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CHAPTER I.

HISTORICAL SKETCH.
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The early history of bushranging in Australia will never be
written, for the facts have never been recorded. Limited though the
colony was in extent, its literature—even its
journalism—was still more limited. Moreover, the first men
who "took the bush" were neither important nor interesting enough
to obtain more than a passing mention in those Governors'
despatches which are our chief authorities for early colonial
history. Owing to the stringent military rule during the first
years of convict settlement, the unknown character of the country,
and the absence of prey in the shape of men with money or other
possessions (the aborigines being the only occupants of the soil
outside the properly formed settlements), those who were called
bushrangers then were simply men who had broken away from their
gangs in the hope of escaping from the torture of labour under
Government. The name has been made to carry a very different
meaning since then, being applied to men who, some from choice and
some from necessity, ranged the bush as freebooters, "sticking-up"
settlers and travellers and demanding in orthodox style "your money
or your life."

In 1796 Governor Hunter mentioned in despatches "a gang or two
of banditti who have armed themselves, and infest the country all
round, committing robberies upon defenceless people, and frequently
joining the natives for that purpose." On August 24, 1806, the
"Sydney Gazette" mentions one "Murphy the bushranger" as having
been caught, and then, through carelessness, let go again. But
scarcely anything is known of the hundreds of unfortunate men who
slipped away into the inhospitable wilds that then surrounded the
penal settlement on every hand, kept themselves alive for some time
by raids upon the outlying farms or by companying with the blacks,
and in the end died off in such numbers that an early explorer
declared he had counted on one trip fifty skeletons.

In Van Diemen's Land—for many years a receptacle for the
worst class of convicts, who had added to their original offence a
record for new crimes in Australia—the escaped convict was a
more virulent evil, and his doings smacked of a brutal thirst for
vengeance, not only on his former gaolers, but on all, white and
black alike, who were less fiendish than himself. The early
necessities of the settlement, which compelled the authorities to
relax their rule and allow many of the convicts to hunt for
sustenance, favoured the after-growth of small bands of "looters",
who made raids upon the settlers in the bush, and even upon the
inhabitants of the principal townships. These banditti had so
increased by 1814 that Colonel Davey, the second
Lieutenant-Governor of Van Diemen's Land, declared the whole colony
under martial law, in hopes of checking their ravages, and punished
by flogging all persons, free as well as bond, who left their
houses by night.

Dr. West gives a list of place names then current which denoted
the character or tastes of their early visitors and heroes:—
Murderer's Plains, Killman Point, Hell Corner, Four Square Gallows,
Murderers' Tiers, Dunn's Lookout, and Lemon's Lagoon.

A desire for freedom no doubt excited the convicts in the first
instance to break from control and take to the bush, and the pangs
of hunger led them to plunder; but they soon assumed a boldness and
lawlessness that fairly intimidated the Government. Towards the
close of 1813 the colony was reduced to the greatest distress by
their raids; and Governor Macquarie, in despair, offered to pardon
all who surrendered within six months, provided they had not
committed murder—an offer which was taken advantage of by
many who resumed their occupation shortly afterwards. Among the
worst of these was Michael Howe, whose story—as a typical
one—is told at greater length later in these pages. Lemon,
another of them, who particularly affected the neighbourhood of
Oatlands, has been described for us (with a comrade) in words that
may picture his class: "Two savage-looking fellows emerged one from
each side of the path. They were dressed in kangaroo-skins, with
sandals of the same on their feet, and knapsacks on their backs;
each carried a musket, and one had a brace of pistols stuck in his
girdle." The author from whom I quote—Mr. Parker, a barrister
of those days—goes on a little later to describe the
bushrangers' hut, in a dense forest only thirty-six miles from
Hobart. "The hut was constructed of turf, low and uncomfortable in
the extreme, covered with sheets of bark stripped from the forest
trees. The fireplace, also of turf, lined with stones at the
bottom, was at one end of the hut, and within it a huge fire soon
burned."

Lemon and his mate were at last tracked to this hut: Lemon was
shot, and the companion was forced to cut off his head, place it in
a bag, and march with it to Hobart between his two captors. But
punishment of this kind, brutal as it may seem, was courtesy
compared to the deeds of the bushrangers themselves. Dunne, one of
Brady's gang (whose depredations are narrated in another chapter)
was loathed even by some of his mates. One case will serve to show
the villain's cruelty. When out in the bush he sought to get hold
of a rather good-looking black gin, who was living with her
husband, but the blackfellow naturally objected. With scant
ceremony Dunne put a rifle bullet through the objector's breast.
The poor gin, heartbroken at the death of her husband, refused to
leave the mutilated body; but with devilish brutality Dunne cut off
the blackfellow's head, drilled a hole through it, and suspended it
by a string round the neck of the outraged wife. Drawing his knife
he drove her onward at its point to his bush retreat—the den,
indeed, of a tiger.
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A similar story is told of Jeffries, known as "The Monster"; but
his victim was a white woman, whose baby was but newly
born—and in rage, because she did not walk fast enough, he
dashed the child's brains out against a tree.

Yet even men of this stamp found sympathizers. When Dunne was
hanged his admirers presented him with an elegant cedar coffin, and
a hundred of them followed it to the grave. For the bushranger, as
says James Bonwick, "was, in general, looked upon as a sort of
martyr to convictism. It was he who had experienced the shame, the
lash, the brutal taunt, from which they had suffered. It was he who
rose against the tyranny of their prison despot, and the dread
consequences of their criminal law. He was the bold Robin Hood of
their morning songs, and he was now the unfortunate victim of legal
oppression, the captured of the chase. Without denying the
atrocities of his career, they would discover many extenuations for
his crimes. His reckless daring would be the noblest chivalry; and
the jovial freedom of his manners, the frankest generosity. His
immoral jests would be cherished for posterity, and the eclat of
his life and death would stimulate the worthy ambition of
sympathizing souls. The very gallows had a charm."

There was, of course, another side to the question. Convict life
was hard at best, and was often made almost unbearable by the petty
cruelties of the prison official or the station overseer. It is
worth while, by way of representing this other side, to reprint
here a narrative which appeared in one of the leading London
journals of 1845, and was then vouched for by the writers as
correct in every detail.


In crossing the country one day, and at a distance from
any habitation, Mr. Thornley, a settler, to his surprise and fear
beheld at a short distance approaching him a noted bushranger,
known by the name of "The Gipsy", who had latterly, with a band of
associates, become the dread of the colony. He was a tall,
well-made man, one apparently above the ordinary character of
convicts, and whom it was distressing to see in such a situation.
The parties approached each other with mutual distrust. Thornley
knew he had a desperate character to deal with, and pointed his gun
at him, but the bushranger seemed desirous of a parley, and after a
few words, says the writer, he laid his gun quietly on the grass
and then passed round me, and sat down at a few yards distance, so
that I was between him and his weapon. "Well, Mr. Thornley," said
he, "will that do? You see I am now unarmed. I don't ask you to do
the same, because I cannot expect you to trust to me, but the truth
is, I want to have a little talk with you. I have something on my
mind which weighs heavy on me, and whom to speak to I do not know.
I know your character, and that you have never been hard on your
Government men, as some are. At any rate, speak to some one I must.
Are you inclined to listen to me?"



I was exceedingly moved at this unexpected appeal to me at such a
time and in such a place. There was no sound, and no object save
ourselves, to disturb the vast solitude of the wilderness. Below us
flowed the Clyde, beneath an abrupt precipice; around were
undulating hills, almost bare of trees; in the distance towered the
snowy mountain which formed the boundary to the landscape. I looked
at my companion doubtfully, for I had heard so many stories of the
treachery of the bushrangers that I feared for a moment that this
acting might only be a trick to throw me off my guard. Besides,
this was the very man whom I knew to have been at the head of the
party of bushrangers who had been captured at the Great Lake.



He observed the doubt and hesitation which were expressed in my
looks, and pointed to his gun, which was on the other side of
me.



"What more can I do," said he, "to convince you that I meditate
neither violence nor treachery against you? Indeed, when you know
my purpose, you will see that they would defeat my own object."



"What is your purpose, then? Tell me at once—are you one of
the late party of bushrangers who have done such mischief in the
island?"



"I am; and more than that, I am—or rather was—their
leader. I planned the escape from Macquarie Harbour, and it was I
who kept them together, and made them understand strength, and how
to use it. But that's nothing now. I do not want to talk to you
about that. But I tell you who and what I am, that you may see I
have no disguise with you, because I have a great favour—a
very great favour—to ask of you, and if I can obtain it from
you on no other terms, I am almost inclined to say, take me to camp
as your prisoner, and let the capture of the Gipsy—ah! I see
you know that name, and the terror it has given to the merciless
wretches who pursue me—I say, let the capture of the Gipsy,
and his death, if you will (for it must come to that at last) be
the price of the favour that I have to beg of you!"



"Speak on, my man," I said; "you have done some ill deeds, but this
is not the time to taunt you with them. What do you want of me? If
it is anything that an honest man can do, I promise you beforehand
that I will do it."



"You will! but you do not know it yet. Now listen to me. Perhaps
you do not know that I have been in the colony ten years. I was a
lifer. It's bad that; better hang a man at once than punish him for
life. There ought to be a prospect and an end to suffering; then a
man can look forward to something; he would have hope left. But
never mind that. I only speak of it because I believe it was the
feeling of despair that first led me wrong, and drove me from bad
to worse. Shortly after my landing I was assigned to a very good
master. There were not many settlers then, and we did not know so
much of the country as we do now. As I was handy in many things,
and able to earn money, I soon got my liberty on the old condition;
that is, of paying so much a week to my master. That trick is not
played now, but it was then, and by some of the big ones too.
However, all I cared for was my liberty, and was glad enough to get
that for seven shillings a week. But still I was a Government
prisoner, and that galled me; for I knew I was liable to lose my
license at the caprice of my master, and to be called into
Government employ. Besides, I got acquainted with a young woman,
and married her, and then I felt the bitterness of slavery worse
than ever; for I was attached to her sincerely, and I could not
contemplate the chance of parting from her without pain. So about
three years after I had been in this way, I made an attempt to
escape with her in a vessel that was sailing for England. It was a
mad scheme, I know, but what will not a man risk for his
liberty?"



"What led you to think of going back to England? What were you sent
out here for?"



"I have no reason to care for hiding the truth. I was one of a gang
of poachers in Herefordshire, and on a certain night we were
surprised by the keepers, and somehow, I don't know how, we came to
blows; and the long and the short of it is, one of the keepers was
killed; and there's the truth of it."



"And you were tried for the murder?"



"I and two others were; and one was hanged, and I and my mate were
transported for life."



"Well, the less that's said about that the better; now go on with
your story, but let me know what it is you would have me do for
you."



"I'll come to that presently, but I must tell you something about
my story, or you will not understand me. I was discovered in the
vessel, concealed among the casks, by the searching party, and
brought on shore with my wife; and you know, I suppose, that the
punishment is death. But Colonel Davey—he was Governor
then—let me off, but I was condemned to work in chains in
Government employ. This was a horrid life, and I determined not to
stand it. There were one or two others in the chain gang all ready
for a start into the bush, if they had any one to plan for them. I
was always a good one at head work, and it was not long before I
contrived one night to get rid of our fetters. There were three
others besides myself. We got on top of the wall very cleverly, and
first one dropped down (it was as dark as pitch, and we could not
see what became of him), then another dropped, and then the third.
Not a word was spoken. I was the last, and glad enough was I when I
felt myself sliding down the rope outside the yard. But I had to
grin on the other side of my mouth when I came to the bottom. One
of the sneaks whom I had trusted had betrayed us, and I found
myself in the arms of two constables, who grasped me tightly. I
gave one of them a sickener, and could have easily managed the
other, but he gave the alarm, and then lots of others sprang up,
and lights and soldiers appeared. I was overpowered by so many.
They bound my arms, and then I was tried for the attempt to escape
and the assault on the constable, and condemned to Macquarie
Harbour for life.



[image: ]

SARAH ISLAND.



"I have not told you that my wife brought me a child.
It is now seven years old. I loved that child, Mr. Thornley, more
than a person usually loves his child. It was all in all to me. It
was the only bright thing I had to look upon. When I was sentenced
to Macquarie Harbour for life, it would have been a mercy to put me
to death. I should have put myself to death, if it had not been for
the thought of that little girl. Well, sir, I will not say more
about that. When a man takes to the bush, and has done what I have
done, he is thought to be a monster without feeling or affection.
But people don't understand us. There is no man, sir, depend upon
it, so bad that he has not some good in him, and I have some
experience; for I have seen the worst of us—the very
worst—in the most horrible of all conditions—for that
Macquarie Harbour is a real hell upon earth! There is no time to
tell you about the hardships which the prisoners suffer in that
horrible place—it soon kills them. But my greatest misery was
being deprived of my little girl—my plaything—my
darling—my life! I had not been at Macquarie Harbour a month
before news came that my wife was dead. I'll tell you the truth,
sir; attached to her as I was, I was rather glad than sorry for it.
I could not bear the thought of her falling into anybody else's
hands, and as our separation was now absolutely and hopelessly for
ever—it is the truth—I was rather glad than sorry when
I heard of her death. But my poor little child! I thought of her
night and day, wondering and thinking what would become of her! I
could think of nothing else. At last my thoughts began to turn to
the possibility of escaping from Macquarie Harbour, desperate as
the attempt appeared; for, to cross the bush without arms, and
without provisions, exposed to the attacks of the natives, seemed
all but an impossibility. But almost anything may be done by
resolution and patience, and watching your opportunity."



(The escape having been effected.) "We scrambled away as well as we
could, till we got a little distance off, and out of hearing, and
then we set to with a will, and rid ourselves of our fetters, all
except three, and these were too tightly fitted to be got off on a
sudden without better tools. We got the three chained men along
with us, however, as well as we could, for we would not leave them,
so we helped them on by turns, and the next day, when we were more
easy, we contrived to rid them of their encumbrances. We hastened
on all night. I ought to tell you that we heard the bell rung and
the alarm given, but we had gained an hour good, and the ungagging
of the sentinels and the overseers, and hearing their story, took
up some time no doubt. Besides, it is not easy to hit on a track in
the dusk, and as there were 14 of us, armed with two muskets, our
pursuers would not proceed as briskly as they otherwise might, and
would not scatter themselves to look after us. We were without
provisions, but we did not care about that, and not being used to
long walks, we were soon knocked up. But the desire of liberty kept
us up, and we struck right across the country in as straight a line
as we could guess. The second day we were all very sick and faint,
and the night before was very cold, and we were cramped and unfit
to travel. The second night we all crept into a cave, which was
sandy inside, where we lay pretty warm, but we were ravenously
hungry. We might have shot more than one kangaroo that day, but it
was agreed that we should not fire, lest the report of our gun
should betray our resting place to our pursuers. As we lay huddled
together, we heard the opossums squealing in the trees about, and
two of us, who were least tired, tried to get some of them. When we
climbed up the trees, they sprang away like squirrels, and we had
no chance with them that way; besides, it was dark, and we could
distinguish them only faintly and obscurely. We did contrive,
however, to kill five by pelting them on a long overhanging bough,
but they remained suspended by their tails, and did not drop,
although dead. To hungry men a dead opossum is something! so one of
us contrived to climb to them and get them down; and then we
lighted a fire in the cave, quite at the extremity inside, to
prevent the flame from being seen, and roasted them as the natives
do. They were horrid rank things to eat, and almost made us sick,
hungry as we were; but I don't think a hair of them was left among
us. The next day we shot a kangaroo, but we feared to light a fire
because of the smoke, so we ate it raw.



"We first stuck on the outskirts of New Norfolk, and we debated
what we should do. Some were for attacking the settlement, and
getting arms, but I persuaded them that it would be better for us
to endeavour to seize some small vessel, and escape altogether from
the colony, and in the meantime to keep ourselves close, and not to
give any alarm. My companions agreed to this, and we struck across
the country to Brighton Plains, and so to Pitt Water, where we
expected to find some large boats, or perhaps some small vessel, by
means of which we might get away."



"And how is it that you did not follow that plan?"



"We did follow it, we got to Pitt Water, and lay snug there for a
while, but we were obliged to rob a settler's house of provisions
for food, and that first gave the alarm. We made a dash at a boat,
but it was too late; precautions had been taken, and the soldiers
were out after us. We were then obliged to retreat from Pitt Water,
intending to get into the neighbourhood of the lakes, and go
further westward if necessary, and retreat to the coast, where we
judged we should be too far off to be molested."



"You did a great deal of mischief before you left it, if all the
stories are true?"



"We did, Mr. Thornley, I own it, but my men were determined to have
arms, and the settlers of course resisted, and some of my men got
wounded, and that made them savage."



"And afterwards you attacked poor Moss's cottage?"



"My men had been told that he had a large sum in dollars at his
hut—I am surprised that settlers can be so foolish as to take
valuables into the bush—that was all they wanted."



"But why did you take poor Moss along with you?"



"I was obliged to do it to save his life. Some of my men would have
knocked him on the head, if I had not prevented them. It is true,
Mr. Thornley, it is indeed—I saved his life."



"Well, that's something in your favour. And now, as the sun is
sinking fast, and as the dusk will come on us presently, tell me at
once what you would have me do for you."



"Mr. Thornley," said the bushranger, "I have told you of my little
girl. I have seen her since the dispersion of my party at the Great
Lake. You know that I and another escaped. Since then I have
ventured in disguise into Hobart Town itself. The sight of her, and
her embraces, have produced in me a strange feeling. I would
willingly sacrifice my life to do her good, and I cannot conceal
from myself that the chances are that I must be taken at last, and
that if I do not perish miserably in the bush I shall be betrayed,
and shot or hanged."



"And what can I do to prevent it?"



"You can do nothing to prevent that end, for I know that I am too
deep in for it to be pardoned. If I were to give myself up the
Government would be obliged to hang me for example's sake. No, no:
I know my own condition, and I foresee my own fate. It is not of
myself that I am thinking, but of my child. Mr. Thornley, will you
do this for me—will you do an act of kindness and charity to
a wretched man, who has only one thing to care for in this world? I
know it is much to ask, and that I ought not to be disappointed if
you refuse it. Will you keep an eye on my poor child, and so far as
you can, protect her? I cannot ask you to provide for her, but be
her protector, and let her little innocent heart know that there is
some one in the wide world to whom she may look up for
advice—for assistance, perhaps, in difficulty; at all events,
for kindness and sympathy: this is my request. Will you have so
much compassion on the poor, blasted and hunted bushranger, as to
promise to do for me this act of kindness?"



I gazed with astonishment, and I must add, not without visible
concern, on the passionate appeal of this desperate man in behalf
of his child. I saw he was in earnest—there is no mistaking a
man under such circumstances. I rapidly contemplated all the
inconvenience of such an awkward charge as a hanged bushranger's
orphan. As these thoughts passed through my mind, I caught the eye
of the father. There was an expression in it of such utter
abandonment of everything but the fate of his little daughter,
which seemed to depend on my answer, that I was fairly overcome,
and could not refuse him. "I will look after her," I said, "but
there must be no more blood on your hands; you must promise me
that. She shall be cared for, and now that I have said it, that's
enough—I never break my word."



"Enough," said he, "and more than I expected. I thank you for this,
Mr. Thornley. I could thank you on my knees. But what is that? Look
there! A man on horseback, and more on foot. I must be on my
guard."



As he spoke, the horseman galloped swiftly towards us. The men on
foot came on in a body, and I perceived that they were a party of
soldiers. The Gipsy regarded them earnestly for a moment, and then
ran to his gun, but in his eagerness he tripped and fell. The
horseman, who was one of the constables from Hobart Town, was too
quick for him. Before he could recover himself, and seize his gun,
the horseman was upon him. "Surrender, you villain, or I'll shoot
you."



The Gipsy clutched the horse's bridle, which reared and plunged,
throwing the constable from his seat. He was a powerful and active
man, and catching hold of the Gipsy in his descent, he grappled
with him and tried to pinion his arms. He failed in this, and a
fearful struggle took place between them. "Come on," cried the
constable to the soldiers, "let us take him alive."



The soldiers came on at a run. In the meantime, the constable had
got the Gipsy down, and the soldiers were close at hand, when
suddenly, and with a convulsive effort, the Gipsy got his arms
round the body of his captor, and with desperate efforts rolled
himself round and round, with the constable interlaced in his arms,
to the edge of the precipice. "For God's sake," cried the
constable, with a shriek of agony, "help, help! We shall be over!"
But it was too late. The soldiers were in the act of grasping the
wretched man's clothes when the bushranger, with a last convulsive
struggle, whirled the body of his antagonist over the precipice,
himself accompanying him in his fall. We gazed over the edge, and
beheld the bodies of the two clasped fast together, turning over
and over in the air, till they came with a terrible shock to the
ground, smashed and lifeless. As the precipice overhung the river,
the bodies had not far to roll before they splashed into the water,
and we saw them no more.



The reader may be interested to know that Mr. Thornley was better
than his word. He sought the daughter of the unfortunate man, took
her home to his house, and afterwards sent her to
England.



The gangs of bushrangers that infested New South Wales in the
early days were not so numerous as those in Van Diemen's Land,
neither were they as a rule so cruel and bloodthirsty. But some of
the outlaws were terrible characters, and during the period they
carried on their nefarious operations the country over which they
roamed was kept in a continual state of unrest and fear.

Up to 1815 bushranging—and that of the more harmless
kind—was confined to the country between Sydney and Emu
Plains, for the first difficulty of mountain travelling had not
then been overcome. The men who "took the bush" had escaped either
from the barracks at Sydney, or from the road and ironed gangs
about Windsor, Richmond, Parramatta, and Emu Plains, or had
absconded from the service of townsmen or settlers in the
localities named, and were well content if they could, even for a
short time only, eke out a bare existence among the roving tribes
of half-civilized blacks, or by occasional visits to the few
cultivated fields or barns not guarded by the military. These men
were, however, sooner or later driven by starvation to surrender,
glad to seek food although associated with stripes from the "cat"
or drudgery in chains, heavier than that from which they had sought
relief by flight. Some were shot down by the soldiers in the bush;
not a few fell victims to the blackfellow's spear or waddy; others
lost themselves in the bush and perished, their bleached
bones—or that portion of them which had been left by the
native dogs—being afterwards found near some "blind" gully or
amidst the scrub.

The opening of the mountain road from Emu Plains to Bathurst not
only extended the area of rapine to the new settlements on the
western plains, but gave criminals a far better chance of
intercepting valuable booty while in transit over the rugged
tableland of the Blue Mountains. But while, as we shall see, the
Bathurst district had its full share of trouble, it was still
nearer Sydney that plunder was sought by the more daring
spirits.

The following extract from a Sydney newspaper of 1826 at once
illustrates this type of crime, and brings vividly before our eyes
the closeness of the bush to Sydney in those early days:—

Two daring bushrangers, named Mustin and Watkins, were
captured on Monday last, between four and five o'clock in the
morning, near Burwood, six or seven miles distant from Sydney, by
Major Lockyer, J.P., and a party of military, together with
Constables Sutland and O'Meara (and some others) of the police. The
Superintendent of Police, together with a full bench of
magistrates, was engaged for a considerable length of time on
Monday in receiving depositions connected with some of the
atrocities perpetrated by these desperadoes, of which, it is
thought, a considerable number remain undeveloped. It appeared
that, on Friday last, between eight and nine o'clock at night,
three men, armed with guns and pistols, two of whom were the
prisoners, entered the house of Mr. James Coles, publican, on the
Liverpool-road, after all the family, with the exception of a man
servant and a girl, had retired to rest. Immediately on their
entrance, having ascertained that the master of the house was in
bed, they, with many threats in case of disobedience, directed the
servants to remain in the bar, leaving one of their party as a
guard over them, whilst the other two proceeded to the bedroom of
Mr. Coles; and telling him that they would blow his brains out if
he made the least resistance proceeded to search the place, and
demanded what money he had in his possession. Mr. Coles denied
having any in the house; but the robbers having discovered a box
which they suspected to contain what they were in search of, one of
them presented his musket, stating that he would immediately blow
it open if the keys were not instantly delivered to him. One of the
family, apprehensive of personal violence being resorted to,
accordingly complied with the demand by giving up the keys, when
the robbers possessed themselves of all the money they could find,
amounting to upwards of £60, together with a watch and seals
and a pistol. They afterwards repaired to a storeroom and took away
a leg of pork and a pig's head; and returning to the bar they
ordered the female servant to fill them half a gallon of brandy and
the same quantity of wine, which having obtained, together with
about four pounds weight of sugar and a pair of boots which hung in
the bar, they departed.
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It appeared, also, that the same party paid a visit to
Burwood, the residence of Dr. Dulhunty, on the following night,
Saturday. The noise of dogs barking alarmed the family, and Mr.
Dulhunty, jun., immediately proceeded to the hut of the Government
servants, at some distance from the house, which he found, on his
entrance, to be filled with strange men. Some excuse was set up
that they belonged to a neighbouring road party, and Mr. Dulhunty
returned to the house, when after some time receiving a second
alarm from one of his family, having seen a flash from a gun or
pistol in the direction of the hut, he again went out, armed with a
pistol and stick, and finding the same party, he ordered them away,
when using some imprecations they rushed out, and one of them
snapped a pistol at Mr. Dulhunty, which fortunately missed fire. A
scuffle ensued, in which Mr. Dulhunty was knocked down, and beaten
by one of the ruffians with the butt end of a pistol. He afterwards
ran towards the house to procure assistance, and on his way
perceived a man getting over a fence, at whom he presented a
pistol, and happening to slip at the moment, the pistol went off as
he fell, and the fellow escaped, but it is thought received his
death wound on that occasion, and was hidden in the bush by his
companions, as he has not since been discovered. The robbers
succeeded in effecting their escape on Saturday night, and on
Sunday morning, previous to coming to town to give information to
the police, Mr. Dulhunty discovered part of a steel watch-chain,
with a gold seal and keys appended, lying close to the fence, and
near as he stated to a pool of blood. The chain and seals, together
with a watch subsequently found with the prisoners, were identified
by Mr. Coles as those taken from the premises on the preceding
night. On Monday morning, the constables, accompanied by Major
Lockyer, as a magistrate, and a party of soldiers, apprehended the
prisoners in the bush, about a mile and a half from Burwood. They
were concealed under two fallen trees, with a tarpaulin and
brushwood over them, and, on being searched, the money taken from
Mr. Coles was found in their possession when they were secured.
Major Lockyer said to Mustin, "You are the man Mr. Dulhunty beat
last night," he replied, "I am", and, after finding the money, when
Major Lockyer directed a further search to be made about the place,
Mustin said, "Oh! there is no occasion, you have got enough to hang
fifty men." The boots taken from the house of Mr. Coles were
identified at the police station, on the prisoner Watkins, and upon
the Superintendent ordering them to be taken off, some of the
bystanders overheard Mustin say, "You'll make a liar of your mother
now, she always said you'd be hanged in your shoes, but you won't."
They were yesterday fully committed.



In addition to the foregoing, we hasten to give the following from
our Parramatta correspondent:—



About 11 o'clock on Saturday night last information reached Mr.
John Thorn, Chief Constable of Parramatta, that a party of
bushrangers were reconnoitering contiguous to the Western
Toll-gate, in the Government Domain. Mr. Thorn, in consequence,
accompanied by Wardsman Wells and Constable Ratty, aided also by
Mr. Piesley, jun., proceeded to the toll-house, where the Chief
Constable concerted that Constable Ratty should proceed with a
large bundle down the road and counterfeit drunkenness, while the
party made a circuitous route on the other side of the road in the
bush. Constable Ratty proceeded as directed, and, when at the
distance only of about 100 yards from the toll-house, four or five
men, as stated by Ratty, jumped over and demanded the bundle: some
of the party were armed. Ratty, as pre-directed, said, in a tone of
voice to be heard by the party, "Well, if you must take the bundle,
you must;" and one of the robbers then took it from him. Ratty
immediately fired at and shot the man through the neck, on which
two other shots were returned. The party then made up, when the
foremost, Mr. John Piesley, found four men contending with Ratty.
He fired at one, who fell, exclaiming "I am killed." The night was
extremely dark, and the repeated flashes from the firearms rendered
it still more impenetrable. Wells then fired, and Mr. Thorn and J.
Piesley pursued another of the gang; Piesley fired, but missed him.
They continued the pursuit, when the man took the fence. Mr. Thorn
jumped also upon the fence, and as the robber was making into the
bush, he fired, and the man fell, but before Mr. T. came up he
rose, and ran a few yards and fell again, when he was secured. He
was slightly wounded in the head by a ball. On coming up to the
others of the party, it was discovered that Constable Ratty
received a ball which penetrated the middle of his back, and passed
through and lodged in his breast, within half and inch of the chin,
where the ball was extracted; one of the three robbers that were
shot escaped during the engagement, and it is with considerable
regret I inform you, that another of them, when within about ten
yards of the gaol, escaped from a constable into whose custody he
had been given by the chief constable, while he re reported the
circumstances to Dr. Harris. Two of the men's names so shot are
Cook and Ward; the other, who escaped in the contest, is supposed
to be Currey, runaways from the mountain iron gang. Patrols of the
constables and military have since been sent out to scour the
haunts of those marauders. Constable Ratty continues very ill
indeed; considerable danger is apprehended; it is also doubtful
whether the shot by which he was wounded was not fired by Wardsman
Wells in mistake. Great credit is due to the chief constable and
party (in which Mr. Piesley, jun., behaved in a very intrepid
manner), for their exertions on this occasion.



When information of the foregoing depredations reached Colonel
Dumaresq, the Private Secretary, he directly issued orders for
three different detachments of military to proceed and surround the
country in the neighbourhood of Liverpool Parramatta, &c., so
as to completely cut off all chance for the bushrangers to escape;
and it is mainly to this promptitude that the inhabitants of those
districts are indebted for the capture of such desperadoes. It is
worthy of remark, that so efficient have been the means adopted by
the authorities of late, that scarcely a robbery has been
committed, the perpetrators of which have not been secured within a
few days after.



Here is a proclamation issued by Governor Darling a few years
later. The Governor's attitude as lecturer on morals is not less
interesting than the rewards which he deals out to the supporters
of law and order:—


Colonial Secretary's Office:— The Governor having
had under consideration the circumstances attending the death of
MacNamara and the execution of Dalton, would fain encourage a hope
that these awful events will awaken their abettors and associates
in crime to a sense of their own situation, and will prove a useful
lesson to others, less depraved and vicious, by deterring them from
pursuing the like criminal and unlawful courses.



Let these but for a moment consider the short and dreadful career
of these wretched men, and they will require no further warning.
They would find that the utmost success would be no recompense for
the anxiety of mind which they must have constantly experienced.
Driven by their lawless pursuits to the foulest means—robbery
and murder—of obtaining a precarious and guilty subsistence,
they wandered in fear and dread of being overtaken, as they were at
last; when, as if by the dispensation of a just and unerring
Providence, MacNamara, the most atrocious offender of the two, was,
in an instant, deprived of life, to be made answerable elsewhere
for the crimes he has committed here; while Dalton was reserved to
expiate his offences, which he did, in a few days, by an
ignominious death on the gallows.



The fate of those who commit crimes, such as these men have been
guilty of, is certain. They may escape for a moment: it will be for
a moment only. The violated laws of God and man seek retribution,
and will not suffer him to live who has taken away the life of
another.



The Governor has been induced to offer these observations, that the
inconsiderate (if there be men who commit crimes from want of
consideration) may reflect and be made aware of the fate which
inevitably awaits the commission of the more serious offences. On
the hardened and more confirmed criminals he has but little hope of
making any impression; but he trusts the effort to restrain those
less devoted to vicious pursuits will not be entirely
fruitless.



Robberies would be less frequent if receivers were not so numerous.
These people may be assured that the utmost rigour of the law will
be exercised in their case. Let the fate of Adlan and wife be a
warning to them. The former is now under sentence of transportation
to Norfolk Island for 14 years, and the latter to Moreton Bay for
the same period. These people were the depositories of the plunder
of Bowen and Jackson's houses: plunder acquired by acts of atrocity
and outrage. The facility of disposing of stolen property leads to
the commission of robberies and other serious crimes. Every bushman
should feel that it is his duty to bring to conviction the receiver
as he would an assassin, with whom the former is generally
identified, and not unfrequently the abettor and instigator of his
crimes.



It now becomes the more pleasing duty of the Governor, which he
discharges with the sincerest satisfaction, to notice the
meritorious conduct of Mr. John Thorn, the chief constable of
Parramatta, who evinced the utmost intrepidity in pursuing and
capturing Dalton.



Samuel Horn, wardsman of Parramatta, had not only the good fortune
to escape the shot of MacNamara, which passed through his hat, but
to kill him at the instant, his ball having lodged in MacNamara's
breast.



Anthony Finn, ordinary constable, though not immediately concerned
in the capture of either of the prisoners, has a fair claim to
praise for his zeal on the occasion.



The Governor has been pleased to order, in consideration of the
services of Mr. Thorn, that he shall receive a grant of land of one
square mile, free of quit rent for ever; and that the deed shall
specify the services for which the grant has been made.



Also, that Samuel Horn, holding a conditional pardon, shall receive
a full pardon, with a grant of half a square mile of land, free of
quit rent; and that Anthony Finn shall receive half a square mile
of land, free of quit rent.



Having thus noticed the proceedings of the police of Parramatta,
the Governor has equal satisfaction in expressing his approbation
of the conduct of Mr. Frederick Meredith, junior, chief constable
of Liverpool, in the attempt made on Jackson's house, in the month
of March last. The assailants, five in number, men of desperate
character (MacNamara and Dalton being of the party) were not beat
off until after a sharp contest, in which Mr. Meredith was severely
wounded. It is very satisfactory to the Governor to advert to the
highly commendable conduct of Mr. Jackson, in defending his house:
and he has been pleased to order that William Johnson, his assigned
servant, who so courageously assisted in protecting his master's
properly, shall receive a ticket-of-leave for his services on the
occasion.



The Governor has further been pleased to order, as an
acknowledgment of Mr. Meredith's services generally, and more
especially on the occasion of the attack on Jackson, that he shall
receive a grant of one square mile of land, the same as Mr. Thorn,
the chief constable of Parramatta.



His Excellency cannot dismiss this subject without expressing the
satisfaction he has derived from learning that Mr. Thorn and Mr.
Meredith are both natives of the colony. They have availed
themselves in the most spirited manner of the opportunity which
their situation afforded them, of serving their country. Let their
brethren generally imitate their example as the Government will
foster them as its children.
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A fuller account of Donohoe and Webber, the most notorious of
the Cumberland bushrangers, and of the disturbed conditions which
prevailed in the west during the twenties, and culminated in the
Bathurst outbreak of 1830, will be found in the body of this work.
After that date bushranging ceased to be the serious and all
prevailing evil which it had become in the later twenties; though
the exploits of Martin Cash in Van Diemen's Land, of the "Jew Boy"
in the Hunter Valley, and of "Scotchey" and Witton in the Lachlan
district, are important enough to receive separate treatment.

Mail coach robberies were not frequent in these earlier days,
for the simple reason that there were then very few mail coaches to
be "stuck up". Yet here is one case that occurred some years before
the first sod of the first railway was turned at Redfern. A
four-horse coach was proceeding with the "Royal mail" from Windsor
to Sydney, there being several passengers, one of whom was on the
box-seat with the driver, being well armed. At the foot of a hill
the body of a man, lying upon his face, was seen in the middle of
the road. The driver and his companion at once jumped to the
conclusion that the man had fallen a victim to the bushrangers, and
as they neared him, the coachman pulled up his team, handed the
reins to his companion, and was in the act of descending to see if
the man were really dead, when the whole party were startled by
hearing the command, "Bail up, or you're dead men!" proceeding from
the roadside, while the driver found himself looking fair into the
barrel of a gun which was being pointed at him from the spot. At
the same time the couchant bandit—for such he proved to
be—sprang from the ground, turned the leading horses across
the pole of the coach, and then covered the box-seat passenger with
his blunderbus before he could get rid of the reins which the
coachman had placed in his hands. The driver was then commanded to
unhitch the horses, and the passengers were compelled to stand in a
row on the roadside while one of the bushrangers "went through"
their pockets and appropriated all their money and watches. The
mailbags were then ripped open and the letters containing money
extracted. The armed passenger had on a pair of trousers which took
the fancy of the tallest of the robbers, and much to his chagrin he
was compelled to disrobe, being left to shiver in the cold while
the footpad drew the trousers over his own. Then taking the two
leaders as "mounts", the bushrangers bid their victims "good-day"
and departed, leaving the impoverished and frightened passengers to
pursue the rest of the journey with two horses instead of four.

The gold discoveries gave bushranging a new lease of life. When
the first gold fever set in, the crowds that left Sydney and other
centres of population for the distant fields at Summerhill and the
Turon, and later still, Adelong and the Ovens, contained not a
small sprinkling of those who, if they were not then bushrangers,
afterwards became such. It suited them better to waylay and rob
those who were going to or retiring from the goldfields than to
themselves handle pick and shovel and cradle, and they scrupled not
to murder as well as rob if the hapless victims made even a show of
resistance. As might be expected, it was the old convict element
that first came to the front in this way, and I give in a
subsequent chapter two typical sketches of their mode of
procedure—the story of Day, the blacksmith bushranger, and
that of Williams and Flanagan, the highway robbers of the St.
Kilda-road.

But a new era was opening—that of the gangs, made up for
the most part of freeborn men, the sons of small farmers settled on
the Western mountain slopes, whose begetter and prime exemplar was
Frank Gardiner. With them we approach times within the knowledge of
most middle aged Australians; many of my readers will have very
vivid recollections of the tumultuous years that followed 1860,
when Gardiner and Ben Hall, in the west, and the Clarkes in the
south, filled the newspapers with their audacity, and men's hearts
with the fear of them. In this volume I have space to deal only
with Gardiner and his mates: the full development of the
gang-system, its wane towards the end of the sixties, and its
unexpected revival in 1878 by the notorious Kellys, will require a
volume of their own.



CHAPTER II.

TASMANIAN GANGS:



HOWE'S — BRADY'S — BRITTON'S.


Table of Contents



MICHAEL HOWE AND HIS GANG.


In early life Howe had been a sailor on a British man-of-war;
but he grew weary of ship's discipline, deserted, and next appeared
as a highwayman on English roads. He was soon caught, convicted,
and transported to Van Diemen's Land, arriving there in 1812. On
arrival he was assigned to a merchant and stockholder named Ingle;
but Howe had large ambitions. "I have served the King," he said,
"and will be no meaner man's slave." Upon which he took to the
bush, and gathered round him the most troublesome of all the gangs
then abroad. When Macquarie made his offer of pardon, Howe and his
companions came in with the rest, and took a holiday in Hobart
Town; but life was soon tired of town life, and took to the bush
again under Whitehead, who was the leader of a gang of
twenty-eight.

The gang plundered in a most systematic and relentless way, and
did not scruple to shoot down any who made an attempt at
remonstrance or resistance. Attacking the settlers of New Norfolk,
they took away their firearms, broke open their homesteads, burned
their wheat stacks and houses, and carried off all the portable
property upon which they could lay their hands. Even the Police
Magistrate and the district constable at Pittwater had a fire-stick
applied to their stacks, and counted themselves fortunate not to
have lost house and life as well. A second attack on New Norfolk
was unsuccessfully opposed by a mixed force of settlers and
soldiers: the bushrangers shot two, captured a third, and drove
their opponents from the settlement. But a second party of
soldiers, sent post haste from Hobart Town on receipt of the news,
surprised the gang in the midst of its marauding, and mortally
wounded its leader. Two others were captured, but Howe and the rest
got clean away in the darkness of the night. When Whitehead was
wounded he immediately appealed to Howe to cut off his head, so
that the pursuers should not get the reward; for it had been
arranged between them that whichever survived should do his fallen
comrade this service. Howe carried out the agreement, but the head
was found in the bush later on, and the body was carried to Hobart
and gibbeted at Hunter's Island.

After the death of Whitehead, Howe assumed the leadership of the
gang, and at once led them on to fresh depredations. Their
movements were very rapid, and covered a large area of country; one
day they were reported at Launceston and shortly afterwards at
Bagdad, a hundred miles off, where their scouts had given them news
of rich booty.

Howe assumed the airs of a chief, and introduced naval rule into
his camp. The members were compelled to subscribe to articles of
obedience, the oath was administered on a Prayer Book, and
penalties were exacted for any breach of discipline. He styled
himself "Governor of the Rangers", as opposed to the representative
of Royalty in Hobart Town, whom he called "Governor of the
Town".

In all his marauding expeditions he was attended by a faithful
aboriginal girl named Black Mary, who must have been invaluable to
him both as scout and as servant. But his gratitude was as feeble
as his morals, and her fidelity had but ill reward. Some soldiers
of the 46th, who had been despatched in pursuit of the gang, once
came across Howe and Mary apart from the others. Howe ran for his
life: the girl could not keep up with him; he saw that the soldiers
must overtake her and capture him if he remained with her; so he
turned and fired upon her. She fell and was seized. Her master,
throwing away his knapsack and gun, plunged into the scrub, through
which his pursuers could not follow him. In the knapsack was a
primitive-looking book of kangaroo skin, upon which were recorded,
in letters of blood, the dreams of greatness which filled the
bushranger's mind.

Mary could not forgive her faithless lord. The wounds were not
mortal, and when they had healed she determined to have her
revenge. Leading his pursuers, she tracked the hunted bushranger
from place to place, until the chase grew so close and hot that
Howe offered to surrender on terms. He wrote to the "Governor of
the Town" and managed to get the letter forwarded by a person who
was able to go between the two "Governors" without injury to
himself. And, strange to say, Governor Sorell entertained the
proposals made by "Governor" Howe, and actually sent one of his
officers to treat with him.

OEBPS/text/00027.jpg
TICKET-OF-LEAVE.

g

PRINCIPAL SUPERINTENDENT OF CONVICTS' OFFICE,
Sydney, New South Wales,
o Aztee 8
IT is is Excellency's, the Gosernor's, Pleasure to dispense with the Autendance
w Govermment Work of Sy, (Bommore o
who was tried at /I{zda/u 4 Lt fernlie SIS~
Convict for artived per Ship S etecter (4

M Maste, i toe Your /P35 and o parmit Moo

to craploy £z self (off the Stores) in any lawful oceupation within the District of

GO f o fon e o sivanage during good bebavious
or until i Excellency’s further Pleasure shall be made known.

By Ifis Escellency's Conmand.

mmmm&mmmm&mw

TICKET-OF-LEAVE,





OEBPS/text/00001.jpg
| HISTORY
OF AUSTRALIAN
BUSHRANGING






OEBPS/text/00046.jpg
SARAH ISLAND, MACQUARIE HARBOUR, TASMANIA.





OEBPS/text/00011.jpg
Brissane
\Water
!

COUNTY OF CuNEERI






OEBPS/text/00037.jpg
HISTORY

or

AUSTRALIAN BUSHRANGING

CHARLES WHITE

Anthor of * Concict Life in New South Wales and Van Diewen's
Land” and * The Story of the Blacks”

ror. 1

THE EARLY DAYS TO 1862

SYDNEY
ANGUS AND ROBERTSON
Loxoox: Tue AustRaLIAN Book Cowraxt
5 WEST SMITHFIELD, EC.

1900





OEBPS/text/00042.jpg
TASMANIAN BLACK GIN.





OEBPS/Images/DigiCat-logo.png





