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    INTRODUCTION




    This new edition of Raffaello Carboni’s eyewitness account of the leadup to the Eureka Stockade and its aftermath is being issued at a time of great significance for Australia. Eureka was always a supreme event for republicans and nationalists in the Henry Lawson tradition. It is interesting to know how one eloquent participant saw the issues, the personalities and the ideas and mythology behind Eureka.




    Raffaello certainly lets us know that there were Chartists and republicans on the goldfield. Through his eyes we see the Independent California Rangers, convinced of the coming benefits of an Australian Republic, march into the Stockade. He has heard the Charter adopted at meetings on the goldfields; but he is in fact ironic about all that ideology: ‘Worn-out twaddle imported from old England’. When a French miner tells him, Nous allons bientôt avoir la République Australienne, Signor Raffaello replies, Quelle farce! He goes only so far as to describe himself as ‘a member of the Republic of Letters’.




    To Raffaello and probably to the bulk of Australians Eureka stood for something less ideologically defined—a practical assertion of fair-goism which, at the cost of some anguish and death, produced good results, including police reform, the unlocking of land, miners’ courts, and universal male franchise.




    Raffaello stayed on in Ballarat after his acquittal especially to produce this account, to exonerate himself and both the dead and survivors of the Stockade, to flay colonial authorities who contributed to the general inequities which prevailed on the goldfields and to depict the crimes against humanity committed on the morning of 3 December and thereafter, including the unjust detention of State prisoners, himself amongst them. He published the book at Bakery Hill on the first anniversary of one of the crucial early incidents of the insurrection, the burning down of Bentley’s Eureka Hotel.




    He knew that his view might be dismissed because of his Italian background: ‘What business have these foreign beggars to come and dig for gold on British Crown Lands?’ He was right to be uneasy. Many people, particularly earlier historians, are rendered uncomfortable by the lawlessness of the Eureka Stockade. H. V. Evatt quotes some of these commentators in his Introduction to the 1942 Limited Edition of the work. Professor Edward Shann, in his Economic History of Australia, says of the miners’ Reform League, ‘with clumsy obstinacy they repelled his (Governor Hotham’s) conciliation and reiterated their “demands”’. Shann gives no one on the rebel side any credit, and says of Peter Lalor, a man so admired by Raffaello, that he ‘made lifetime political capital out of his escapade. He became a Minister of the Crown and Speaker of the Legislative Assembly’.




    Professor Ernest Scott tends to blame it all on ‘foreign agitators’. ‘But Vern was a German; so was Thonen, another ringleader, who was killed; and Raffaello, who was arrested and brought to trial, was a redheaded Italian who seemed to hate all authority because he had been brought up to hate the Austrians.’




    Professor A. W. Jose also repeats this misrepresentation, saying that the Reform League was ‘an instrument of foreigners and political rebels’. He glorifies the police and military by saying that the force of 300 soldiers and troopers was opposed by ‘a body of rebels nearly five times as large’. (The truth was that the diggers inside the Stockade that Sunday morning numbered about 150.)




    Some earlier historians, particularly W. B. Withers and H. G. Turner, gave the Stockade a treatment sympathetic to the miners, but they were the exceptions. Among recent historians, however, there has been a broad acceptance of the justice of the miners’ revolt, and a celebration of the robust characters and ideas involved. Some writers have even seen the beast from its less accustomed end. John Molony writes, ‘There was no revolt at Eureka on 3 December 1854. The appearance of one was engineered by the authorities in the colony of Victoria’.




    Uneasiness persists even now. The flag the miners flew at Eureka is still kept in a not-quite-prime, uncertain position on a stairwell in an art museum in Ballarat. Eureka can still embarrass some.




    With the greater sympathy of the professional historians, though, there has come a more sympathetic attitude towards Raffaello’s account. And, in any case, the old myth that Eureka was an alien aberration, a wilful lesion in the fabric of loyalist Australia, is a myth which Carboni’s vivid little book will quickly put paid to. It is, as he would say, ‘yabber yabber’.




    The three former writers of introductions to Raffaello’s The Eureka Stockade have varied in their estimation of the quality and importance of Carboni’s account. They quote with amusement Turner’s description of Raffaello’s style as ‘commingled spread-eagleism’. Dr Geoffrey Serle calls Raffaello’s work ‘a literary freak of extraordinary vividness and entertainment-value’. Previously, though, H. V. Evatt had said of Raffaello that ‘it is impossible to deny him greatness as writer and historian’. The intervening introduction writer, Brian Fitzpatrick, in January 1947, said of the book: ‘As an accurate account of the incidents which it describes, it merits being “prescribed” reading in every Australian school, and self-prescribed reading for every Australian citizen’.




    All three commentators agree that whatever you could say about Raffaello’s idiosyncrasies, as an eyewitness account The Eureka Stockade reeks of truth. In the 1969 edition Serle wrote: ‘The more work that is done on the subject of Eureka, the more reliable Raffaello’s narrative proves to be . . . None of the facts he states from observation have been disproved’.




    To match the sense of Raffaello’s passionate observation, laced with polyglot whimsy and occasional bombast, we have a description of Raffaello in W. B. Withers’ History of Ballarat (1870): ‘a shrewd, restless little man . . . under the middle height, with reddish hair and red beard cut short, and small hazel eyes that had even a fiery twinkle beneath the broad forehead and rather shaggy eyebrows’.




    Raffaello was commonly called Carboni Raffaello, his name inverted, on the goldfields, and his nickname was Great Works, because he was always crying, Basta Cosi!—often as a whimsical comment on Governor Hotham’s goldfield policies. The Australian Dictionary of Biography tells us something of him. He claims to have come ‘of an old Roman family’, and was born at Urbino on 24 June 1820. He studied at the University of Urbino for two years from the age of 15, and in 1837 he became a seminarian, studying for the priesthood at Santa Trinita, Rome. It’s hard to imagine the peppery and flamboyant stylist of The Eureka Stockade being very good at maintaining silence or obeying superiors. Eventually he left the seminary and became a bank clerk. As young intellectuals in Italy became inflamed about Austrian oppression in the north and French interference in Italy at large, he joined the Young Italy movement. He was a soldier in the rebellions of 1848 and 1849 and, according to the Dictionary was wounded three times. Throughout the book he states again and again his abomination for Austrian domination, and at one stage mentions his scars and his ‘tiger-pluck against the hated Austrian rule’. He says that he learned English from the Very Reverend W. Vincent Eyre, Vice Rector of the English College, Rome. ‘It has cost me immense pains to rear my English up to the mark.’




    He was a political exile in Berlin and then Paris. In 1851 he turned up in London, and taught languages as a member of the College of Preceptors.




    In the summer of 1852 there was a lot of British press on the richness of the goldfields of Victoria. Raffaello mentions being enthused by a London Illustrated News sketch of Golden Point. He had literary ambitions, and perhaps thought that a gold strike would give him the leisure to pursue them.




    Signor Carboni arrived in Melbourne late in 1852, and met W. H. Archer, who was about to be appointed Registrar-General of the colony and who would be a patient friend. Raffaello’s exuberant letters to him include a fine description of the burning of the Eureka Hotel and the murder which provoked it. These letters are attached at the end of the text, and you can’t help but wonder what a sober Briton would make of the following form of address:




    

      More et Consuetudine Romanorum Raffaello of the ancient Roman Family de Carbonari Carbonis, who gave two Proconsuls under the Roman Republic (see Gibbons’s or Niebuhr’s History of Rome) . . . To his respected W. H. Archer, Esqre, plenty of tin, heaps of gold dust, big lumps preferred of course.


    




    Raffaello reached Ballarat at the turning of the year, and worked there for nearly all of 1853. He went on then to the Maldon rush, and to Bendigo. Then he took up shepherding—shepherds at that time were in short supply and well paid. ‘One night lost the whole blessed lot of my flock. Myself, the shepherd, did not know, in the name of heavens, which way to turn. Got among the blacks, the whole Tarrang tribe in corrobory . . . Found natives very humane, though.’




    He tells us a few things about this experience. He praises ‘the slender arms and small hands of their young girls, though the fingers be rather too long’. Then he went to Ballarat again, and was there from Easter 1854 until the frightful morning of 3 December.




    Raffaello had spoken at the diggers’ meeting in 1853, but he did not join the Ballarat Reform League until four days before Eureka, and then only because his friend Peter Lalor invited him. Raffaello was obviously a natural spokesman of Italian and other miners of non-British origin. He spoke at the final, exasperated meeting of the diggers on 29 November. He was at the time supporting a motion by Lalor. Kennedy, a man whom Raffaello sketches sympathetically, later said that Raffaello was guilty of ‘suicidal rant’, to an extent that Kennedy himself went up to the platform and led him away.




    On 30 November, though, Peter Lalor put Raffaello in charge of the foreign detachment, an appointment which showed Lalor’s considerable trust in him. Raffaello found himself therefore a member of the central council of twelve miners. He gives us a very vivid account of the council’s deliberations and of its members, praising Lalor, Patrick Curtain, Ross the Canadian, and Thonen the German, among others, and dismissing Vern as a posturer. Next Raffaello was appointed to accompany Father Smyth, the Irish priest, and George Black, the newspaper editor, on a mission to ask Commissioner Rede to call off the licence hunts which had intensified on Hotham’s secret orders and which were enraging the miners. Mr Rede, taking a dismissive line, believed that ‘the licence is a mere cloak to cover a democratic revolution’. Rafaello argues perceptively, ‘only a marionette was before us. Each of his words, each of his movements, was the vibration of the telegraphic wires directed from Toorak’.




    Again, it is obvious that, whatever Carboni had done as an Italian rebel, Rede was wrong in his estimation of Raffaello’s motives. Raffaello felt no overriding duty to produce an Australian democratic republic. What focussed Carboni’s passion entirely were the savage and relentless licence hunts, and the fact that he hadn’t travelled such a huge distance to suffer the sort of punishment he could have had at the hands of the Austrians. ‘I came, then, 16,000 miles in vain to get away from the law of the sword!’




    After drilling his troops on Saturday 2 December, Raffaello left the Stockade about midnight. At that stage there was confidence about a resolution of the matter without bloodshed, but that was only because Hotham had told the miners and the police and military different things. No one was expecting any assault from the military and police camp. Raffaello slept in his tent, very close to the stockade of piled-up logs and lengths of timber which were meant to give protection to the miners in the event of an attack. At first light the noise of the assault by British troops and police awakened him, and he took shelter in his chimney from the erratic crossfire of both sides. He gives a wonderful account of the battle, including the bayonetting attrocities which followed the taking of the Stockade. When the assault force began to burn tents around the Stockade, he came out to protest, was arrested, released, and then spent considerable time helping Doctor Carr look after the wounded. At mid or late morning he was arrested by the despised police agent, ‘Spy Goodenough’, imprisoned at Ballarat and then moved to Melbourne Gaol. He gives a highly operatic but probably genuine picture of his anguish during four months as a prisoner.




    At his ultimate trial, eight police and military witnesses gave false evidence against him, and Mr Justice Barry did his best to influence the jurors towards a guilty verdict. ‘His Honour tried the patience of the jury’, says Raffaello.




    Released, Raffaello was elected unanimously to the new local miners’ court at Ballarat and served on it for six months.




    He left Australia in early 1856 and spent two years travelling in Asia and the Middle East, until in 1858 he reached Turin, which he found to be a centre for Cavour and the Italian unificationists. He worked for the Italian rebels as an interpreter, and was official interpreter for the Municipality of Milan and of Genoa. In the summer of 1860 Garibaldi gave him captain’s rank, and Raffaello translated the correspondence between the Italian statesman Crispi and Lord John Russell. After the war he lived in Turin and Naples, and is believed to have died in 1875 in Rome.




    As a writer, Raffaello sometimes skirts along the edge of flatulence in the body of the text and even in the titles of his short chapters. The chapter title of XXXI reads:




    

      SI CESSIIL PIANTO, L’IRA SI GUSTI.




      LO SCHIAVO CHE VUOL FINIR LE SUE PENE,




      VENDETTA GRIDANDO AL DIO DE GUISTI,




      DEVE SCHIANTAR LE PROPRIE CATENE.




      CORE! SI VADA, VEDASI, SI VINCA. (bis.)


    




    Or Chapter XXXVI:




    

      QUOUSQUE TANDEM ABUTERE, TOORAK,




      PATIENTIA NOSTRA?


    




    In the spirit of the soubriquet Great Works, his prose is sometimes irrespressible to a fault:




    

      The incomprehensible, unsettled, impracticableordinances for the abominable management of the gold-fields; which ordinances, left to the discretion—that is, the caprice; and to the good sense—that is, the motto, ‘odi profanum vulgus et arceo;’ and to the best judgement—that is the proverbial incapability of all aristocratical red tape, ‘HOW TO RULE US VAGABONDS’.


    




    Just the same there is a crisp fervour running in these pages, and Raffaello engages us as a writer. He has a natural gift for the salient, dramatic detail, and a robust way of dealing with character. He is generous with both admiration and contempt. He describes Peter Lalor in these terms: ‘Not so tall as thick, of a strong frame, some 35 years old, honest countenance, sober forehead, penetrating look, fine dark whiskers. His mouth and complexion denote the Irish, and he is the earnest, well-meaning, no-two-ways, non-John-Bullised Irishman’. But here is someone he doesn’t like:




    

      Oh! You long-legged Vern! With the eyes of an opossum, a common nose, healthy-looking cheeks, not very small mouth, no beard, long neck for Jack Ketch . . . They say you come from Hanover, but your friends have seen too much in you of the Mexico-Peruvian . . . you have not a dishonest heart, but you believe in nothing but the gratification of your own silly vanity.


    




    The excitement of the assemblage of the various battalions, American, Canadian, European, Irish, and the raising of the rebel flag, are superbly rendered, and so is the battle for the Stockade itself.




    H. V. Evatt, based on Carboni’s book and other sources, puts the blame for the tragedy on Hotham, who said conciliatory things to the miners but secretly ordered rises in licence fees and more intense policing. Nor do Attorney-General Stawell or Colonial Secretary Foster do themselves much honour before or after 3 December. The Royal Commission Hotham founded after the event was critical of all the most important aspects of the management of the relationship between Melbourne and the miners.




    There is one source which says that Raffaello was cowardly at the Stockade. Serle quotes John Lynch, who says that ‘the fiery son of Mars skulked’ in his chimney inside the Stockade. But it is obvious from all the evidence that Raffaello’s tent was outside, and his services to the wounded were hardly those of a coward. Nor did any other witness, hostile or not, accuse him of cowardice. In fact Raffaello is amused that the Crown’s witnesses went in the other direction, to paint him as a particularly fearsome rebel leader. And if there were any common perception that Raffaello behaved badly at Eureka, it would have been unlikely that he would have been elected to the very first miners’ court.




    As for Raffaello Carboni’s literary ambitions—they went largely unrealised. He wrote ‘Grand opera-ballet’ and ‘contemporary drama’, as well as some ‘Roman tragedy’ and a ‘Farce in forty eight garibaldine stanzas’. He sent copies of his drama La Santola from Milan and Turin in 1861 to Sir Redmond Barry, W. C Haines and Peter Lalor. One copy is in the State Library of Victoria and another in the Parliamentary Library in Melbourne. He referred to his Australian experience in Gilburnia, a pantomime for ballet in eight scenes which features ‘antarctic vocabulary’. Four of his works were published in Naples in the late 1860s and nearly all of them appeared in a two-volume collection of his work published in Rome in the 1870s. The Australian Dictionary of Biography describes his writing as ‘violently anti-clerical and anti-French . . . a fusion between the eighteenth-century reviver of the Commedia dell’arte, Carlo Gozzi, and the twentieth-century absurd theatre’.




    But all this work of Carboni’s is unknown in Italy, as is the name of Raffaello. Great Works Raffaello Carboni, known on the goldfields of Australia as Carboni Raffaello, is remembered only in Australia.




    Here then is Great Works’ greatest work.




    TOM KENEALLY




    May 1993             


  




  

    PUBLISHER’S NOTE




    The text is given as originally published, except that some obvious printer’s errors have been corrected, and a few footnotes, numbered, have been added to explain certain terms used on the goldfields.


  




  

    NOTA BENE




    IN person I solicit no subscription—in writing I hereby ask no favour from my reader. A book must stand or fall by the truth contained in it.




    What I wish to note is this: I was taught the English language by the Very Reverend W. Vincent Eyre, Vice Rector of the English College, Rome. It has cost me immense pains to rear my English up to the mark; but I could never master the language to perfection. Hence, now and then, probably to the annoyance of my Readers, I could not help the foreign idiom. Of course, a proper edition, in Italian, will be published in Turin.




    I have nothing further to say.




    CARBONI RAFFAELLO.




    Prince Albert Hotel, Bakery-Hill, Ballaarat.




    Anniversary of the Burning of Bentley’s Eureka Hotel, 1855.


  




  

    
I FAVETE LINGUIS





    Mendacium sibi, sicut turbinis, viam augustam in urbe et orbe terrarum aperuit.




    Stultus dicit in corde suo, ‘non est Deus!’




    Veritas vero lente passu passu sicut puer, tandem aliquando janunculat ad lucem.




    Tunc justus ut palma florescit.*




    I UNDERTAKE to do what an honest man should do, let it thunder or rain. He who buys this book to lull himself to sleep had better spend his money in grog. He who reads this book to smoke a pipe over it, let him provide himself with plenty of tobacco—he will have to blow hard. A lover of truth—that’s the man I want—and he will have in this book the truth, and nothing but the truth.




    Facts, from the ‘stubborn-things’ store, are here retailed and related—contradiction is challenged from friend or foe. The observation on, and induction from the facts, are here stamped with sincerity: I ask for no other credit. I may be mistaken: I will not acknowledge the mistake unless the contrary be proved.




    When two boys are see-sawing on a plank, balanced on its centre, whilst the world around them is ‘up’ with the one it is ‘down’ with the other. The centre, however, is stationary. I was in the centre. I was an actor, and therefore an eye-witness. The events I relate, I did see them pass before me. The persons I speak of, I know them face to face. The words I quote, I did hear them with my own ears. Others may know more or less than I; I mean to tell all that I know, and nothing more.




    Two reasons counsel me to undertake the task of publishing this work; but a third reason is at the bottom of it, as the potent lever; and they are—




    1st. An honourable ambition urging me to have my name remembered among the illustrious of Rome. I have, on reaching the fortieth year of my age, to publish a work at which I have been plodding the past eighteen years. An ocean of grief would overwhelm me if then I had to vindicate my character: how, under the hospitality of the British flag, I was put in the felon’s dock of a British Supreme Court to be tried for high treason.




    2nd. I have the moral courage to show the truth of my text above, because I believe in the resurrection of life.




    3rd. Brave comrades in arms who fell on that disgraced Sabbath morning, December 3rd, worthy of a better fate, and most certainly of a longer remembrance, it is in my power to drag your names from an ignoble oblivion, and vindicate the unrewarded bravery of one of yourselves! He was once my mate, the bearer of our standard, the ‘Southern Cross.’ Shot down by a murderous hand, he fell and died struggling like a man in the cause of the diggers. But he was soon forgotten. That he was buried is known by the tears of a few true friends! the place of his burial is little known, and less cared for.




    Sunt tempora nostra; non mutabimur nec mutamur in illis; jam perdidi s spem.




    The work will be published on the 1st of December next, and given to each subscriber by the Author’s own hand, on the site of the Eureka Stockade, from the rising to the setting of the sun, on the memorable third.




    * Listen to me—




    The lie, like the whirlwind, clears itself a royal road, either in town or country, through the whole face of the earth.




    The fool in his heart says, ‘There is no God.’




    The truth, however slow, step by step, like a little child, someday, as last, finds a footpath to light.




    Then the righteous flourish like a palm tree.




    
II A JOVE PRINCIPIUM





    ‘WANTED A GOVERNOR. Apply to the People of Victoria:’ that was the extraordinary advertisement, a new chum in want of employment, did meet in the usual column of The Argus, December 1852. Many could afford to laugh at it, the intelligent however, who had immigrated here, permanently to better his condition, was forced to rip up in his memory a certain fable of Æsop. Who would have dared then to warn the fatted Melbourne frogs weltering in grog, their colonial glory, against their contempt for King Log? Behold King Stork is your reward. Tout comme chez nous.




    One remark before I start for the gold-fields. As an old European traveller I had set apart a few coppers for the poor at my landing. I had no opportunity for them, ‘We shall do well in this land;’ was my motto. Who is going to be the first beggar? Not I! My care for the poor would have less disappointed me, if I had prepared myself against falling in the unsparing clutches of a shoal of land-sharks, who swarmed at that time the Yarra Yarra wharfs. Five pounds for landing my luggage, was the A, followed by the old colonial C, preceded by the double D. Rapacity in Australia is the alpha and omega. Yet there were no poor! a grand reflection for the serious. Adam Smith, settled the question of ‘the wealth of nations.’ The source of pauperism will be settled in Victoria by any quill-driver, who has the pluck to write the history of public-houses in the towns, and sly-grog sellers on the gold-fields.




    Let us start for Ballaarat, Christmas, December 1852. —Vide—tempore suo—Julii Caesaris junioris. De Campis Aureis, Australia Felix Commentaria.




    For the purpose, it is now sufficient to say that I had joined a party; fixed our tent on the Canadian Flat; went up to the Camp to get our gold licence1; for one pound ten shilling sterling a head we were duly licensed for one month to dig, search for, and remove gold, etc.—We wanted to drink a glass of porter to our future success, but there was no Bath Hotel at the time.—Proceeded to inspect the famous Golden Point (a sketch of which I had seen in London in the Illustrated News). The holes all around, three feet in diameter, and five to eight feet in depth, had been abandoned! we jumped into one, and one of my mates gave me the first lesson in ‘fossiking,’— In less than five minutes I pounced on a little pouch—the yellow boy was all there,—my eyes were sparkling,—I felt a sensation identical to a first declaration of love in by-gone times.—‘Great works’ at last was my bursting exclamation. In old Europe I had to take off my hat half a dozen times, and walk from east to west before I could earn one pound in the capacity of sworn interpreter, and translator of languages in the city of London. Here, I had earned double the amount in a few minutes, without crouching or crawling to Jew or Christian. Had my good angel prevailed on me to stick to that blessed Golden Point, I should have now to relate a very different story: the gold fever, however, got the best of my usual judgment, and I dreamt of, and pretended nothing else, than a hole choked with gold, sunk with my darling pick, and on virgin ground.—I started the hill right-hand side, ascending Canadian Gully, and safe as the Bank of England I pounced on gold—seventeen and a half ounces, depth ten feet.




    1 See p. 152




    
III JUPITER TONANS





    ONE fine morning (Epiphany week), I was hard at work (excuse old chum, if I said hard: though my hand had been scores of times compelled in London to drop the quill through sheer fatigue, yet I never before handled a pick and shovel), I hear a rattling noise among the brush. My faithful dog, Bonaparte, would not keep under my control. ‘What’s up?’ ‘Your licence, mate,’ was the peremptory question from a six-foot fellow in blue shirt, thick boots, the face of a ruffian armed with a carabine and fixed bayonet. The old ‘all right’ being exchanged, I lost sight of that specimen of colonial brutedom and his similars, called, as I then learned, ‘traps’ and ‘troopers.’1 I left off work, and was unable to do a stroke more that day.




    ‘I came, then, 16,000 miles in vain to get away from the law of the sword!’ was my sad reflection. My sorrow was not mitigated by my mates and neighbours informing me, that Australia was a penal settlement. Inveterate murderers, audacious burglars, bloodthirsty bushrangers, were the ruling triumvirate, the scour of old Europe, called Vandemonians, in this bullock-drivers’ land. Of course I felt tamed, and felt less angry, at the following search for licence. At the latter end of the month, one hundred and seventy seven pounds troy, in two superb masses of gold, were discovered at the depth of sixty feet, on the hill opposite where I was working. The talk was soon Vulcanish through the land. Canadian Gully was as rich in lumps as other gold-fields are in dust. Diggers, whom the gold fever had rendered stark blind, so as to desert Ballaarat for Mount Alexander and Bendigo, now returned as ravens to the old spot; and towards the end of February, ’53, Canadian Gully was in its full glory.




    1‘Traps,’ foot police; ‘troopers,’ mounted.




    
IV INCIPIT LAMENTATIO





    THE search for licences, or ‘the traps are out to-day’— their name at the time—happened once a month. The strong population now on this gold-field had perhaps rendered it necessary twice a month. Only in October, I recollect they had come out three times. Yet, ‘the traps are out’ was annoying, but not exasperating. Not exasperating, because John Bull, ab initio et ante secula, was born for law, order, and safe money-making on land and sea. They were annoying, because, said John, not that he likes his money more than his belly, but he hates the bayonet: I mean, of course, he does not want to be bullied with the bayonet. To this honest grumbling of John, the drunkard, that is the lazy, which make the incapables, joined their cant, and the Vandemonians pulled up with wonted audacity. In a word, the thirty shillings a month for the gold licence became a nuisance.




    A public meeting was announced on Bakery-hill. It was in November, 1853. Four hundred diggers were present. I recollect I heard a ‘Doctor Carr’ poking about among the heaps of empty bottles all round the Camp, and asked who paid for the good stuff that was in them, and whither was it gone. Of course, Doctor Carr did not mention, that one of those bottles, corked and sealed with the ‘Crown,’ was forced open with Mr. Hetherington‘s corkscrew; and that said Dr. Carr had then to confess that the bottle aforesaid contained a nobbier some £250 worth for himself. Great works already at Toorak. Tout cela soit dit en passant. Mr. Hetherington, then a storekeeper on the Ballaarat Flat, and now of the Cladendon Hotel, Ballaarat Township, is a living witness. For the fun of the thing, I spoke a few words which merited me a compliment from the practitioner, who also honoured me with a private precious piece of information—‘Nous allons bientot avoir la Re publique Australienne! Signore.’ ‘Quelle farce! re pondis je.’ The specimen of man before me impressed me with such a decided opinion of his ability for destroying sugarsticks, that at once I gave him credit as the founder of a republic for babies to suck their thumbs.




    In short, here dates the Victorian system of ‘memorialising.’ The diggers of Ballaarat sympathised with those of Bendigo in their common grievances, and prayed the governor that the gold licence be reduced to thirty shillings a month. There was further a great waste of yabber-yabber about the diggers not being represented in the Legislative Council, and a deal of fustian was spun against the squatters. I understood very little of those matters at the time: the shoe had not pinched my toe yet.




    Every one returned to his work; some perhaps not very peacefully, on account of a nobbier or two over the usual allowance.




    
V RISUM TENEATIS AMICI





    I RECOLLECT towards this time I followed the mob to Magpie Gully. It was a digger’s life. Hard work by day, blazing fire in the evening, and sound sleep by night at the music of drunken quarrels all around, far and near. I had marked my claim in accordance with the run of the ranges, and safe as the Bank of England I bottomed on gold. No search for licence ever took place. What’s the matter? Oh, the diggers of Bendigo, by sheer moral force, in the shape of some ten thousand in a mob, had inspired with better sense the red-tape there and somewhere else, so I took out my licence at the reasonable rate of two pounds for three months, my contribution for the support of gold-lace. So far so good. I had no fault to find with our governor Joseph Latrobe, Esquire; nor do I believe that the diggers cared about anything else from him. Was it then his being an esquire that brought his administration into contempt? The fact is, a clap of ‘The Thunder’ from Printing House-square boomed on the tympanum of my ear. We diggers got the gracious title of ‘vagabonds’ and our massa ‘Joe,’1 for his pains to keep friends with us, was put down ‘an incapable;’ all for the honour of British rule, of course.




    ‘Wanted a Governor,’ was now no longer a dummy in The Argus; but, unhappily, no application was made to the people of Victoria.




    Give a dog a bad name—and the old proverb holds good even at the antipodes. My trampings are now transcribed from my diary.




    With the hot winds whirled in the Vandemonian rush to the Ballaarat Flat. My hole was next to the one which was jumped by the Eureka mob, and where one man was murdered in the row. At sixty-five feet we got on a blasted log of a gum-tree that had been mouldering there under a curse, since the times of Noah! The whole flat turned out an imperial shicer.1 (You do not sink deep enough, Signore Editor.) Slabs that had cost us some eight pounds a hundred would not fetch, afterwards, one pound. We left them to sweat freely in the hole; and all the mob got on the fuddle. My mate and myself thought we had been long enough together, and got asunder for a change. I was soon on the tramp again. Bryant’s Ranges was the go of the day, and I started thither accordingly. December, 1853. Oh, Lord! what a pack of ragamuffins over that way! I got acquainted with the German party who found out the Tarrangower den; shaped my hole like a bathing tub, and dropped ‘on it’ right smart. Paid two pounds to cart one load down the Loddon, and left two more loads of washing stuff, snug and wet with the sweat of my brow, over the hole. Got twenty-eight pennyweights out of the load. Went back the third day, brisk and healthy, to cart down the other two loads. Washing stuff! gone: hole! gone: the gully itself! gone: the whole face of it had been clean shaved. Never mind; go ahead again. Got another claim on the surface-hill. No search for licence: thank God, had none. Nasty, sneaky, cheeky little things of flies got into my eyes: could see no more, no ways. Mud water one shilling a bucket! Got the dysentery; very bad. Thought, one night, to reef the yards and drop the anchor. Got on a better tack though. Promenaded up to the famous Bendigo. Had no particular objection to Celestials there, but had no particular taste for their tartaric water. Made up my mind to remember my days of innocence, and turned shepherd. Fine landscape this run on the Loddon: almost a match for Bella Italia; but there are too many mosquitoes. Dreamt, one day, I was drinking a tumbler of Loddon wine; and asserted that Providence was the same also in the south. It was a dream. The lands lay waste and desolate: not by nature; oh no; by hand of man. Bathing in these Loddon water-holes, superb. Tea out of this Loddon water magnificent. In spite of these horrible hot winds, this water is always fresh and delicious: how kind is Providence! One night lost the whole blessed lot of my flock. Myself, the shepherd, did not know, in the name of heavens, which way to turn. Got among the blacks, the whole Tarrang tribe in corrobory. Lord, what a rum sight for an old European traveller. Found natives very humane, though. My sheep right again, only the wild dogs had given them a good shake. Was satisfied that the Messiah the Jews are looking for will not be born in this bullock-drivers’ land; any how, the angels won’t announce the happy event of his birth to the shepherds. No more truck with sheep, and went to live with the blacks for a variation. Picked up, pretty soon, bits of their yabber-yabber. For a couple of years had tasted no fish; now I pounced on a couple of frogs, every couple of minutes. Thought their ‘lubras’ ugly enough; not so, however, the slender arms and small hands of their young girls, though the fingers be rather too long.




    That will do now, in as much as the end of the story is this: That portion in my brains called ‘acquisitiveness’ got the gold-fever again, and I started for old Ballaarat.




    1‘Joe,’ diggers’ name for a policeman; cry of warning that the ‘traps’ were about.




    1 Claim yielding no gold—a ‘duffer’ (from German-scheissen).




    
VI SUA CUIQUE VOLUNTAS





    I WAS really delighted to see the old spot once more; Easter, 1854. I do not mean any offence to my fellow-diggers elsewhere; it struck me very forcibly, however, that our Ballaarat men look by far more decent, and our storekeepers, or grog-sellers if you like, undoubtedly more respectable.




    Of a constitution not necessarily savage, I did not fail to observe that the fair ones had ventured now on a large scale to trust their virtue among us vagabonds, and on a hot-wind day, I patronized of course some refreshment room.




    I met my old mate, and we determined to try the old game; but this time on the old principle of labor omnia vincit—I pitched my tent right in the bush, and prophesied, that from my door I would see the golden hole in the gully below.




    I spoke the truth, and such is the case this very day. Feast of the Assumption, 1855:—What sad events, however, were destined to pass exactly before the very door of my tent!—Who could have told me on that Easter Sunday, that the unknown hill which I had chosen for my rest, would soon be called the Massacre Hill! That next Christmas, my mate would lie in the grave, somewhere forgotten: and I in the gaol! the rope round my neck! !




    Let us keep in good spirits, good reader, we shall soon have to weep together enough.




    Gravel Pits, famous for its strong muster of golden holes, and blasting shicers, was too deep for me. The old Eureka was itself again. The jewellers shops,1 which threatened to exhaust themselves in Canadian Gully, were again the talk of the day: and the Eureka gold dust was finer, purer, brighter, immensely darling. The unfaithful truants who had rushed to Bryant’s Ranges, to knock their heads against blocks of granite, now hastened for the third time to the old spot, Ballaarat, determined to stick to it for life or death. English, German, and Scotch diggers, worked generally on the Gravel Pits; the Irish had their stronghold on the Eureka. The Americans fraternised with all the wide-awake, ubi caro, ibi vultures.
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