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FAST steamboats and new mail routes have brought the Australian
colonies into comparatively intimate relations with the mother-land;
and in these days of "globe trotting," when every fifth man one meets
has "gone round the world," it is usual enough to find that the tour
has comprised visits to the Australian capitals and perhaps a little
mild roughing it on some cattle or sheep station within easy distance
of rail or high road.

The inquiring tourist of to-day who wishes to gain personal
knowledge of life at the Antipodes, has a fairly smooth path before
him. He is usually armed with letters of introduction to various
magnates in the colonies he proposes to visit; and, arrived there, is
thus made free of Government House, provided with passes upon the
railways, and fêted and lionised in the towns, where he
probably spends most of his time and where he observes with a little
surprise that social observances differ in no marked respect from
those in England. In the Bush, life is still made pleasant to him.
Wild horse-hunts, kangaroo battues, and camping out expeditions, are
organised for his amusement; and performances of mustering, cattle
drafting, and such like mysteries of stock-keeping, rehearsed for his
instruction. Or he may go further, even beyond the bounds of
civilisation. He may spend a month or so on the Diggings, do an
overland ride, or experience the hardships of residence on a northern
run, and then go home with a sufficiently correct idea of Australia
as it is. But his impressions are after all, only those of an
outsider, and under any circumstances he can form but an imperfect
picture of Australia as it was--in the early days of pioneering, when
Queensland, then Moreton Bay, was a small penal settlement, when
convicts and bush-rangers abounded, and many a white man went west or
north, and never returned to tell the tale of outrage and murder by
myall1 [*] Blacks.

[* Myall Blacks, the wild aborigines.]

There were no roads then from one colony to another. Only the
coast- line had been explored. It was known that New Holland
stretched over 2,500 miles from east to west, and nearly that
distance from north to south; but it could only be conjectured that
beyond the inhabited, or rather habitable, rim, extending inland some
two or three hundred miles, lay a vast Sahara fatal to man and
beast.

The squatters of those times were, as might be supposed, a brave,
reckless band. Quick to love and quick to hate, full of pluck and
endurance, dauntless before danger, iron in physique and nerve, and
ready for any difficult or dare-devil feat, their adventures,
escapes, practical jokes, and carouses, would have furnished rich
material to an Australian Lever or Fenimore Cooper.

A party of these young men, mostly cadets of English and Irish
families, some, undergraduates of Oxford and Cambridge, some, sons of
soldiers with no fortune but that which their own energy might make
for them, all resolute and keen after adventure and exploration, left
Sydney and pushed north into the country which is now known as
Queensland. The Government, eager to encourage a free population,
gave extensive grants of land to the pioneers; and hitherto
undiscovered country was thrown open. The first stockman on horseback
seemed to the Blacks a kind of centaur. They took him for a new
species of animal, and he was afterwards known among his companions
by the sobriquet of Yarraman Dick--yarraman being the native word for
horse. Beyond a certain range of mountains there was no law. As in
the days of Abraham and Lot, the first occupants of the land stoutly
maintained their exclusive right to the grass and water, and were
engaged in constant squabbles with the new-comers. Then legislation
stepped in, granted licenses and defined boundaries. A Land
Commissioner was appointed who ruled the district with a rod of iron.
Many will remember "King Tom" and his factotum, familiarly styled
"Unbranded Kelly." For, in those times, all animals which at the age
of twelve months, were still unbranded, became by law the property of
the Crown, and were impounded and sold. Kelly, with a company of
policemen and black boys, used to make raids upon the Stations, and
bring in triumph to the Pound all the unbranded calves he could
collect.

A certain buxom dame reigned as housekeeper over the somewhat
grandly conducted establishment of the Commissioner. Report said that
she ruled the Commissioner also. It was she who became the owner of
the confiscated animals. No one dared to bid against her at the
Pound, and the cattle fell to her for a mere trifle.

At first the natives retreated before the whites; and, except that
they every now and then speared a beast in one of the herds, gave
little cause for uneasiness. But, as the number of squatters
increased, each one taking up miles of country and bringing two or
three men in his train, so that shepherds' huts and stockmen's camps
lay far apart, and defenceless in the midst of hostile tribes, the
Blacks' depredations became more frequent and murder was no unusual
event.

The loneliness of the Australian bush can hardly be painted in
words. Here extends mile after mile of primaeval forest where perhaps
foot of white man has never trod--interminable vistas where the
eucalyptus trees rear their lofty trunks, and spread forth their
lanky limbs, from which the red gum oozes and hangs in fantastic
pendants like crimson stalactites; ravines along the sides of which
the long bladed grass grows rankly; level untimbered plains
alternating with undulating tracts of pasture, here and there broken
by a stony ridge, steep gully, or dried-up creek. All wild, vast, and
desolate; all the same monotonous grey colouring, except where the
wattle when in blossom shows patches of feathery gold, or a belt of
scrub lies green, glossy, and impenetrable as Indian jungle.

The solitude seems intensified by the strange sounds of reptiles,
birds, and insects, and by the absence of larger creatures; of which,
in the daytime, the only audible signs are the stampede of a herd of
kangaroo, or the rustle of a wallabi or dingo stirring the grass as
it creeps to its lair. But there are the whirring of locusts, the
demoniac chuckle of the laughing jackass, the screeching of cockatoos
and parrots, the hissing of the frilled lizard, and the buzzing of
innumerable insects hidden under the dense undergrowth. And then, at
night, the melancholy wailing of the curlews, the dismal howling of
dingoes, the discordant croaking of tree-frogs, might well shake the
nerves of a solitary watcher.

Each stockman's hut stood by itself in a clearing, leagues distant
from any other dwelling, and as far as might be from the nearest
scrub, in the thickets of which the Blacks could always find an
unassailable stronghold. The hut was built of logs and slabs, the
roof of bark; the fireplace was a small room with a wide wooden
chimney. Shutters there were, and a door, but locks were unknown, and
bolts and bars were of the most primitive description. The settler
depended for safety upon the keenness of his hearing, the excellence
of his carbine, and the Blacks' superstitious dread of darkness,
which makes them averse to leaving their camp except on moonlight
nights, or with an illumination of burning firesticks.

At the Nie Nie station, one dark night, the unsuspecting
hutkeeper, having as he believed secured himself against assault, was
lying wrapped in his blanket sleeping profoundly. The Blacks crept
stealthily down the chimney and battered in his skull with a nulla-
nulla while he slept.

This murder was followed by others. The squatters of the
neighbourhood assembled and made an ineffectual raid. They found only
deserted camps. The Blacks had fled into a wild precipitous region at
the head of several rivers, where broken gorges, caves, and ravines
afforded them an almost impregnable refuge. Later, some of the
supposed ringleaders were taken by a detachment of mounted police and
solemnly led to Sydney for trial. The formalities of the law were
duly observed; but identification being a difficulty--for the Black
clothed and in a prisoner's dock can seldom be conscientiously sworn
to as the naked, pipeclayed, tattoed savage seen in the heat of
encounter--the crime could not be legally proven, and the case fell
through. The prisoners were released; there was a reaction in their
favour; they were laden with beads, tomahawks, and other acceptable
presents, and returned to their tribe exultant. "My word!" said the
dusky criminals, after this their first peep at civilisation;
"Blackfellow nangery along a gaol. That corbon budgery. Plenty
patter, plenty blanket. No coolla, budgery play about."[*] And they
were quite impressed with the notion that in the event of war between
Blacks and Whites "that big fellow Gubbernor along a Sydney" would
hang the White man and let the Black go free.

[*
Nangery,        stay.
Corbon budgery, very good.
Patter,         food.
Coolla,         angry.
The Blackfellows stayed in gaol. That is a very good place. There
was plenty of food; plenty of blankets; no one was angry; and there
was a good deal of amusement.]


The absurdity of dealing with savages by our code is manifest.
Their law is that any one individual in a tribe may be held
responsible for the misdemeanours of any other member of the same
tribe. Thus punishment inflicted in a somewhat promiscuous fashion
would not have offended against their sense of justice.

The squatters of the north rose up in fury, and swore that their
chums should not be slain and their cattle scattered without
vengeance being taken upon the aggressors. They armed, rode forth and
surrounded the camp, killing some of the natives and taking many
prisoners. Maddened with bloodshed and thirsting for revenge, they
built up a great pile of wood, slaughtered their prisoners--men,
women, and children--and hurling the scarcely lifeless bodies upon
the pile, set it on fire.

The affair was reported at head-quarters. A band of police was
sent up, and seven of the settlers were brought to Sydney, tried for
murder, found guilty, and sentenced to death. Party feeling ran high
in Sydney. Mr. Wentworth, pleading for the accused, and at daggers
drawn with Mr. Plunkett, the Attorney-General, hotly defied the
Government to carry out the sentence. Mr. Plunkett, determined upon
the defeat of his adversary, swore that not only should these men be
hanged, but that any white man who could be proved to have killed a
blackfellow not in self-defence should be held guilty of murder. New
South Wales was then a crown colony, and the Attorney-General,
officially a member of the Council, had great power. The seven men
were executed, and while in office Mr. Plunkett carried out his
threat to the best of his ability. He was detested by the squatters,
and the wish was frequently expressed in language more forcible than
becoming, that the Attorney-General could change places for six
months with a shepherd upon the Myall Creek.

When the Blacks heard that seven white men had been hanged for the
Myall Creek fray, they grew more and more daring. It was their custom
after each outrage to shelter themselves in the broken country before
mentioned, which was called The Falls, only issuing forth to commit
further depredations. The Government became alive to the necessity
for action. A body of mounted police, formed of picked men from the
different regiments then in Sydney, who did special service among the
bush-rangers, was sent to punish and drive the Blacks from their
stronghold. A fine corps it was, under the command of a certain Major
Munn, a dark, handsome, aristocratic-featured man, as popular in
drawing-rooms as he was unpopular among bushrangers, who looked an
imposing figure on his grand grey charger, and stuck at nothing,
being ready to meet the Blacks' treachery with guile, and fearing no
foe on open field. Many were the tales told by camp fires of the
exploits of Major Munn and his followers.

Several natives were enlisted in the band. One, a small black boy,
a good tracker, led the soldiers to the stronghold of the tribe. The
Blacks were caught in a gorge, from which their only outlet was by a
waterfall. The troopers fired down into the camp, and then rushed
upon their prey. Many natives were killed, some in leaping down the
precipice; but few escaped. After the fray the black guide came up to
Major Munn and proudly exhibited his blood-stained sword. "My word!"
cried he, with an impish laugh which showed all his glistening teeth,
"corbon budgery this long fellow knife. Plenty mine been mumkull ole
fellow mammy belonging to me. I been marra cobra along a that ole
woman."[*]

[* "My word, this is a very good long knife. I have killed my old
mother. I took off the old woman's head."]

The boy was exulting in having cut off his own mother's head.

In this irregular warfare, formalities were usually dispensed
with, but upon occasions they were observed after a somewhat
ludicrous fashion. There is in the breast of every Englishman a
rooted aversion to shooting a human being in cold blood which
struggles with the instinct of the sportsman. One day Major Munn and
his party were riding back to the camp after a long and, so far,
fruitless man hunt. Suddenly the foremost of the band espied a
blackfellow, who, hoping to escape the observation of the dreaded
"Marmi" (chief of the police), had climbed into the fork of a high
gum tree.

The sergeant reported to the Major "Blackfellow up a tree,
sir."

"Order him down," said the Major.

"I have done so," replied the sergeant. "He won't come, and we
cannot climb the tree."

"Go again," said the Major; "order him down three times in Her
Majesty's name."

"And supposing Her Majesty don't fetch him," said the
sergeant.

"Then bring him down," grimly answered Major Munn.

The sergeant advanced with carbine pointed. "I say, you nigger,
come down in the Queen's name.

"Baàl mumkull" [do not kill me], shrieked the aboriginal in
abject terror, not understanding one word of English, and realising
only that he was in peril of his life.

Said the sergeant, "I orders you again in the Queen's name to come
down."

Still piteous cries of "Baàl, Baàl."

"I orders you a third time in the Queen's name to come down,"
repeated the sergeant. "Then, if you ain't a-going to obey Her
Majesty's orders, I must obey mine."

His hand was upon the trigger. A shot, a thud, and the "big game"
fell at his feet.

There is a story of a black trooper, who on his own responsibility
brought his man down. Having omitted the formula, he exclaimed, as
the "game" fell.

"Tsch! Tsch! Altogether mine lose him Queen's name" [I quite
forgot to say "In the Queen's name"]. Then, a happy idea striking his
brain-- it being quite immaterial to him whether the incantation, as
he considered it, were addressed to the living or dead--he cried:
"Come down in Queen's name one time." "Come down in Queen's name two
time." "Come down in Queen's name three time." "That budgery now'
(that's all right now).

There is among the Australian Blacks no sentiment of honour,
loyalty, or of the obligations of kindred. They are treacherous and
time- serving, and the native tracker is always the most bloodthirsty
in a fray, and the keenest in hunting down those of his own
tribe.

A stratagem, conducted on the principle of "Set a thief to catch a
thief," brought the little campaign to a close. It had lasted for
some time; the tribe had been hunted hither and thither, and the
remaining ringleaders had hidden themselves in broken country
extremely difficult of access.

The native police under white officers had been out for several
days upon a fruitless search, and were about to leave that part of
the district. Towards sundown they came upon a track which led them
to the borders of a scrub. It was now time to camp, and the troopers
went forth in search of a bandicoot for supper. One of them heard in
the distance the sound of a tomahawk, and following its guidance came
unseen upon a wild Black chopping an opossum out of a hollow tree.
The trooper watched him to the camp; then, after consulting with his
own mates, went to their chief.

"Marmi," said he. "You pidney, plenty boy been woolla. Metancoly
myall Black nangry camp. Suppose Marmi you directly blackfellow mel.
No good boots, too much noise."[*]

[* "Marmi, you understand, these boys have been talking over the
matter; there are a great many Myall Blacks at the camp. If you go,
they will see you directly. Your boots make too much noise."]

The boy then suggested that he and his companions should take off
their clothes, steal down to the Myall's camp, and with their rifles
lie there concealed till dawn. "Then," continued he, excitedly,
"murrai early, when Myall first wake up, close up ogle eye that
fellow. Euroka baàl get up. He make him fire. Then black boy
mel--mel, shoot along a daloopil, and I believe plenty catch him."
[Very early when the Myall first awakes it is nearly dark. The sun is
not risen. They make their fire. Then we boys see them, and shoot
them with our guns.]

The plan was adopted. At early morn it was dark and cold, and the
fires had burned out during the night. Though the stars were still
shining there was already a chorus of magpies, the laughing jackasses
were saluting day, and there was the strange twittering and curious
murmur of insect life that may be heard before sunrise in the
Australian bush, and that now covered the stealthy movements of the
watchers as they got their guns ready for action. One by one, the
sleepy Blacks came out of their gunyahs. They scratched themselves
and yabbered unsuspiciously to each other as they blew upon the
half-burnt firesticks. Soon a blaze illuminated the camp, and the
shiny forms stood revealed in the glow, easy targets for the
marksmen. Each covered a Myall and fired. A volley echoed through the
scrub. Panic seized the Blacks; they knew not where to turn, and
hardly one escaped.

Thus, in that district, the war ended for the time. Had the Blacks
possessed any power of concerted action, they might have exterminated
the whites; and it was a matter of wonder to the settlers that they
did not collect in force and bail up the stations, which would have
been quite at their mercy. This was partly explained by one of the
leaders, a certain Cockatoo Billy, who had contrived to pass through
the war unscathed. He said that after the first fray, the Blacks had
had a "corbon woolla." Some wished to attack the stations; others to
keep altogether clear of the whites, and the prudent prevailed, for,
said Cockatoo Billy, with forcible logic, "White man no like it
blackfellow. Suppose blackfellow go bong, baàl more; but
suppose blackfellow altogether mumkull white, plenty more sit down
along a Sydney." Sydney to their ideas representing the habitat of
the species "white man."

Metancoly is the Black's expression for a great number. The Blacks
only count to five. Kimmeroi, one; bulla, two; bulla kimmeroi, three;
bulla bulla, four; bulla bulla kimmeroi, five; after that the term
used is metancoly.

The Blacks have a curious aptitude for concealing themselves. A
mounted white man will fancy himself alone on a moderately timbered
plain, whereas in reality he may be surrounded by Blacks, and as he
lightly canters by a slender gum-tree, the natives gliding quickly
round the trunk, and measuring the line of sight by a hairsbreadth,
may be actually within spear's touch of him.

In Moreton Bay, the depredations of the Blacks were more or less
regulated by the yield of the bunya forests, which clothe the ranges
between two great rivers. In a year when the fruit was abundant, the
natives were always more troublesome and daring, and the worst
atrocities were committed.

The bunya is a handsome tree of the fir species. It grows in the
shape of a pyramid, the lower branches spreading wide upon the
ground, and the others graduating upward to the height of a hundred
or more feet. The leaves are prickly, and of a dark glossy green; and
the cone, yellow when ripe, contains many nuts which are about the
size of a date, resinous but not disagreeable in flavour. When the
bunya is in season, the tribes congregate from within a radius of two
or three hundred miles; and for some time, the district where the nut
abounds is a scene of feasting and corroboreeing, for the Blacks who
live ordinarily upon opossum, snake, iguana, and such wild animals as
they can snare, enjoy the change to a vegetable diet. But after a
time they begin to crave for animal food, and plentiful as is the
game, the large number assembled causes it soon to become scarce.

At this crisis, before the advent of white men, a fight ensued,
and the killed were roasted and devoured; or there was a grand
corroboree, and certain stout young gins or lubras, set apart for the
purpose, were sacrificed. But when beef and mutton became procurable,
the herds naturally suffered, and fierce collision with the whites
was a consequence.

Cannibalism prevails at the time of the Bunya Feast; but there is
reason to believe that it is connected with some religious
observance.

The Blacks are very reticent concerning the secrets of their
religion, of which the Korradgees or medicine men are the chief
repositories. It is sometimes denied that they have any form of
worship, and asserted that their silence is due to the fact that they
have nothing to tell. That they have secret rites is certain; they
also acknowledge the power of a Great Spirit--not the popular Debbil-
Debbil; and believe in a heaven or happy hunting-ground, in which the
black man shall rise up white. A tribal combat is always followed by
a corroboree and a feast upon human flesh, for the fighting man
believes that by eating a portion of the body of a great warrior, he
may secure to himself some share of the prowess and valour of the
deceased.

The great mystery of the Blacks is the Bora--a ceremony at which
the young men found worthy receive the rank of warriors and are
henceforth called Kippers.

Previous to the ceremony they pass through a period of probation,
during which their courage and endurance are tested, and they are
obliged to live apart in the bush, and not allowed to see a gin. Only
the initiated are permitted to assist at the Bora, and no women may
be present. The Bora ground is usually in a retired spot, on a slight
elevation, level at the top. A large circle is scooped out surrounded
by a wall of earth in which two openings are left. The youths enter
by one as neophytes, and make their exit by the other as kippers. In
the centre is placed the rough effigy of an emu, made from twigs or
saplings. Europeans are ignorant of the signification of the emblem,
and it is improbable that any white man has ever witnessed the Bora
rite. The grounds are held in reverence by the Blacks; and
desecration of the sacred circle is followed by summary
vengeance.

No Black dare divulge the secrets of the Bora. At night, over the
camp fire, when the horses have been hobbled, the pipes lit, and a
pannikin of grog poured out, the blackboy drawn into conversation by
the master for whom he has an unbounded admiration, will sometimes
wax communicative about the customs of his tribe; but any question
concerning the Bora only elicits a shake of the head, and the reply
"Supposs mine pialla you, blackfellow directly mumkull mine." [If I
told you the Blacks would kill me at once.]
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MANY people know the misery of lying awake, compelled by a sort of
grim necessity to piece together incidents that have made childhood a
memorable part of our lives. One or two pictures stand out
illuminated by a sort of lurid brightness. All the rest is misty and
shadowy; and we go on groping after lost clues and tormenting
ourselves till we become exasperated by the very vividness of those
early impressions that are like flashes in the darkness, and cause
even later experiences to seem vague and unreal.

Narcotics and anaesthetics sometimes play odd tricks in
stimulating memory, and unrolling the brain-folds where things of the
past lie hidden; and I commend this fact to the consideration of the
Society for Psychical Research, that an overdose of opium has brought
before my mind's eye scenes and faces of which, in my normal
condition, I had the very faintest recollection, but which, in my
abnormal state, I recognised with great inward satisfaction. I have
then been able to see distinctly the wild country and the rough bush
hut where my earliest years were spent, and which I have vainly
puzzled my brain in trying to recall; and have gone through whole
scenes and conversations that I knew perfectly well had been
realities, though I could not by any possibility have remembered
them.

My childhood, albeit that in some respects it was an exceedingly
happy one, has always been a kind of nightmare to me. I feel
occasionally that Nature having allowed me to develop certain
faculties which might have been of service had I remained in my
original condition of barbarism, Fate defrauded her by casting my
lines in pleasant and civilised places. I still walk warily in long
grass lest a death adder should be lying close to my feet. I have not
ceased to dream that I am on an out-station besieged by Blacks; and
during many a night do I fly through the endless forests, and hide in
stony gullies, pursued by my aboriginal as ruthlessly as was ever De
Quincy by his Malay. Conventionality is a burden to me, and society a
penance. The wild cawing of rooks is sweeter to my ears than the song
of the nightingale; and the systems of railways and of English
"county families" are equally unintelligible to my understanding. I
am oppressed sometimes by an insane longing to fire a volley of
"Black's yabber" across a London dinner table, and am obliged to
fight against a strong capacity for wonder and admiration, and a
tendency to take it for granted that my next neighbour in a crowd
must feel as keen an interest in my well--being or misfortunes, as
though we had suddenly met in the wilds of Australia, and knew that
there wasn't another human being within twenty miles of us.
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