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The following narrative, which has come into the possession of
the proprietors of the Evening News, will, though a record of
actual experience, be found to contain episodes that have never
been surpassed in any novel. It shows the career of one who,
arriving in this part of the world as a convict, gradually, and not
without some temporary slips backward, worked his way to a position
of competence and respectability, finally arriving at a point
sufficiently assured for him to be able to reveal his past without
fear of anyone making it a reproach to him. His record incidentally
shows, set forth as nearly as possible in his own words, a state of
society that has now passed away almost as completely as the dark
ages. Touching England one reads in our hero's recollections of the
Midlands almost as savage as when John Wesley preached through
them—a region of bull-baiting, dog-fighting, and sports even
more barbarous still. Journeying with the writer to the southern
half of the globe, there is revealed in sober matter of fact the
horrors of Van Dieman's Land as vividly as the late Marcus Clarke
dealt with them in fiction. Turning to the continent the details of
"Robbery under Arms" find confirmation in reminiscences of such
celebrated bushrangers as Gardiner and the Clarkes; and there is,
too, a picture of diggers, lucky and unlucky, their triumphs, and
their disappointments and reverses, which has not yet been equalled
in popular literature. The wild days of the fifties are traced from
the breaking out of the Turon goldfield to the finding of the 200
ounce nugget at New Chum Hill, and thence right down to the present
times of half-exhausted fields and veterans, who could once come
down to Sydney on sprees of almost fabulous proportions, working
for wages on the scenes of their former glories. Taking up these
pages one can again see the gold escort start in the days when gold
escorting was a service of real danger; one can hear the ever fresh
tale of the masked desperado waiting for the old lumbering coach at
the lonely turn of the road; and above all it can be seen that even
the "old hands" had much in them of good sturdy stuff, and were
often more the victims of circumstances and of harsh laws than
possessed by any inherent wickedness. In presenting the narrative
an attempt has been made to preserve a plan by which the various
phases in the life of a man of the old times will be kept distinct,
and in intelligible sequence. Now to our story: The history of
William Derricourt, or Day, once of Darliston, England, now of
Sofala, New South Wales.
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CHAPTER I.—EARLY DAYS.



Table of Contents



I was born on June 5, 1819, at a house between the Maypole and
the Pack Horse Inns, in King's Norton, Worcestershire, England. I
was one of a family of four brothers and two sisters. In due course
of time I was sent to school, where, if I did not shine at my
books, I certainly showed the same turn for mischief and adventure
which distinguished my future life, though I can truly say that
even in those early days I had a good heart, and was ready to stand
up for the weak and oppressed.

The first adventure that I can remember had not anything much to
do with those amiable traits. On the occasion to which I refer I
had been crowned with the "dunce's cap," the mark of disgrace at
the "dame's school" I attended, and had been locked into an empty
room, doomed to remain there until the dismissal of the school. I
looked about—as I had to do many times afterward—for
the means of escape from what I considered undeserved tyranny.
Seeing no way out but the chimney, I at once made up my mind to try
that. Being of rather stout build for my age I only succeeded in
climbing up the flue after much straining and squeezing. When I got
to the top of the flue my troubles were not over, as I found the
exit was narrowed by the usual chimney-pot, on the presence of
which I might have counted. Nothing daunted I forced my head and
arm through, but there stuck. In my struggles I unshipped the
obstacle, and toppled over with it crash into a bed of onions which
were the particular hobby of my good schoolmistress.

This incident had an importance little thought of at the time.
Fifty years afterward, however, it was remembered and helped to
identify me when, after all my wanderings, I returned home to
become party to a Chancery suit. My other youthful adventures, as
fights, etc., I will pass over as not so closely foreshadowing my
future career, and will turn to a most important event—my
apprenticeship.

I was apprenticed early to one Toby Duffell, a gun lock filer,
and also a publican, living on the Leas, near the Ranters' Chapel,
in Darliston. Here my teaching was so varied that my attention to
my proper work was much hindered. My master was an inveterate
fancier and breeder of bulldogs and game cocks. Bull-baiting on
Monday and cock-fighting on Tuesday was the order of the week.
Young as I was, having to stand on a box at the vice while using
the file, these sports had a great attraction for me. I lost no
opportunity of making myself acquainted with some of my master's
dog-breaking tricks. The old story is true that, to prove the
tenacity and courage of a bull slut, first one front paw and then
the other would be lopped off, and after each operation the
unfortunate beast would be tried to see whether it would face the
charge of a bull. This barbarity was practised on beasts
incapacitated from active service by loss of teeth. If they stood
the test they were nursed and tended so as to be fit for breeding
purposes. The most promising of a litter of pups had more care than
their owner's children. As the pups grew up they were confined in a
darkened place and were not allowed to see anyone but my master or
myself, or be handled by any other person. So keen was Duffell
about dog-fighting, that before a match I have seen him run his
tongue all over his opponent's animal to make sure that no bitter
aloes, or other drug, had been applied to prevent his dog seizing
and holding.

Brought up in this school, and having it always dinned into me
that the man who keeps a fighting dog must be a fighting man, it is
very little wonder that I got some of the nature of those around
me—men and dogs alike. Having shown some fighting qualities,
I was frequently backed and forced to take part in what in
Darliston was called "French and English."

For French and English two boys were matched to "fight to a
finish" in this style: Each boy was perched on the shoulders of a
man who held his (the boy's) legs tightly, leaving his arms free.
In this position the two boys met in a real ding-dong, hammer and
tongs sort of fashion. The boys were unable to get away, being kept
up to it by their bearers, and after battering and bruising each
other for a time one would have to cry for quarter.

From my many successful engagements in this style I was a great
favorite among the fighting people, and was soon fitted to look on
at something worse. In a close room where, for the sake of
security, pokers and tongs were chained to the grate, a number of
rats, bought for the purpose from the rat-catcher, were turned
loose, and men with their hands tied behind their backs undertook
to worry the beastly creatures, using, of course, only their teeth,
as dogs might have done. The men competed for a money prize, or for
the honor and glory as to who should kill the greatest number.

A curious Darliston custom to try the pluck of boys was observed
at intervals of about six months. About thirty of the toughest
youths of Darliston were picked out and matched against a like
number of youths from Wilnon, which was a town about a mile
distant, the canal from Birmingham to Walsall separating the two
places. On the bridge crossing the canal and leading to a field
known as The Leisures the parties met, and under the leadership of
several captains and officers, endeavored, using no weapons but
hands and feet, arms and legs, to force one another back. This was
never accomplished without the loss of much blood and skin, and had
sometimes resulted in fatal injuries. Boys were bruised and
stunned, or fell, or were thrown, over the bridge into the canal,
escaping as best they could. Drownings had been known. After the
scrimmage the wounded were wheeled to their homes on barrows. On
the left-hand side of the road, between Wilnon and the Canal Bridge
stood a building known as the Red Barn. A murder had been committed
in it, and it was generally supposed to be haunted. A young man
from Wilnon, who used to come courting my master's servant, was so
afraid of passing this barn after dark that he hit upon the strange
notion of always pushing before him, when he started out late, a
wheelbarrow with a creaking wheel that could be heard half a mile
off. This he seemed to think would frighten the ghost. He was never
meddled with anyhow, and brought his courting to a happy end.





CHAPTER II.—A RUNAWAY
APPRENTICE.
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So far my apprenticeship had gone on to my master's
satisfaction. But one day my mistress gave me the remains of a pot
of beef broth to give to the dogs. I set this down, without seeing
that there was in it a piece of hard shin-bone. One of my master's
best dogs seized this bit of bone, and was quietly gnawing it in a
corner when its owner unfortunately came in, and fearing his pet's
teeth would be destroyed, turned his fury upon me, and so beat me
that I at once bolted, and, for the time, cut his acquaintance and
lock-filing. Having made my escape I wandered along The Leisures
until I was lucky enough to obtain employment at half-a-crown a
week on the fly-boat running to Worcester. My business was to take
the shift either day or night in driving the towing horses. After
some time I learned to steer the boat, and gave up the whip to
another hand. In passing the locks it was my place to assist in
opening and shutting the lock gates, and, as I was deficient in
strength for this purpose, my employer bestowed on me heavier
curses, and still heavier blows. So fearfully was I beaten that I
determined to take French leave of this fresh-water sailing.
Learning from a lad on the boat that, in a tunnel through which we
had to pass for a distance of two miles, there was a sort of
landing place, I made up my mind to jump off the boat I was
steering, unseen by the man who was "legging" her through the
tunnel.

This I succeeded in doing, and at once made off, guiding myself
through the slime and ooze by groping with my hands against the
damp and dripping wall. After what seemed to me hours of crawling
along I came to a flight of steps, up which I proceeded for some
time. I at last saw a light ahead, but on reaching it found the
stairway blocked by a heavy iron grating, which was locked. I
shouted and screeched the remainder of the afternoon, till,
completely worn out by cold, hunger, and fatigue, I fell into a
deep sleep, and never stirred till morning. Feeling then somewhat
refreshed by my long rest I began shouting again, endeavoring to
draw the attention of some chance passer-by or inmate of the place,
which I afterward found to be one of the underground entrances to
Dudley Castle. At length a woman belonging to the Castle passed by
my prison bars on her way to find her cows, and, hearing my clamor,
brought the blacksmith, who, after calling a constable, cut the
lock from the grating, and so far released me. But this was merely
out of the frying-pan into the fire; for on being questioned, and
having no trustworthy account to give of myself, I was marched off
to the lock-up, and, upon inquiry being made, I was discovered to
be a runaway apprentice from Darliston, and forthwith handed over
to my former employer of bulldog-keeping fame. After being taken to
him at Darliston I was removed to Bilston, tried for my desertion,
and sentenced to one month in Stafford Gaol, with a flogging at the
beginning and end of the term. After my last flogging and
discharge, I was so overcome with the fear of further punishment
that I hastened back to the place of my apprenticeship, passing
through Pancridge and Wolverhampton.

I arrived in Bilston at the height of the fearful outbreak of
cholera.* So severe was the disease in Bilston that nearly every
third house had the window-shutters closed, showing that there had
been a death there; while in all directions "dead carts" were
hurrying with their ghastly contents to common pits and trenches.
While passing down a street in Bilston I met an old man with a roll
of street ballads in his hand, who was bellowing out lustily the
following rhyme suitable for the occasion:—

The best advice as I can give

Is moderation; let us live,

And we shall have no cause to grive

For Mr. Cholera Morbus.

In the midst of the chorus, "For Mr. Cholera Morbus," he dropped
down dead at my feet, while I seized on a batch of his ballads and
made off. Returning shortly afterward, I saw him picked up and
borne off by the dead cart.

[* Cholera, it will be remembered,
first appeared in Great Britain in 1831, and raged till 1832. It
was not, however, so fatal as it was on the Continent. In Paris
18,000 persons died between March and August, 1832.]
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On my way over to Darliston, a little before crossing a bridge
over the canal below The Leisures, I saw an immense crowd gathered
near the toll-bar, and, forcing my way through the people, I found
myself alongside a man who held in his hand one end of a halter,
the other end of which was attached to a woman's waist. The man,
spying me, offered me a penny to hold the halter. He then offered
me another penny to keep hold while he filled his pipe, which he
did with the utmost composure, I, meanwhile, walking along leading
the woman who offered not the slightest resistance, though
surrounded by an immense rough crowd. We thus walked until we
reached the Market Place in Bilston, where my charge was taken from
me, and, then and there, put up for public sale. She was knocked
down to a bidder of five shillings. I have thus seen a man sell his
wife, apparently with her full consent, and I myself received two
pence for my share in the transaction. This took place, it must be
remembered too, where people were being swept off by cholera by
tens, dozens, and scores.

When near Darliston I was met by my old master's son Sam, who,
seeing the cruel state of my back, took me to his mother, who
killed a fat goose, dressed my sores with the goose grease, and
behaved with a kindness that I can never forget. We ate the goose
next day. After my recovery I remained some time longer at my
master's, until he, having had enough of fighting dogs and cocks,
removed from Darliston to Birmingham, entirely breaking up his
business as a gunsmith.

I was then turned over with my indentures to one Tom Butler,
also a gunsmith and publican. With him I had to work quite as hard
outside my trade as I had to do with my former employer. This
Butler kept what was called the "bull stake," in the very centre of
the town. Mondays were devoted to bull-baiting, Tuesdays to
dog-fighting, and the cocks had their outing on Wednesday. The bull
was entirely in my charge, to feed, water, and groom as carefully
as I might have done a racehorse. So accustomed had he got to me
that, on exhibition days, I would mount him, ride him into the
ring, chain him up, and, during his bout with the dogs, stand by
him, patting him and otherwise encouraging him. Sometimes he would
fling dogs clear out of the ring through windows or over low roofs.
Sometimes he would be attacked by two dogs at once, and, upon being
hard pressed, would make a desperate plunge and rush, snapping his
chain from the stake, and going straight for his stable with me at
his heels. On his way he would scatter everything before him,
stalls, tables, baskets, and apple carts, seriously damaging the
owners, many of whom, being from Birmingham, were not so well up to
the ways of bulls as the Darliston folk. When the bull was once in
his stable I had to wash him, dress his wounds, groom him, and feed
him up to make him get strength for the next baiting.

At this time Darliston, although a big and important town, had
neither magistrate nor courthouse. An infirm old man acted as the
constable, watchman, and beadle. If he wanted to take anyone up, he
had merely to go to the culprit, and say "Come." Strange enough,
the men thus apprehended nearly always did as bidden, and were then
walked off to Bilston, one mile distant, where there was a
magistrate. Mostly all our quarrels were settled by and among
ourselves either amicably—or otherwise.

As well as bulldogs and cocks, my master had a great fancy for
carrier pigeons, by which in those days, before steam or
telegraphs, he could get the most speedy news of any race or fight
within miles of the town. These pigeons were also under my care,
for apprentices then had not the protection that they have now, but
had to be at their master's beck and call for any purpose he might
think fit. One night, after I had got into my master's good graces
by detecting one of our neighbor's cats stealing these pigeons, and
had warmed the beast up with a flat iron so that it never went near
pigeon house again, a fatal match was made in my master's
taproom.
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My master that night declared that his son would fight any lad
of his weight and age in the town. The challenge was taken up, a
match made, and on the next day it was agreed that the fight should
come off in The Leisures. Accordingly they met, and I, being always
forward in such affairs, acted as bottle-holder for my master's
son. The battle was a desperate and determined one; but after it
had lasted a good time, an unlucky blow from my champion stretched
the other lad dead. His body was at once carried off by his party,
and we went home. Soon after the old constable came, and, in his
usual quiet way told young Butler he was wanted, and would have to
go with him. As they were leaving the house I came in with a hod of
coals, when the old constable said to me: "Ah, Will! you'll have to
go too. I'll come for you to-morrow."

I thought to myself, "you may come for me, but I fancy you won't
find me." Having once had a taste of Stafford Gaol, and with the
horrible feeling of the lash still fresh in any memory, I
determined to turn my back on Darliston. I did not see the place
again for fifty years.

The day after the fight saw me on my way to Birmingham, with my
little belongings done up in a bundle. Without stopping in
Birmingham I stepped out along the Worcester-road till I arrived at
Sally Oake Bridge, crossing the canal running between Worcester and
King's Heath. On the bridge stood a young girl of about 15,
carrying an infant in her arms and crying piteously. I questioned
her and she told me that her parents had turned her out of doors
with the child, that she had nowhere to go, and had come to the
canal to drown herself and her baby. She said that if it were not
for the baby she could get a place as servant in Birmingham. As it
was she knew not what to do. I did all I could to console her, and
told her to come away from the water, as the very look of it made
me shudder. Then I trusted her with my secret that I was in trouble
myself, being a runaway apprentice on my way home by King's Heath.
I persuaded her to come with me, and we would try what could be
done. She consented, and off we went, I carrying the child, and she
my bundle. Towards night we came to a sort of cowshed. The night
was bitterly cold, so we went in for shelter. The child became
peevish and restless, and we were without food of any sort. I could
milk, and proposed to milk a cow that was tied up to a stall, but
had some difficulty about finding something to serve instead of a
pail. At last I hit upon the idea of using my boot. I pulled it off
and wiped it as clean as I could, and then filled it with milk and
drank the first draught myself. The girl then had a drink, and we
had a bootful for the baby. We then made holes in the straw for
beds, and were soon sound asleep.

In the morning we made for my home, as I had great hopes of
getting my mother, who was a good kind woman, to take charge of the
child, at least for a time. Then I remembered a Mrs. Anson, the
wife of a tailor, who lived close to my mother. Mrs. Anson was
without family, and had often expressed a strong desire to find and
adopt a child. Acting on this idea, I proposed to the girl to go at
night to Mrs. Anson's house, saying I would find some way of giving
up the child. Accordingly, about dusk we crept into the shrubbery
and lay concealed under the bushes. I after a time took the child,
and carrying it to the gate, pinched it and bolted. The child
screamed lustily. Watching from behind a thick bush we presently
saw the gate open and Mrs. Anson appear. She picked up the baby,
and, after fondling and caressing it with an appearance of perfect
delight, carried it into the house.

Seeing the happy result of our scheme, the girl and I hurried
off, till nearing my mother's I bade my companion wait. I let her
into the shop where my father used to work, and put her in the loft
above it. Afterward I stole a loaf from my mother's cupboard and a
quantity of lard. I gave this to the occupant of the loft, and told
her in the morning to make straight for Birmingham. I never saw her
or the child again. I heard, however, of them through Mrs. Anson.
That lady had a female friend, the owner of a large factory in, I
think, Great Charles-street, who was very much struck with the
little waif that I had left outside the gate. The factory owner
begged to be allowed to take care of the foundling alternately with
Mrs. Anson, and told her servant that during the time the baby was
in the house she (the servant) must act as nursemaid. The girl was
my old friend who had shared the milk with me in the cowshed. She
was overjoyed at thus being called upon to again care for the
infant that she thought she had lost.
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Being still in dread of my old acquaintance, the constable,
following me up, I turned my face towards Warwick and Leamington.
On the canal near the latter place was a slow boat tied up for the
night. I pitched the captain a plausible tale, and thus obtained
leave to camp for the night in a side bunk in the cabin. The next
morning, careless which way I went, I started off for Banbury, and
that night slept in a nice warm haystack near the town. I sank
right into the hay, and was only awakened early in the morning by
one of the thatcher's tolls pricking me. My starting out of the hay
so frightened the man that he fell down the ladder, and I had a
chance to run for it.

Leaving Banbury I followed the road which I thought would bring
me to Oxford, but at last found I was on the Woodstock-road.
However, as it mattered little to me whither I went, I followed it,
but was soon overtaken by a man in a light cart drawn by three
splendid Newfoundland dogs. The man turned out to be a hawker of
small hardware and other nick-nacks. Pulling up, he asked me
whither I was bound, to which I answered that I did not
know—anywhere where I thought I might get a job of work so
that I could have something to eat. I had, by the way, a small
stock of cash, which my mother had given me, but I was very careful
of it. He told me to jump up in the cart and have a talk. I readily
agreed, and was then asked if I were willing to work, and if I were
honest. To the last question I replied that I had never so far
stolen anything from anyone. The man seemed satisfied with my
looks, and said that if I behaved myself and was careful he would
act like a father to me. We drove into Woodstock, and he made me
caretaker of his trap and dogs while he was about his business
selling his wares. During his absence I frequently strolled round
the place, accompanied by the three dogs, and had a look at the
parks, etc. I was used to dogs and had no trouble at all with the
pedlar's. The wants of the Woodstock people in the hardware line
soon being supplied, we harnessed up and took the road for Oxford.
On arrival we halted at St. Thomas's and took beds at a lodging
house opposite the Lamband Flag Inn. Here I was again left in
charge of the dogs and of the chattels in the cart, while my master
sold his wares around the streets of Oxford. I must say of my kind
friend that though his trade was fairly profitable, he was much
given to strong waters, and often returned from his rambles more
than half seas over. At such times, and indeed on every return, he
would hand me his takings to mind, such confidence had he placed in
me, partly from my stoutly refusing to take drink, the evils of
which I had so often seen when with my former masters, who, it will
be remembered, were both publicans. When I received the takings
from the pedlar I had some doubt as to their safety in the
lodging-house, and so, with their owner's consent, I carried them
out of town, to a spot at the end of the Holly Bush-lane on the
Whitney-road, where I buried them in such a manner as to be easily
found when wanted, only keeping one pound for current expenses.

After one of his trading excursions through Oxford my master
failed to return home as usual, and I was soon horrified to hear
that he had been found dead in one of the suburbs. There was a
bottle of spirits in one of his pockets, and his basket of wares
was by his side.

Here was a pretty fix for a young lad to be in. Left with a
large amount of cash planted in a lane, a valuable stock-in-trade,
and three grand dogs of a breed at that time rare. No one knew what
had been my connection with the pedlar. He always called me "My
boy," or "My son." Acting on the advice of the people in the
lodging-house, I resolved to pass myself off as his son, believing
that I could thus come into both cash and goods. At the inquest
held on the body I took a bold stand, and all was going in my favor
when some traitor from the lodging-house, who had got an inkling of
the true state of affairs, completely turned the tables upon me by
revealing what he knew to the coroner and jury. On further inquiry
the whole truth was found out, and I was committed under a charge
of false pretences. I stood my trial, was found guilty, and
sentenced to be flogged at the cart's tail from the "Butter Bench,"
as the watchhouse was termed, to the end of the street.

On the appointed day I was tied up to the back of the cart, and
the order was given to start. I had, however, only received three
strokes when the whole thing was turned into a joke by the mob
rushing the cart and whipping up the horse. I had, tied by the
hands as I was, all I could do to keep up. But the end of the
street was very soon reached, and there, by the law of the day, I
was free. My easy escape was mainly due to the good turns I had
done to two young girls, sisters—runaway apprentices from the
dress-making business in London—who stayed in the
lodging-house. They were poor, but seemingly honest, never gadding
about the town, but cheering up the earlier part of our evenings
indoors by ballad singing, for which they had excellent voices. By
means of this singing, and my giving them a part of mine and the
pedlar's rations, they had managed to live fairly well. On seeing
me tied up to the cart's tail, and witnessing the first fall of the
cat on my bare back, one of the sisters, picking up a paving
hammer, had hit the horse in the ribs with it. As she was
immediately seconded by the mob my rescue was made good.

After the inquest upon the hawker's body, his goods, cart, and
dogs were seized, but the money I had planted remained mine, as
nobody else knew of its whereabouts. Some time afterward, when
sauntering about Somerstown, a short way out of Oxford, I was
accosted by a young man, and in course of our talk he asked me
whether I lived in Oxford, and, if so, whether I had seen anything
of two girls, whom he described—runaways from their
apprenticeship in London. They were, he said, his sisters, and he
had traced them thus far. Of course I told him all I knew, and, to
his great delight, took him to our lodging-house, where I joined
with him in persuading the girls to return to their employment, at
the same time giving them a pound out of my stock to carry them on
their way. Previous to the brother's coming the sisters were often
reduced to great straits, for though I had the pedlar's money safe
enough I was very careful of it, not knowing to what shifts I might
not be put to earn a living. In their need first one sister sold
her hair, a magnificent lot, to a barber, and then the other
followed suit. Seeing the first one with an odd-looking granny's
cap on her head one morning, my curiosity was roused, and snatching
off the cap, I found out the secret. But I paid dearly for my
rashness. The two laid hold of me, and gave me as sound a basting
as ever I had in my life. In all their want they were truly honest
girls. Often and often was I offered sixpences by students to carry
notes to them. I took the sixpences, but there was no tempting them
to any appointments. That I knew well, for I had often helped them
to resist impudence at the lodging-house.

As I was pretty well off for money I was in no great hurry to
leave Oxford, but wandered about the place seeing what I could. One
day as I was sitting on the bridge over the Isis, just where a
swift mill race runs from the river, I saw a young girl of about
seventeen endeavoring to dip up a bucket of water. The steps
leading down to the race were slippery. The current caught her
bucket so suddenly that she had no time to let go, and was dragged
in headlong. I rushed on to the miller's green, seized a
clothes-prop (letting a lineful of clean clothes fall into the
mud), and reached one end of the pole to the girl. She seized it,
but I felt the current was too strong, and that I must soon let go,
or be dragged in too. No one answered to my shouting, and so
chancing for a moment being able to hold the pole with one hand, I
with my other tore off my boot and flung it through the mill
window. This brought out the miller, who was the girl's father, and
his wife. The father ran and stopped the mill, but the woman,
despite that the girl was by this time within fifteen feet of the
great wheel, and must in a moment lose her hold, seemed principally
troubled about the spoiling of the week's wash. When the mill was
stopped, we got a ladder and finished the rescue just in time. The
miller insisted that I should take up my quarters with him for some
days, and I was treated with the greatest kindness and gratitude by
him and his daughter. The old woman, however, whom I ultimately
discovered to be the miller's second wife, and therefore the girl's
stepmother, always seemed to have a certain prejudice against me.
She at last made herself so disagreeable that I decided to leave,
but I often used to visit her husband.

While on one of these visits I strolled on the bridge and was
the means of affecting another rescue from drowning. I had seen a
young man starting in a skiff from a neighboring boathouse,
apparently to cross the river. When, however, he reached the middle
of the stream a gust of wind capsized him. I dropped off the part
of the bridge on which I was to run to his assistance, but found
that before I could reach the bank I must get over a high-spiked
gate. I managed to do this, but in my hurry caught the third and
fourth finger of my left hand on a spike, and nearly tore them off.
Nevertheless, I went into the water and dragged the drowning man to
shore. When I reached it I fainted quite away, and next came to my
senses in the hospital, where I had to remain for a very long time.
There I was often visited by the young fellow I had saved, who
proved to be a student of Worcester College, and who treated me
very liberally.
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Soon after this I made an arrangement to travel with some
cheapjacks and help them in their business. They were going to
Thame market with their carts. I was left a little distance behind,
meaning to overtake them. As I was trudging along I met a man who
asked me where I was going, and upon hearing offered to show me a
short cut. We turned into the fields, and upon reaching a stile
came upon a man waiting there, who had the appearance of a
game-keeper. The keeper seemed to have had some quarrel with my
guide, for he angrily said that if he had his gun he would march
him off to the hall. My guide said he would wait until the gun was
fetched, and coolly sat himself down on the stile. The keeper went
away, returned with a gun in a few minutes, and, to my horror and
amazement, immediately raised it to his shoulder and shot the other
man dead. I was horribly frightened, both at the sight and at being
grazed by a stray pellet. I rushed away across the field shouting,
"I'll tell, I'll tell," when the savage raised his gun again,
saying, "Take that," and tried to let me have the second barrel.
Fortunately it was a miss-fire. I ran until I came to a man
ploughing, who, upon hearing what I had to say, lent me one of his
horses, upon which I galloped to a neighboring inn and raised the
alarm. There was at once a rush to the scene of the murder, where
the crowd found the criminal still standing as though rooted to the
earth. He was seized; and, after some rough handling, taken to
Thame. Here, after the inquest, he was committed to take his trial
at the next Oxford assizes on charge of wilful murder. Meanwhile,
I, as an important witness, was sent to an inn to be looked after
and provided for until the case came on.

One morning, soon before the assizes were to begin, I was waked
by a man who told me to get up quickly, dress myself in a new suit
of clothes which he had brought, and come along with him. He said
he was going to take me to Ireland, showed me a handful of
sovereigns, gave me several, said I should have plenty more, that I
should never want for anything, and that he would be my friend.

Dazzled by the gold I agreed; and, following him outside the
house, found that he had a horse waiting for him and that there was
a pony for me. We rode to Bambury, where we were to stay that
night; but my new friend soon proved to be the wrong sort of man to
have been entrusted with the smuggling off of a witness. He picked
up some loose company, hung about drinking with them for two or
three days, and then, giving me a further supply of money, asked me
whether I could find my way to Ireland by myself. I told him that
with plenty of money and a good horse I could find my way anywhere.
I then started off passing through Warwick, meaning to visit my
home and tell my parents all my adventures. When I arrived the
whole family was thunderstruck. I gave each of my brothers and
sisters a sovereign, and much more to my mother and father. I went
to bed, leaving all the rest of the money in my pocket. When I
awoke every coin had disappeared. My father told me in a most
serious manner that there were such things as fairies, and I was
simple enough to believe that there might be something in what he
said.

After puzzling my brain for some days about this, I at last told
my people that I would go back and try and get another supply of
money.

They tried to persuade me not to do so, but seeing I was
determined, my mother gave me a sovereign expenses, and I set out,
leaving my pony and new clothes behind, and dressed in some old
things belonging to my brother. I made for my former lodgings in
St. Thomas's, Oxford. By this time a large reward had been offered
for the missing boy, the witness of the murder, but it was not
known in Oxford that I was he. One day as I was loitering about I
saw a large crowd hurrying along the street, and, on asking, found
that the trial of the keeper was just beginning. I went to the
court and, although hungry, stayed there the whole day and until, I
think, 11 o'clock at night. During the trial my name was called
three times, but, no answer being given, or appearance made, the
Attorney-General, addressing the jury, declared his fixed belief
that the missing witness had either been murdered or in some way
got rid of. The murdered man's heart was produced in court, and
from the evidence to hand exclusive of mine the keeper was found
guilty, and sentenced to death by hanging.

On the day appointed for the execution immense crowds were
gathered together; but, to the disappointment, no doubt, of many it
soon became known that the death sentence had been commuted, and
the prisoner sent to the hulks.
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Knocking about, and with my sovereign nearly gone, I strolled
down to the canal, and by, as I thought at the time, good luck, got
employment from the captain of a light flyboat, carrying about
eighteen tons beside passengers. Finding that I had before worked
in such boats and could steer, the skipper offered me five
shillings a week and food, which I gladly accepted. This boat ran
right through from Oxford to the Potteries, near Hanley. On our way
we passed through Birmingham, Wolverhampton and Brood, and within a
mile of Darliston, where I trembled to think lived my old
acquaintance the constable.

On our return, when nearing Pancridge, the horse cast a shoe,
and the other boy and I took him to a forge. The other boy left me
at the forge for a time, and went for a stroll. By-and-bye we both
went back to the boat, and, on reaching Brood, my companion told me
that he had a beautiful long-sleeved plush waistcoat that his
mother had given him. He arranged that when we got to Wolverhampton
I was to take the waistcoat and try and sell it so that with the
money we might go to the play together at Birmingham. I was told to
say that the waistcoat was my own, and was quite unaware that it
had been stolen when I was waiting with the horse at Pancridge. I
went on my errand and, near the courthouse, I saw a man whom I
thought looked a likely purchaser. I asked him if he would like to
buy a waistcoat, assuring him that it was my own property. He said,
"Oh yes, come in and let me have a look at it." I went with him,
when I found to my horror that I was offering a stolen waistcoat to
the constable of the place. He told me that he was looking for
someone of my sort as the coach from Pancridge had brought notice
of the robbery. Thus was I, though innocent, again laid by the
heels in Wolverhampton.

Brought before the magistrate I told him my story, true in every
particular, but the evidence against me for having stolen property
on my person was strong enough to commit me to Stafford Gaol. I had
to acknowledge to the magistrate that nobody had seen the boy give
me the waistcoat, and the constable remarked that mine was all a
cock and bull story. The owners of the property from Pancridge
swore that their house had been entered the same day that we had
the horse shod, that entrance had been made through an open window,
and this waistcoat and a hankerchief stolen. Fearing that the full
report of the case might reach the old constable at Darliston, I,
upon being asked my name, replied "William Jones," dropping my
proper name "William Dedicote." It was under my assumed name that I
was removed to Stafford to await my trial at the next Quarter
Sessions to be held in two months.

During my detention, while one day exercising in the yard, I was
rather surprised to see a man brought in whom I at once recognised
to be the captain of the very boat upon which I and the actual
stealer of the waistcoat had served. On one of the trips of his
boat this man and another had criminally assaulted and brutally
ill-used a young woman passenger, and then, fearing detection, had
murdered her and sunk the body in the canal. The charge against him
was, of course, "wilful murder," and the boy through whom I had
been sent to prison had turned Queen's evidence. In talking to the
prisoner I learned that the woman's body had been brought to the
surface by the disturbance caused in the water by the passing of a
rival boat, and, being fresh, had been identified. The murderer
tried to comfort me by comparing his position with mine, telling me
that as a young and active fellow not afraid of work, I ought to be
glad of a chance of being sent to one of the new colonies, where by
patience, submission and industry I might one day become a
respectable member of society, and even a man of ample means.

This kind of talk rather reconciled me to my fate, and on my
trial before the judge I made no great effort to get off, but was
content to tell again the same story that I had told before the
magistrate at Wolverhampton, and with no better success. My
sentence was, however, delayed pending corroboration from this
magistrate, but it appeared that while I was waiting for my trial
he had committed suicide, because of money and other troubles. So
my case remained as it was, and the result was that I was sentenced
to "ten years" transportation beyond the seas.
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After sentence I was condemned, previous to being sent to the
hulks, to the treadmill in Stafford Gaol. There being no corn to
grind and no opposing friction to the weight of the steppers on the
wheel, if ever mortal boy walked on the wind I did then. The turns
were so rapid that should anyone have missed his footing a broken
leg might have been the consequence.

This time came to an end, and orders were received for my being
passed on with others to the hulks at Woolwich. Quarters were
assigned me on board the Justitia hulk. Before going on
board we were stripped to the skin and scrubbed with a hard
scrubbing brush, something like a stiff birch broom, and plenty of
soft soap, while the hair was clipped from our heads as close as
scissors could go. This scrubbing we endured until we looked like
boiled lobsters, and the blood was drawn in many places. We were
then supplied with new "magpie" suits—one side black or blue
and the other yellow. Our next experience was being marched off to
the blacksmith, who riveted on our ankles rings of iron connected
by eight links to a ring in the centre, to which was fastened an up
and down strap or cord reaching to the waist-belt. This last
supported the links, and kept them from dragging on the ground.
Then we had what were called knee garters. A strap passing from
them to the basils and buckled in front and behind caused the
weight of the irons to traverse on the calf of the leg.

In this rig-out we were transferred to the hulk where we
received our numbers, for no names were used. My number was
5418—called "five four eighteen." I was placed in the boys'
ward, top deck No. 24, and as turfman's gang our first business was
repairing the butts, a large mound of earth against which the guns
were practised. After completing this we were employed some days at
emptying barges, and then at the rocket-shed in the arsenal
cleaning shot, and knocking rust scales from shells, filling them
with scrap iron, &c., as great preparations were going on for
the China war. At other times we would be moving gun carriages or
weeding the long lanes between the mounted guns. One particular job
I had was cleaning "Long Tom," a 21-foot gun at the gate. During
all this time I was never for a moment without the leg irons,
weighing about twelve pounds, and, indeed, so used to them had I
become that I actually should have missed them. Though our work was
constant, we did not fare badly as regards victuals. Our midday
meal often consisted of broth, beef, and potatoes, sometimes of
bread or biscuit and cheese and half a pint of ale. One custom of
the times was that for each prisoner one penny per week was laid by
by the Government, with the object of securing the workers from the
disgrace of being simple slaves. This money, any man, on recovering
his freedom, could claim by proving to the proper authorities who
he was; but it is hardly necessary to say that, for personal
reasons, very few cared to go to this trouble.

At intervals the Chatham smack would come alongside and take a
batch of the boys from Woolwich for Chatham. Although I was in the
boys' ward, I, being bigger and stronger than the others, was
worked in the men's gang, thus escaping being sent to Chatham,
where the discipline on the hulks was much more severe than at
Woolwich. I became boss of the boys' ward and had to see that the
regulations were properly carried out. I had to look to general
cleanliness, lashing and stowing hammocks, and the victualling
department. In all my time on this hulk my conduct was very good,
and on only one occasion did I get into the slightest trouble. This
happened in this wise: One of the boys, on my reproving him for
neglect and carelessness in regard to his hammock, became obstinate
and cheeky, and from words we came to blows. Instead of reporting
him I, then and there, lathered him, was complained of to the
captain, and ordered to be flogged. With two others I was taken to
the place of punishment, where victims were laid across a small
cask, their feet and hands being extended to the utmost, to in this
position receive, if boys, a certain number of stripes with a birch
rod, or, if men, a certain number with the cat. The sight of the
effect of the rod on the first boy's skin positively made my flesh
creep; but before my turn came both the Captain and Twyman, the
guard of the gang, pleaded so strongly for me because of my general
good conduct that I was let off.

On board the Justitia hulk, there were about 400 of us
and occasionally the "Bay ships," or transports, would come up the
river to take off drafts from the different hulks. We always knew
the transports by the number of soldiers on their decks. The drafts
were, of course, for transportation to the various penal
colonies.

At the distance of about a mile from our hulk lay the hospital
ship, which I only once had the misfortune to visit. While at work
one day I was seized with a paralytic stroke, entirely disabling
one side, and making me almost speechless. After three days I
nearly recovered the use of my side, as also of my voice; but I was
kept on board a short time longer, engaged in light duties among
the patients.

Next to me was an old man employed in the same way whom I once
found in one of the funniest fixes I can ever remember. One day
when I was at work in another part of the vessel I lost sight of
this old fellow and, upon seeking for him, found that he had
actually buried himself. The thing happened in this way: On board,
stowed away in one corner, were a number of empty coffins. The day
being hot, the old man got into one of these and fell asleep, not
knowing that his resting-place had been used to hold pitch. The
weather was warm, and the sleeper, when he woke up, found that he
had sunk into the remains of the pitch, which still filled about a
quarter of the depth of the coffin, and could by no means get out.
The coffin had to be knocked to pieces to deliver him, and he
received 25 lashes for neglect of duty and idleness.

I only remained in hospital one week and was then returned to
the Justitia, where, because of my having suffered from
paralysis and my general good conduct, one of my irons was struck
off. The feeling of having one leg fettered and the other free was
very curious. On one was twelve pounds of iron and the other seemed
as light as cork, and, do what I would, I could not get them both
to act together. I wished over and over again to have my fetters
arranged as before, instead of having all the weight on one leg. I
actually asked the captain to have this done, but he duly laughed
at me and told me I should soon get accustomed to the change, as I
shortly did.

I want here to particularly mention the Christian treatment of
prisoners in England in the hulks as compared with the misery and
hardships they had to ensure in the colonial depots. The daily
practice on board the Justitia was to choose a delegate, as
we called him, from each ward, whose duty it was to receive all
rations supplied, to inspect them, and refuse all he considered
unfit for use, drawing, say, good pork instead of bad beef, or good
biscuit instead of bad bread. We were frequently visited by a
Church of England clergyman. This good man, before the sailing of
any convict ship, would address the various drafts in a way so full
of feeling that he often drew tears from his listeners. To the
older men he would point out the rewards and blessings of
reformation, appealing by sound and earnest counsel to their better
feelings, rather than working on their fears. At the same time he
did not fail to point out the punishment that would surely follow
fresh crimes. To the young he would tell of the many opportunities
they would have of securing for themselves the full rights of free
citizenship in the land of their forced adoption, and the chance of
their becoming independent by integrity, frugality, industry, and
perseverance. More than once I heard him say that he hoped those
who went across the wide waters would sometimes, whether in
prosperity or adversity, have a kindly thought for the old minister
who would always have the warmest wishes for their happiness.

Shortly before my turn came to be removed to the transport ship
our kind captain of the Justitia told me that as I had
declared my innocence of the crime laid to my charge he had made
all inquiries as to the magistrate who had committed me, and as to
the captain of the flyboat upon which I had served with the boy who
really stole the waistcoat. He had, of course, discovered that the
magistrate was, as I have already stated, dead, and that the
flyboat man had been executed for the canal murder. The captain of
the hulk could therefore find out nothing to help me; but with the
greatest kindness he told me he would manage to let me have the
choice between Bermuda, Botany Bay, and Hobart Town, in Van
Dieman's Land. He said that though, if I chose Bermuda I might get
a remission of half my sentence, the climate was deadly, and he
would advise me to go to Van Dieman's Land, when he would endeavor
to make arrangements for me to be kept in Hobart Town. I thanked
him, and assured him I would be ever grateful for his kindness, of
which I was soon to have another proof in the treatment accorded me
on the voyage.

I have now arrived in my story at the year 1839, when I was
about to say good-bye to the old country, with no knowledge when or
how I might again set foot in it. On the arrival of our ship, the
Asia 5th—so called from the voyage on which she was
starting being her fifth one to the colonies—we were ranged
on the quarter-deck of the hulk, and two smiths freed us from our
irons, now endured for nine months. The sensation of having the
twelve pounds struck off from one leg was exactly the same as that
felt on the taking off of the first iron. Our irons being off we
were taken by boats in batches to the Asia, there to be
guarded by a detachment of the 96th Regiment.

Previous to our removal the doctor of the Asia came on
board the hulk, when the captain, following up his former acts of
kindness, pointed me out to him, said that my conduct had been very
good, and that he believed there was in me the making of a good
man. This was the means of making my life on the voyage somewhat
more comfortable than it otherwise might have been. On being put on
board the Asia there were served to each man his cooking,
eating, and drinking utensils, with a small keg for water. We were
then told off to the bunks, which held four each. Besides these
bunks there were some hammocks, and, through the Justitia's
captain having spoken of me to the doctor, I was given a hammock at
the bottom of the hatchway, and soon appointed to a billet. A
sailor was sent to show me where the water and pumps stood, and my
duty was to fill the men's kegs. Some time after, having made
friends with the steward's assistant, he managed to put a bag of
biscuits close to a partition, so that, by putting my arm through a
chain hole, I could just reach it. My friend filled up the bag
again when it got low, so that I was provided with extra bread
throughout the voyage.
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