bottle-green, with the
paltry chink of seals for accompaniment as he moved, in lieu of a
sounding jangle of spurs. But he was not abashed; he criticized the
popinjays with his head on one side, and ridiculed the delicate
care with which they avoided maritime contacts for their white
trousers. They for their part eyed him with the traditional disdain
of the military for free agents, and put on formal brisk voices,
reporting to the Governor, as though he had been blind, the
topography and incidents of Port Jackson:

"Pilot coming aboard, sir. Quarantine station, sir, on the
right. Passing the lighthouse and signal station, sir. Shark
Island, sir. The fort known as—h'm—Pinchgut, sir."

All this information the Governor acknowledged with nods, as
though he were not as capable as these gentlemen of reading the
chart unrolled in front of him. His eyes were taking in other
things; a foreshore which reminded him of coasts in the South of
France; the many bays, deep water evidently, by the sheer slope of
their rocks; the situation of the distant town, not clearly seen as
yet; the green of the foliage, uniform and dull as a rifleman's
jacket.

"A number of small boats, sir, coming out to welcome you, I
imagine."

The staff officer's observation was not at fault. Small boats
were all about the Governor's ship as she moved into Sydney Cove,
their occupants evidently out for a spree; young men managed the
sails, long brown youngsters, watched by their womenfolk from under
bonnets trimmed with English flowers—artificial daisies,
roses, violets. The boats very skilfully accompanied His
Excellency's ship, and from time to time one of their occupants
would raise a hand, or a woman would lift a child's brown pud and
wave it in greeting. There was no cheering.

"Well, I don't know," said His Excellency to an officer who
commented on this fact; "they can't tell yet what they're in for.
The Duke used to say he valued the cheers he got after a battle,
but didn't give a rap for any that went before."

At the landing-stage, however, things were more formal. Persons
could he seen there, grouped, and shifting from foot to foot as the
December sun bore down upon their trappings, which glinted in an
official manner and showed in outline all the authentic terror and
exaggeration of the warrior's dress. Those shakos, tall feathered
stove-pipes, had for ancestor the brazen casque of Paris, whose
plume most horribly did dance. Those epaulettes, jutting from the
shoulders, were contrived to awe innocent naked savages accepting
them as earnest of the gigantic deltoids below. Those chains,
studs, spikes of metal terrified by their very irrelevance, their
threat of dreadful purposes not understood. Yet shakos, epaulettes
and the rest of the costume were comfortable to the eyes of His
Excellency's staff, who saw in them only the norm, and found
reassurance in shining thus familiarly upon a foreign strand.

A naval cutter came out to meet the ship as she anchored. Into
this His Excellency stepped with his party, and was rowed ashore to
receive salutes, cheers, and a speech of welcome delivered by some
civilian dignitary. A regimental band played "Blue Bonnets."
Against this the Governor heard, behind his shoulder among the
crowd, an echo of "Over the Hills and Far Away." The whistling
ceased as he turned. With a tightened lip and hands folded quietly
upon his sword-hilt he waited for silence, then spoke. His voice,
clear of any parade-ground quality, yet made itself heard beyond
misapprehension.

"Gentlemen: I am new to your country, and therefore, at this
stage, I say nothing of my intentions concerning it. I say only
that I am sent by the Government at home to guide you to prosperity
as far as the judgment of one man may do so. Your problems are to
be my particular study, and your well-being my particular care. I
am not unaware that there have been clashes in the past between
governed and governors, nor shall that knowledge weigh with me. I
am here to perform my duty; which, as I see it, is to promote the
order, good feeling, and increased wealth of this Colony. I rely
upon your co-operation to attain these ends. I am prepared to work
with any man, whatever his station, who will help me to attain
them, and to punish any man, whatever his station, who by his
conduct imperils them. Gentlemen, I have nothing further to say at
this moment, only that I am greatly obliged to you for your
welcome."

Mr. Adare was impressed. It was the first time he had heard his
relative speak as one who had seen men and cities, served in epic
wars, and borne rule in the continents of Africa and America. Other
listeners too found this kind of talk to their taste, and the civic
dignitary, walking beside the Governor towards the carriage in
which they were to ride, made approving comment on it:

"That's the kind of thing we never heard from Governor Darling.
Always roundabout; never took responsibility where he could dodge
it—"

"I don't care, sir, to discuss my predecessor."

"Oh!" said the civic dignitary, taken aback but not daunted.
"Certainly. The less said of him the better. Well; and what do you
think of our harbour?"
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Next morning, having unpacked and distributed his staff (rather
a tight fit) among the rooms of Government House, His Excellency
said to his cousin, whose decorative idleness he found
irritating:

"There is something to be done that you may as well do. Go to
the offices of the Bank of New South Wales; introduce yourself as
coming from me, and deliver this letter to the Secretary, or one of
the Directors. It only concerns me, in so far as I promised Lord
Goderich I would deliver it. Talk to the Secretary, and invite him
in my name to dine. These fellows know more than Government men
about conditions in a country. You might ask him for a little
advice on your own account; prospects for investment, and so
on."

"I don't view with any gratification the prospect of earning
money by work in this heat. His Excellency's cousin may use his
nose, I suppose, to find out what sinecures there are?"

"His nose; not my name."

"Sea-green Incorruptible! Or shall we say in deference to the
climate, lobster-red? Adieu, adieu. Remember me!"

Mr. Adare put the Colonial Secretary's letter into his
tail-pocket and sauntered out into the sunlight. Sydney Cove was on
his right, quick with shipping; on his left the trees of the
Government Domain proffered a thin shade. He kept to the left, not
for this reason only, but in order to beat the marches of the city,
of which Macquarie Street formed, at this point, the boundary. His
eyes, alert as the infernal brickish dust of passing vehicles would
allow, considered houses and people dispassionately, the horses
with unaffected interest. They were worth a hunting man's
attention. Their unkempt appearance, shaggy legs and manes, could
not cheat an Irish judge accustomed to pierce such disguises. Mr.
Adare, having seen in the course of ten minutes' walking almost as
many rideable horses, began to have a better opinion of the
Colony.

As for the streets themselves—he had turned at right
angles and was surveying King Street—they were unpaved and
damn dirty. They were full of masterless dogs. They offered no
picturesque black men, such as Cape Town afforded, no woolly heads
adorned with branching horns, or strings of beads, or trophies not
easily identified. They resembled, in their undisciplined dusty
straight lines, the streets of a manufacturing city at home, save
for the depth of the shadows that fell across them, and the height
of the Cornstalks who marched along them, trees walking. No colour.
No signs of wealth. No signs of pioneering and danger. Why did the
place exist?

The answer to that question, at the very moment his mind asked
it, came round the corner of an intersecting street to its own odd
musical accompaniment. Against the regular beat of soldiers' feet
sounded a shuffling, and above the shuffling a chinking, not
rhythmic, never ceasing. Mr. Adare stood, and at his ease reviewed
a convict chain-gang as it passed along. Their dress was uniform,
spattered with a pattern of arrows; only their caps varied from the
fisherman's knitted jelly-bag to beavers not yet wholly devoid of
nap. These last perhaps had been worn in London, where their owners
exercised those arts for which thieves' jargon found such
enlivening terms; smashing of queer screens, shaking of skins,
ringing of castors, working the cat-and-kitten rig, or nibbling
while Oliver whiddled. Most of them held up their chains as they
walked by means of a string hitched to their belts; even so the
dulled chinking made itself heard. No man stepped out as a free man
may, as the guards did; the chains hobbled them too securely. All
kept their heads down against the sun, all shouldered their
long-handled, small-headed road-maker's hammers because that was
the easiest way to carry them; and the effect of this uniformity
was a slavish, hopeless air such as might hang about duppies, those
dead men who labour for a witch's profit among Jamaica canes.

Mr. Adare, impressionable, but fortunately volatile; wax to
receive, but water to retain; Mr. Adare did not care for the mixed
feelings this encounter had roused in him. Pity without the means
to relieve is emotion wasted; anger with the human race in general
on account of the cruelty or folly of particulars is not to be
justified. So he told himself as he walked on towards George
Street, while the shuffling and chinking took itself off in another
direction. Nevertheless, the generosity in him was uneasy at
finding no outlet, and he stared offensively at passers-by who took
convicts in chains for granted. A quarrel would have quieted him
down by allowing him to translate emotion into action; a
translation, in which, as happens often enough, the original
impulse might be lost. But he went unsatisfied. No man took
exception to his looks, no woman observed him. In a mood still
half-truculent, he found the turning for George Street, and entered
the premises of the Bank of New South Wales.

The Secretary, whose manner, whiskers, and excellent brown
sherry were not to be distinguished from similar attributes of Bank
secretaries in England, was glad to welcome His Excellency's sixth
cousin. He took Lord Goderich's letter with just the right bow,
accepted Sir Richard Bourke's invitation to dine with just such
another, and seemed, having given this faultless performance, to
wish to take up his labours. But Mr. Adare was disinclined to move
out of a pleasant room into the strengthening sun. He began
earnestly to talk, to enquire, and the Secretary was obliged to
make answer.

"What openings should you say promise best for a young
man—for myself, let us say?"

"As to that, it is not easy for me to speak. If you could give
me some notion as to your interests, your capacities—"

"My capacities? Considerable in some directions; riding,
drinking. As far as intellects go, I won't boast."

"I referred to the question of money; money to invest. I believe
that land in the neighbourhood of this town, for instance, is bound
to appreciate. In twenty-five years, let us say, I can very well
imagine a capital increase of a hundred per cent in the value of
land in certain localities."

"That's a long time to wait."

"Not for such a considerable increase, Mr. Adare. A man does
very well, let me tell you, if he is able to double his fortune in
that time."

"I haven't a shilling, though."

"Then," said the Secretary, losing that faint breath of
enthusiasm which had informed his voice at the thought of a hundred
per cent, "it becomes quite another matter."

"That's to say, I've got a hundred pounds."

"Well, Mr. Adare, it is not much, I tell you frankly. It is not
much. With a great deal of industry, and frugality, and foresight I
don't say it may not be made to do—"

"But I've no wish to work, my dear sir. That's not my intention
at all."

A clerk knocked, thrust in his smooth head decorated at the ears
with two quills like those of a Secretary bird, and announced:

"Mr. Flusky to see you, sir."

"Pray ask him to wait a moment. Just a moment. Say that His
Excellency's cousin is with me just now."

"I won't detain you. Curious name, Flusky. Where have I heard
it?"

"One of our most considerable citizens," said the official,
rising. "Rich; a landowner."

"No, it's not that. Something, somewhere—" Mr. Adare
snapped his fingers at the elusive memory and let it go. "Well; so
you haven't any formula for getting rich overnight?"

"The old one, Mr. Adare; only the old one, I fear."

"No good to me. Flusky! Now where the devil have I heard that
remarkable name?" He observed the Secretary looking a trifle
nervously at the door, which, however, his retiring clerk had shut
safely. "Oho! He's a what-d'ye-call-it, is he?"

"Emancipist. Yes."

"I like that. Emancipist—I must get used to it. What was
his crime, anything spectacular?"

"Mr. Adare, allow me to give you a warning. Out here we don't
talk of the past. The future, sir. This is a country of the
future."

"Landowner and lag—yes, I like that very well. Introduce
me, will you? Come on, man," as the Secretary looked dubious, "I'll
behave myself."

The Secretary, unwilling to keep his richest client waiting yet
reluctant to blend him even for an instant with the aristocracy,
bowed helplessly and held open the door. A figure in shapeless
woollen clothes turned towards them, and Mr. Adare was able to note
a flabby bulk, a nose pendant after the Jewish manner above a lip
that might have lengthened in Wicklow, and a pair of unwinking mild
eyes before Mr. Samson Flusky was formally introduced.

"Mr. Adare," said the Secretary with a nervous laugh, "has come
out from Ireland to make his fortune."

Mr. Flusky smiled without speaking and replaced a warm right
hand on the knob of his stick.

"I understand," said Mr. Adare, "there's something to be done in
land; but I don't want to wait for the money till my beard's as
long as your arm."

"Ireland," Flusky repeated, looking at the Secretary; then
transferred his gaze to the young man's face. He pronounced the
word as no Englishman ever does; his deep voice had a smooth easy
quality. "Is that where you come from? What part?"

"The West. D'you know it?"

"I might," Mr. Flusky answered without expression. "So you want
to make money. You're not the only one."

"And make it quick," said Mr. Adare briskly. "I don't feel any
call to stay long in this country. Not but it has a deal to say for
itself, no doubt; only it doesn't talk my language."

"You'll stay, surely, during His Excellency's time of office at
least." The Secretary spoke to Flusky: Mr. Adare is related to Sir
Richard Bourke; came out in his ship."

"Lagged yourself for fear the King should do it for you, eh?"
said Mr. Flusky disconcertingly. "How much have you? There's money
in land, when the Commissioners will let you buy."

"I told him so," the Secretary offered immediately. "Money needs
time, as I told him, to grow."

Mr. Flusky seemed to meditate, both hands upon his stick,
under-lip shooting out, eyes cast down. Mr. Adare in this moment
attempted to sum up the impression left upon him by his first
encounter with an emancipist, convict turned citizen. He found
himself staring at the thick unmoving fingers, trying them in this
position or that; steady upon a trigger, bunched about the haft of
a knife, crooking to strangle. He could not fit them to sly tricks
with pockets, or skilful tricks with pens. They proclaimed
violence. And when, lifting his eyes, he met the mild gaze of their
owner he had a little shock, as though a naked man had in the wink
of an eye clothed himself. Flusky was saying:

"All the same, Mister, if you've time to listen there's
something might interest you."

"My office, gentlemen," the Secretary offered. "Quite at your
disposal."

Flusky moved to it, not thanking him. He sat square in one of
the chairs, and rested his head upon the interesting hands which
his stick supported. He continued to wear his hat. Adare swung
himself on to the Secretary's desk to face him, but from perversity
or perhaps curiosity, would not be the first to speak; marvelling,
not for the first time, at the power which hedges the man who can
hold his tongue, and determined to try his own hand at the
game.

Mr. Flusky seemed to have nothing immediate to say. He sat
unthinking to all appearance, challenging the younger man's
patience. Mr. Adare began to give himself away. He would not speak,
but he could not keep still. The manoeuvres of a pair of flies were
a relief to his eyes, a sudden itching of the nose afforded him a
gesture. He became conscious that the situation was a ridiculous
one. The flabby fellow with a hat on, the youngster point-device,
both with tongues in their heads, and not a word between them to
throw at a dog—Mr. Flusky earned his gratitude by releasing a
sentence first.

"I don't know how my proposition'll strike you, Government House
and all. Maybe I better let it alone."

"Don't lump me with Excellency. He's not responsible for
me."

"Well," Mr. Flusky considered. "But it might be awkward, all the
same."

"I assure you I didn't come out here to wear gloves, Mr.
Flusky." The mild gaze surveyed his faultless tailoring. "These are
all the clothes I have, but if you feel you could talk more freely
to a cabbage-tree hat I'll step out and buy one."

"Do you know anything about land out here?"

That was a surprising question, coming as it did with no change
of tone or expression; Mr. Adare made frivolous answers as was his
custom when taken aback.

"They tie a string to a dog's tail, don't they, and hit him a
kick, and when he stops running that's a mile."

"You're thinking of Van Diemen's Land," Flusky said, not
smiling. "The man that could kick hardest got best measure. That's
how it did ought to be, in a new country."

He went back to his silence. Mr. Adare, amused and a trifle
irritated, began to guess.

"Your proposition has something to do with land."

"Well, you see," said Flusky irrelevantly, roused from
meditation, "the Regulations are made by Englishmen. You can't run
three sheep to an acre here. A sheep to three acres, more like. You
got to have room to move stock about."

"I suppose you can get as much room as you want, if you're
prepared to pay."

Mr. Flusky shook his head, rolling it sideways upon his fingers
that were laced upon the stick's knob.

"You can't? Why not?"

"No more grants. Land all to be sold at auction, and a Board to
see one man don't get more than his share. You come at a bad time
for pickings, Mister. August the first, that was the start of
it."

"Wait a minute," Mr. Adare bade him. "This is interesting. I was
always good at drawing-room games. Don't tell me what you want me
to do, let me see if I can divine it—"

"I won't tell you," said Flusky briefly.

"Now wait a minute. Plenty of land available. Correct?" He
looked at the white face, took a blink for assent, and went on with
his deductions. "Land—but a Board to see a man doesn't get
all he can pay for. What's the answer to that? If a man were to get
someone else to put in for the land he wanted—am I getting
warm?" He perceived the beginnings of a smile. "I'm on to it, I
believe. Aha! The drawing-room's no bad training ground."

"A man that puts in for land has to go before the surveyor and
show the purchase-money in cash," Flusky said without
expression.

"What of it? I've got a hundred pounds." A smile commented. "Not
enough? Well, damn it, I suppose I could borrow."

"You might."

"Perhaps from the man that wanted the land. I dare say he'd
stump up enough to show this surveyor."

"He might, then."

Mr. Flusky, setting his stick between his legs, leaned back to
seek a wallet. He pulled it out, and chose notes from it, cracking
each one, holding watermarks up to the light. Mr. Adare watched and
reckoned the total as he laid a bundle down; a thousand pounds.

"Five bob an acre," said Flusky, "that's the Land Board price."
He took out another note. "No need to show this one to the
surveyor."

"Fifty," said Mr. Adare, craning to look at it. "Fifty for a
signature, the first day of landing. No need to ask if this sort of
transaction's legal."

"It's not legal. I tell you that flat out."

"But it's the way to get things done?"

"I'm not saying nothing. I'm not asking you, Mister."

The young man came nearer, picked up the bundle, laughed.

"Why, good Lord, for all you know I might put it on a horse."
Flusky was silent. "Don't you want a receipt?" Flusky shook his
head. Mr. Adare had a qualm. "Are the notes bad 'uns?"

"There's a lot of coves out here haven't forgot their old trade,
I'll allow. But those is right 'uns."

"This is the maddest transaction I ever put a hand to, and I've
been in a queer rig or two. If I had a grain of caution—but I
haven't, thank God. It's a bargain, Mr. Flusky."

"There's nothing on paper, I'd remind you."

"Well, but between Irishmen," said Mr. Adare impulsively, and
held out his hand.

How much part in this impulsive decision was played by
recollection of the chain-gang, Adare was not able to determine;
but he was aware, as he struck hands with the emancipist, of a
glow, a release of feeling which might not improbably be traced to
that source. The clasp over, he laughed.

"Courtesy title of Honourable," said Mr. Adare. Then, but to
himself: "What the deuce have I let myself in for?"

He was perfectly ignorant of the Colony. The man's statement
concerning land might be true or it might not. The bare facts were
that he, a guest in the Governor's house, was conspiring with a
total stranger to do the Government. He reassured himself; it was
only in principle that the Government would suffer, what could it
matter to the Treasury whence came the purchase-money for land; an
ungenerous whisper reminded him that the interview had been
private, there were no witnesses, no documents—there his
thoughts checked sharply.

Mr. Flusky appeared to be troubled by no ironical questionings.
He reached out the knob of his stick and rapped on the open door
with it. After an interval for dignity, the Secretary answered this
summons.

"Business concluded, gentlemen? Satisfactory, may I hope?"

"Mr. Adare wants a word with you."

"I am at Mr. Adare's service."

"He wants," said Flusky, interpreting the young man's quick
glance, "to deposit a thousand pounds."

The Secretary bowed, looking from the square flabby man to the
thin rosy man. His glance was enquiring. He said, however, nothing
of that hundred pounds previously mentioned as the sole fortune of
his new client, who began nervously to talk:

"I take your advice, sir, as you see. I buy land. Well, I have
seen two foot by four of painted canvas change hands for a thousand
pounds, to say nothing of five foot two of womanhood. How far will
it go in kangaroos, do you think? By George, gentlemen, I hope
landowners in your country have a better standing than they do in
mine. They shoot us from behind hedges, like partridges. It is not
the way a man of spirit would choose to die, winged by a Whiteboy
with his dirty coat inside out—"

Mr. Adare prattled on. He found the entire trust reposed in him
by this stranger oddly touching, and it was his form of
self-defence to talk when silence would have revealed emotion. The
emancipist received this patter with no change of expression and
said nothing. The Secretary, making out a receipt for the money
Adare handed him, observed the numbers of one or two of the notes,
familiar owing to certain odd groupings of numerals. He knew to
whom he had paid them out. But he too said nothing, having learned
that discretion is the first recommendation of a banker, more
especially where his richer clients' interests are concerned.
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Life in this newest of worlds was patterned in circles upon much
the same plan as life in the old. Outer darkness, the convicts,
merged into a twilight existence of emancipated men; traders could
be dimly perceived, country landowners took the air with a vague
grandeur, becoming visible at certain periods, like the remoter
stars; but the innermost circle, that which accepted the full light
of His Excellency's countenance, wore or had worn uniform. A red
coat or a blue one, a wig and gown or the beaver of banking, with
an occasional pair of clerical gaiters—this uniformity
represented right thinking, and true dogma, and the power to bind
and loose. Uniformity prevailed, as might have been expected, at
the parties attended by uniforms and their moieties. There would be
offerings of wine from Portugal and France; cheeses brought by sea
from cool English dales; sugared fruits that had travelled half the
world round. These were consumed to an accompaniment of talk well
suited to London dining-rooms, but to which the warm Australian air
and a pertinacious humming of insects gave the lie. Proverbs turned
head over heels in this new uneasy country, and the gourmet's
maxim, Tell me what you eat, that I may know what you are, ran in
Australia thus: Tell me first what you are; thence I may deduce
what you eat, what you wear, the matter of your talk, and the shape
of your wife's coiffure; besides making a tolerably accurate guess
at your past income, and a reasonable forecast of the income which
will be yours in future.

So much Mr. Adare had discovered in the course of a few weeks'
sojourn. He wore no uniform himself, but the glamour of the
regulation dress was all about him; he was distantly related to
shako and sabretache, vicarious spurs chinked upon his heels, and
he was received with all the interest and respect due to a bearer
of such emblems. However, at the end of a brief period he had begun
to weary a little of the uniforms and their wives, and said as much
in His Excellency's hearing.

"You're a thankless pup," returned Sir Richard. "They do you
well enough, don't they?"

"Well enough. But I'm getting to know all the faces by
heart—well, not that; not by heart. By my liver."

"That's something you can't avoid in a small community. The
officers in a regimental mess get sick of the sight of each other's
faces in peace time. So they do in a man-of-war. It has to be put
up with."

"But their smugness I can't endure. Twenty-five, thirty thousand
people in this town, and the same dozen self-satisfied phizes at
every dinner-table, like wooden nags on a roundabout."

"What else is to be done? You can't mix a society, it gives too
much offence. Consequence is all that many of these people get in
exchange for exile. Besides, no man cares to drink with the fellow
that may have picked his pocket in the old country."

"Would His Excellency's credit be involved, for example, if his
irresponsible cousin were to accept this?"

The Governor held out a hand for the letter his irresponsible
cousin offered. It was an invitation to dine with Mr. Flusky,
signed not by but for him; per pro. William Winter,
secretary. The paper was good, the writing copper-plate, the
wording conventionally civil; only the astonishing
address—Minyago Yugilla, Woolloomooloo—betrayed the
letter's New World provenance.

"Who is this fellow?"

"Rich. A decent sort of an Irishman. Emancipist."

"What was his offence?"

"I can't find out." This was true. Adare's curiosity had
uncovered as yet nothing of his benefactor's past. He repeated the
Bank secretary's phrase: "Anyway, what's it matter? This is the
country of the future. And besides, damme, isn't there old Uncle
Lawrence at home that we can't trust with the spoons?"

"There seems no reason why you shouldn't go. We've got to mellow
these individuals somehow before we find ourselves sitting beside
them on a jury. Wait a moment. I remember something now about this
man."

"So do I, but for the life of me I can't tell what."

"Something about his wife—" The Governor pondered, then
dismissed the puzzle. "My dear fellow, do as you please about this,
so you don't involve me. What d'you suppose those extraordinary
words are?"

"It's where he lives, evidently."

"Yes, but the meaning." He looked up as a youngish civilian
entered, carrying a portfolio. "Banks, you know something of the
aborigines' tongue; can you tack any meaning to this?"

He underlined the curious address with his thumb-nail and handed
the paper over. The newcomer read, and ventured:

"I happen to know—this is the name of Mr. Flusky's house,
is it not? The meaning is, 'Why weepest thou?' I have always
wondered why Mr. Flusky should choose it."

"The wife, perhaps. A romantic, Byronic, sort of a female might
fancy such a name."

The civilian made no comment, but his correctness of attitude,
his portfolio, recalled the Governor to a working frame of mind. He
dismissed his cousin abruptly, and settled down to consider the
Colonists' proposal, shortly to be submitted to the Parliament at
home, for a Legislative Assembly of their own.
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Mr. Adare, thus licensed to accept, accepted; having no least
notion of what he was about, or what forces he was setting to work.
He was not accustomed to look forward, or to calculate sequels;
even had he possessed the highest degree of prudence, he could
hardly have read these few polite written words as the warrant
setting forth a new course of existence for several people. First,
the receipt of his letter produced a remarkable effect in the
pleasant capacious dwelling in Woolloomooloo, which Mr. Samson
Flusky had elected to call by so odd a name. (He had no idea of the
words' meaning; but hearing the house thus referred to by blacks
perpetually encamped in his garden, he had adopted their outlandish
phrase, the more readily that he had no wish to preserve, as so
many of the other exiles did, any memory of a home on the far side
of the world.) Mr. Adare's letter set half a dozen activities
taking direction. Miss Milly, a large woman in carpet slippers,
upon whom the domestic authority of the establishment devolved;
Miss Milly, surname forgotten long ago, who could slap up a dinner,
kill a rat, or—as had once been proved to the discomfiture of
a visiting clergyman—deliver an excellent impromptu prayer;
Miss Milly was summoned, and bid look to her staff, that they
behaved themselves and were up to their work on Wednesday week.
This order she received with a sniff, and withdrew to convey the
sense of it to a mixed lot of female convicts, who, accustomed as
they were to fight bloodily, to drink rum when they could get it
and eau-de-Cologne when they could not, took philosophically her
command to "act ladylike for once." Then it was the turn of William
Winter, secretary, a gentlemanlike person doing time for the
seduction of a minor. He was new to his assignment; indeed the
first task that had been set him was the drawing up of a menu for
Wednesday week. He demurred; knew nothing of the resources of the
country, what meats were procurable—
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