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CHAPTER I.—AN
INTRODUCTION AND RETROSPECT.
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EARLY in the year 18—, but we will not be particular as to
dates, a large vessel, crowded with happy passengers, entered the
magnificent harbor of Sydney, New South Wales. The morning was
bright and clear; the sun shone in cloudless glory; and the weary
voyagers, after an absence from their native land of seven tedious
months, gazed with delight on the beautiful shores which on either
hand sloped to the water's edge, clothed with rich verdure, and
smiling under the influence of the summer's morning. To describe
the exquisite scenery of this noble harbor, or to take even a
passing notice of the pleasant cottages, the elegant villas, or the
fairy-like gardens that adorn its shores, would be a work of
magnitude to Washington Irving himself. The homely sounds of the
dogs and cocks, the shouts of bullock-drivers, and the laughter of
the merry children as they played beneath the wide spreading
branches of ancient trees, were heard by the newly arrived
wanderers with thrills of delight as the ship was being brought up
to her anchorage under the skilful management of her pilot. The
town of Sydney now appeared stretched out before them looking
peacefully down upon the quiet waters, the abode of princely
wealth, and the storehouse of plenty unaccompanied by abject and
squalid poverty.

In this vessel there were many respectable families, but that of
Bernard Maxwell will for the present alone engage our attention.
The head of this family, which consisted of five individuals, had
passed his fortieth year, and was one of those numerous stalwart
sons of Britain who, arriving almost daily in Australia, were so
acceptable and so necessary to that young and rapidly advancing
colony. In the persons of an amiable and dearly loved wife and
three young children he had given, as Lord Bacon says, "hostages to
fortune." Mrs. Maxwell seemed to be in every way well suited for
the toilsome life on which she was about to enter. She was
possessed of comeliness but not beauty; a robust, but not masculine
figure; a countenance more expressive of thoughtfulness than
gaiety; and at firmness of purpose which sufficiently betrayed
itself whenever an occasion arose for its display. To add to these
qualities she possessed a highly cultivated taste, with a mind
adorned by the countless accomplishments which shine forth with
such peculiar lustre in the feminine portion of the human
world.

Their children were well looking, and well made—full of
vigorous health and buoyant hopes. The eldest, Griselda, had
reached her fifteenth year. Her face, although not strictly
beautiful, was sufficiently fair to charm the eye of the most
indifferent spectator. Beneath a brow of delicate whiteness, a pair
of large blue eyes looked out confidingly upon the great world.
With an intelligent, as well as innocent face, of which her parents
might well be proud, and a figure faultless in shape and
proportion, Griselda united a voice of winning softness; indeed her
mild manner was the greatest charm she possessed; and though her
appearance was in every respect highly prepossessing, yet her
mental qualities, just then beginning to make themselves apparent,
promised to enhance its value in the highest degree. To be the
perfect model of her mother, of whom she was enthusiastically fond,
was Griselda's greatest ambition, for in that model she beheld a
rational piety, the most perfect singleness of heart, undeviating
truth, and a keen perception of the good and beautiful, wherever
such were to be found.

Of her two brothers, Eugene and Charles, it is not necessary now
to say much. We will content ourselves with informing the reader
that they were twins, and exactly three years younger than their
sister. The former was a bold and somewhat careless youth, endowed
with a high spirit and many noble qualities; the latter resembled
his sister in settled quietness of manner, and an apparent timidity
of disposition. The children, sometimes with their parents, and
frequently by themselves, walked about the streets of Sydney,
examining the various articles exhibited for sale in the shop
windows, and every other object of curiosity that presented itself,
while their father employed himself in procuring information for
his guidance to the scene of his future home.

The parents of Griselda were natives of the Emerald
Isle—that pretty spot concerning which some ecstatic poet
says:


There needs but self-conquest

To conquer thy fate;

Believe is thy fortune,

And rise up elate.



A little voice whispers

To will is to be

First flower of the nations—

First gem of the sea.






They were both born in Dublin, the beautiful city of whose gay
streets and delightful suburbs countless recollections arise in our
mind like stars of refined gold. In the midst of the varied scenery
on the river Liffey, and amongst the parks, meadows, and woods
adjoining its banks, the minds of Elizabeth Maxwell and her
daughter were first opened to nature's primitive loveliness; and
the influence thus early engendered was never forgotten by either.
The father of Elizabeth was a merchant of long standing in Dublin,
named Barton, who had reared a large family of sons and daughters
in a highly creditable manner. Of these, Elizabeth was the
youngest, but though young in years, it was generally remarked that
she appeared to be more prudent and sensible than her elder
sisters. However this may be, we have it on good authority that her
acquaintance and subsequent marriage with Bernard Maxwell were
attended by a romantic circumstance, which we may as well narrate
for the amusement of our readers.

It was a gala day at the once busy but now totally neglected
harbor of Howth. The naval enthusiasm of the British nation had
just been raised to the highest pitch by the news of the great
victory of Trafalgar, though the national sorrow was simultaneously
poured forth for the hero whose brilliant life was suddenly
extinguished in the hour of triumph. There was a grand regatta at
Howth, and the elite of the Irish metropolis had driven out in
carriages and cars to take part in the rejoicings. Crowds of
fashionably dressed ladies, escorted by polite and well-looking
beaux, promenaded on the quay. Military music was not wanting to
heighten the pleasure of the gay company. Handsome yachts and
well-manned row-boats, in some of which many of the fair sex
enjoyed themselves, darted to and fro on the water; and to add to
the interest of the scene, a beautiful frigate lay peacefully at
anchor at some distance from the shore, an object of admiration to
numerous visitors.

A fresh breeze swept over the crest of the adjacent picturesque
hill of Howth, and then flew over the water towards the little
island called, for what reason we know not, Ireland's Eye. About
two hours after midday, after most of the cups had been sailed for
and won, the guns of the frigate suddenly opened fire, and it soon
became known that she was saluting his Excellency the
Lord-Lieutenant, who was now seated in the frigate's state barge,
half-way between the vessel and the land, the crew sitting like so
many statues with their oars pointed perpendicularly to the sky.
When the last gun was fired, the oars dropped with one accord into
the water, and his Excellency soon found himself alongside the
ship. At the same moment a boat rowed by four amateurs, in which
three ladies and an elderly gentleman were seated, pulled with
considerable velocity under the stern of the frigate, and this was
met with equal velocity by a returning yacht which had just shot
athwart the frigate's bow. The crews of both vessels seemed to have
lost their presence of mind; a confusion arose, and several voices
were heard shouting together. A collision took place; the three
ladies in the boat screamed, and rose to their feet, and in so
doing, one of them unfortunately fell into the water. The agony of
the old gentleman who was evidently the father of the young lady so
unpleasantly submerged, was very great; and he was on the point of
plunging in after her when a loud voice from the deck of the yacht
bade him stop, and another heavy splash in the water announced that
that duty was being performed by somebody else. The lady remained
under water for a considerable time; the brave champion dived after
her like a creature to whom the sea was but a plaything, and in a
few seconds brought her to the surface; in another moment she was
pressed in her father's arms. As an open boat was not the most
agreeable place for a lady suffering from the effects of such an
accident, she was immediately taken on board the yacht, where there
was a comfortable cabin. The captain of the frigate, who witnessed
the whole affair, was kind enough to send an invitation to the lady
and her friends to come on board, and occupy his own cabin, but
this her father thought proper to decline with thanks. After being
assured of the safety of his daughter, he sought out her gallant
preserver, tendered him his best thanks, announced himself as Mr.
Barton, a well-known merchant, and gave Mr. Bernard Maxwell, the
handsome young gentleman who had displayed such well timed aquatic
abilities, a cordial invitation to his suburban villa, near the
charming village of Lucan—an invitation, which to say the
truth, young Maxwell had often wished for, and was not slow to
accept.

We will not enter into a history of their courtship, which
lasted for various reasons fully two years—a pleasant time
doubtless to them, as it is to all under similar circumstances. But
the happy day came at length, and the honeymoon quickly passed away
in travelling, and the cares as well as the solid comforts of holy
wedlock commenced in due course. Maxwell retained his situation in
the bank, and resided in a pretty cottage near his father-in-law's
residence. Here his three children were born, and all his leisure
hours were employed in opening their minds to study, and in laying
the foundations of a solid education. But after the lapse of a
series of years he found that the closeness of his application to
the duties of his office, together with unlimited indulgence in
other mental labors, began gradually to undermine his health. A
partial disarrangement of his nervous system took place, and acting
under the advice of a few friends, with the consent of his amiable
wife, he determined to try his fortune in the still undeveloped
land of Australia, to seek the restoration of his health, and to
find, perhaps, an independence for his declining years.

The parting between Elizabeth Maxwell and her parents and
sisters was like what such partings usually are. There were pale
faces and weeping eyes. Numerous cousins and more distant relatives
hung about, begging from time to time for a shake of the hand, or
the still more consolatory favor of a kiss. They stood on the North
Wall, on the banks of the Liffey, possibly for the last time; it
was a cold but clear evening, and the bell of the steamer that was
to convey them to Liverpool, the port of embarkation, rang sharply
out upon the frosty air. Mr. Barton embraced his daughter and her
children, and pressing the hand of his son-in-law he presented him
with a considerable sum of money, and without waiting for thanks
retreated precipitately into the midst of a crowd of idle gazers.
At the last sad moment a youth of manly proportions and pleasing
countenance advanced hastily up to the young Griselda; taking her
proffered hand, he pressed his lips to hers, scarcely meeting with
anything like resistance. As eaves-dropping is not generally
considered a very creditable occupation, we must not presume to
listen to the whispered words of parting that ensued; they were
spoken amid tears and sighs; and the young Edwin hurried from the
spot!

The steamer's bell rang for the last time, and the passengers
hurried on board. The bow of the vessel was pushed out into the
river—the paddle wheels revolved—the last adieus were
spoken—and the friends on shore returned sorrowfully
home.





CHAPTER II.—A VISITOR AND
A VISIT.
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THE voyage was more than usually monotonous, nothing having
occurred to enliven its tedious length except a couple of ships
spoken with at sea, and a distant glimpse of the South American
coast. When Maxwell landed in Sydney he declared he had had enough
of the sea to last him all his life. His health was, however,
almost completely restored, and he felt as if entering upon a new
existence, with a world of boundless and magnificent open before
him. Mingled with his hopeful anticipations for the future were
many mournful thoughts connected with the past. He had left,
perhaps for ever, the dearly loved land of his birth; he had
separated himself from relations and friends whom he might never
see again; and had thrown up an employment of a respectable nature,
to enter upon a speculation the issue of which might be extremely
disastrous. He was a man of great depth of thought, and, as is
generally the case with such men, was sometimes given to
despondency; yet his mind was well tutored in the belief that he
was under the protection of an all-wise Providence who, as it is
said in the proverb, would help him if he would only help
himself.

The hurry and bustle of debarkation over, a lodging procured,
and the luggage safely put away, our settler bethought himself of
his letters of introduction. He took one to an eminent merchant of
whose urbanity and liberal disposition he had heard a great deal,
and was received with politeness, tempered with a fair proportion
of ice. The merchant was a keen man of business, and as his
business absorbed all his thoughts as well as dreams he had no
leisure to throw away upon bearers of letters of introduction;
unless it was possible to drive with such bargains to personal
advantage. He understood, he said listlessly, that it was Mr.
Maxwell's intention to proceed into the country; he was sorry to
say he knew nothing at all of the country, and could give him no
information whatever. He evidently voted Maxwell's presence a bore,
and bowed him out of doors with a benign smile. The settler was
grieved, and making a sudden resolution never to deliver any more
such letters, he packed up his remaining stock with his card in
each envelope, and dropped them into the post-office.

After waiting in some anxiety for a couple of days he was
pleased to find that even one out of the two dozen gentlemen to
whom his letters were addressed, condescended to take some notice
of him. This was a retired Indian officer, Colonel Arnott by name,
who resided at a little distance from the city. He introduced
himself with the honest bluntness of an old soldier, declaring that
had he but known a few days sooner how Mr. Maxwell was situated he
would have been on the spot to assist and advise to the best of his
ability. "As it is," said the worthy old officer, "you can pack up
your traps, leave them or bring them with you just as you like, and
come out to my place for a few weeks until you decide what's to be
done."

"You are too good, Colonel," said Mrs. Maxwell, "a family like
ours would be too serious an invasion of your hospitable
mansion."

"Not at all, my dear madam," said the Colonel, "if I was not
sincere I'd have said nothing. I have witnessed—aye, and also
suffered in—far more desperate invasions; but I came not to
bore you with military tactics. My manners ma'am are like my parts
of speech, or I might say words of command—short, sharp, and
decisive. You'll excuse me, but my house is heartily at your
service; and my wife—a good soul—will be glad to see
you; my son and daughter, too, will be so happy. Fine boys those of
yours sir, and your daughter a perfect lily of the valley as I
live. We'll make men of those boys; which is the elder, for I see
no difference?"

"This boy, Colonel," replied Maxwell, pointing to Eugene, "is
exactly fifteen minutes older than his brother."

"O I see," said the Colonel with a chuckle, "That's the way to
do it—nay my dear madam, no cause for blushing. Egad, I was a
long time before I had even one, and then ten years before I had
another, and in two years another, only three just like you; two at
home, one up the country taking care of the sheep, though there
could not be perhaps a more careless rascal to take care of
anything."

"If you will be so good, Colonel Arnott," said Maxwell, not
wishing to hear any family disclosures, "as to give me a little
information relative to the mode of proceeding to be adopted, I
shall feel greatly indebted to you."

"'Pon my honor, sir," answered the old officer, "you'll excuse
me—but information is a thing I never do give except in my
own house, and after dinner. After dinner, sir, when the ladies are
good enough to show us their backs—I beg ten millions of
pardons! when I crack my bottle of Burgundy as you can see by my
nose, I'll give you more information than mayhap you'll be apt to
relish. I'll put you up to a wrinkle or two that'll astonish you,
depend on it. I am a rough old dog, sir, but I put on some
restraint before the ladies; and if you don't promise to come to my
house, the whole box and dice of you, I will just say this—if
you ever presume to speak to me again I'll call you a sneak, if
it's in the presence of the Governor. What do you say? Is it to be
peace or war?"

"You cannot suppose, my dear sir," replied Maxwell, "that I am
so foolish as to decline your valuable friendship; were it only for
a single day I will give Mrs. Maxwell and the children the great
pleasure of a drive to your residence."

"You will do no such thing, sir," said the Colonel, his
carbuncled nose assuming a variety of hues, "as that is a pleasure
I propose for myself. My carriage will be here precisely at eleven
o'clock to-morrow morning, and if I am not in it my promising son,
my second hopeful—a sly young dog, Miss Maxwell, so beware of
him—will be there instead. Now pack up your things and leave
the heavy articles in the charge of your landlady—an honest
woman ma'am, know her very well—and be ready. You'll excuse
me—have a very pressing appointment."

So saying the old gentleman shook hands with his new friends,
and coming to Griselda he said slowly as if speaking to
himself—"Upon my word, a delicate young flower this, rather
too delicate for our hot sun; let us see—fair hair, classic
forehead, blue eyes, Grecian nose, cherry lips, chin-chopper-chin,"
tucking her under it and laughing aloud, "Mr. Maxwell, keep your
eyes on that girl. Good-by boys, we'll make men of you, we will;"
and the Colonel put on his hat and walked out, striking his cane
heroically on the floor.

Punctually at eleven the next day, according to the Colonel's
appointment, a carriage drove up to the door, drawn by two handsome
bays. From it leaped a fashionably dressed young man, rather
well-looking, though of an Indian cast of countenance, with very
black hair, and sparkling eyes of the same sombre hue. He was
rather tall and slight, but of an exceedingly good figure. He
announced himself as the son and representative of Colonel Arnott,
who, he said, had been reluctantly compelled to stay at home, owing
to a severe attack of gout. The young gentleman did the honors on
this occasion with studied politeness, and in a short time the
whole party were proceeding at a rapid pace down George-street on
their way to Cook Villa, for its proprietor loved to do all in his
power to perpetuate the names and fame of England's greatest men.
The day was fine and not much too warm, the horses were fresh, and
the road tolerably good. The party did not seem disposed for
conversation, except that young Arnott would turn round in his seat
beside the coachman occasionally and point out some particular
place, or the residence of some noted man to Mr. Maxwell. The young
people enjoyed their drive; Mrs. Maxwell and her daughter looked
perfect pictures of happiness, while Maxwell examined with care the
many objects of beauty that passed before his eyes, though his mind
was not yet divested of that anxiety for the future which he could
not altogether shake off. Arriving at the summit of an eminence
from which a commanding view of one of the most splendid harbors in
the world can be obtained, Mr. Arnott ordered the carriage to be
stopped in order to afford the newly-arrived family an opportunity
of examining the scenes that lay on either hand—exquisite
panoramas, not easily forgotten when once gazed upon. On the left
they could see the city of Sydney with its white arms jutting out
into the bay, and looking peacefully happy as hundreds of suburban
cottages reflected the beams of the midday sun, with the curved and
jagged outlines of the harbor, its bays and islets, unrivalled in
the beauty of its quiet waters, and the welcome haven of many a
weary mariner. On the right a less beautiful but more rural picture
presented itself. A vale of great extent was spread out before
them, in the midst of which a sheet of water like a quiet river or
lake lay surrounded by beautiful knolls, clothed with underwood and
adorned with trees of patriarchal dignity.

When these enchanting prospects had been sufficiently admired,
the carriage moved on, and in a little time entered a broad
gateway, at which hung a wooden gate painted red. They were now
within Colonel Arnott's domain, which, about fifty acres in extent,
surrounded his house and offices. The avenue was rugged, being in
an unfinished state; the holes were partially filled up with stones
newly gathered from the soil, so that our travellers were glad when
their journey was over. At the door of an aristocratic cottage
orneé they found their loquacious host standing, one of his
feet encased in a polished boot, the other wrapped in numerous
cloths and bandages, supporting himself with a stout stick.
Advancing cautiously as the carriage drove up, he lifted his hat
with a gallant air, and said in a loud voice, "Welcome, welcome to
Cook Villa, my dear madam! How d'ye do, Maxwell! Haven't forgotten
your name, you see. Welcome, my future heroes. Ha, my fair lily of
the valley! Powers of lightning! Mrs. Arnott, ma'am, where are
you!"

"I am happy to see Mrs. Maxwell," said a female voice; and a
tall, dark-haired lady, moving with majestic grace, came forward
and presented her hand. "I bid you welcome to our land of sunshine.
Pray come in; I hope these hot summers will agree with you better
than they do with me."

The busy Colonel introduced Maxwell to Mrs. Arnott; also, Miss
Griselda Maxwell, and Masters Romulus and Remus Maxwell. Mrs.
Arnott smiled, saying, "O, Colonel, you are surely joking;" to
which he replied, "Not a bit, 'pon honor."

A young lady now came forth. "O, Isabel," said Mrs. Arnott,
"Mrs. Maxwell, allow me to introduce my daughter; Miss Maxwell, my
daughter Isabel."

The party entered the parlor, and took seats, the Colonel making
facetious remarks and complimentary speeches; when after sitting
about five minutes the ladies rose by general consent and left the
room, Mrs. Arnott having invited her visitors to take off their
bonnets. Contrary to expectation Mrs. Maxwell found in the
Colonel's wife a lady-like woman in the prime of life. Her
deportment was stately, and her manners tinged with a slight shade
of hauteur, the result, perhaps, of an over-strained
consciousness of superiority of blood and birth. On the present
occasion, however, she seemed desirous of making a favorable
impression. Her features were pleasing and regular, but sharp, and
expressive of great shrewdness. Her hair and eyes were black, like
those of her son and daughter. This last was a sprightly damsel of
seventeen, with some pretensions to beauty: her dark complexion and
elegant figure were both alike faultless. She was dressed in white,
with a blue kerchief on her neck fastened by a showy diamond
brooch.

The Colonel and his residence remain to be described. The
imaginative reader may picture to himself a short, straight, puffy
old gentleman with capacious checks and purple nose. His eyes,
which twinkled and sparkled incessantly, were of a dark hazel hue,
and a few thin locks of very white hair peeped from beneath a high
crowned white hat, which when removed displayed a shining bald
head, extremely venerable in its antiquated appearance. He wore a
loose morning wrapper of yellow silk, a white waistcoat, and dark
inexpressibles. His perpendicular figure was displayed in a pompous
strut and magisterial air.

The residence, built doubtless on the proprietor's own plan,
after the fashion of a Bengal bungalow, was constructed principally
of wood. It covered a large portion of ground, and had a verandah
in front and at the sides. The dining and drawing-rooms, principal
bedrooms, and kitchen, were all on the ground floor; and there was
plenty of space for the Colonel's family and visitors. The offices
consisted of a spacious stable, in which four horses were well
kept; and amongst numerous etceteras a well-stocked aviary
occupied a genial corner, enjoying alternately sun and shade. The
garden was large and quite full of flowering shrubs and fruit
trees, amongst which the orange, apricot, peach, and mulberry were
conspicuous. There was a little lawn sloping away to the margin of
the bay, and a paddock wherein a couple of contented cows roamed at
pleasure.

It was now two o'clock, the Colonel's usual hour for dinner, and
a bell was rung to announce the important fact. In a few minutes
the company assembled in the drawing-room, and the host pompously
conducted Mrs. Maxwell to the dining-room, Mr. Maxwell performing
the same act of politeness for Mrs. Arnott; Mr. Henry followed with
Griselda and his sister, the two boys bringing up the rear.

The conversation scarcely lagged for a moment, the Colonel's
jokes and hearty laughs were frequent, and the rest of the party
partook of his gaiety.

"Your daughter," said Mrs. Arnott to Mrs. Maxwell, "has a very
uncommon name. Griselda I think you call her."

"That is my daughter's name," replied Mrs. Maxwell.

"Well, I think it is a delightfully pretty name, so very
singular."

"I think it's an infernally ugly name," said the Colonel.

"O Colonel," said his wife, "how very shocking! You will
make use of those barbarous words, though you know they annoy me so
much: pray Mrs. Maxwell do not mind him—his expressions
sometimes quite put me to the blush."

"Like the tip of my nose," said the Colonel.

"O for shame you dreadful man," said Mrs. Arnott, using her
smelling bottle.

"Well, well," said the Colonel, "we won't quarrel about names. A
rose you know by any other name, etcetera—your good
health fair lily of the valley; if your name is ugly you are not,
at least if my eyes are as good now as they were fifty years ago.
Your mamma will now tell us, my pretty one, why you were called by
such a greasy name—it sounds to me like that of a Spanish
gipsy."

"I will tell you with pleasure," said Mrs. Maxwell. "You have
doubtless heard of Madam Steevens's hospital in Dublin?"

"No, never in my life ma'am."

"Well, you must know that there is an hospital so-called in that
city, and it derived its name from the fact of a lady of rank and
fortune having shut herself up within its walls, and devoted all
her time and money to the amelioration of the sufferings of her
poor and diseased fellow creatures. The lady's name was Griselda
Steevens. Her brother, Dr. Richard Steevens, was a man of
considerable fortune, and when on his death bed he called his
sister to him, and asked her if it was her intention to marry, if
she thought of so doing he would leave her all his fortune without
reserve; but if not, he would leave it to her for her life only,
and after her decease to found and endow an hospital. She, with an
abnegation of self worthy of the highest honor, promised him that
she would never marry, and he made his will accordingly. She not
only kept her word, but immediately commenced carrying her
brother's intentions into effect, without wishing to enjoy his
fortune in any other way, and when the hospital was ready for her
reception she fixed upon it as her own permanent residence. My
mother was a very intimate friend of this lady, and, indeed, it was
at her request that I called my daughter Griselda, with Mr.
Maxwell's concurrence, of course."

"Of course," said the Colonel, "but upon my honor a very pretty
little story, quite a sunny episode in our dark and hard-hearted
world; but, sounds! Mrs. Arnott, ma'am, you're not going so soon?
Well au revoir, as the poet says—

Fare thee well, and if for ever,

Still for ever, fare thee well.






Harry, you young dog, why don't you open the door? You look at
Miss Maxwell as if you never saw a young lady before—be quick
you planet struck son of a Fort William fire-eater."

Mrs. Arnott, without deigning to take any notice of her
husband's speech, gracefully swept out of the room, followed by
Mrs. Maxwell and the young ladies; while the Colonel stood up,
rubbed his hands, and chuckled audibly.
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"Shut the door Harry—and now Maxwell for a little bit of
pleasant chat; draw your chair closer, I want to hear what you say
distinctly, not that I am deaf either, but fill your glass and pass
the decanter this way: I always take an hour after dinner to assist
digestion; I drink half a bottle of Burgundy no more and no
less—or if I can't get that, good old port or claret will do
as well—excuse me for talking so much about number one, but
if we don't mind number one who will mind it for us sir, except to
send us to the dogs?" saying which the old gentleman laughed
complacently and drank his wine, as if his opinion of himself was
good and his balance at the bank ditto.

"I trust, Colonel," said his guest, "that your time for giving
information on colonial matters is fully come, if not, to-morrow
will do quite as well."

"I am not a procrastinating man sir," replied the Colonel; "by
the by those two heroes of yours may go into the garden or into the
verandah—if you see a snake my juvenile Castor and Pollux you
may catch him by the tail, but mind you cut off his head
first."

Eugene laughed as he rose and said, "From such an enemy, Sir, I
would sooner run a mile than fight with a minute."

"Ah! very good," said the Colonel, "you're a smart boy, we'll
make something of you I see—good-by for the present. Now, Mr.
Maxwell, what do you propose doing?"

"That depends, Sir, on the advice I may receive; I am completely
and profoundly ignorant of everything connected with this
country."

"Well, Sir, it was my own case once, but with the aid of a
head-piece pretty properly screwed on I soon surmounted the
difficulties of ignorance; I became master of as much information
in a fortnight as you would probably obtain in a year, and how do
you think I did it? I put half a dozen advertisements in the papers
here—we had not many papers here ten years ago—one for
a situation in a merchant's office or bank, another as from a
merchant very much requiring a clerk, another as from a gentleman
urgently desiring to purchase a sheep or cattle station up near the
Blue Mountains, and so on, all particulars to be forwarded and
localities described with precision. In about a fortnight, Sir, I
was master of a great store of information. I found that the
merchants wanted a few trustworthy clerks, that there were no
clerks, except prisoners, to be had for love or money; and I
received about a score of letters from proprietors of sheep
stations, written in such flowery language, and describing the
hills here and the vales there, the rivers, the sweet lagoons, the
distressingly fat sheep, and the cattle not able to wag their
tails; so that I felt myself like a regular ass shut up in a
paddock along with a forest of haystacks; whereupon I wrote home to
my poor relatives to tell them to come out if they wanted
situations as clerks, and toddled away to look at some of the
stations in the country. I was not long in making up my mind, Sir.
I am a man of some decision of character. I soon selected a station
with 5000 sheep and 500 head of cattle; terms made
easy—one-fifth of the purchase-money paid down, remainder in
five years. Got on like a regular old fighting cock. Sent ten
thousand sheep across the Blue Mountains, have forty thousand now,
besides lots of rhino."

Here the Colonel paused to take breath, and tossed off a glass
of wine.

"Fill your glass, sir, and pass the bottle to Harry."

"No more thank you," said Maxwell.

"Ah, you're a moderate man I see; well I've nearly finished my
daily allowance. How much tin have you got? Excuse my
impudence."

"If you mean money, Sir, I can muster something over two
thousand pounds."

"A respectable sum," said the Colonel, "a very respectable sum,
Sir, for this place; a handsome start for either town or country.
If you like to set up in business as a merchant or shopkeeper there
are plenty of openings; business is increasing, and will increase.
If on the other hand you prefer a country life, there's plenty of
room, go up the country—call on my son and commanding
officer, Mr. Frederick Arthur Wellington Arnott, and he'll put you
in the way of everything—buy your station—come down
again—take wife and children up—sit down comfortably,
light your fire in blessed ignorance in the bush and burn yourself
out, house, sheep, dogs, and all before you've been there a
month."

The jolly old Colonel laughed but Maxwell looked grave.

"Mr. Maxwell," said Henry, who had not spoken since the ladies
left the room, "had better go and have a look at the country, and I
will cheerfully go with him—it is my
opinion——"

"Well by the ghosts of St. George and the Dragon!" broke in his
father with real or pretended wrath, "you are a precious example of
modern school teaching. Who the deuce asked you for your opinion,
sir? What on earth do you know about it, sir? You want to have all
the talk to yourself. If you want to chatter go join the ladies,
and they'll give you enough of it. There never was a man, Maxwell,
surrounded by such a set of geese; if I listened to the advice that
this fool is continually poking into my ears I'd be buried fathoms
deep in the Insolvent Court, a miserable prey to the scoundrels and
robbers of the law."

"Well," said Henry, "I only meant to say——"

"'Pon my honor," again interrupted the old gentleman, "if I
thought you were going to talk sense I would listen to you. You
amuse me very much. I like an upright specimen of the coolest
impudence in the world. When I was a young fellow I served under my
uncle along with Wellesley in India, and fought under the walls and
in the streets of Seringapatam, and in the middle of the row while
running pellmell alongside of the old man—my uncle, I
mean—I saw our lads catch hold of the villain Tippoo and
shouted, 'They've got him, uncle; they've got him!' 'What, talking
again, you blackguard!' roared my uncle, and he caught me by the
collar and kicked me, Sir, till the blood spouted out of my nose
like a stream from a cask of canary. That was discipline if you
like, Maxwell."

"I should not like it, Sir," said that gentleman, laughing.

"And if your uncle, Sir," said Henry, determined to be heard,
"was then anything like what you are now, I am not surprised at the
sudden retreat of the enemy. Besides, it is scarcely thirty years
since that happened; you are now past seventy, and you don't mean
to tell us that your uncle kicked you in the streets of
Seringapatam when you were forty years of age?"

"Hold your impertinent tongue, sir; if he didn't kick me, he
kicked a drum boy that was next me—my memory is sometimes
defective, and I know somebody was kicked but we have had quite
enough of your talk, sir, quite enough of your talk; go and sing a
duet with your sister for the amusement of our female guests, and
leave Mr. Maxwell to learn a little wisdom from a man capable of
teaching him. Chop my old carcase into mincemeat for bombshells!
but the service is coming to a pretty pass."

The wrathful Colonel tossed off another glass of wine, while his
son, not caring to provoke further hostility, rose with a careless
air and left the room.

"That's the way I serve the jackanapes," said the host, after
delivering himself of a few short coughs; "he wants to have
everything his own way, but he sha'nt; he's like his mother, and
she's like the rest of the feminines—give them an inch of
authority and they'll take miles; if you want to make your sons,
sir, cold, heartless, and selfish, give them unlimited power and
authority over all your property, over yourself, their mother, and
sisters, and you'll be astonished how very soon you'll find
yourself in a dog kennel."

"Pardon me, Colonel," said Maxwell, "but are you not afraid of
seriously offending your son? It is written, 'Fathers provoke not
your children to wrath.'"

"O, leave him alone! he's no such fool, neither; he knows I keep
the bone in my hand, and follows like any other dog. I like to keep
him in order. If I didn't keep him in order I should sink down to
nothing at once, for he knows how to rule his mother, and she is of
such a commanding disposition—though she's a good
soul—that she would soon rule me, and everything would go to
the dogs. It takes the likes of me, sir, to rule them all."

"You have another son in the country, sir?"

"Yes, sir, my eldest son Frederick is ten years older than this
youngster; his mother, one of the fairest and best women that ever
walked in Calcutta, has been in her grave now, poor thing, for
eight and twenty years. Do you know, Maxwell,"—and here the
speaker's voice wavered a little—"that your fair daughter is
the born image of what my lost Henrietta was when she arrived from
England with her father the General, and I carried her off in
triumph from a hundred competitors, while seven-eights of the
bachelor officers of the garrison swore that they'd run me through
the body. She had such blue eyes and such fair hair. She used to
say—'Harry, you're a clever man, you're too clever, you won't
live very long,'—but she was mistaken, it requires a man to
be clever to live very long in this world. You see young men who
think themselves such wiseacres bustling about and trying to put
old men like me down into corners, dying miserably by scores before
they're fifty years of age; while here I am nearly eighty, never
troubled myself about anything, laughed at everything, was always
ready, Sir, to sing my song and dance my hornpipe. I sit here as
independent as the chief of the Chocktaw. Frederick manages the
sheep, pay him five hundred a year, I receive the wool and tallow,
transact all the town business, and make myself as comfortable as
an old horse in a clover paddock."

"Have you ever been to Tasmania* Colonel?"

[* This modern designation of the island is adopted in
this work. Its former appellation of Van Diemen's Land is, for
variety of reasons, suppressed.]


"Yes I have been in Hobart Town, the capital of the island, but
never in the country; they say it's a fine country, well grassed
and well watered. Have you any idea of going there?"

"I have been advised to go there; I have heard that the
Government gives grants of land to bona fide settlers,
according to the capital and property they possess."

"That is quite true, Sir, so they do; but I see they are talking
already of annulling those regulations. If you think about going
there I'd advise you to be quick."

"Have you any idea how much land they would be likely to give
me?"

"Well, I think they would give you a maximum grant; that amounts
to two thousand five hundred and sixty acres—four square
miles."

"Why, bless me, Sir, that would be a splendid estate—a
fortune for life. If I had that I would surely be satisfied for the
rest of my existence."

"I shouldn't like to swear to that; you know the
saying—Have much, want more. I suppose you're a man like the
rest of mankind; there are not many exceptions to the general
rule."

"I think," said Maxwell, "that a man ought to be satisfied when
he is conscious of having enough. A farm, for instance, that
supplies all his wants and the wants of his family, that produces
for him in return for his labor plenty of food and raw material
convertible into cash to pay for other necessaries of life or the
education of his children—a man so happily situated should be
thankful to God, and not be so extremely weak as to be perpetually
panting for more."

"So he should, Sir, so he should, I quite agree with you," said
the Colonel, "and doubtless many are so, but there are others who,
always ready to carry covetousness out fully in all its branches,
would without remorse kick every body into the fiery crater of
Mount Aetna, and then go home, smoke their cigars, drink their
brandy and water, and feel as comfortable as possible."

"Are such men numerous in Tasmania, Sir?"

"Don't know—never saw one in Hobart Town. That is a nice
place, and there are nice people in it. I have enjoyed their
hospitality till it nearly killed me."

"Pray, my dear Sir, will you allow me to ask you whether if you
were about to commence life again in these colonies with your
present large stock of experience, you would do as you have done or
prefer going to Tasmania, with the prospect of obtaining a maximum
grant of land?"

"It is a difficult question, Sir," answered the old officer,
wiping his forehead, "and in order to give a satisfactory answer it
will be necessary for me to sound the bugle and parade all my
available ideas. If Harry was here now he could help me a little.
Well, in the first place I am a terrible fellow to be attracted by
difficulties. If I hear of a place distracted by murders,
robberies, arsons, devastated by floods or overrun by bloodthirsty
enemies, my anxiety to go and pitch my tent there becomes intense.
I am too old now or you wouldn't find me here with one foot on a
chair and the other under my dinner table, while there's work to be
done in any part of the British Empire. My penchant for
difficulties has often led me into serious troubles, but the
greater the troubles the fonder I grew of them. His grace the Duke
of Wellington when commanding at the battle of Assaye did me the
high honor to take notice of this. I was exhausted by the hardest
fighting imaginable, and most of my men were lying on the ground
waiting for orders, for they were tired, poor fellows, and took
that opportunity to rest themselves a bit, and I was just taking a
little sip out of a lemonade bottle that I had hastily stuffed into
my breast when who should come riding up but General Wellesley, for
he was not a Duke then—'Captain Arnott' says he, 'you're the
very man, the bravest on this field—take your company quickly
and assist Colonel Viccars'—you know Viccars who gave you
your letter to me—'in storming that four-gun battery which is
raking our left.' 'Sir,' said I, 'your penetration does you
infinite credit;' and in a moment we were in full charge, shouting
like devils, with British cheer and British bayonet, and away went
the enemy scampering and tripping one another's heels up. I ran
fifteen of the rascals through the body while you would be saying
'think about it,' and attacked their scoundrel of a captain, sword
in hand, before he had time to go to the right about, when just as
I was going to assist him in kicking the bucket, up comes a great
hulking fellow of a grenadier and knocked my sword clean out of my
fingers, when on him I turned, sir, like a hungry panther, and if I
didn't smash his face right in with my bottle, and make him a
present of the rest of my lemonade, you may call me a snivelling
poltroon this blessed minute."

"That was a lucky bottle," said Maxwell, edgewise.

"It was, sir," continued the eloquent old gentleman, "it was a
lucky bottle. But to the question: you asked me, I think, whether I
would not prefer a million of acres in Tasmania to ten thousand
here—no, I beg pardon, that was'nt it; you said something
about a maximum grant—certainly I would prefer a maximum
grant to no grant at all; I would even prefer a minimum grant to no
grant at all, but—you'll excuse me I really forget what the
exact nature of your question was."

Maxwell, though rather fatigued with the pertinacious loquacity
of his host, repeated his question.

"O yes, certainly," said the Colonel, "yes, I knew I had got
adrift a little—I understand—I certainly would prefer
staying here provided they would give me the grant of land, but as
they are not likely to do that I would rather go to Tasmania and
get one; that is if, keeping my property here, mind you, I could
pass myself off as a bona fide settler from England with
only two thousand pounds in my pocket, instead of a New South Wales
colonist with twenty or thirty thousand—which I believe would
be conduct unbecoming an officer and a gentleman. I really hardly
know how to advise you, Maxwell, but if I were in your place, I
think I would make a bold push for the grant of land; and when you
are well established on it send one of your sons over here, or
both, and buy a station where there is plenty of room."

"And very judicious advice I think it is too, Sir," replied his
guest.

"Well, Sir, I am glad you think so. I merely mention these
matters; you can act as you think proper. If you like to take a run
up to my station, you are heartily welcome. Harry says he'll go
with you—would go myself, but you see what an old cripple I
am. As it is, we'll take care of your wife and children till you
come back again. Now, I should like very much to go for the sake of
the difficulties to be encountered on the road—sleeping in
the open air where there's not a house within dozens of miles, and
waking up perhaps with a black snake across my throat by way of a
muffler—or crossing rivers up to my chin, or waiting for
weeks before they can be crossed at all. And then, Sir, if you're
fond of horse exercise, as most of your countrymen are, my son,
Arthur Wellington, will select for you a noble specimen of
horse-flesh that he calls 'Donnybrook,' which noble beast will
condescend to let you mount upon his back after you have lost an
hour trying to do it, and when you are well up he'll carry you
playfully to the nearest gum tree and then set up his back like a
miniature rainbow and pitch you right over it, branches and all.
The last time I was up there, this excellent son of mine (not
Harry, but 'tother fellow), who thought I didn't know anything
about it, called out loud enough to be heard a mile off to a
grinning vagabond of a hut keeper, 'Bring up Donnybrook for my
father to ride.' Well, I said nothing aloud, but thought, 'This
fellow thinks himself one of the cleverest and clearest-headed
chaps and the best manager in all the Australian, but I'll astonish
his weak nerves.' Presently up comes the monkey-faced hound leading
the brute by the bridle, and keeping his head turned away to
prevent me twigging his laugh, while I quietly pulled out a small
pistol and saw that it was properly primed. 'Is that Donnybrook?'
said I to the man, 'Yes, Sir' said he, 'he's a very quiet beast I
believe!' says I. 'Oh, he's middling for that Sir, but you'll be
able to manage him,' says the rogue scarcely able to keep himself
from laughing in my face. 'Take the saddle off, Sir,' said I in a
tone that stopped his laugh at once: it was done—'take the
bridle off;' that was done. 'Now you fat thief off you go,' said I,
with a roar like a clap of thunder, and away he flew kicking up his
heels and after him flew my pistol bullet whizzing into his beef,
Sir, like a red-hot bayonet into a bladder of lard; and then I
turned upon Frederick—'You're a pretty fellow,' said I, 'you
got that beast up here in the hope that he would break my old neck,
but you're deceived, Sir, you're deceived this time—you
shan't handle the property so soon, Sir, I promise you.' Whereupon
Fred began to talk and I began to swear, and we had such a
delicious row, you never heard the like of it."

Maxwell rose from the table saying the ladies would wonder what
detained them so long.

"Yes," said the Colonel, "I will now take my siesta—always
take an hour's nap after dinner, if you like to follow my example
there's the sofa, and I dare say no one will disturb you—will
meet you in the drawing-room in about that time."

The Colonel retired to his private apartment, and his guest, who
was not inclined for sleep, proceeded in search of the ladies.





CHAPTER
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Guided by the sound of music, for which he always possessed a
willing ear, Maxwell entered the drawing-room situated at one end
of the building and connected by a long passage with an abrupt turn
or two in it with the one he had just left. This apartment was
furnished with the greatest care, and wore an aspect of elegance
conferred on it by feminine taste and ability. The furniture was
light but of exquisite workmanship and costly materials. It was
refreshing to Maxwell to sit down upon a sofa and find himself
gradually settling within a few inches of the floor, so soft was
the luxurious cushion; and the more so as he had been only just
released from his confined cabin on shipboard after an
incarceration of seven months. Here in pleasant languor he sat for
awhile, his eyes wandering from picture to picture on the walls;
from the rich ornaments of the mantelpiece to the table covered
with handsomely bound books, and to the attractive carpet under his
feet. "A happy man I shall be," said he to himself, "if at fifty
years of age I can call a room like this my own, and sit listening
to my daughter's music." It was not his daughter, however, who sat
at the pianoforte but Miss Arnott, already introduced to the reader
by the euphonious name of Isabel. She played a lively air, ever and
anon turning her graceful head, clothed with a flowing profusion of
coal black ringlets, to smile upon Griselda, who sat a little
behind but near her, and exchange some little particles of innocent
chat. The marked contrast between the complexions and apparent
dispositions of these two young ladies could not fail to strike any
cursory observer. The one fair almost to a fault, and timid as a
young antelope upon its native precipice; the other dark in an
equal proportion, with eyes so penetrating that one could not hope
to escape their piercing lustre. And yet there seemed to be already
a growing sympathy between them—a sympathy, as it were,
between dark night and sunny day—the result perhaps of some
secret desire frequently implanted in the human breast, which leads
many of us to admire in others those qualities in which we find
ourselves deficient. Eugene and Charles were seated near the table
looking over amusing books, while the absence of Mrs. Arnott, Mrs.
Maxwell, and Henry told plainly that they had not risen from their
respective siestas.

Maxwell was absorbed in thought, to which the music rising and
falling rapidly upon his ear lent a most singular charm. A
delightful vision of future independence, if not wealth, and the
consummation of all his earthly happiness, wandered through his
brain. At one moment he fancied himself the possessor of the
million of acres so feelingly alluded to by his lively host; at
another he thought that if he could only obtain a maximum grant how
comfortable and how well situated he would be for the remainder of
his life. His wife, too, to whom he was fondly attached—why
should she not share his pleasing dreams? Awaking from his reverie
he hastily asked Griselda where her mother was. His daughter was
about to reply when the two matrons suddenly entered the room.

"The afternoon is now sufficiently cool," said Mrs. Arnott;
"what say you, Mr. Maxwell, to a short walk in the garden or about
the grounds?"

"I shall be most happy to place myself at your disposal,"
replied that gentleman.

"Very well," said Mrs. Arnott; "my dears, will you accompany us,
or remain here?"

The young ladies intimated their willingness to be of the party,
and Maxwell, placing himself between Mrs. Arnott and his wife, led
the way.

It was now six o'clock. The sun was approaching the rim of the
western horizon, and being enveloped in light clouds of purple and
golden colors, with a dim haze-like smoke, perhaps from some
distant fire, shed a bright orange glow over the broad bay and
surrounding hills. A fresh breeze, bearing on its bosom the
delightful fragrance of many an exotic shrub and flower, swept
through the garden and over the pleasant fields. Birds of the
gayest plumage, and winged insects arrayed in countless brilliant
hues, awoke from their drowsy lethargy and sported on the evening
air; while from the surface of the smooth water the rays of the
declining orb were reflected as from a lake of burnished silver.
Griselda paused to gaze upon the charming landscape, and while so
doing her heart bounded with love and gratitude to the Creator of
all, who had permitted her to look upon and enjoy such a scene.
From a pleasant train of thought she was aroused by the voice of
Miss Arnott calling her to come and see her pretty birds indulging
in their evening play.

"Call me Griselda," said she, smiling, and taking her
companion's arm.

"Oh! certainly, and you must call me Isabel."

"Nay," replied Griselda, "I feel as if I could not; you are so
many years my senior."

"Only one or two," said Isabel; "but what matter—I insist
upon it, and so you must. Now look at my birds. Oh! I declare,
there's my little prince of bower-birds on the floor holding down
his pretty head. What is the matter, Princie? Have they been
beating you, my poor little fellow? He is not well. These
bower-birds, Griselda, are the most interesting creatures you ever
saw; they build such pretty bowers for themselves, and play so
nicely; you must try and see them at work in the morning. You
admire my large collection of beautiful parrots and cockatoos.
There is a very fine specimen of Dacela Gigantio, or
laughing jackass. That is the Menura Superba—that
splendid bird with its tail something like a lyre. We have also the
honey-sucker, belonging to the family of the Meliphagidæ.
Goodness, gracious! who is that? Oh! Harry, how you frightened
me."

"Serve you right, you minx," said Harry, with a laugh, "when I
find you here puzzling Miss Maxwell's poor head with your
abominable jaw-breaking names. The Latinized monstrosities of your
birds and mother's plants ought to be twisted into a hard rope, and
you and she tied together with it."

"And to please your dictatorial lordship we ought to be thrown
into the middle of the bay, too, I suppose?" said Isabel.

"Nay, you need not ruffle your feathers so. I am a plain young
man, and do not require sauce after dinner," answered the
brother.

"Because you have got enough already, if we are to judge by the
haste with which you ran away from papa," replied the sister.

"A very pretty retort-courteous, upon my honor. Miss Maxwell
must be delighted at such exuberant wit," said the gentleman.

"If you do not cease, Sir, I will lay the whole case before papa
this instant, and he may treat you to a little pepper as well as
sauce," retorted the lady.

"O dear! how wild we are getting. But come, make it up, and I
will take you and Miss Maxwell out in my boat to-morrow for a
pleasant row," said Harry.

"You must learn to behave yourself like a gentleman before
either of us will condescend to step into your boat, or even to
walk by your side," said Isabel, a little mollified.

"I'll conduct myself like a nobleman," replied her brother.
"Will Miss Maxwell, allow me the pleasure of showing her round a
the garden?"

He offered his arm politely, but Griselda preferred taking that
of Isabel.

"Well," said he, "proceed—I will follow like a
footman."

In this order they entered the garden, a large well-fenced piece
of ground, stocked not only with the European fruit-bearing trees
and shrubs which flourish in the genial climate of New South Wales,
but also with a many rare plants selected with care from the
extensive flora of Australia. Nor was Mrs. Arnott's fondness for
botany confined to Australian productions alone. She could boast of
having in her conservatory many a rare exotic from the islands of
the Pacific—from Java, Borneo, and New Zealand. Our
acquaintance, Harry, still keeping close to the young ladies, had
not been in the garden more than a few minutes when he suddenly
exclaimed—"Do you hear that? mother's at the jawbreakers
already! Well I'm off—good-by, ladies."

"O, good-by! by all means," said Isabel. "Come, Griselda, we
will go and hear what Mamma is saying."

"Well, my dears," said Mrs. Arnott, whose maternal solicitude
was pretty constantly awake, "you are, I trust, improving the
passing hour by examining with care the beautiful productions of
nature with which you are surrounded. This tree, Mr. Maxwell, is a
young specimen of the extensive genus Eucalyptus with which
our country is completely stocked; it is vulgarly called blue gum,
and sheds its bark instead of leaves, as indeed all the different
species do. I have a great number of them, which will in time make
our place look like a forest. This is another, but of a different
species, the Eucalyptus Corymbosa, or blood-wood tree. This
pretty shrub, laden with such a quantity of yellow blossoms, is the
Acacia Pubescens, quite common here, but new to a stranger
from England. I can show you a few more individuals belonging to
the order Leguminosa—for instance, we have the
Acacia Melanoxylon, or blackwood from Tasmania; likewise the
Acacia Sophoræ, or Fragrant Acacia, though it scarcely looks
well, as we are rather too far north; when in full bloom it is
really lovely; and in addition to these we have the Acacia
Longifolia, or Long-leaved Acacia—its short, spiked
flowers are very pretty. This umbrageous, bower-like tree is the
Corypha Australis, which with the Seaforthia palms, weeping
casuarinas, and myrtaceous plants, give quite a singular appearance
to the great forests in the interior. This beautiful climbing
flower is the Teconia Australis, you see in what rich
clusters the petals hang suspended; and we have an interminable
variety of umbelliferous, decandrous, papilionaceous bushes,
bearing flowers of most brilliant colors, as
also——"

"Please, ma'am," said a servant running up out of breath, "my
master is getting anxious for his tea."

Recalled by this vulgar message from the Elysian fields of
science in which her well stored mind was disporting itself, Mrs.
Arnott conducted her friends back to the house. They found the
Colonel seated in his snug arm chair, and the tea things laid in
the dining-room. He immediately addressed his wife with a slight
degree of asperity, saying—"What in the name of engines of
war not yet invented, Mrs. Arnott, ma'am, keeps you out so late?
I've been waiting an hour."

"I have been showing our friends our garden treasures, Colonel,"
answered the lady. "You need not be so impatient—I never
disturb you in your after-dinner chit-chat."

"You keep me here dying of thirst, ma'am," interrupted the
Colonel, "so that I had a great mind to go and take a swim in the
bay. Talking of swimming, Maxwell, I once met with a queer
adventure that I'll just tell you of while the tea is getting
ready. I was once, Sir, as green as duckweed, up the country in
very hot weather, and taking a quiet walk along the banks of a
river near a friend's house where I was staying for a few days,
when the idea occurred to me to pull off my duds and have a swim.
Well, Sir, I sat down on the bank, and commenced leisurely to
unscrew my coat and unmentionables, when I heard a measured
treading thump, thump—just behind me; I turned round without
making any noise, and what do you think I saw? A buck forester
kangaroo, Sir, about seven feet high without b—- s—-,
standing bolt upright about thirty yards off and staring at me just
as if I was something good to eat. 'O ho!' said I, 'just wait there
my gentleman, 'till I get my bulldog out will you, but I was afraid
to move for fear of scaring the rascal the wrong way,
when—power o' mercy—he came a half dozen jumps nearer
and pawed the air like a perpendicular racehorse, so I just quietly
touched the trigger of my barker—I never travel without a
pair—and down he came for all the world like a sack of
potatoes out of a hayloft. Well, Sir, I went and examined him and
found him stone dead to be sure, but he was a fine animal and I
thought it singular that he should have a piece of blue ribbon tied
round his neck. So I went in and had my swim and went home to my
friend's house, and whom should I meet on the way but Mrs.
Blackmore, the lady, looking about for something very
anxiously."

'O! Colonel Arnott,' said she, 'I have lost my poor
Rolla—did you see him?' and she called 'Rolla! Rolla!'

'Who the dev—hem—I beg pardon—but who is
Rolla, ma'am, if it's a fair question?'

'My poor pet forester kangaroo, don't you know Rolla?' she
replied with an uneasy smile.

'Yes, ma'am, I saw a strange looking animal down near the river,
and when we saw one another he bolted one road and I cut my stick
the opposite.' So away she went calling Rolla, and away I went,
packed up my carpet bag, left two of my best shirts in the hands of
the washerwoman, called for my horse, and rode away as the fellow
did long ago from the Baron of Mowbray's gate without ever once
looking behind me.'

The Colonel laughed as usual and Maxwell laughed, not so much at
the anecdote itself or the wry faces and comic gesticulations of
his jolly host, as to please and encourage him, if anything was
required to do so. Griselda and her brothers looked astonished, and
Mrs. Maxwell after listening gravely said——

"The poor pet then met with a sudden and violent death—did
you ever hear how the lady bore her loss?"

"The only communication I ever received on the subject was,
madam, a letter from her husband saying that if I had shot the
kangaroo through malicious design he would be most happy to meet me
on equal terms, and then I might have the pleasure of shooting him;
I replied that it was through accident of course, and that having
unfortunately deprived the lady of one pet, I had not the slightest
wish to rob her of another, so I purchased the richest dress and
the purest pearl broach I could find in Sydney and sent them to my
fair friend, by way of making the amende honorable, and
never heard anything of the matter since, except receiving a polite
note of acknowledgments. I'll trouble you my princess of fair
lilies of all the valleys in the world, to hand me a cup of tea,
and don't let your zephyr foot touch my gouty toe."

"I fear," said Mrs. Maxwell, with a quaint smile, "I must be so
rude as to call you to order Colonel Arnott, on account of the
expressions you address to my daughter—you will make her
quite vain and silly."

"No fear of that mamma," whispered Griselda.

"Why, my dear madam," said the Colonel, "there is decidedly some
truth in what you say. I beg pardon, it is all truth, every word of
it. It was just the way I was myself spoiled. I had a fond mother,
ma'am and she used to call me her little pigeon, just as if there
is, or ever was, any resemblance between me and a pigeon; but
however peaceful the nickname, it led once to a very serious
combat. The occasion was this. When Lord Clive was leaving Calcutta
for the last time, in the year 1767, there was a great crowd of
ladies and gentlemen—officers, civilians, nabobs and lascars
assembled on the river's banks to see him depart, and nothing would
please me but to stand in the foremost rank, gaping like a
bull-frog for a thunderstorm, when somebody from behind knocked my
cap over my eyes, and called out 'Well Pigeon, are you here?' I
turned round, ma'am, and saw Samuel Blubbertub, son of
Assistant-Commissary Blubbertub, who had been di-rated by Clive the
week before for misappropriation of government stores. I looked
hard at him, 'Yes' said I. 'Owl, I'm here—as good right as
you or your father either."

'Take that for your impudence,' said he, giving me a slap on the
cheek.

'Tit for tat,' said I, giving him a thrust in the stomach that
sent him yards away, when back he came in a rage, and in I went in
a fury, and we grappled my boys like two tiger's whelps, when more
by good luck than good science I fortunately pushed him into the
river just as he was preparing for a heavy thrust. At that moment
who should come up but Clive himself.

'What's all this?' said he to an officer, 'Who is this
youngster?'

'That's young Arnott, my Lord, son of Major Arnott; his mother
calls him the little pigeon.'

'Does she, by Jupiter?' said his lordship, 'the simple woman; he
looks a deuce sight more like a hawk. Who is that other
fellow?'

'That's the son of late Commissary Blubbertub; he struck the
first blow.'

'Serve him right, serve him right; I hate bullies. Well done,
Pigeon,' said the hero of Plassey, as he stepped into his barge,
and all the people laughed consumedly.

"Your adversary was not drowned I hope," said Mrs. Maxwell, who
had listened attentively.

"No ma'am, he was pulled out by a half-drunken lascar, who gave
him a good ducking during the operation."

Tea having been dispatched, the company adjourned to the
drawing-room, where Miss Arnott again sat down to the pianoforte
and played her last new piece with great brilliancy of execution,
the old Colonel's tongue rattling away all the time, telling
wonderful adventures to Maxwell and the boys; while Mrs. Arnott,
drawing out her little work-table, sat down within chatting
distance of Mrs. Maxwell, who, with Griselda, earnestly begged to
be employed. This, however, Mrs. Arnott would only allow to a
limited extent. Henry sat half-hidden in a corner, and seemed to
take great interest in the movements of Griselda's fingers; but our
fair heroine was quite unconscious of this remarkable circumstance.
When the piece was finished, Mrs. Arnott requested her son and
daughter to sing a duet, which they did. This being over, and the
performers duly thanked, Mrs Arnott asked Griselda if she ever
sang, and that young lady timidly replied, "I try sometimes."

"Then you must allow me the pleasure of hearing you, my dear,"
said Mrs. Arnott.

"You may sing that ballad you have lately learned," said Mrs.
Maxwell, "it is a patriotic ditty, called 'THE FORSAKEN WIFE'."

"I cannot sing very well," said Griselda.

"Try, my dear," said Mrs. Arnott.

"Do, Griselda," said Isabel.

"Miss Maxwell will not refuse us such a great pleasure," said
Henry.

Thus urged, Griselda sat down to the piano—for she had
made some progress in music—and sang with touching
earnestness the following simple ballad—

May I not weep for days gone by,

Or speak of home, once gay and fair;

Must I not breathe one tender sigh,

Or feel for thee one anxious care?

Oh ask me not to break the spell

That binds a broken heart to thee,

Nor bid me from my breast expel

These wasting thoughts of agony.



Time was when thou—so kind, so true,

Did'st watch my smile with tearful eye;

How quickly those sweet moments flew,

With gentle word and fond reply,

With golden gem of gay device,

And pearls thou did'st adorn my head;

Take back thy gems of costly price,

And give me one bright smile instead.



How oft in pleasant dreams I trace,

O'er paths of love that once were mine—

The rays that shone in thy dear face,

That on thy lips again may shine!

Still—still when waking thoughts arise,

I weep, I pray, I mourn in vain;

Thy heart—the only gem I prize—

O give me thy fond heart again!






"Thank you, Griselda,—thank you, Miss Maxwell—" was
echoed from Isabel and Henry; and the old Colonel, who had hobbled
up to hear the song more distinctly, exclaimed—"A very tender
little ditty, upon my honor—quite a snug piece of domestic
antagonistic sentiment—the unhappy lady should not give up
all the pearls at once, but render them one at a time in exchange
for a kiss. Do you know, my dear madam, that I am about to organise
a new society in this fair city of ours, to be called The
Highly-Disagreeable-and-Disgusting-
Domestic-Misery-Making-Matrimonial-Squabbles-PUT-EM-DOWN
Society."

"A very good idea," said Mrs. Maxwell, laughing, "I hope it will
be attended with success."

"I mean to succeed in that, ma'am, as I have done in everything
else," replied the Colonel.

"You are such a clever man, and amiable philanthropist, my dear
Colonel," said Mrs. Arnott.

"The proof of my cleverness and amiability is like that of a
pudding in the eating—that is, in the feeling and
experimenting of them, ma'am. I am as perfect a pigeon as ever was
hatched, if let properly alone, but if I am stirred up by scolding,
snuffy, naggy nonsense, sneers and snubs, I say war-hawk, that's
all. If there's one individual I hate more than another it is the
whining, fault-finding cur that sees motes in everybody's eyes, and
won't see the beams in his own, though they're as plain as frigates
might be in a mill-pond. Well, my little rose of Cashmere, I will
bid you good-night—good-night ladies and gentlemen—my
hour for retiring is come. Breakfast at nine o'clock; pleasant
sleep and good appetites to all."

After remaining about two hours engaged in conversation,
subsequent to the worthy Colonel's departure, the company broke up.
Servants attended, the visitors were shown to their respective
apartments, and in a few minutes the house was wrapped in profound
silence.





CHAPTER V.—DELIBERATION
AND DECISION.
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The father of our heroine generally rose with the sun, but on
the present occasion he was a little behind his time, and allowed
that glorious luminary to get the start of him by a couple of
hours. It was seven o'clock when he found himself walking alone in
Colonel Arnott's rich garden, and knowing that he had two hours to
spare before the family assembled for breakfast, he strolled forth
along the avenue and towards the high road over which he had
travelled on the preceding day, to enjoy the cool and invigorating
air of the morning. Directing his steps to the eminence from which
he had seen and admired the magnificent view of the harbor on the
previous day, he paused and cast his eyes once more over the same
scene, rendered now if possible still more enchanting by the
ever-varying tints peculiar to early day. Here he sat down by the
road side and remained for more than an hour in anxious, if not
painful, deliberation.

There is no time like the morning for deciding any knotty or
momentous question; difficulties that appear insurmountable at
night often seem to vanish before the light of coming day. Many a
weary brain worn out by the toils and cares of existence and almost
crushed by intense anxiety or suffering, loses the remembrance of
its sorrows in sleep, and awakes on the morrow to renewed hope and
vigorous exertion. If there are any human beings whose hearts are
hardened by nature or the force of adverse circumstances so that
they are indifferent to the spirit-stirring breath of morning, they
are to be pitied indeed. It is through the clear ambient air of
this sober hour that the voice of the sailor is heard, borne over
the distant bay, louder and more melodious than at any other time;
and it is now that the hunter's horn, echoing through brake or over
woodland lawn, sparkles on the ear as the ripples of the glittering
water on the sight.

Two sides of a picture, or more properly two separate pictures
presented themselves to Maxwell's mental vision, and both seemed so
evenly balanced that immediate decision was extremely difficult.
His eye wandered over a very small portion of the vast island in
the mysterious recesses of which he and his family might be lost,
and never heard of more by friend or enemy. He had heard stories of
awful fires carrying desolation over hundreds of miles of hot and
blighted country, to the progress of which even a broad river was
but a feeble barrier. He had read of settlers, in haste to be rich,
driving large flocks of sheep through trackless deserts, and dying
miserably in the midst of their wealth for want of a drop of water.
Nor were the tales he had heard of murdering natives, and of cruel,
ferocious bushrangers one iota less fearful. It was true that could
he only surmount these difficulties and brave other innumerable
hardship, he might, in ten years, be the master of twice that
number of thousands, and like Colonel Arnott be in a position to
take his future ease in a comfortable home on some favored and
happy spot. But he felt as if alone. His sons were more boys: his
wife and daughter had both been delicately brought up. Should he
take them some hundreds of miles into an unknown land, far away
from all civilised society, and if so—while surrounded by a
dreary solitude, in which perhaps concealed enemies might lurk by
night and day—should the hand of sickness or of death lay him
low, what would become of those he loved? As he asked himself this
question, his heart beat quickly, and he mentally
exclaimed—"Never will I expose them to this anguish."

To the distant shores of Tasmania—an island of which he
had heard and read but little—he now turned his attention. By
going there it was possible that he might secure a good farm in a
more genial climate near some place of human abode, or at least
among settlers near enough to be called neighbors. This might make
him independent for life, and his cares would be confined to its
simple management. Still there were difficulties to be overcome and
hardships to be encountered, but they did not seem so gigantic as
those pertaining to New South Wales. The more he considered and
pondered on these matters the more he felt inclined to take a
voyage to Tasmania, a comparatively small island where distressing
droughts, and terrible journeys in bullock waggons into the
interior, were almost unknown, or at least might be more easily
endured. Already he was half decided.

Making the best of his way back to Cook Villa, he arrived just
in time to hear the old Colonel shouting his name through the
shrubbery. On making his presence known he received a sound but
good humored lecture from his host for being one single moment
behind the appointed time; and having made his excuses they entered
the parlor together and sat down to a substantial breakfast.

Maxwell, after saluting Mrs. Arnott and Isabel, examined the
countenances of his wife and daughter, and was pleased to see them
looking happy and cheerful. Even their hostess, with her formal
precise etiquette, seemed to think them proper objects of
attention, and exerted herself to please accordingly. Henry Arnott
and the two young Maxwells commenced their morning repast with
every appearance of internal satisfaction.

"Mr. Maxwell," said the Colonel, "has been taking a
constitutional walk, a thing I disapprove of in toto. I used
to like a walk before breakfast at one time, but if a breakfast is
to be got first you don't catch me at such a thing again: once
bitten, twice shy, you know."

"Thereby hangs a tale, I presume?" said Maxwell.

"You've just hit it, Sir, just hit it, 'pon my life; and as my
tea is too hot, I'll just let it cool and tell it to you, if the
ladies have no objection."

"Certainly not, Colonel Arnott," said Mrs. Maxwell.

"Well, you must know, ma'am, that when I first became a
colonist, and had selected my station in the country, I had a great
deal of work in taking up stores and necessary articles to go on
with, and many slow, long, tedious journeys I had, the bullocks
crawling along at the rate of between two and three miles an hour;
and sometimes in the hot weather we would travel for days together
and not find a drop of water, being obliged to carry a supply with
us in the drays. Well, Sir, one morning, when about to start from
our camp, on taking stock of water I found we had just enough to
fill the tea-kettle, and no more; so giving the men positive orders
not to touch a drop of it until midday, when we should most want it
on account of the heat, and taking a stout stick in my hand, I
started off in front of the drays, hoping to stumble upon water
somewhere. After walking for about four hours, I began to feel both
hungry and thirsty, and seeing at a distance a small grove of
honey-suckles I made towards it, thinking to lie down and rest
myself until the carts came up; when lo! and behold, ma'am, just as
I was going to enter the cool shade, I was astonished to find the
muzzle of a double-barreled gun thrust within an inch of my nose;
and to hear a hoarse voice roar out, 'Stand, you thundering old
scoundrel, or I'll blow your brains out.' So, sir, you may think I
was fast as a church steeple in a moment, for I found myself
completely in the power of two of the most ferocious-looking
villains I ever saw in my life. They immediately caught me by the
collar, and pulled me into the scrub, made me strip myself of
everything except my flannel shirt and drawers—begging pardon
for mentioning them—and when they had tied everything up in a
bundle ready to tramp off, to my utmost horror and consternation,
they forced me back against a stout young tree and commenced tying
me up to it just as if I was a wild ass, with the barbarous
intention of leaving me there to perish of thirst and hunger. Well,
the more I implored them to let me go, and promised not to trouble
them any more, the harder they swore at me—swearing they
would settle me if I did not hold my tongue; and the tighter they
tied me. When the operation was complete they took up their guns
and my clothes, with watch, pistols, pocket-book, and everything,
and began to move off, one of the wretches saying as he did so,
'That's the old hatchet-faced villain that helped me to my last
twelve months in irons, two years ago.'"

"My good man," said I, "you mistake. I have not been in the
country above twelve months—long enough to wish myself well
out of it again."

"None of your lies you hoary old sinner," said the ruffian,
"wouldn't I know you among a thousand? and if it wasn't you it was
just such another pick-axe looking varmint." And without saying
another word they walked away leaving me all alone in my glory.

"Well, may dear madam, the first sincere prayer I offered up
when they were gone was that I might live to see them both hanged,
and my prayer was heard, ma'am; I have lived to see them both
hanged; and have survived the event without ever having the worse
appetite."

"And pray how were you released Colonel?" asked Mrs.
Maxwell.

"Why ma'am," answered the Colonel, after taking a cup of tea, "I
could not release myself, that was clear, though I tried hard; and
I then commenced shouting and making the most desperate noises,
until I shouted myself as hoarse as an asthmatic badger. Not having
had breakfast, either bite or sup, I began to feel exceedingly
queer, and of course gave myself up for lost, unless the
bullock-drivers should come within hail. For seven mortal hours I
remained stuck to that tree, not able to move hand or foot, saying
all the prayers that I ever learned since I was six months
old—commencing with 'Bless father, mother, sisters, brothers,
all my little cousins, and devil take the bushrangers; Uncle Bill
and Aunt Betty, whose pockets I've picked and drawers I've robbed
of many a fancy nick-nack;' and winding up with a scream that would
have woke up the ghost of Caligula, if it had not been deafened by
the screams of other ghosts; when I was confounded out of my
propriety to hear some fellow shout in reply about fifty yards off,
and who on earth should come riding up but my son Frederick, for
all the world looking as if he was in the presence of a real ghost,
when I roared out to him as loud as my cracked voice would permit
me—'Get down, you fool, and untie me this minute, unless you
want me to die like an insane elephant;—get down, Sir, and
release your old father, or by the powers of war and glory, when I
am loose, I'll make it a warning—' while I was speaking he
had cut the ropes, and down I fell on the grass like a pig,
suddenly deprived of both song and sentiment. When I came round a
little, with the help of a cordial that Fred happened to have in
his pocket, we went to look for the drays, my son explaining to me
on the way that he had ridden out to see if the stores were coming,
as he had not tasted a drop of tea for six weeks, and had had
nothing but bread and mutton and water—the dainty youth. We
were surprised that the drays had not come on, but when we came to
them we found out the reason, the bushrangers had met them, helped
themselves to what they wanted, and then the abominable villains
tied each man to his own dray. But I have lived to see them hanged,
that's some comfort."

The worthy old officer now applied himself with vigor to his
breakfast, and while he was thus employed his amiable lady
entertained their guests with sundry and lively anecdotes
concerning the state of society, the bushrangers, the natives, the
servants, and the snakes, which however interesting they may have
been at a breakfast table are scarcely worth committing to paper,
or if worthy of that honor, it would look something like plagiarism
to say anything about them now after all that has been said by
various eloquent writers on Australian subjects.

When the Colonel had finished his breakfast he asked his guest
what he proposed doing, or if he had had a curtain
consultation.

"I propose going to Tasmania, Sir," replied Maxwell.

"Have you fully resolved upon taking that step?"

"Why so much so that I intend to go into town to-day to engage
passages for self and family."

"Well, Sir," said the Colonel, "there's nothing like being
decided one way or other; take your passage and stop here till the
vessel sails. Harry will drive you in in my gig."

The necessary orders were given. The gig was soon at the door,
and Harry accompanied by Maxwell drove rapidly away.

Neither of them spoke for some time. Maxwell seemed absorbed in
contemplation of the beautiful scenery, and Harry silently enjoyed
a fragrant Havana. At length he broke the silence and
exclaimed—

"Smoke?"

"No, thank you," replied Maxwell.

"Governor a queer stick, isn't he?" said Harry.

"I have not the pleasure of knowing his Excellency," said
Maxwell.

"I don't mean him; I'm speaking of the old chap at home—my
governor."

"Oh, your father—I beg pardon; why, yes, he is a singular
old gentleman, but possessing a good heart, I think."

"Yes, a good heart enough—soft and pliable as the chain
cable of a ninety-gun ship."

"At least he allows you to get out of his way," said Maxwell,
laughing.

"Yes," said Harry, "I get out of his way whether he likes it or
not, but I tune him up sometimes."

"Tune him up! how do you mean?"

"I threaten to call mother to him; let him get into ever such a
rage—swear like a trooper or dance like a bear on burning
bricks—when I open the door and call out—'Mother,
here's father playing up,' he gets as quiet as a lamb."

Maxwell smiled at the novel way Mr. Henry had of "tuning up" his
venerable parent, and resumed—

"Your father told me yesterday of his having shot a horse called
Donnybrook, a vicious brute; did he really shoot him?"

"He shot at him certainly;" replied Henry, "but it's not true
that he hit him though he firmly believed he did. My brother had
the horse got in immediately but found he had never been touched.
The affair was caused by an assigned servant, a notorious liar,
telling the governor that Fred was going to give him Donnybrook to
ride on, the most vicious horse he said this side of Swan River;
though the fact is Donnybrook is a very quiet horse, and does
nothing but toss his head about; and to protect the old chap's
nose, Fred had a martingale put on."

"And his adventure with the bushrangers, did it really
happen?"

"Yes, I believe it is true enough; the bushrangers were very
troublesome then, and are still more or less so."

A desultory conversation was carried on until the two gentlemen
arrived in Sydney, where Maxwell took the necessary steps in
procuring his passage to Hobart Town, the capital of Tasmania. He
ascertained that in six days the brig, commanded by a fat and jolly
specimen of England's merchant seamen, would be ready to sail.
After calling at his lodgings, where he dined with Henry, they
returned to Cook Villa and spent the remainder of the day in
listening to the Colonel's wonderful adventures, of which it is
presumed the reader is most heartily tired.





CHAPTER VI.—OFF TO TASMANIA.
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ACTING in accordance with the hints relative to Tasmania given
in the last chapter, we will take leave to convey our readers to
the wharf in Sydney from which the brig, bound for Hobart Town, was
to sail. On the poop we see the passengers and their friends,
amongst whom it is not difficult to recognise the Maxwell family,
with Colonel Arnott, Henry, and Isabel. They talked together as
friends generally do when about to separate, the former of the
exceedingly pleasant days they had spent at Cook Villa, and the
latter hoping that on some future occasion they would have the
pleasure of seeing their friends again. Mrs. Maxwell ventured to
hope that she would yet see Colonel Arnott and his family at their
new home in Tasmania; to which the Colonel replied, "Certainly, my
dear madam, I will visit you with great pleasure: I will drop in
some time when you least expect me; I'll astonish you, depend on
it. Well, here's the captain coming to turn us out. Good-by, ma'am,
and a pleasant passage to you; good-by, my queen of
primroses,—what! not a single kiss before we
part?—well, can't help it. This way, Maxwell, a word with
you: I wish you success. Take care of your children; the country
you are going to is a fine country, but there are strange people in
it; only keep your eyes open, that's all; and if ever you are hard
up for blunt, Sir—excuse my bluntness—you may command
me for five hundred or a thousand: I'll take your personal security
and nominal interest. Good-by—not a word, Sir. Where are
those juvenile founders of the new Roma on the banks of the
Puddlewash in Tasmania? Good-by, my heroes; must have one of you
over here soon again to keep Fred company up at the station, for
fear you'll crack one another's skulls, leaping over the wall; take
care of yourselves."

The old gentleman stepped out upon the wharf, calling to Henry
and Isabel to be quick, as the plank was about to be removed. The
latter kissed Mrs. Maxwell and Griselda, promising and exacting a
promise to write frequently: the former shook hands with Griselda's
mother, then with Griselda herself, expressing a hope that he would
soon have the pleasure of seeing her again. To this any other young
lady having more vivacity of manner than Griselda might have
answered, "I hope so," but our heroine meekly cast her eyes
downwards and said nothing. The various actions being re-exchanged
as long as time would permit, the captain at length gave the order
to put off, and the friends were compelled to go on shore.

A light breeze blew from the southward at the moment of
departure, but before the vessel had reached the Heads it had
freshened to a smart gale. Under the sombre influence of thick dark
clouds and a fast increasing tempest, the Maxwells found themselves
once more on the bosom of the Pacific Ocean; and they saw with a
feeling of awe and alarm, their dangerous proximity to a gigantic
wall of rock, forming the South Head of the harbor of Port Jackson.
The wind was high, and dead against them. Should it suddenly change
to the eastward, as was not unlikely, their destruction on a lee
shore, and one of most terrible appearance, might speedily follow.
But the corpulent commander, a cool and polite individual, never
left his post on deck; but running his vessel well out to sea, he
suddenly put her head to the land and steered for Botany Bay, a
famous and secluded place of shelter, lying about twelve miles to
the south of Port Jackson, where, as evening closed in, she rode
quietly at anchor, completely secure from the gathering storm.

Our settlers felt grateful to the brave and worthy captain for
his promptitude in bringing them into this haven of rest, and
returned him their thanks accordingly. They surveyed with mingled
feelings the white shores of the celebrated Botany Bay, a name of
ominous notoriety, but destined to be famous throughout all future
ages in connection with that of England's greatest navigator. With
the exception of a single dwelling the shores of this bay seemed
(at that time) to be given over to silent solitude. The voice of
the wind moaning through the trees was the only sound heard around
it, broken in upon now and then by the muffled roll of the waves
upon the sandy beach; and interrupted occasionally by the bark of a
solitary watch-dog. From this desolate harbor of refuge the brig
set sail on the third day. And now with a fair wind they approached
the shores of Tasmania. The time of the adventurers while at sea
was occupied in reading works of interest, and on the part of the
ladies in needle work of the usual sort. The weather was fine, but
the wind changed repeatedly, and the voyage was much lengthened in
consequence. At night the coolness of the air, and the seeming
serenity of the sky and sea often tempted the Maxwells and their
children to remain on deck to a late hour; and though there was not
a cloud in the sky or a ripple on the water, they were surprised to
see great and sudden flashes of lightning shoot along the horizon
on all sides, and to perceive that the brig flew through the water
with great rapidity. Fourteen days having been spent in this
manner, the eastern coast of their adopted country was sighted: at
first appearing like a distant cloud, and as they approached
nearer, ripening into a gay bold shore, with forest-covered
mountains in the distance, of surpassing and bewildering beauty.
Here again the wind became adverse and blew with unpleasant
freshness, and the captain, repeating his former manoeuvre, stood
out to sea, hoping to double Cape Raoul and enter the Derwent on
the following day. His calculations were correct. At five o'clock
on the evening of a lovely autumnal day the vessel cast anchor in a
smooth and elegant piece of water immediately in front of the
capital of Tasmania.

The river Derwent near the point where this capital stands
widens abruptly into a capacious bay, singularly picturesque and
beautiful. Its quiet shores are ornamented with green and yellow
fields bearing grass or corn. Surrounded by pleasant-looking hills,
at the base of a mountain four thousand feet high, and at the head
of a peaceful and secluded bay, stands Hobart Town or Hobarton, as
we will in future take the liberty of calling it, destined perhaps
to occupy a prominent place in the future history of the Southern
Hemisphere.

The lovely and placid appearance of this infant city filled the
mind of the highly interested settlers with emotions of pride and
pleasure. The quiet hour of evening was well adapted to excite such
feelings. The great heat and withering smoke of summer had passed
away, and the influence of a mild autumn imparted a balmy coolness
to the air. No passing shadow marred the distinctness with which
the outlines of hill, tree, and cottage were apparent to the sight.
Everything connected with this village capital wore the appearance
of rural tranquillity. There was no hurrying to and fro of
countless thousands, gasping for breath—some, alas! for
bread;—no streets choked up with hundreds of heavy waggons;
jostling and crushing one another for a passage; the bay was clear,
without the interminable forest of masts which the surrounding
hills may yet look down upon. The dangers of the sea, as far as our
friends were concerned, were now thrown into some cell of memory's
mine; those of the land, whatever they might be, were in no hurry
to obtrude themselves on Maxwell's imagination: and with a smile he
pressed the hands of his wife and children, and exclaimed—"At
length—at length we are at home."

On the following morning Maxwell landed, and procured the
necessary accommodation for his family and luggage. He lost no time
in paying his respects to the king's representative, Colonel
Sorell, whom he found to be a most amiable and intelligent
gentleman. For about six weeks the settler's time was taken up with
visits to the Surveyor-General and walks in the neighborhood of
Hobarton in company with his sons. Shortly after his landing he had
made acquaintance with a Mr. Phillipson Leary, who resided in the
adjoining cottage: an Irish gentleman of considerable talent and
experience in the science of gossip. A man of sense and sound
discretion, in his own opinion was Mr. Phillipson Leary, who,
waiving all ideas of ceremony, would drop in in the evenings and
never think of taking himself away again until his own private and
peculiar time for doing so had arrived. On these occasions Maxwell,
who followed the general custom of the country, would place on the
table, or his wife for him, a decanter containing brandy, with
tumbler, sugar, and hot water, and Mr. Phillipson Leary would mix
his own grog or liquor, at which he was never known to turn up his
nose. A man of very extensive information was Mr. Phillipson Leary;
and he was just the man to prove to the satisfaction of all who
were so fortunate as to listen to him that he was a man of very
extensive information.

"Mr. Maxwell," he would say, while sipping his or his host's
brandy and water, "you're a new hand—a new chum;—you're
green, Sir, its green as the highest gum-tree on the top of Mount
Wellington, if you can find one there: you require some one who
knows something to guide your little affairs for you. Now, here am
I—Phillipson Leary—by good right and title Esquire, not
yet J.P., but expect to be gazetted soon—an old colonist, and
regular knowing stager. I know every milestone between this and
Launceston, have walked over the macadamised roads in the interior
till my feet were blistered up to the shins. I have been in this
country now going on sixteen years; I came out with
Davey—with Governor Davey, Sir—on the staff. Ah! those
times will never come again when Davey and I used to walk
arm-in-arm through the streets, and whenever we met a crowd of
little boys and girls Davey would take off his hat and make a
horrible face, on seeing which they would scamper off in all
directions, when my dear friend and companion would turn to me and
say, 'By Jove, Leary, you and I are the fellows to make them
run.'"

Here Mr. Leary, overcome probably by such sacred reminiscences,
would sigh profoundly, drain off the contents of his first tumbler,
and deliberately mix for himself another jorum.

"What would I do if I was in your place? Why I would have my
maximum grant, if the Surveyor-General was the old boy himself. I
would then, with my unlocated order in my pocket, hire or buy a
horse, and ride over the whole country till I came to a run, not
previously occupied, of course, well watered, well grassed, not too
light in timber (for you'll want firewood), and not too near a
mountain, where there may be lurking-holes and corners for
bushrangers and natives. As soon as I found a convenient spot I
would pitch my tent and build a cottage for the family before I
took them into the bush. I would then buy a few sheep and cows,
send for the wife and children, set me down under my own vine and
fig-tree, and not care one a single fig which way the bottle
went."

Maxwell was, or could be, one of your a silent men, and only
nodded in reply to Mr. Leary, who thus encouraged, would continue
in a strain like the following:—

"You see, Sir, I am one of those individuals, however few and
far between they may be, who make it their business to be
serviceable to their friends. As my highly-respected friend and
companion, Colonel Davey, used to say, 'Leary, whenever I want to
advance a man I put him under your wing—you're the boy, my
fine fellow, to make him stand on his own legs.' I could point out
hundreds, Sir, whom I have helped to make men of by my counsel and
assistance; rich men they are, too—some of them rolling in
their chariots and what not, swaggering from side to side as if
unable to bear the weight of their magisterial brains. And scarcely
one of these men would condescend to know me now if they met me in
the street. Such is life, and such is human nature. Every tub
stands best on its own bottom, but it is not every tub that will
stand on any bottom at all without the aid of a cooper. So, as I
said before, I'm just the man to put you on your legs, Sir. I can
tell you the length and breadth of everything in this beautiful
island—from how many nails it will take you to build a
pig-sty, up to the number of feet of timber requisite for a mansion
eighty feet by forty-five. I can tell you the number of settlers,
new hands and old hands and all about them, who live between St.
Patrick's Head* and Molly York's Night Cap+. In fact my friend and
companion, Davey, used to sum me up in one word—'Leary,' he
used to say, 'you're a perambulating cyclopædia, you're a valuable
man, you're the prince of trumps and the emperor of bricks.'"

[* A conspicuous peak on the eastern coast.]



[+ A prominent rock on the Western Tier, so called after Mrs.
Yorke, the wife of a settler in the immediate neighborhood, who
died lately at Hobarton in the hundredth year of her age.]






After delivering himself of a peroration like the above, Mr.
Leary would rise slowly from his chair, adjust his cravat, and
button his coat with the air of a man who thought himself too
important to be lost to the world on account of a trife, bid his
fortunate friends good-night, and retire to his own domicile, which
had been left in the care of Mrs. Leary, a lady of various polite
attainments, who, with her daughter, Miss Arabella Thomasina Leary,
mourned in secret over the wayward caprices of her gossiping
husband. His visits were too frequent, and his honied phrases too
highly colored when speaking of himself, not to excite Mrs.
Maxwell's suspicions, and she warmly expostulated with her husband
on account of the encouragement he was disposed to give his
visitor.

"My dear Elizabeth," replied Maxwell, "the man must be respected
since he has been Governor Davey's Private Secretary."

"More likely, Bernard," answered his penetrating better half,
"he was the person who brushed Governor Davey's boots."

Such was the society which, in a measure, forced itself upon the
simple and unwary settlers in the early days of our island
colonization; but these matters are better managed now. In the
meantime Maxwell, stirred up by an occasional word from his wife,
continued his visits to the Surveyor-General until he was at length
successful in procuring an unlocated order for two thousand five
hundred and sixty acres of land; being the largest grant then
obtainable by any party not under the peculiar favor of the Home
Government. The officer at the head of this important department
was a well-bred man, and he gave our settler all the information he
could conveniently respecting the selection of his estate. The
charts of the office were freely submitted to his inspection, his
numerous questions politely answered by the Surveyor-General or his
gentlemanly subordinate, and a letter of introduction to a district
surveyor residing on the banks of the South Esk was written by the
former and placed in his hand.

"I advise you, Sir," said the official, "to proceed immediately
to the residence of the gentleman to whom this letter is addressed;
there is a great deal of unoccupied land in his neighborhood. He
will be glad to give you a shake-down, and you may be able to make
a selection suitable to your views."

Maxwell thanked this gentleman, and withdrew.

His next want was a steed capable of carrying him over the
rough, unmade roads of the country, which they really were,
notwithstanding Mr. Phillipson Leary's broad assertion, and to whom
should he communicate his want but to that worthy gentleman
himself. "As I live by mixtures of beef, bread, and potatoes," said
Mr. Leary—and he should have added "brandy"—"I know of
a nag that will just do as if he had been created on purpose. He
belongs to a most particular friend of mine, who wishes to part
with him, not having any further occasion for his services. He is a
good roadster, and will beat any horse that I know in trotting. I
know his pedigree—sire Matchimnot, dam Polly Pluck. You never
saw a better beast."

"Where is he to be seen?" asked Maxwell.

"Come with me, Sir, and I will introduce you to my friend."

We will not inflict upon our readers the long-winded speech of
Mr. Leary on the merits of this non-such of a horse, while he led
Maxwell up one street and down another, until, stopping before a
low weather-boarded hut, and inquiring if Mr. Sprigg was at home,
that individual himself came forth. The ceremony of introduction
took place. Mr. Sprigg was a pale-faced man, about five feet high,
and a shock head of black hair that had not been combed for six
months. On being made acquainted with the object of the present
visit he led the way into a small and dirty yard, in one corner of
which stood a slab-hut, with the slabs three inches apart, and
roofed with two or three sheets of bark. Into this miserable hole
Mr. Sprigg invited his visitors to walk, and there they behold the
modern Bucephalus.

"He's rather high in bone just now," said Sprigg, "through the
confinement and want of work; only give 'im plenty of exercise and
it'll do your 'eart good to see 'ow 'e'll thrive—if you want
a 'oss for mettle and bottom, 'e's just the hanimal."

"Bring him out, if you please," said Maxwell.

"Aye, bring him out, Sprigg," said Mr. Leary.

Sprigg brought him out, saying—"Come out, Skinbone, my
find feller, if I only 'ad time to run you up and down town a bit,
you'd sell well; Mr. Leary, it 'ud do your eyes good for to see 'im
go—wouldn't it, Sir?"

Mr. Leary nodded.

"He has a good name," said Maxwell. "Skinbone!—I see
nothing but skin and bone, he is blind, too, of the off eye, and
his fetlocks are as big as pumpkins."

"It 'll all go off, Sir," said Sprigg, "it's all through the
want of the work. That 'oss cost me fifty pound if he cost a
shillin'. I'll let you 'ave 'im now for fifteen, as 'osses is low
and keep is 'igh. I might as well give 'im away for nothin' at
all—a 'oss like 'im, sound wind and limb, quite up to your
weight, Sir, standin' sixteen 'ands and only six off."

"Take him back," said Maxwell, "he won't suit. Mr. Leary, I wish
you good day."

"Where are you off to so fast?" said that gentleman—"stay
a bit, Mr.——I always forget his confounded
name—I'm going your way;" but Maxwell continued his rapid
pace, something over and above a regular quick march, and was soon
out of sight.

Incidents like this might occur in any country, but in a new
colony like Tasmania, with a heterogeneous population, they were
more common than pleasant. Our settler next bent his steps to a
respectable person, the keeper of livery stables in their infancy,
and made known his equine requirement. He was offered his choice of
three or four good stout hacks, and selected one at the price of
forty guineas, desiring the stable-keeper to have him fully
equipped for the journey early on the following morning. After
despatching other pressing business to his satisfaction he returned
home at a late hour, and there to his infinite surprise he found,
seated in his usual make-himself-at-home corner, Mr. Phillipson
Leary.

"Purchased a horse, Sir?" said he, when Maxwell entered; "I'm
glad to hear it. I believe I mentioned Mr.——(naming the
stable keeper) to you some time ago. I really was not aware that
Sprigg would have had his horse in such low condition. He has used
me rather unfairly, has Sprigg. I have done him many a good turn, I
have. When that man, some years ago, incurred the displeasure of my
friend and companion Davey, for some slight eccentricity of
behaviour, I took him by the hand and carried him through it as if
he had been my own brother; and Davey on that occasion paid me the
well-deserved compliment of saying, 'Leary, there is only one man
in the island whose advice I am always satisfied to take on every
pinch, and that man is yourself.'"

"What on earth shall I do with this insufferable nuisance?" said
Maxwell, aside to his wife; "I have a great mind to turn him out of
the house this moment."

"Be quiet, Bernard," advised that good lady; "don't be violent,
or you may make an enemy. Let him talk, but don't put any spirits
on the table."

The effect of this advice was soon apparent. Mr. Leary, after
various coughs and hems, gathered himself up and took his departure
long before his usual time for doing so had arrived; and our
adventurers were left to themselves, to enjoy a few quiet hours of
the most approved social intercourse.





CHAPTER
VII.—THE SETTLER'S FIRST JOURNEY INTO THE BUSH.
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THE joy of Maxwell when he found himself entitled by an order of
Government to a large landed estate may be understood by those who,
having passed through many years and stages of up-hill life, can
imagine themselves placed in a similar position. His wife shared in
his rejoicing, but did not forget to remind him that he had many
toils, perhaps dangers, to encounter and privations to endure
before he could sit down in peace, or see himself in the midst of
plenty. As for Griselda and her brothers, they were delighted at
the prospect of a country life, and talked incessantly of charming
walks through beautiful forests and gay rambles over their own
sunny hills. Indulging in such dreams of the future, perfectly
harmless in themselves and pleasant if though they might not be
fully realized, the evening passed away, and the morning came which
was to witness Maxwell's departure on his long journey. Having
bidden adieu to his wife and family, he set forth in high spirits,
commending them and himself, as he was accustomed to do on all
occasions, to the care of an all-seeing Providence.

He quitted Hobarton at a slow pace, casting many a lingering
look behind until he could see the town no more, and then boldly
moving on at a trot, straining his eyes in every direction in
search of objects worth attention. He saw none, however, except the
smiling farm-houses here and there, the distant hills clothed to
the tops with trees of light and dark green foliage, and the smooth
waters of the Derwent which flowed tranquilly along to the right of
his path. Crossing this river at Roseneath, not by a bridge but by
means of a large ferry-boat, he left it directly behind him and
emerged into the open bush, without any other guide than the track
on which he travelled. Attempts were being made to mark out the
road, and repair the worst portions, by parties of prisoners, whom
Maxwell passed while at work; the sight of their careworn features
and the sound of their chains of bondage making him start with an
involuntary shudder, and filling his mind with gloomy reflections
upon the low state of degradation to which it is possible human
nature may fall. He rode rapidly past these revolting objects, and
arriving at a town or village called by some imaginative person
Bagdad, stopped at an inn in order to refresh himself and his
horse.

After having partaken amply of a lunch which deserved the
justice done to it, our traveller walked out to pass away an hour,
thinking it as well to give his horse a little time to rest. He
bent his steps along a by-path leading towards a cottage, the
external aspect of which said a great deal in favor of the taste
and industry of its occupant. The small verandah was adorned with
thick clusters of Macquarie Harbor vine, and a little garden in
front seemed to be set apart for the cultivation of flowers only.
Around this garden there were two or three paddocks of various
sizes on which the stubble stood thick and fresh, while a couple of
neatly built stacks of wheat and hay had, in Maxwell's eyes, an
appearance of agricultural comfort such as he had seldom seen. As
he continued his walk he discovered a middle-aged man busily
digging potatoes near the pathway, who, lifting himself up as the
traveller approached, civilly touched his hat, and said—"A
fine day Sir, glory be to a God!"

"Yes," said Maxwell, "it is beautiful weather. You are living in
a productive country, judging by the size of your potatoes."

"Why, pretty fair for that, Sir," replied the farmer, "I am
thankful to say that I want for nothing. My crops are generally
good, and when they are not I take them as they come without
grumbling."

"You are quite right to do so," said Maxwell; "is this land all
your own, then?"

"Yes, Sir, five hundred acres all here, which nobody can deprive
me of, and more content am I with what I can call my own than every
ten out of twelve of the gentry who own their thousands of acres,
and who think of nothing day and night but planning and scheming
how they can get more."

"And that cottage is, I presume, where you reside?"

"Yes, Sir; maybe you'd like to walk up and take a cup of
tea?"

"No, thank you," said Maxwell, "I have just had lunch,—but
if the interior looks as well as the outside, you must be pretty
comfortable."

"Just walk up and look at it, Sir; I'm tired of work, and I'm
not the man I used to be when I handled my cutlass on board the old
Victory, and witnessed Nelson's death. Time pulls down the
strongest of us."

"I am fortunate in falling in with one of the heroes of
Trafalgar," said Maxwell.

"And a very humble one he is, Sir. To judge from your appearance
you don't know much about our country?"

"No, I have only been in it about six weeks."

"I thought as much: coming to settle or only travelling for
pleasure?"

"I am come to settle, and do as you have done—make myself
comfortable on my own estate."

"I'm glad of it; Sir," said the farmer, who seemed to be a man
of sense as well as experience in his present pacific profession.
"We want a few gentlemen like yourself to settle amongst us. It is
a fine country for the settler, the climate is healthy, the land
pretty good though there is a good deal of bad, and the chances are
that you will succeed and grow rich; but there is one thing
necessary for the success of any man in this country—I might
say in any country, but especially this."

"And what may that be? Industry, I suppose," said Maxwell.

"Why, that is necessary, certainly, and good judgment too,
towards getting on in life; but the thing I mean is sobriety. The
courage to keep away from sense-robbing and death-dealing
tap-rooms; they have been the ruin of hundreds, and they will be
the ruin of thousands."

"You are right," said Maxwell, "some of them would be indeed a
disgrace to a Pagan community, and what shall we say of them in a
civilized and Christian nation?"

By this time they had entered the cottage, and, the farmer
drawing a chair from beside the wall requested his visitor to sit
down. A well-looking woman in the prime of life rose up as they
came in; she had been knitting but stopped her work and curtsied
respectfully to the stranger.

"My wife, Sir," said the farmer, "is always busy amongst the
cows, pigs, or children." Just then a row of happy and healthy
faces appeared at a door leading into another apartment, and the
farmer continued,—"run away my children and play, shut the
door, for I am tired." And the children ran away.

The traveller's eye glanced round the room: it was furnished in
a comfortable manner, although Tasmania being then in a somewhat
uncivilized condition, many of the appliances of an English house
of a similar character were wanting. It was carefully white-washed,
and a few interesting pictures hung upon the walls. But a portrait
of a female over the mantle-shelf attracted Maxwell's attention
forcibly, and he rose from his seat and went to look at it more
closely. It was of small size but bore the stamp of a high order of
talent in the execution. The features it displayed were fair and
sweet to look upon, the rich dark hair brushed back from the high
forehead after the fashion of the latter part of the eighteenth
century, the elegantly formed nose, the delicately tinted cheeks,
and the rosy lips round which an almost divine smile played, filled
the beholder with emotions of strong interest. He was about to ask
the proprietor of the cottage who the original of this portrait
was, when the wife said somewhat hastily—

"Will not the gentleman take anything, Thomas?"

"Do let my wife make you a cup of tea, Sir," said the
farmer.

"No thank you," replied Maxwell, resuming his seat; "but I will
take a glass of milk if you have any, but if not——"

"We have plenty, Sir," said the mistress of the house, leaving
the room.

"May I ask if the young lady whom that portrait represents is or
was a relation of yours?" said Maxwell to the farmer.

The handsome but weather-beaten face of the latter became
flushed for an instant, and he replied—"No, Sir, not a
relation, but a very dear friend."

The wife re-entered the room, bearing a jug of milk, a tumbler,
and a plate of small cakes.

"How far do you intend to travel to-day, Sir? if I may make so
bold," said the farmer.

"Why, perhaps about twenty miles farther on towards Campbell
Town, at which place I intend to turn in the direction of
Fingal."

"Then you'll sleep at Spring Hill to-night, Sir."

"I hope there is nothing objectionable in that locality," said
Maxwell.

"Oh no, Sir, not that I know of; but Oatlands is the best place
to stop at, only it is rather too far for the horse. The townships
are the safest; but there is not much danger now—we are
pretty free from bushrangers at present, and the natives only give
a little trouble now and then."

"You are certainly very comfortable here," said Maxwell, with
another glance at the attractive portrait.

"I built this cottage myself, Sir," said the farmer, "with the
help of another man, but the comfort of it is all owing to my good
wife there."

"Indeed, Thomas," said the dame, "how do you think I could
manage without your help?"

Maxwell looked at his watch, it was three o'clock. He rose in
haste and bowing to the mistress of the house took his departure,
accompanied down to the road by the honest farmer.

"The next time you pass this way, Sir," said he, "don't go to
the inn yonder, but come up here; you will find a hearty welcome,
and your horse plenty of the best; and if your family—you
have a family I suppose?"

"Yes, and as soon as I get settled they will be coming up this
way."

"Then, Sir, tell them to come here and rest themselves as long
as they like; good-by, and God speed you. Remember my name, Thomas
White—I never disgraced it; and yours, Sir,
is——?"

"Bernard Maxwell; good-by." So saying he shook the kind farmer's
hand cordially, returned to the inn, called for his horse, and
resumed his journey.

Travelling onward over a hill dignified by the name of
Constitution, the settler not altogether insensible to the dangers
of the bush, entered a wide and fertile valley, the name of which
he was told by a pedestrian was the Cross Marsh, and the village at
the foot of the hill Green Ponds. He greatly admired this pretty
vale for its natural beauty, extent, and perceptible fertility. The
evening advanced apace as he commenced to ascend Spring Hill, on
the southern side of which a respectable hotel had been built,
though the inviting stone house which stands there now was not then
erected. He felt in common with most travellers a feeling of
satisfaction as the hour of rest drew nigh. At such a time an inn,
making any pretensions to respectability or comfort, is a welcome
sight. Your horse, if he be not utterly stupefied and dead to the
pleasures of the world, pricks up his ears and accelerates his
pace; the ostler runs and touches his cap while he seizes your
bridle, and the bustling landlord smiles paternally as you cross
his threshold. In the present case mine host of Spring Hill, as
soon as the traveller alighted, broke out into a torrent of words
of welcome and recognition.

"How do you do, Sir?" he exclaimed, "I am so glad to see you;
how greatly improved you are since I last had the
pleasure—was sure it was you when I saw you coming up the
hill—and how is Mrs. Thompson and the family? Glad to hear
she has had an addition. I hope she is very well, and your father,
Sir, how is the benevolent old gentleman?"

"You are under a mistake," said Maxwell smiling, "my name is not
Thompson."

"What!" said the innkeeper, with an air of utter astonishment,
"not Rowland Thompson of Glen Pickimup; do my eyes deceive me? And
yet the resemblance is most remarkable. But walk in, Sir, I beg
your pardon for the mistake."

"No offence whatever," said Maxwell, entering a well furnished
apartment.

"From Hobarton, Sir?" asked the innkeeper.

"Yes, started this morning."

"And how are our friends in that locality?"

"Pretty well, I believe, I am not aware of any particular case
of illness among them."

"From England lately, Sir?" pursued the inquisitive host.

"From Ireland."

"O, indeed! bless me, yes; exactly, exactly. And how is poor old
Ireland getting on. Mr.—— I did not catch your name,
Sir."

"No wonder—I have not mentioned it; my name is
Maxwell."

"The Maxwells of Kildare, the most sporting family on the
Carragh?"

"No, from Dublin."

"Ah, yes, exactly; I know a great many of that name in Ireland.
I'm an Irishman, too, Sir; was born close to the Giant's
Causeway—that's the reason, people say, why I have a big
soul. I love old Ireland—I wish I was back there again. But
it is not a very quiet place for a peaceable man to live in."

"Well, with the exception of a fierce display of party-spirit,
and the payment of rents with leaden bullets occasionally, I always
found it a very quiet place," said the traveller.

"Yes, certainly, exactly," said the host; "though I'm an
Irishman I'm a good British subject for all that. I'm bound to
England by the most extraordinary ties of gratitude—there is
no rebel blood in me, Sir. I have served in the British army man
and boy for forty years; and by individual merit was promoted to
the exalted rank of Sergeant-Major in the royal regiment of Flying
Bearskins, in which capacity I had the honor to be present when
Wellington gained his great victory over that prince of human
tigers, Bonaparte; and a good job it was for the world that he did
gain it."

"Yes it was," replied the guest, "and I am glad to meet with one
of England's brave soldiers in this far country. I take it as an
auspicious omen that I have become acquainted with a hero of
Trafalgar and Waterloo in Tasmania on the same day."

"A hero of Trafalgar! Who is that, Sir?"

"Mr. Thomas White, of Bagdad."

"Yes, exactly, a very respectable man."

"I would like a cup of tea, Mr.——, I have not the
pleasure of knowing your name."

"Yes—certainly—by all means—I beg your pardon;
here John—Catharine, get tea here for this gentleman
directly. My name, Sir, is Augstus Flynn—excuse me, I'll stir
them up a little."

"Try a chop, Sir," said the waiter; "we have some nice 'am, Sir,
spiced round of beef, and pork pie, Sir."

"I will try a chop and a little ham, if you please," said
Maxwell.

"Chop and 'am, Sir?—-yes, Sir," and the waiter
vanished.

The tea was laid by a buxom wench, and our hero for the nonce
(we are weary of repeating the name of Maxwell) fell to with
vigorous appetite, making Mr. Flynn's viands disappear with a
promptitude that spoke volumes for the salubrious climate of
Tasmania. His repast being concluded, he went to see his horse
bedded down, and spent the evening in reading a book he had brought
from home with him. His loquacious host did not come near him again
that night. On the following morning, remembering Colonel Arnott's
advice, he took care to lay in a good breakfast, and bidding his
host good day, started for Campbell Town.

Travelling now over rough stony tracks, now through sandy
hollows, dusty and disagreeable, our hero passed through
Oatlands—now a respectable town, but then a poor assemblage
of miserable huts. On his left he saw, stretching out at a great
distance towards the north, the picturesque western mountains,
covered with dense and dark forests. Proceeding through an
amphitheatre of hills called St. Peter's Pass, he found himself on
an extensive plain, where the luxuriant food for sheep and cattle
was burnt up to a yellow color by the hot sun of a Tasmanian
summer, succeeded by a sultry autumn. Nearly in the centre of this
plain there stood a house or large hut, built of wood, with a board
nailed up near the door on which was painted in large letters, "The
Angel Inn, by Peter Muff. Good entertainment for man and beast."
Into the house of Peter Muff Maxwell insinuated himself, having
previously given his steed into the charge of a curious nondescript
of an ostler dressed in nothing but a shirt and pair of greasy
breaches. The traveller saw no one as he entered, but he heard
voices in a room on his right, the door of which was shut. On his
thumping upon it pretty loudly with his whip handle it was opened,
and the rough head of a bloated man, with a shapeless face,
something like the color of raw beef, appeared at the opening,
which emitted a foul concoction of the fumes of stale beer, rum,
and tobacco smoke, accompanied by a torrent of oaths, curses, and
foul language too horrible even for a decent goose-quill to record.
This man was Peter Muff; and the projectors of the oaths and foul
language were harvest men, spending their hard earnings for the
exclusive benefit of that respectable individual.

"Can I have lunch?" said Maxwell.

"Lunch!" growled the raw-beef-faced innkeeper, "yes—go
into next room—'tend to you directly."

His speech was thick, and his tone rough. "Poor man," said
Maxwell to himself as he entered the room pointed out, "he is far
gone; it would be casting pearls before a pig to speak to him; and
yet I must speak to him; he has got a young girl there, his
daughter I dare say, listening to all that vile language. What an
atmosphere for a young female to breathe!"

The girl he had seen in the bar entered the room with a cloth,
which she spread on the table. Maxwell asked her if she was the
daughter of the landlord, and she replied in the affirmative. The
lunch was brought, consisting of the remains of a cold boiled leg
of mutton, half a loaf of stale bread, a piece of
suspicious-looking butter, and an atom of mouldy cheese.

"What will you please to drink, Sir?" said the girl.

"Water, pure water, if you have any."

"Yes, Sir."

The lunch finished, Maxwell rang a small bell that had been
placed on the table, and the girl appeared.

"Tell your father I'm going."

Mr. Muff presented himself. "Four shillin'," he stammered; "two
shillin' lunch, two shillin' horse. No holy, dollar, but a whole
un." *

[* The holy-dollar, as it was called, is now obsolete.
It was a silver ring, valued at three shillings and threepence, if
I recollect rightly. The portion cut out of the centre was called a
dump.]






"What do you mean?" asked the traveller.

"Only four shillin,'—split me if it ain't cheap; would
have charged six last month."

"Here is your money. That young girl is your daughter, I
believe?"

"Yes she's my darter—you'll be a teetotall'r, or preacher
I s'pect?"

"No, neither the one nor the other; what makes you think
so?"

"'Cause I hates teetotall'rs, the sight on 'em turns my stomick;
and as for preachers, I can't a-bear 'em, whenever they comes here,
they allers enquires arter my darters."

"Do they ever advise you to keep your daughters away from the
bar, where so much profane language is used?"

"Yes, they has adwised that ere, but I allers tells 'em to go
and mind their own beggarly business."

Our hero once more resumed his journey, having had quite enough
of the Angel Inn by Peter Muff. His reflections were dismal, but by
recording them here we would only swell our simple story to no
purpose. He now moved steadily on through the town of Ross, where a
gang of prisoners were employed in building a substantial bridge
across the river Macquarie, and without stopping on the way,
arrived at Campbell Town just as the sun was going down.

The beauty of the country through which he had passed since
leaving the Angel Inn, served to restore him to his wonted gaiety
of spirits. He found accommodation in a respectable hotel, and
after quenching his thirst with a few cups of tea, commenced
writing a letter to his wife, thinking it prudent not to neglect an
opportunity of sending one by post, which might not soon occur
again. He described the scenery of the country, related his
adventures at Bagdad, Spring Hill, and the Angel Inn; and concluded
by giving Mrs. Maxwell some advice with respect to the journey
which he supposed she would soon have to undertake, telling her not
to forget calling on Mrs. White, not to be afraid of any
respectable house, such as the one at Spring Hill, and to avoid, if
possible, entering the Angel Inn, even as if the sign-board
conveyed the information that it was the residence of the Evil
Spirit.

In the morning, having received directions from a civil
landlord, he turned off to the right, towards the upper valley of
the South Esk. A genial shower of rain had fallen during the night,
which had the effect of clearing and cooling the atmosphere, and
boldly and beautifully the distant, lofty crags of Ben Lomond
appeared towering against the bright blue sky. The philosophic mind
of the traveller was charmed with this prospect which reminded him
greatly of the mountains in Wicklow, though the absence of the
emerald hues of his native fields deprived the scene of half its
beauty. Still it appeared a land of promise, smiling like a fair
and rich garden. The hills on either side were covered with trees,
whose dark foliage lay upon them like a sombre mantle. The level
tracts displayed a thick coating of grass, dotted with hundreds of
sheep and scores of cattle, and likewise ornamented with countless
gum-trees, and wattles or acacias of various species and sizes.
Here and there a belt of dense honeysuckles impeded the view of the
distant plains, and the road occasionally led him over banks of
deep sand on which tall ferns grew luxuriantly. At length, as it
seemed, to compensate the expectant settler for his fatigues and
troubles, the river—the giant river of his dreams, but now
dwindled to a dwarf, though by no means a contemptible
one—appeared, peacefully flowing between the wooded hills. It
was, however, no less welcome than if it realised the splendid
picture its name had presented to his imagination. He was on the
banks of the South Esk; that fact was enough. He alighted from his
saddle, led his horse down the steep bank, and both drank deeply of
the cool and excellent water.

Had Maxwell been a poet he would then and there have fished out
his pocket-book and pencil, and indited an ode or sonnet, or some
other effusion under one of the many phases of poetical
nomenclature, in honor of the welcome river; but as his talents did
not lie in that direction, he merely sat down on the bank, and
allowing his hungry horse to crop the herbage which thickly
carpeted the river's bank, fell into a reverie of melancholy
thoughts. Did he think of the pleasant landscapes which had a
thousand times surfeited his eager eyes in the fair and far land of
his birth? or of the friends who would gladly have flown to comfort
him if they could see him thus weary and alone? Or did he picture
to himself a home of happiness, love, and plenty, perhaps on the
banks of this dark Tasmanian stream, where no more the curse of
cankering dare or the bitterness of blighted hopes might cross his
path? If he did it was but a vain dream. It is doubtless the
unfortunate lot to which man was born to meet with cankering care,
and perhaps to pursue the shadows and realities of life with a
withered heart, even though he attain the highest pinnacle of human
ambition.

After allowing an hour to slip by, Maxwell resumed his journey.
A pleasant ride of about twelve miles, during which his attention
was principally directed to the grand mountain scenery on the
opposite side of the river, brought him to the small village of
Avoca, comprising in those days a solitary inn and a curious knot
of little buildings in which were included a watch-house, a
police-office, and the quarters of a military guard. This village
is situated in a beautiful pastoral district, at the junction of
two rivers, the South Esk and the St. Paul's. Here Maxwell thought
proper to rest his weary steed, and, by making a few enquiries, add
something to his slender stock of information. He entered the inn,
not unlike other inns of the period, a weather-boarded cottage with
one room in the front set apart for genteel travellers, another
occupied by the family, and a skilling at the back which answered
the purposes of bar and taproom. The traveller called for some
refreshment, which was supplied by the landlady—there did not
appear to be any landlord—and requested to be informed if
that bustling dame, a good-looking, fat, middle-aged woman, was
acquainted with a Mr. Johnson Juniper, district surveyor, residing
in those parts.

"Of course," said the landlady, whose name was Mrs.
Trapfarthing, and whose dialect smacked strangely of cunning
Yorkshire, "I know Mr. Juniper; everybody this side of Cammeltoon
knows Mr. Juniper, and a very good sober-loike gentleman he is,
too. Be you going up to him, sir?"

"Yes, I am going to see him; do you think I can reach his place
to-night?"

"That depends," said the landlady, "upon yourself, whether or no
you be clever enough to find it, Sir; it's a sore puzzle sometimes
to some folk. It is nine or ten good mile away from here, some folk
says more, and that by no means the best of good roads neither. If
John Trapfarthing was alive, honest man, he would no doubt attend
you as far as the first turn or the loike, but I'll tell Jems, if
you're bent on going the track to-night, to put you on the shortest
way."

"Thank you, I shall be much obliged to you," said Maxwell.

He soon started in company with "Jems," an urchin about nine
years old, and proceeded in an easterly direction along a level
track bounded on both sides by dark frowning chains of high hills
so thickly covered with forest that a few isolated patches of bare
rock could only be seen here and there. On his right lay a peculiar
hill called St. Paul's Dome, of considerable extent and elevation,
flanked by other large hills, though not equally conspicuous; and
on the left the South Esk flowed silently, its opposite bank
consisting of tiers of rock and forest, to all appearance
inaccessible to the footsteps of men.* His guide told him that Mr.
Juniper's farm lay amongst those hills on the other side of the
river. The idea of a road over them struck him with dread. Indeed
the roads of the colony were then in a state of nature's own
disposing, and many of them are so still. The slow hand of man had
scarcely begun to disturb the primitive excellence of the public
ways. In winter many an astonished settler observed with dismay
that on ground upon which he himself could walk without
inconvenience, his horse and his bullocks would sink and flounder
up to their bellies in tenacious mud, while his loaded waggon, if
he had one, was gradually disappearing into regions unknown. His
case was much the same if he attempted to cross a marsh or lagoon.
In summer, however, things were not generally so bad. Then, indeed,
the poor toiling animals are frequently half-choked with dust,
dying of thirst, and ready to drop with heat and fatigue. Coming to
a stony hill the wanderer in search of a home in the wilderness may
follow with anxious eyes his lumbering dray containing, his little
all in bedding, chairs, tables, kettles, and frying-pans: his wife
and children are seated on the top, but these, unless he wants them
killed, he will peremptorily order to come down. Fearfully the
wheels crash from rock to rock as the panting team reach the top
where there is a dangerous sideling. Here the driver must be
careful; but it may happen that in spite of all his care the pole
bullocks swerve and the dray suddenly reels over, dragging the
terrified cattle down into the abyss, dashing the tables, pots, and
kettles into fragments; and continuing its course with the gravity
of a snowball, but with more noise than a Chinese band, to the
lowest depth of the gully.

[* Those who have enjoyed the hospitality of Simeon
Lord, Esq., will not readily forget the rugged scenery around his
romantic residence.]






His brain was busy with reflections like these when his guide
paused—"Well, my lad," said he, "what road am I to take?"

"The one yer on sure," said the boy with a half grin.

"Yes, but when it divides into two?"

"Left hand," replied the urchin; "down fornint the river, crass
Black Sail's Mash, over the foord, then crass Tinpot Mash be a hape
o' stones in haner of ould Tom Kelly that was kilt be the blacks,
over Skittle-ball Hill an' down into Murderers' Gully, where Nat
Flanagan's brains was knocked out be the wheel of his bullock dray;
an' where if you meet any one enquire for the next turn."

"Why you impudent young scamp," said Maxwell, wrathfully, "you
are making a fool of me all this time."

"No I ain't, Sir; I'm telling you true. If you take the right
hand turn you'll get down to the say, or maybe get lost on St.
Paul's Tiers; but everybody doesn't know Murderers' Gully or Black
Sall's Mash."

"Go home, Sir," said Maxwell, "with your mash and your gully and
your Skittle-ball Hill; if I find out you have been telling me lies
I'll make you repent it. Be off with you this instant; I shall find
out the truth when I see Mr. Juniper."

The astounded youth who expected at least a shilling for his
trouble returned home in a sulky mood, repeating to himself as he
went—"Make a fool of you, is it? that's done already; there
was one great blunderin' fool come into the world the day you was
born."

Maxwell proceeded on his way with a heavy heart. He was not
disposed to return to Avoca, and was fearful lest he might lose the
track to Juniper's house and be compelled to pass the night in the
wild forest. For a considerable distance the road was distinct
enough, but soon he came to a large level grassy tract where it
became obscure. Here he turned towards the river hoping to find the
ford and reach his destined resting place before night. The sun had
disappeared behind the distant mountains, and he knew that the
short twilight would scarcely last him an hour. The track which he
still endeavored to follow had become more indistinct, until at
length to his dismay he lost it altogether; and tortured by anxiety
he pushed his way through the thick belts of young acacias and
other adjuncts of the primeval wood and sought the river's
bank.

Still buoyed up by hope, he followed the river upward as long as
daylight lasted, and even when he could not see it in the dark he
followed it by the gurgling sound of the flowing water; but no ford
could he find. The darkness increased, and still he wandered on
through the tangled scrub, away from the river, amongst the huge
gum and peppermint trees, which, both alive and dead, stood, having
breasted the storms of ages, and holding their arms like gigantic
skeletons high in the air. Far away into the depths of an unknown
forest, which had scarcely yet heard the sound of the pioneer's
axe, surrounded on all aides by an awful solitude, the forlorn
traveller kept on his way. His mind became full of the most gloomy
apprehensions; strange birds, startled by the appearance of such an
unusual visitor, swept through the thick foliage, and filled the
air with unearthly screams; strange beasts, whose nature it was to
shun the light of day, stalked amongst the underwood on their
nightly prowl, but seeing the unwelcome apparition, fled away in
terror. The wood became thicker and darker. The twigs of the
stunted bushes that grew thickly amongst the great trees were now
more closely intermixed, so as nearly to terminate the farther
progress of the traveller. Checking his weary horse, he descended
from his saddle, threw the bridle reins on the ground, seated
himself on a fallen tree, and burying his face in his hands,
resigned himself to the pangs of temporary despair.





CHAPTER VIII.—A
NIGHT IN A TASMANIAN WOOD.



Table of Contents



OVERCOME by the painful sense of his situation, Maxwell sat for
some time without making the slightest movement. The branches of
the trees shook above his head as the wind now and again in gentle
gusts stirred the dry leaves, but he heeded nothing, so absorbed
was he in his dismal thoughts. At length, arousing himself, he
stood up, threw his hands above his head, and exclaimed in accents
of wild terror, "Good Heavens! am I to perish here in this
wilderness, far away from home and kindred? O my dear wife! my
sweet children! would that I were near you once more! What demon of
destruction has brought me to this place?"

Sitting down again on the log, his thoughts gradually became
more calm. He reflected that even if compelled to stay all night in
the forest, his situation was not so very bad. It did not rain, and
he was neither hungry nor thirsty. The cold of the night was not
disagreeable after the heat of the day. He did not feel very tired
in body; but the agony of his mind was far greater than it would
have been if he possessed a little knowledge of the country. The
consciousness of his utter ignorance of the locality in which he
found himself—of the direction in which he ought to
proceed—of the mysteries of the dark woods, before, behind,
and on either side of him—embittered his thoughts and almost
deprived him of reason.

He started up and seized his horse's bridle, saying to himself,
"I will try at all risks to find my way out of this." Suiting the
action to the word, he endeavored to retrace his steps, leading his
horse over the logs and sticks, over which he had many a painful
scramble. But notwithstanding all his distresses, after he had
groped his way for some time, it was some consolation to him to
discover that he was slowly emerging from the thickest part of the
forest. He felt, too, beneath his feet, the grass lying thicker and
softer, for hitherto and for a long time he had trodden upon
nothing but dry sticks and gravel. Again he sat down on a fallen
tree to rest and to reflect. The exertion he had gone through he
found to be of great service to his mind; and he had some thoughts
of lying down on the grass and resigning himself to his fate until
the welcome daylight should appear. But again the powerful workings
of a sleepless and energetic mind disturbed him, and up he rose
once more to renewed exertion and active thought. His mental
desperation had gradually cooled down. He whispered to himself
frequently the single word "patience," in the hope that as that
virtue coupled with perseverance is said to conquer all things, it
might lead him to some haven of rest. And his hope was not a vain
one. Afar off in the gloomy recesses of the black wilderness he was
astonished and delighted to behold a glimmering light, swelling, as
he gazed, into the glare of a newly fed fire.

His joy at this sight was somewhat damped when the thought
struck him that the fire might possibly have been kindled by
hostile natives or armed outlaws, said to be determined enemies to
all well-disposed and respectable people. Under the circumstances
of the case it was necessary to approach with great caution, lest
if suddenly alarmed, the watchers, whoever they might be, might on
the first surprise make use of some deadly weapon with fatal
effect. Maxwell slowly and quietly came near enough to distinguish
a solitary human being seated in front of the blazing fire, and
gazing steadily on the rising flame. His face was wild and haggard,
and would have appeared pale but for the yellow hue diffused over
it by the glow of the fire. His dress consisted of a small dirty
straw hat, moleskin jacket with velveteen sleeves, and trousers to
correspond, not differing in those particulars from the working men
of the period. His hair was long and black, and hung in clusters
around his thin face, part of which was concealed by a rough beard.
Fearful of disturbing this strange being, Maxwell approached near
enough to survey him distinctly, and then paused. Half an hour
passed in this survey: the one afraid to open his lips or move a
step, the other totally unconscious that he was the object of such
close scrutiny. But what Maxwell was half afraid to do his horse
did for him by snorting suddenly with a loud noise. Quick as the
thought that directed the movement, the solitary watcher started to
his feet, snatching a double-barrelled gun from the ground beside
him and pointing it in the direction of the unexpected noise, said
aloud, "Who comes there?—friend or foe! Stand, or you are a
dead man?"

"A friend," replied Maxwell, rather alarmed by the quick
movements and warlike determination of the man—"a friend, a
lost traveller."

"If you are a friend, stand still till I look at you;" saying
which the stranger took from the fire a piece of blazing bark, and
placing his gun in such a position that he could use it in any
direction at a moment's notice, advanced towards our hero. A
reckless ferocity sat upon his features, called up doubtless by the
fancied danger of the moment. His eyes, starting almost from their
sockets, glared fearfully in the light of the torch he carried, and
Maxwell could now perceive that he was heavily armed, in addition
to his gun, with two pairs of pistols secured in a belt ready for
instant use. The apparition of this outlaw, for such he was, had a
terrifying effect on the harrassed mind of the traveller. His tall
figure, his yellow waisted visage, gaunt like that of a famished
wretch, the solemnity of the hours and the awful solitude of that
dreary forest, all combined to make the heart of the benighted
settler beat quickly, though it would have been the greatest
injustice in the world to call him a coward.

"What brings you here?" said the outlaw, thrusting his torch
within a few inches of Maxwell's face. "Who are you? where do you
come from? where are you going to? Answer quickly."

"I am a traveller," replied Maxwell. "I have lost my way. I came
from Hobarton, and I seek a Mr. Johnson Juniper, residing in this
neighborhood."

"A traveller, are you? On what business do you travel?"

"On private business of my own."

"Private business of your own," said the outlaw slowly, and with
a diabolical sneer; "you won't condescend to tell me what it is,
then? But I can see—I can read you, man: you are a spy, you
are a cat's-paw of the infernal tyrants who drove me to madness,
and would now, if they could, wallow in my blood."

As the unfortunate man spoke he scowled terribly. He was perhaps
glad of the opportunity to work himself up into a rage against his
fellow men. He turned the muzzle of his gun, already upon full
cock, close upon Maxwell's breast.

"I am no spy," said the latter, "neither am I a cat's-paw of
tyrants; I am a stranger and alone; I have been scarcely two months
in this island; if you do not believe me, fire—but beware how
you shed innocent blood. As to my business, it is nothing to you,
so long as you know that it does not concern you in the least."

"And if I believe you," said the outlaw, who seemed, though
ferocious, to be an intelligent if not a well-educated man, "if I
do believe you and take you upon trust, what may be the
consequence? There is such a thing as treachery in the world; there
are such things as cats in the world, with velvet feet and sharp
claws; there are such things as snakes in the world—snakes,
too, that do not crawl upon their bellies, but walk on two legs,
and watch and scheme while honest men sleep;—are you
armed?"

"No."

"Let me convince myself. What have you here?"

"Stand back," said Maxwell; "if you believe not my words you
shall not touch my person. Man or fiend! if you thirst for my
blood, shed it while your own is hot, and ask God's pardon when it
cools."

"Do you value your life so lightly, then?" said the outlaw with
a savage grin, bringing his gun, which he had withdrawn for a
moment, again to bear on the traveller's breast. "Are you not aware
into whose hands you have fallen—are you weary of your
existence?"

"Partly so," was the reply, "and yet I could wish to live a
little longer for the sake of those I love."

"Who are they?"

"Wife and children. Are you a stranger to such ties?"

"I am, and have been long; don't pester me with your wife and
children; and since you will not let me search you, you must search
yourself; empty your pockets here on the grass, and turn them
inside out; open your breast and let me see that you have no
concealed weapon."

"By what right do you command me thus?" said Maxwell.

"By the right of an armed and desperate man," thundered the
ruffian savagely; "trifle with me no longer, or I will dig your
grave where you stand, and burn your body to ashes before daylight
comes."

Seeing that escape from the hands of this ruthless savage was
impossible, Maxwell quietly submitted and did as he was ordered. He
opened his coat and assisted in searching himself with a grace
similar to that which he might display at his own funeral. Emptying
his pockets and spreading the contents out on the grass, he turned
them inside out as directed by his imperious dictator. Satisfied
apparently with his examination the outlaw turned the articles
over, having kindled a few more pieces of bark to give him
light.

"A handkerchief," said he, speaking as if to himself, "gloves,
pocket book, any bank notes in it? You have a valise I see; got a
clean shirt to give away, as mine is a little the worse for wear? A
silver watch and guard—why don't you carry a gold watch, it's
more respectable? A book, what's this about? Dryden's
Virgil, that shan't trouble me much: a knife, that's lucky,
I want a knife: a purse, and pretty well filled too; how much money
have you here, neighbour?"

"Between six and seven pounds," answered Maxwell.

"Very good," said the outlaw, tossing up the purse and catching
it again; "supposing I treat you well, you'll give me this, won't
you? I never rob people except on a pinch, but I'm not above
accepting a present now and then."

"I'll give it to you freely provided you will guide me to Mr.
Johnson Juniper's house," said the traveller.

"And what if I won't guide you to Mr. Johnson Juniper's
house?"

"Then you'll keep the purse I should say by force of
circumstances."

"Well come, I'll trust you, but I'll watch you; you'll want some
tea, I have some left in the kettle still, and here is a mouthful
of damper; sit down, warm and refresh yourself; take the bit out of
your horse's mouth and let him fill his belly; we must be stirring
before the sun gets up."

"Where do you propose going to?" asked the traveller.

"Well, now I think you really are what you pretend to be; a
cunning trap or spy would never have asked me that question. Come,
here are the provisions; you don't take me for a fool, do you? Is
it likely I would tell you or anybody where I intend going?"

"I only wanted to know for my own sake," said Maxwell. "I do not
wish to proceed farther into this wilderness. As to your movements,
they are a matter of perfect indifference to me, so long as you are
not bent on murder or other violence."

The outlaw laughed strangely. "Bent on murder or other
violence!" he exclaimed. "What have you to do with murder, if you
are neither the perpetrator nor the victim?"

"As a faithful and peaceable subject of the king's I would feel
bound to prevent one being committed, if any previous knowledge of
the matter enabled me to do so; otherwise I am not solicitous of
being made acquainted with your movements."

"Suppose, now, I was going to rob Mr. Johnson Juniper, your
friend and my enemy, you'll come with me and help to carry the
swag, wouldn't you?"

"No, most decidedly."

"What! not if you heard the click of a pistol in your ear?"

"I tell you no, not for twenty pistols; I am not afraid to
die."

"Well, it's no matter," said the bushranger, "I am not going to
put you to the proof at present; some other time perhaps I may find
out what stuff you are made of—we may meet again."

"Heaven in mercy forbid," said Maxwell, boldly hazarding the
joke, "unless it is to help me out of a dilemma like this. What,
may I ask, has brought you to this state of desperation?"

"Why, nothing," replied the outlaw, "but tyranny, cool
unrelenting tyranny. I came to this country after having
transgressed the laws of England, my native land. With strong
resolutions of reform and amendment, I had determined to serve the
Government faithfully, and win back my freedom, now doubly dear to
me since I had lost it; but my hard fate pursued me as if it had
been determined that the first false step should be the forerunner
of a still greater fall. In an evil hour I became the servant of a
settler near Hobarton. He was an old pensioner, a drunkard and a
tyrant, who had learned dissipation and brutality in the bravest
army in Europe, the English. He spurned and trampled on me, and his
joy was great whenever an opportunity occurred of getting me
punished. It was in vain that I tried to conquer my feelings of
indignation; my mind preyed upon itself, and became like a fiery
furnace. I abhorred the sight of my cruel master, for he added
sneering insolence to cruelty. I became careless and neglectful.
For not having wood ready to kindle a fire one morning early, he
sent me into the town with a letter—more fool I to take
it—and I was immediately tied up to the triangles and flogged
like a dog. I returned boiling with fury—my hateful
persecutor came up to me. 'Well, my poor fellow,' said he, with his
usual sneer, 'did they tickle you, my poor boy? you'll have wood
chopped another time when I want my breakfast—least ways if
you don't'—he said no more, for I sprang upon him like a
tiger and levelled him with the ground; I spat upon him and danced
on his prostrate body. He screamed for mercy, though it was a
stranger to his own breast. I was wild, blind, and deaf with
passion, and continued kicking my fallen enemy; but at last his
wife came running to his assistance, and pushed me away shrieking
for help. I fled into the bush, but being what they call a
greenhorn was soon taken, tried for the double offence of
assaulting my master and absconding, and received a fearful
corporal punishment and a sentence to five years in chains, to be
spent at a penal settlement called Macquarie Harbor, of all places
this side of Hell the most dreadful."
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