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In a little settlement for aborigines not far from Sydney lives the
last full-blooded person of the once-powerful Cammary Tribe. She lives
in the past. The present has no lure for her, and very little
interest.

She has to eat and she has to sleep and she has to dress.

She looks for no pleasure, but she finds pleasure in the thoughts
she has of her earliest childhood, and the knowledge she has of the
real South Coast aborigine.

She is a princess, and she is also the sister-in-law of the man who
was the last king of his group.

Both groups were of the one tribe, and each group had its king.

She has the true aboriginal cast of countenance, and she speaks most
fluently to those who can understand or only partly understand the
language of her people.

And her people are of two groups, for she said to the writer, "My
mother was of the North; my father was of the South; I speak between
the two!"

And her English is of a pleasing kind, for it is not in any sense
"pidgin." It is soft in accent and musical in tone.

She does not know her age, for, as she puts it, "I did not go to
school."

She knew many beautiful legends.

But they have nearly all gone from her, for she never told them. She
heard them and forgets nearly all. She hears no more, for they are
seldom spoken of by the remnant of her race.

Time was when the story-teller was an honoured man, when he dressed
for his part, when the young people were educated in the lore of the
land and the law of the land, by means of legend.

But there is so much white blood in the people that practically none
wish to bear the stories of the "Alcheringa," and so the stories have
faded.

But not all.

And the religious beliefs!

They are still very real to this "Last of Her Tribe."

Just as real as ours are to us.

"Don't think that the white man told us about God," said Ellen.

"My people always knew about Him. Their fathers told them. Our God
was never a wooden idol, nor a thing carved by human hands. He was
always up in the Heavens where He lived, and from where He looked down
upon all the world, and sought out the evil doers and punished them in
many ways. From His throne He caused by His will the food to come upon
the trees and the game to add to the larder. And He made the rain to
fall, and He shook the earth with His thunder, and He threatened with
the lightning! And there were good men who could see Him and get Him to
move!"

So said Ellen.

To pray to Him was the most natural thing for the people to do, and
there were those whose principal mission it was to do that. They were
the good men-the Clergymen, the Priests.

He made it the duty, too, of the people to inflict punishment upon
the wrong doers that were caught and proved to be malefactors.
Therefore it was, that men were sometimes stood up and speared, and
women were beaten with nullahs.

There were the doctors, also. These men gave much time to the study
and practice of the healing art, and sorcery and witchery did not
escape their especial notice-just as the white people have their
crystal readers and fortune-tellers to-day right in all our capital
cities.

The doctors knew much of the effect of the eating of herbs and the
drinking of water in which herbs had been steeped. They provided the
leaves and the bark that were thrown into the water-holes in order to
stupefy fish, as well as the medicines for the cure of the ills of the
people. In their sorcery they played upon the emotions just as our
mesmerists and evangelists do.

All this the old Princess of the aboriginal settlement tells, but
not to everyone. Only to those who have a sympathy and an
understanding, and a readable wish to learn the deeper things of the
aboriginal mind.

There is, in a gully near Appin, a place that was sacred for,
possibly, many thousands of years.

The gully is deep, and the head of it is a big round water-hole with
precipitous sides, ever one of which the water pours in a roaring,
tumbling, spraying fall.

The fall is governed now by the gates and spillways of the Cataract
Dam, but until that was built it was governed only by the rains that
fell and the winds that blew.

And the way down to the pool was always difficult.

None but the priest ever descended there, and when he did he carried
with him the flint rod that served as the bell in the church steeple of
the white man does-to call-but with the difference that the bell calls
the people, and the flint called the gods or the spirits.

Tap, tap, tap, tap went the flint on the sandstone, and ages of
tapping wore a hole that is not even seen by the great majority that
clamber there now, much less understood.

My Black Princess heard of that Sacred Place when she was a tiny
child.

She has never been to Appin, but her father and other great men of
her group have been there and they told of the Sacred Spot when they
returned to the coast.

It was a church, and nothing else, yet built, not with hands, but by
the will of the God that the aborigines knew.

Our name for the Princess is Ellen, and Ellen's eyes glowed when she
told the writer of her God.

And how they glowed when the writer told Ellen of the Sacred Spot
near Appin, and when he showed that he knew the meaning of the worn
hole and the ages of tapping!

"The place is 'kulkul,'" said Ellen, "and 'kurringaline,' and yet it
is not 'pourangiling.' No 'kurru' are there!"

A ROYAL VISIT

My office was very small, and very stuffy, though under the floor
covering whenever I lifted it up, it was damp and mildewed.

The day was hot and steamy, and before me on the desk was a
loose-leaf ledger that simply bristled and screamed with figures.

The headings were such as this: "30 x 5.77 Covers, 710 x 90 Covers,
30 x 31 B.E. Covers, many-figured Tubes," etc., etc., and the columns
were serial numbers of tyres containing as many as nine figures.

One figure denoted the year in which the tyres were manufactured,
another the month, and intervening figures accounted for wealth of
fabric or cord, and other details of tyre-building.

For we were distributors of motor-tyres.

The little half-door between me and the shop gave me a view of the
counter; and the shelves, packed with little red bags, were heavy with
their goods.

In the little red bags were the inner tubes.

Men came in and went out.

Some took price-lists. Some asked questions only, and then
retired.

Some made a purchase and haggled about the discount, and some wanted
to see the Chief.

My eyes ached and my head was not altogether free from a feeling
like neuralgia.

The mildew, the heat, the figures-all were contributing factors.

Then I heard a voice that made me drop my pen and peer out towards
that end of the counter near the door, and just out of my view as I
remained seated and at ease.

As near to the outside door as she could stand while yet within the
shop-that is the position taken up by the owner of the voice.

And such a voice! Smooth and soft and cushioned!

As velvet is soft to the touch, so this voice is soft to the ear.
Perhaps not everyone's ear, but certainly to mine.

My twisting office-chair creaked as I stood up. Stood up to
attention as rigidly-hatless and coatless as I was-just as I sprang to
it with a click when the General addressed me away over in
Palestine.

"Nungurra ilukka," I said.

The owner of the voice-a lady-shy, timid, reserved, refined-turned
to me.

"That is the language of my people," she said.

"Come here, please, and speak to me," I said.

Now I have heard some people snigger at the walk of those to whom
this lady belonged.

It is certainly as different from that of most Sydney people, or any
other white people, as the step of a peacock is from the tramp of a
camel. It has the qualities of the peacock.

It is soft. It is noiseless. It is dainty.

It takes up its full share of the floor. Every toe finds its level,
and the heel is planted as firmly as the supports of the Sydney Harbour
Bridge.

As I said before, it is noiseless.

When I had found the lady a seat, and had resumed mine, I asked, "In
what part of your country were you born?"

She answered evasively.

It is as natural for her and her people to be evasive as it is for
the most shrewd of us to refrain from telling the whole truth when we
want to sell a secondhand car or a groggy horse.

"My father," she said, "came from the South and my mother from the
North. His language was not the same as my mother's. I speak between
the two. My words are both his and hers. Yours are neither. You speak
like the people of far, far away. I do not understand you. But I know
your words are of my country."

Then she leaned forward and put a hand as soft as her footfall and
as soft as her voice, on my shoulder.

She peered into my face and searched me as if she expected to see
something she would be afraid of.

But she was not afraid.

"Excuse me putting my hand on your shoulder," she said. "Perhaps I
have no right to do it. But I know now you do not mind, and you will
understand."

Then her lips quivered and her eyes filled.

She leaned forward.

"You know my people?"

She questioned me.

Yet it was not really a question. It was a statement of fact.

"Yes," I said, "I know your people!"

Then she overflowed.

"And aren't they GOOD people?"

It was an unburdening! It was a cry!

"Yes," I said. "They ARE good people!"

Then she removed her hat.

Her hair is white and old.

"My father was a King. I am a Princess. My blood is royal!"

"And where was your father a King?"

"He was a King of his people, and they lived around Wollongong. I am
a native of the Wollongong district-born at Unanderra!"

"Was your father ever crowned?" I asked.

"Yes," she said, "when I was a grown girl-a young woman-he was
crowned by the white people at a Wollongong Show. They gave him the
title of 'King Mickey!'"

Then I saw a picture of my tiny boyhood.

In the Show ring, just after the high-jumping contest was decided, a
black man was taken by the hand by a Wollongong dignitary and led to a
small dais.

Some ceremony was enacted, but I was too small and too young to
understand.

I saw that black man invested with something, and the people cheered
and the black man shouted and waved his hands, and he had a string
round his neck, and a brass crescent hung over his broad hairy
chest.

"I saw your father crowned," I said, "and since then I have seen
many of your people. They are GOOD people."

I bowed my royal visitor out.

She carried an inscribed copy of a little book about her folk.

"My grandchildren will read it to me," she said, "and I will come
back one day, and I will tell you some more of our stories-stories we
do not tell excepting to our own people. But I will tell them to
you!"

"This," I said, "is a Royal visit."

She paused.

"Your people came here and took our country," she said very quietly,
"but just a few of you understand us. I go now to Wollongong." My Royal
visitor has been back to my office.


THE FIRST WARATAH
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Why did the early arrivals in Australia imagine that the aborigines
had no folk-lore, no legends, hardly any manners, habits and customs?
Is it that they really had none, or that the blacks were merely
incomprehensible? I think it was the latter.

Australia had much of country to be explored difficult country-on
the Coast cool and equable of climate, on the highlands rough, jagged,
and cold, on the Great Plains desert, with all the heat and madness of
a great gravelled and sandy waste and the tales that may be told, known
and unknown, are tales of endurance and adventure, rivalling truth and
fiction of the sixteenth century.

One of the prettiest is the true story of Barrallier and its sequel.
Barrallier carved his name on a gum-tree in one of the roughest of the
foothills of the Great Dividing Range in 1802.

He was an officer in the Navy. He was fired with a desire to
explore. But he was thwarted by his officers-the Commander refused him
leave. Then did the Governor show that resource that is now supposed to
be possessed solely by the Australian Digger.

The Digger, being British, but inherited it; and if the Tommy
generally is without it, it is because Tommy generally is not Tommy
specially.

Governor King learned of Barrellier's great desire, and as Governor
King could make appointments irrespective of the naval commander, he
gave Lieutenant Barrallier, R.N., the post of aide to himself. And then
Governor Philip Gidley King, also R.N., sent his aide on an embassy to
a mythical King of the Burragorang Tribe, away in those rocky
fastnesses in the foothills of Australia's Great Dividing Range.
Barrallier got down into that now far-famed Valley, and we, who do it
in cars on a road blasted out of the side of a sheer precipice two
thousand feet deep, wonder how!

There really was a king down there, and his name was Camoola. He was
polite and eager to assist, if withal curious. He led Barrallier over a
trackless defile, and showed the way up the rock walls by the track of
the bush rat or the dingo.

But he developed a will to elbow Barrallier down into the ravine
again.

No protestations availed to cause Camoola to continue in the
direction Barrallier's compass pointed as the way to the interior. The
white man grew angry; Camoola grew sullen. Camoola tried to tell
something, even brandishing a spear, and Barrallier thought that
demonstration a menace. Barrallier showed his teeth, and that night he
was deserted. Sunrise showed that Camoola and his dusky satellites had
vanished. The pointing of the spear was to illustrate that should the
journey be continued another tribe's country would be trespassed upon,
and war would be the result.

And Barrallier was in the thick gullied bush, surrounded by great
forbidding walls of rock, and there grew the lovely Prostanthera[1]
with it, purple baby-toothed flowers, the wild Clematis, the beautiful
Araucaria, the laurel-like Rapanea[2] variabilis, the Alsophila
excelsa, the myrtles, and that glorious plant and flower that to-day is
the pride of every Australian who sees it and knows its history, and
knows the fact that of all the world only Australia and Tasmania have
it-have its whole genus-the WARATAH!

Its genus name was given to it by the great botanist Brown, and that
was after it had been wrongly described as an Embothrium.

In 1818 Brown named the genus-which comprises three
varieties-Telopea, because it is seen from afar; Queensland's waratah
is Telopewa speciosissima; that variety also grows in South Wales, as
also does Victoria's, which is called Telopea oredes, and the little
beauty, the joy of the artist, is Tasmania's Telopea truncata.

But this little bit of botany is a digression.

Barrallier got out, and after reporting adversely of his black
guides, he was returned to the navy, and his end came to him back in
his native England, after being entrusted by the British Government
with the task of erecting Cleopatra's Needle on the Thames
Embankment.

Though he did not know it, we revere the name of Barrallier, and we
glory in the deeds that were his. At the top of a rocky pass is his
name cut in a giant gum-tree, and the date "1802."

[1. Prostanthera, the white variety of Tasmania is known as
snow-flower.

2. Rapanea variabilis, a laurel,--Alsophila, a tree tern; Araucaria
cunninghami, a pine tree; Embothrium, a family of red ftwering plants
in South America.]

Now for the sequel.

Many months afterwards a fine specimen of the Burragorang tribe
found his way to a settler's house not far from Parramatta. He was none
other than Camoola. And strange as it may seem, Camoola had had tidings
brought him of Barrallier's adverse report. Two Hunter River blacks who
were with Barrallier had returned to the Burragorang Valley with the
story, and they taught to Camoola a little of the white man's tongue.
He bore as a peace offering the national flower of his race-the only
flower that the black man ever plucked to show a white man-the
waratah.

And Camoola told its story.

Long years ago there lived a beautiful aboriginal maiden named
Krubi. She had made for herself a cloak of the red skin of the rock
wallaby, and she had ornamented it with the redder crests of the
gang-gang cockatoo. It was said down in the Burragorang Valley to be
the only cloak of its kind in the world. And Krubi knew of a man who
was far enough removed in blood to be encouraged in his love for her.
Her man had not yet been taught all that the corroboree was inaugurated
to teach, but that did not prevent her from choosing a cleft between
two great weathering sandstone rocks on the top of a ridge to watch for
her man's return from the chase. The red figure was the first object to
strike the eyes of the returning tribe of hunters. The red cloak was
the only object looked for by the young man. But one night Krubi's
heart was saddened. She learned that there was to be a great
corroboree, and her man was to be taught what--to do in war. Blacks
from another tribe had been seen on Burragorang preserves.

They were to be punished.

Krubi of the red cloak stood on the sandstone cleft and watched for
the return of the warriors. She heard the yells of battle. She saw here
and there a flying figure, and sometimes she saw the swaying crowds
down on the clear patches between the forest giants and tangled scrubs.
Then in the afternoon she saw her scattered tribe of fighting men
returning, and no young, lithe figure stepped out from the others and
peered up as of yore.

Krubi stayed for seven days waiting, and her tears formed a little
rivulet, and already the Leptospermum and the Boronia serrulata, and
Epacris longifolia had begun to sprout. Krubi did not know their names,
neither did Camoola, but Camoola showed the flowers-the Buttonflower,
the Native Rose, and the Native Fuchsiaand afterwards the botanists
made the names.

Then Krubi went to the camp.

The ashes were cold and seven days old.

So Krubi returned to the sandstone ridge, and, with that power that
the black man exercises, and that all mankind possesses, she willed
herself to die. She passed into the little tract of weathered
sandstone, and up came the most beautiful of Australian flora. The
stalk is firm and straight, and without a blemish, just like the man
Krubi died for. The leaves are serrated and have points just like his
spear. And the flower is red, redder and more glowing than any other in
Australia. The black man called it "waratah" because it is most
beautiful. He loved it because he knew its history.

And Sir James Smith, the President of the Royal Society in London,
wrote of it in his book published in 1793 in these words: "The most
magnificent flower that the prolific soil of New Holland affords is, by
common consent, both of Europeans and natives, the WARATAH!"

No one but an Australian can say, "My Waratah," for no other country
has it.

Mr. Richard T. Baker, F.L.S., of Sydney, has produced a book called
"The Australian Flora in Applied Art" 1915. Get it and see for yourself
what a wonder this flower is!


THE FIRST GYMEA OR GIGANTIC LILY
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One of the most wonderful of Australian flowers is the New South
Wales variety of Gymea or Gigantic Lily (Doryanthes excelsa). This huge
red bloom of ours is, as its variety name implies, the most gorgeous of
the Doryanthes genus in this country.

The legend the natives have about it is as follows:-

One still, hot day in a summer of ages and ages ago, a tribe of
aborigines found sustenance in a river-bed that lay at the bottom of a
wooded ravine. The whole season had been droughty, and the water was
hardly running at all. Yet there were holes, and great wide holes too,
wherein the water was so deep that no one knew of any tree that would
reach down to the bottom. Stones thrown in fell with a heavy,
full-sounding splash and were sucked down and down. In those murky
depths were huge eels and giant fish, and occasionally one or other
came to the surface and fell a victim to the spears of the black men.
The great towering, rock-girt side of the river gave many hours'
shelter from the burning, blazing sun. That side with the easterly
aspect was clothed with many myrtles and much Macrozamia[1] and
Chorizema[2] and bracken fern. Quite a number of the dainty, feathery
Christmas Bushes (Ceratopetalum gummiferum) shone gorgeous and red amid
the myrtaceae, and rearing high above all the undergrowth were the
giant eucalypti-the Eucalyptus Smithii with its long, narrow leaf, E.
Saligna or Sydney Blue Gum, the Eucalyptus australiana or peppermint,
and others-while wild clematis and Wonga wonga[1] vine climbed from
shrub to shrub.

[1. Macrozamia-burrawang. 2. Chorizema-a yellow-flowered shrub.]

That day the heat was intense.

Nothing of the vegetation stirred, excepting during the silent
wandering of a truant zephyr that came floating up the river-gully like
the long, balanced, weightless gossamer that sways when the web is
broken in the early morning.

The tribe lay about under the clematis and creeper and amongst the
ferns. Only the hardiest of the hunting men stood, silent and
perspiring, with poised spear, waiting for a fish to sail up to the
top. Now and then a little chewed burley from the seed of the burrawang
was softly dropped to the water.

Otherwise all was still.

Even the dogs lay stretched and asleep. They were too languid when
awake to move with the shadows.

The fishing had been good. A number of splendid carp lay in a cool
watered crack between the great flat rocks. When one of these fish
appeared amongst the burley the thrust of spear was lightning-like. It
made hardly a ripple, yet it pierced the water deep. It was so smartly
withdrawn that the fish had scarcely time to cause even a bubble. By a
dexterous heave it was landed, and it lay to kick its life away in that
crack between the rocks.

Suddenly from away in the south-west a great billowing cloud hove
into view above the cliff and above the gum-tops. Then the wandering
zephyr became fierce. It swept on its way and brought down a shower of
rustling leaves.

[1. Wonga-Teooma australis.]

A haze, deep and sombre, crowded the scene. It was changed.

The fishermen glanced upwards, and then at one another.

They knew.

Up the gully came a boisterous gust. The placid water became a mass
of dense ripples in a moment. They dashed their little wavelets in
spiteful spray against the rocks. It was useless to fish any more.
Besides, an eerie feeling was abroad. The dogs whimpered and huddled
near some black or other-man, woman, or child., The old white-haired
chief stalked out into the sand patch that lay athwart the dwindled
stream, and cast a thoughtful glance at the heavens. The children
cowered. The whole camp became astir, and yet no one seemed to know
just where to go nor just what to do. Women shivered and drew their
'possum rugs closer over their shoulders, and children's teeth
chattered. They were susceptible and apprehensive.

Suddenly, too, the air was darkened, for the huge woolly mass of
cloud had encompassed the whole firmament, and blotted out the sun.
Gusts roared louder and louder. The myrtles seethed and rustled and
quivered and bent before it. Huge tree-tops swayed and shook, and their
interlaced branches tore and fought. A solitary bird high above essayed
to cross the gully, but was swept from its course and whirled out of
sight down stream. Now a great branch twirled and was snapped, and came
crashing through the undergrowth and lobbed on the ground with a dull
thud.

All the fishermen but one retreated. The one stood still. He was a
mighty man and the son of a chief--

Then came the thunder. It pealed amongst the timber and amongst the
people. With it came the blinding flash and the driven rain.

The chief led the way. The whole tribe rushed to a cave they knew
of. It was formed by the rolling, some long years before, of three huge
boulders against one another in such a way that an entrance was left,
and inside was room for several hundred people. The last to enter was
the chief's son. As he came another terrific crash of thunder and a
fearful flash of lightning tore the world. Women put their hands to
their eyes and ears, and children screamed. Men were struck dumb with
terror. Peal on peal, flash on flash came, and then a deluge poured
down outside, whilst the wanton gale swung the timber and felled the
great gums. Then came the most awful flash of all.

In a lull in the downpour something happened. Flame and sound came
at the same second. The clustering boulders were struck. A gum was
splintered and shattered, and the whole earth, it seemed to the
frightened tribe, was smitten, and it groaned and was hurled into
space. The great masses of rock shifted, and the entrance was closed.
Utter darkness fell in there. It was a thing that had never happened to
their world before.

The chief's son now felt that he had to do something to prove that
he was fit to rule when his old father passed away. The white-haired,
wrinkled man was too spent with his years to do anything. Somewhere in
the dark amongst his people he sat, and spoke not a word.

But the young man moved. He crawled cautiously inwards, his hands
always scouting before him. If he touched a wall he turned and tried
another direction.

He came to a passage so narrow and jagged that he cut his knees and
his forehead. But he kept on. Once he had to pull away a stone or two
in order to go further. At last he espied a thin streak of daylight. It
came down from the top. It was very wispy, but up there somewhere was
the light of day.

He listened.

There was no sound of thunder and no feel of rain. The giant storm
had passed on down the gully more rapidly than it came. Outside a faint
rumbling might then have been heard, but it was already far away. The
appalling bursts of wind had passed on, too, and all was still again.
Out of a clear, clean, blue sky the sun poured its westering beams
across, and thick columns of swaying mists rose up into that space from
which, as rain, they had come. Nature was smiling now, and the world
was better for the storm. A mass of broken green and leafy twigs lay on
the ground or were caught in the vines, and many floated, water-logged,
on the pools. But down underground a whole tribe lay imprisoned and
afraid to move.

All but the chief's son. He was now sensing the beauties of a
clarified day outside because of the tiny streak of light that was with
him.

A little more pushing and he came to the bottom of a shaft. He could
move a little dêbris and wrack, and he found that in the shaft he
could stand upright. He could see the blue sky above. He stooped and
coo-eed.

He was answered.

Then he lost his head, and he flung up his arms and commenced to
climb. Like a rock wallaby he squeezed himself up and up. Pressing
first one side and then the other, he forced his way towards the top.
He loosened stones and rubbish, and they fell to the bottom. But he
kept going on up. Near the entrance one boulder was poised. He placed
his weight upon it and it was loosened. It crashed to the bottom, and
that stopped any other person from following the chief's son. He nearly
went down with it. A handy branch was his salvation. He grasped it, and
with a mighty heave he was out of the pit.

He was saved.

And what of the rest? He leaned over and shouted. He heard the
answer faint below. But the loosened sides were still falling. He tried
all around and about, but there was no chance of getting between those
enormous rocks. The marks of the lightning were upon them. A wonderful
pattern of a tree was indelibly burnt into the stone, and is there till
this day.

We have heard it said that the place is in George's River, somewhere
behind Glenfield or Minto.

The sun sank as he does at the close of every day, and night fell
quickly down in the river. Up on the boulders the chief's son
slumbered.

Down below his people cried themselves to sleep. In the morning
hunger took possession. Everyone must eat. The great fish still lay
down near the water-holes. The escaped man sped there. He gathered up
the fish, as many as he could carry, and took them up to the mouth of
the shaft. Then he got some sarsaparilla vine, and with it and some
rush he made a rope. Then he raced back, and began to climb the rock
again.

He slipped.

Oh, agony! He was falling down, down. Crash! He rolled, and in
rolling a jagged limb tore him badly.

He was pierced and his abdomen was cut badly.

But his thought for his people conquered the pain.

He got up again.

For days he fed them thus.

He grew weaker and weaker, but he fished and he fed the people. None
could get out to him. He could simply lower as much food as possible.
Some would live while others would die. This continued for many days.
Those who told the tale to white men said that it lasted for a whole
year.

Yet down in the prison the people were dying.

Then the tribe from Kurnell penetrated to behind Glenfield or Minto.
They had found no opposition and no sign of the George's River blacks
in any of their excursions for this whole year, so they became more and
more emboldened, and the fishing and hunting were good. By the time
they reached the place of the tragedy the chief's son was very ill
indeed. His wound had never healed. He kept it open by his climbing up
and his getting down. And the day came when the Kurnell blacks were
very near.

He heard them.

He lay down under the shade of some Christmas Bush and Waratahs. The
blooms were out and they shone red. He loved the waratah. He knew its
story, and he had many times sucked the sweet nectar from its flowers.
Beside him grew a little plant. He knew no use for it. But it was
destined to be of great use to him.

Now up the stream he knew of a trickling spring. Another gully wound
down its twisted way from above and opened into the bed of the river.
It was very narrow, and in wet weather a little torrent splashed down
from the flatter country above, and by means of a leaping waterfall it
joined the more swollen river. Its sides were far more dense than the
steep sides of the river. The Leptospermum flourished there, and
waratahs were in crimson splendour. Out from a rock wall at the side
gushed the spring. In dry times It simply was swallowed up in peaty
ground beneath the tea-tree and Leptospermum and Ceratopetalums, but in
rainy times it o'erbore them and joined the river.

A spirit often came out from that glen. It was speckled with glowing
fires that flashed and were covered, and flashed and were covered, over
and over again. The spirit was light and ethereal, for it could never
be seen in its entirety and it could never be heard. All the tribe knew
of it, and all held it in awe. All but the medicine man, and he,
sometimes, when he had donned the mystic pipe-clay bands, went right up
to the spring and talked with it there. When he came back he bore with
him beautiful bunches of ferns of many kinds-Hymenophyllum and
Asplenium, portions of the fronds of the Dicksonia, the Adiantum, the
Alsophila, excelsa, the Umbrella fern, the Acrostichurn and others.
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