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Prologue


28 July 1896


Row upon row of miners’ tents stretched out across the West Australian outback, their white canvas reddened by thousands of miles and hundreds of campsites. Coolgardie’s population had exploded since Bayley and Ford had discovered a rich vein of gold, netting them thousands and thousands of pounds. Searching for the dream, for the easy life, men had come from every corner of the country prepared to tough it out for that one small chance of a life of luxury, but for now, their lives were simple as they scratched, dug and sluiced in the soil and the dust.


Dawn was breaking as the sun crept higher in the eastern sky, spilling golden rays across the barren landscape. Flocks of pink and grey galahs squawked loudly in the craggy gums as dozens of men collected their gear in preparation for heading out for the day’s toil hoping, praying, that today would be the day they struck it rich. One man, Richard Ashe, sat with several other miners making small talk by a small fire, a worn black billy bubbling away on top of it.


‘I have been to many places, a few around Kalgoorlie in particular, where I have come good,’ Ashe said as he held up a small bag. No one paid any attention as they devoured the last of their breakfast; they’d heard it all before. Ashe’s reputation for telling tall tales was well known, and one miner, having finally had enough, snapped, ‘I bet there’s nothing but pebbles in there.’


‘Oh, no!’ Ashe protested, as the other miners sniggered. ‘There’s at least two thousand pounds’ worth.’


‘In that case, you’re mad!’ another miner commented. ‘I certainly wouldn’t be walking around with that much gold in my pocket!’


‘Yeah,’ another heavily bearded miner added as he folded his arms. ‘We all know you’re stupid, Ashe. After all, you stole and sold some copper’s horses and then signed your own name on the receipt!’


A chorus of derisory laughter ensued as the miners picked up their gear and headed off to the goldfields. Ashe, unfazed by his colleagues’ ridicule, moved to collect his equipment from his tent, keeping a keen eye on the others as he did. The miners, bags strapped onto their backs and shovels in hand, made their way down the sandy road that wound its way through scattered and stunted eucalypts until they eventually disappeared from view. Ashe watched and waited, and when he was satisfied the miners were far enough away, he set to his own prospecting. Moving from tent to tent, he rummaged and searched, taking whatever took his fancy. Jewellery, cash, papers; it all went into his bag. Then he found the items that most excited him, several professional certificates belonging to a Mr Frank Harwood, certificates of good character issued at Broken Hill by the Broken Hill Proprietary Company and a certificate from the Ballarat School of Mines stating that Harwood had passed examinations in chemistry, metallurgy and assaying.


That was it; his next move became clear. Today, Richard Ashe would die, and a new Frank Harwood would be born. Hurriedly dismantling his tent, he collected his possessions and, his bag now full of trinkets and treasures, quickly departed, catching the first train back to Perth, and then on to Fremantle.


As the train pulled into the port town he stood, bags slung over his shoulder, on the carriage step, and leapt down onto the platform before the train had come to a complete halt. Threading his way through the crowds, he hurried from the station and down to the seaside. Amongst the backstreets, full of sailors, drunks and prostitutes, he felt safe, comfortable. Nestled in between the brothels and the saloons, he soon found a suitable hotel.


‘Good evening, sir, how may I help you?’ the clerk asked politely as Ashe entered.


‘Just a room, thank you.’


‘Certainly, sir, if you would just sign the register.’


Richard Ashe picked up the quill pen and signed. The clerk turned the book around and read out loud, ‘Frank Butler Harwood.’


‘Yep, that’s me,’ he replied.


‘Well, Mr Harwood, here is your key. How long will you be staying?’


‘Just overnight. I’m catching a boat to Sydney in the morning.’


‘Very good, sir. I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask you to pay your bill in advance. We get a lot of people trying to slip out without paying.’


‘Certainly,’ said Harwood as he reached into his coat and withdrew a large wad of bills, the sight of which made the clerk’s eyes light up.


‘Excellent, sir,’ the clerk said enthusiastically. ‘And if there is anything else you need, anything, you just ask me, alright?’


‘Thank you, I reckon I could do with a good bottle of whisky. Just bring it up to my room,’ Harwood said as he retrieved his key, picked up his bags and made his way upstairs.


Once inside his room, he tossed his belongings onto the bed and sat in a chair at a desk by the window. He was staring out at the busy port below when a knock came on the door. ‘Enter,’ he called.


The clerk appeared, brandishing two large bottles of whisky. ‘Do you want a glass?’ he said, placing them on the table in front of Harwood.


‘No,’ Harwood replied as he reached into his pocket and withdrew several shillings which he gave to the clerk.


‘Thank you, sir, enjoy your stay, sir,’ the clerk said as he dipped his head and departed.


Frank Harwood opened the first bottle, drank heartily and wiped the remnants from his mouth and thick moustache before grabbing the bag full of stolen booty. He scattered the contents across the bed, examining each piece of ill-gotten loot, but they were nothing more than cursory glances; he was more interested in the mining certificates, which he picked up and took back to the desk, studying them while continuing to sip from the bottle of whisky.


Looking out the window and down at the ships below, it suddenly came to him; the best way to use them, the way to silence the voice that whispered to him, begging him to experience that thrill once more. Leaning back in his chair with a self-satisfied smile, he took another heavy swig, and proceeded to finish both that bottle and the other before falling into a contented sleep, his dreams filled with images of the faces of men long gone.


The next morning, he awoke early, his head clouded by the whisky, packed and hurriedly made his way out the door and down to the docks, where he asked around until he found his ship, the Marlborough. It had been readied for an early departure, and now its sailors were rushing around finishing the last of their tasks. ‘You there,’ Harwood said to the nearest sailor.


‘Yes, sir?’ he replied.


‘When do we sail? Soon, I hope.’


‘Yes, sir, we sail shortly.’


‘Excellent, I have some urgent business I want to get to in Sydney.’
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Frank Harwood, The San Francisco Call, 9 January 1897.




PART I




1


A New Path


7 August 1896


As the Marlborough entered Sydney Heads, Frank Harwood stood at the bow examining the sandstone cliffs and rugged bushland lining the coast. Night was descending, and the majesty of the harbour intensified as the setting sun sent glistening sparkles skipping over the crests of the small waves. A cool evening wind blew, and the clouds began to thicken in the skies above. The harbour was quiet, with most ships preferring to sit the night out and set sail in the morning. The Marlborough docked in Circular Quay with Harwood still standing at the bow, watching the residents of Sydney moving to and fro along the waterfront, silhouetted under the street lanterns, some making their way home, others to an inn for a quiet drink after a hard day’s labour.


The Marlborough eventually moored, and the passengers soon disembarked. Walking down the gangway, Harwood had a spring in his step as he entered the crowds, sensing opportunity with every new face; his prey, his next victim, was somewhere among them. Turning down Pitt Street, he examined several hotels before finding one that took his fancy: Gilham’s Hotel.


Inside the entrance, he found a slightly rounded, middle-aged lady sitting behind a large wooden desk.


‘Good evening, sir,’ she said. ‘I am Mrs Gilham. How may I help you?’


‘Good evening, madam, my name is Frank Harwood. Do you have any beds?’


‘Yes, sir, we do. Do you have any idea how long you will be staying for?’


‘Not really; a few days, a week maybe.’


Mrs Gilham smiled and asked for some identification. Rummaging through his bag, Harwood pulled out the certificates and handed them to her. She took a slight interest in the clinking and clanging that came from his bag, but paid little attention, as travellers carrying everything they owned were a familiar sight in her establishment. After reading the certificates and recording his name in her ledger, she handed them back.


‘Thank you, Mr Harwood. Are you intending to do some mining whilst you’re in New South Wales?’


‘Yes, ma’am, I intend to head out west shortly.’


‘Well, best of luck,’ she said.


‘Thank you, but I doubt I’ll need it!’ he replied jovially as he snatched up his room key and headed upstairs.


Over the next few days, Harwood familiarised himself with the centre of the city, its grid-patterned streets making it easy to find his way around. With each passing day, the voice inside him grew stronger; it was time to set the first stage of his plan into motion. He walked along Pitt Street until he reached George Street, which he followed to Hunter Street, and then proceeded to the corner of Phillip Street, where he entered The Sydney Morning Herald’s advertising offices, spoke briefly to a clerk while he placed his ad, and then returned to the hotel to wait. The ad read:


Mining partner wanted to go equal shares. Expedition to western goldfields. Apply Gilham’s Hotel, Pitt Street.





12 August 1896


After enjoying a roast lamb dinner, Frank Harwood sat in the drawing room smoking a cigarette as he read through the dozens of responses to his ad. One in particular intrigued him. He read it over and over again.


Dear Mr Harwood, would love to join you on this expedition. Happy to go half shares. Meet you at Mrs Gilham’s Hotel tomorrow night at 6 pm. Mr Burgess.


Many respondents had come and gone over the last few days, but none had been suitable; they either knew too many people or had large families. Several had appeared over the course of the last hour, and each time a new man had entered the room, Harwood had looked up to see if it was Mr Burgess. Unfortunately for them, they were travellers looking for a room, and Mrs Gilham had politely turned each one away, as her hotel was full. Now the bell above the door jingled once more, and Harwood looked up expectantly. A young man in his late twenties, slim with blond hair and a neat, tidy moustache stepped through the doorway. Harwood had seen his kind before, in the Scandinavian countries. Something inside him sensed that this was his man.


‘Good evening, madam,’ the man said. ‘My name is Mr Burgess.’


‘Good evening, sir,’ Mrs Gilham replied. ‘I am sorry, but I cannot offer you a room, as we are currently full.’


Burgess looked slightly confused, but before he could utter any response, Harwood was at his side. ‘It’s all right, Mrs Gilham, he’s with me.’


Burgess smiled, revealing several gold fillings.


‘Will you be checking out tomorrow then, Mr Harwood?’ said Mrs Gilham.


‘Yes, ma’am, I believe I will be.’


‘Well, seeing as this man is a friend of yours, I think I can muster up a spare room for one night. It is only a tiny single that I rarely use. I hope that will be acceptable.’


‘Any room is fine, ma’am,’ Burgess said politely.


‘Very good then, gentlemen, I will have your bills ready in the morning.’


The two men retired to the drawing room, with Harwood repeating the same line of questioning that he’d used with the previous applicants. In the course of their conversation, Burgess revealed that he didn’t have any family in Australia, and had few friends. Harwood duly informed Burgess that he was the perfect man for the job.


The next morning, Burgess disappeared early in order to retrieve a wagon he has pre-purchased in anticipation of finding a suitable companion to accompany him. He waited outside for Harwood, the latter appearing shortly after carrying two large bags.


‘Surely we will need more gear if we are to be successful,’ Burgess stated quizzically.


‘Ah, Mr Burgess, you are with a man who knows his business. This will be enough, I assure you.’


Harwood said his farewells to Mrs Gilham. Burgess shook the reins, and the horses began trotting along the streets of Sydney. The men drove for most of the day, their small talk mostly focused on the finer points of prospecting. Harwood answered Burgess’s every little question with good humour and, whilst he was no expert, he was an expert liar – anything he didn’t know, he simply improvised.


They made camp near Parramatta, and continued the next morning towards Penrith. Burgess suggested they stay the night in one of the many inns but Harwood declined the request, citing that too many fellow miners were likely to be there; they didn’t want people knowing where they were headed.


Camping by the river, they had a simple, early supper, and were up at the break of dawn. Harwood drove as they made their way up Mitchell’s Pass and along the Great Western Road.


Travelling through Springwood then on to Lithgow, they made camp once more. The next morning, they packed their belongings into the cart and continued their journey out west.


‘There is one thing I have not yet asked you, Mr Harwood,’ Burgess said, taking the reins and whipping the horses into action as they made their way out of Lithgow and along the road leading through the thick eucalyptus forests of the upper Blue Mountains and down into the western plains. ‘You are obviously from England, given your accent, but how did you come to be in Australia?’


‘I have seen many a thing, Mr Burgess, many a thing, and you are correct in saying that I am an Englishman. I once served in the Royal Navy on HMS Sultan. “Darkey,” my friends used to call me.’


‘A sailor! You are a long way from the ocean. Did you not like the seas? Is that why you turned to prospecting?’


‘There was not enough money in being a sailor, so I decided it was time to stop roaming the oceans. I’d like to get together enough money to settle down to a quiet life somewhere, maybe here, maybe England. Either way, I should like to see Old Blighty again.’


‘In that case, I hope we find that one big strike, and we can live our lives in the way we want,’ said Burgess.


‘We will, Mr Burgess, we will!’ Harwood said as he slapped his companion on the back, almost knocking him from the cart. Burgess steadied himself and gripped the reins tightly. The miles continued to pass as they made their way towards Bathurst, and the landscape gradually began to change, the high eucalypts and dense scrub giving way to yellow grassland and mulga trees.


‘You must have had some exciting times at sea,’ Burgess said as they descended into a small valley and crossed a dry creek bed.


‘You don’t know the half of it,’ Harwood smirked.


‘Care to regale me with a story to help pass the time?’


Never in need of a second request to boast, Harwood was only too happy to oblige. ‘I remember one time back in ’82, in Alexandria in Egypt. I think it was summer, because I remember it being damn hot. Some Egyptians had killed some Europeans, so we were ordered to bombard the city. We destroyed the whole place without losing a single ship. The Gypos put up a bit of a stoush at Tel el-Kebir. They were good fighters, but in the end we only lost fifty-seven to their two thousand.’


Burgess listened intently. Harwood moved on to tales about his time in the American Army, the Canadian Mounties and his various other jobs. He told Burgess of how he had become a sailor, and of all his adventures around the world, particularly in Chile and Brazil. Burgess, despite having seen some things in his time, was in awe and wonderment at all he was hearing yet, had he paid more attention to Harwood’s boasting about his dubious activities in Brazil, he may have decided to pull the cart in at Bathurst and part company. However, when Harwood began boasting about his huge gold finds in the west, Burgess completely forgot about everything else, his mind consumed with dreams of riches as they drove through the town and continued out west towards Parkes.




2


A Lust for Gold


23 August 1896


The afternoon sun cast an orange glow across the land as it began to set on the flat horizon. Rounding a bend in the road, the two men spied a camp in the distance, and as they came closer, they could see half a dozen white canvas tents arranged in a neat circle with all the entrances facing inwards towards a centrally placed fire. Harwood pulled the cart in behind the tents whilst Burgess stepped down and started unloading their gear. In a few minutes, he’d erected their tents, whilst Harwood set about preparing the billy.


Three men, say by the fire, engaged in light conversation. Burgess nodded to them, but Harwood simply kept his head bowed, refusing to make eye contact. When they’d finished, Burgess was the first to make conversation.


‘Hello, gentlemen,’ he said as he moved over and stood at the edge of the circle.


‘G’day, mate. Grab a seat,’ said one man as he waved his hand in the direction of an empty spot on one of the logs surrounding the fire. Burgess sat down, but made a point of shaking each man’s hand before he did so.


‘So, where you blokes headed?’ one man asked.


‘Out west to do some prospecting; what about you?’ Burgess replied.


‘We just move around looking for work. We’ll probably head towards Parkes; see if there's anything going on the railways.’


Harwood, now became strangely animated as he came to sit next to Burgess on the log. ‘Hi, fellas,’ he said as he too shook their hands. ‘Anyone got a smoke?’


The nearest man reached inside his coat. ‘So how far have you guys travelled today?’ he said as he retrieved a cigarette and handed it to Harwood.


‘Oh, a fair few miles,’ Burgess answered. ‘We’re making good progress, aren’t we, Frank?’


Harwood nodded as he began to look around the camp. ‘Hey, fellas, there’s seven or so tents here. Where are the other boys?’


‘Out hunting,’ another man replied. ‘Some good roo shooting around here.’


Harwood became enthused by the prospect and, as he rose from his seat, said, ‘Think I’ll go and have a look around.’ He went to the back of the cart, retrieved his rifle and headed off into the scrub.


The men watched him until he disappeared from view, one man reached for the billy and poured a cup of tea, which he handed to Burgess. ‘Oi, fella, what’s the go with your mate?’


‘Him?’ Burgess replied. ‘He’s a bit of a queer chap but he knows his business.’


‘Hmm,’ the man said. ‘I’d keep your wits about you, mate.’


Burgess continued to make conversation, mostly about the landscape and what life was like in the country, while he prepared a rabbit that Harwood had shot earlier in the day. Making a stew of it, he set the billy on the fire. No sooner had he done so than Harwood returned. ‘How was your shooting?’ Burgess asked him as he came up next to the fire.


‘Didn’t see much,’ Harwood said as he sat down and lit a smoke. ‘I might have another crack in the morning.’


The rest of the night was spent swapping stories over the fire, mostly with Harwood repeating the boastful tales he had told Burgess during their journey.


The next morning, the two men said their goodbyes and went on their way, headed towards Parkes. As they came into town Harwood said: ‘I’m just going to go into the store and get some tobacco for my pipe.’


‘Okay,’ Burgess said. ‘I’ll stay here and watch the cart.’


Burgess watched Harwood disappear into the store when he heard a voice from the other side of the wagon.


‘G’day, mate, the name’s Lawrence,’ said a tall, blond, athletic man who stood examining the mining equipment. ‘Doing some prospecting are ya’?’


‘Burgess.’ he said as he extended his hand, ‘Yeah, hopefully we’ll strike it rich.’


‘Where have you come from?’


‘All the way from Sydney and across the Blue Mountains.’


Lawrence went to say more when Harwood returned.


‘G’day, mate,’ Lawrence said as he reached over to shake Harwood’s hand but he received nothing more than a grunted acknowledgment.


‘Where you thinking of heading?’ Lawrence asked Burgess. ‘There’s some good gold country if you just keep going west for a coupla’ hours.’


‘Thanks, mate,’ Burgess said as Harwood whipped the reins and the cart began to move.


After an hour’s drive, they came to a creek running through a small ravine. ‘This looks like a good place to camp. Good water,’ Harwood said.


Burgess simply nodded his head in agreement. Harwood jumped down from the cart and began pulling down the canvas tents and billy. Burgess tied the horses to a nearby tree, placed the chaff bags over their noses and began collecting firewood. Soon, he had a roaring blaze going. Harwood set up the simple tent, collected three sticks and hastily constructed a frame for the billy. Burgess fetched water from the nearby creek whilst Harwood cut some slices of preserved meat and placed them on two tin plates. Burgess returned, placed the billy on the frame, took a plate and sat back on a nearby log.


‘You know,’ Harwood said as he looked around at the thick yellow spinifex grass, ‘I reckon this looks like a good place to have a go. You see the way that creek runs down there and how those small hills in the distance are placed? Means it’s a good spot.’


Burgess nodded excitedly as he ate, and in between mouthfuls, said, ‘Well, we’d better get to bed early tonight so we can get to it.’


‘It’s good to see you’re keen, but I reckon I should give you a quick run-down on how to do things before we get at it.’


Burgess sat back while Harwood retrieved a gold pan from the cart and headed down to the creek, where he collected some soil and water before returning and sitting back down beside Burgess.


‘Right, so you start with a little soil. Make sure you remove all the large rocks, otherwise you won’t see anything. Then you swirl it around like this and the larger parts will separate. The gold is heavier than the rest of what’s in there so,’ he said giving the pan a few more spins, ‘once you separate it you should see some…gold.’


Two small specks of gold gleamed in the pan as Harwood passed it to Burgess. ‘And that’s just the start of it.’


‘Can I have a go?’ Burgess asked excitedly.


‘Just one moment,’ Harwood said as he retrieved a small vial filled with water, stuck his finger in the pan and dropped the specks into the vial. ‘Here.’


Moving down to the creek, Burgess retrieved some soil and water, returning to sit beside Harwood. With every turn, he continually asked whether he was doing it right, his excitement increasing with Harwood’s every affirmation. When he was done, he gazed down into the pan, disappointment spreading across his face when he realised it was empty.


‘Better luck next time!’ Harwood laughed. ‘Don’t give up.’


Burgess spent the rest of the daylight hours trying time and time again, repeatedly enquiring as to the correctness of his technique, until the darkness came.


The next morning, they were up with the sun and, after a light breakfast of bread and jam, Burgess was straight down to the creek bed resuming his search for gold. Harwood went too, but did not launch himself into the task with as much gusto as his student. By mid-morning, after failing to find a speck, Burgess’s enthusiasm had begun to waver, and finally he said, ‘What do you reckon we take a break?’


Harwood nodded, and the two men climbed out of the creek bed, Burgess with a billy full of water in hand. After boiling the tea and pouring himself a cup, he sat on a log and queried Harwood about their lack of success.


‘I thought you said this was a good spot. Shouldn’t we have found at least a few more specks, or maybe even something a bit more substantial?’


‘You have to understand,’ Harwood said through a mouthful of biscuits, ‘prospecting is a difficult proposition. It can be hit and miss. One spot might fail, but another will yield a load. It’s a big creek. We’ll try a few different places. Don’t worry, we’ll find something, never you mind.’


After they’d finished their breakfast, Burgess immediately picked up the sieve and shovel and was straight back down to the creek and prospecting again. Harwood leant against a nearby eucalypt and watched on.


Before long, they both heard a rumbling. Harwood looked back up the road and saw a lone traveller driving a rickety cart.


‘Good morning, George Woodford’s the name,’ called the traveller as he halted his cart, hopped down and made his way towards the fire.


‘Good morning, Mr Woodford,’ Burgess said enthusiastically as he ascended from the creek bed and shook the man’s hand. ‘Would you like a cup of tea?’


‘Please, I'm parched,’ Woodford said as he sat down next to the fire.


Harwood, annoyed by the intrusion, merely grunted a begrudging acknowledgement as he grabbed his gold pan, sieve and pick and headed down to the creek to resume prospecting.


‘Doing a little panning, are we?’ Woodford asked as he rolled a cigarette, lit it and watched Harwood.


‘Yeah,’ Burgess said eagerly as he handed Woodford the tea. ‘Frank reckons this is a great place.’


Woodford inhaled deeply on his cigarette, exhaled, and leant forward to pay closer attention to Harwood’s activities. ‘Mate, that’s not the way,’ Woodford called out. ‘You need get rid of all the stones until there's nothing left but the fine soil.’


‘Allow me! I know better!’ Harwood snapped back. I studied at the Mining School in Ballarat. I know what I’m doing!’


Woodford shot Burgess a concerned look.


‘It’s okay,’ Burgess said, nodding. ‘My mate is a strong fellow. He partly represents the government, and partly a Sydney syndicate. If we find anything good, it will be a good thing for all of us.’


Woodford, somewhat taken aback by Harwood’s rebuttal, looked at Burgess’s cap and a gold ring that was attached to a chain hanging from his shirt pocket. He looked back down to Harwood, who was still panning away. ‘Mate, I’d lose that bloke if I was you,’ Woodford said as he leant in close to Burgess. ‘Seems like he’s got a bit of a temper. You’re welcome to travel with me if you want.’


‘Nah, Frank’s alright. He knows what he’s doing. I need someone who can help me prospect.’


Woodford simply shook his head, rose to his feet, boarded his cart and headed off down the road.


Harwood continued to pan, keeping one eye on his work and one eye on the departing Woodford. When he was out of sight, Harwood came back up to the camp and sat down.


‘What was that bloke on about?’ Burgess asked.


‘Phhft! Fella didn’t know what he was talking about. I get it all the time. Every bloke in the world thinks he knows a thing or two about prospecting, but they don’t have the same qualifications that I do. Stick with me, and I’ll make you rich. Speaking of prospecting, what do you think about having another crack?’


Burgess jumped up enthusiastically. ‘Excellent. Let’s get to it!’


Harwood greeted Burgess’s enthusiasm with a smile. ‘Grab a shovel. We’ll dig a shaft and see if we can find something a bit bigger, ay?’


Burgess hurried to the cart, retrieved a shovel and headed off down to the creek bed. Harwood lingered behind, glancing up and down the road several times before making his way down to the bank of the creek, where Burgess stood like an obedient dog waiting for instructions. ‘So where do you think?’ Burgess said as he tapped the ground with the shovel. Harwood moved closer and examined the earth, took a look towards the distant hills, and then gazed back at the earth again. ‘Here,’ he said, pointing to the designated spot with his foot.


Burgess removed his cap, placed it to one side and fervently set to work. He dug a rectangular hole which, in accordance with Harwood’s instructions, measured about five feet long and three feet deep.


‘Yep, that’s good enough. I’ll just go up and get the panning gear. Be right back,’ said Harwood. Burgess stood in the hole, looking down at it with a sense of pride. Harwood returned shortly after. ‘Righto, mate, just kneel down and I’ll pass you the sieve and pan.’


Burgess did as asked, and reached out to take the sieve from Harwood. He started to shovel the soil in enthusiastically, fervently shaking the sieve about, then turned to Harwood and said, ‘Am I doing it right?’


The adrenaline pulsed through Harwood’s body. His nerves tingled as his finger caressed the trigger. Slowly, he raised the rifle and moved it from side to side until he found his preferred spot and fired. The bullet smashed through the doomed man’s skull. Burgess's body slumped into the hole, bone fragments and blood pooling in the yellow soil beneath where his face should have been. Harwood carefully placed the rifle down to one side, retrieved the shovel and forced the body into the foetal position. He reached for the dead man’s cap and placed over the remnants of Burgess's skull. Harwood began to fill in the grave, first covering the head. Within ten minutes, he’d completely buried the corpse, and gave the grave a final pat with the shovel before making his way back up to the camp, gathering up all the gear and heading west.





24 August 1896


Harwood travelled for the rest of the day, made camp for the night, and then continued on the next morning. Not far out from Parkes, he came across a farm owner fixing the gaps in the fence surrounding his property. He pulled the cart up alongside him, stepped down and introduced himself. ‘Hello, Frank Harwood’s the name.’


‘Hello,’ the man said as he wiped his dirty hands with a rag. ‘John Williamson. Where have you come from?’


‘All the way from Sydney. Picked up the horses and the cart in Lithgow.’


‘That’s a mighty fine cart and some good horses you’ve got there,’ Williamson said.


‘You think so? I don’t really need them anymore, so they’re up for sale if you want them.’


Williamson continued looking the cart over, kicking the wheels and attempting to bend the wooden slats. ‘How much do you want?’ he asked.


‘Fifteen pounds. That’s what I paid.’


Williamson pondered the proposal. ‘Done,’ he said. ‘We’ll just have to drive up to the house so I can get you the money. Then I’ll take you in to Parkes.’


The two men climbed onto the cart and drove up to the farmhouse. Williamson disappeared inside, retrieved the money and returned a short time later. ‘Here you are,’ he said as he handed Harwood the notes and lifted himself into the driver’s seat. ‘Let’s get on our way to Parkes, hey.’


The men exchanged small talk as they rode, but the further they went, the more Williamson began eyeing Harwood, who was continually playing with his Martini rifle. ‘What have you got that for?’ he eventually asked, just as they reached the town’s outskirts.


‘Mining’s a tricky business, my friend. There’s many a man that would just as soon kill you and take your gold as look at you.’


‘Fair enough,’ Williamson said, still unconvinced, as they pulled up outside the Railway dining rooms.


‘Thanks for the ride,’ Harwood said as he leapt down from the cart and gathered up his belongings.


‘Not a worry. Nice to meet you,’ Williamson said, relieved to be rid of his strange passenger.


Harwood reached over and shook Williamson’s hand, and then headed into the dining rooms, where he sat down and ordered lunch. Lost in his meal and deep in thought, he failed to notice a man who entered shortly after him, paused at the door and took an extended look in his direction.


As Harwood neared the end of his meal, the waiter came over to his table. ‘Everything’s fine, I do not wish for anything else,’ Harwood said.


‘Excellent, sir, but I have come to give you a message.’


‘Yes, what is it?’


‘Sir, there’s a Mr Lawrence upstairs; he says he knows you.’


Pushing his plate away and jerking his head towards the stairs, Harwood said nothing, but simply snatched up his bags and rushed from the dining rooms and out onto the platform, continually looking behind him as he hurried towards the ticket office.


‘Excuse me,’ he said to the clerk.


‘Yes, sir?’


‘When is the next train to Sydney?’


The clerk looked up to his left and ran his finger over the timetable.


‘You’re very fortunate, sir. There is a train in an hour.’


Harwood purchased a ticket, picked up his bags and headed off to the furthest end of the platform, keeping a close eye on the dining rooms. For the next hour, he divided his time between watching the dining rooms and examining the tracks and the countryside to see where his best chance of escape lay. No one appeared, and when the train to Sydney arrived he was the first aboard. It was not until the train had pulled away from the platform and was far from Parkes that he sat back in his seat and relaxed.
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The Next One


24 August 1896


Mrs Gilham was busy behind the counter, and didn’t notice Frank Harwood until he was standing directly in front of her. When she eventually sensed that someone was there, she looked up. ‘Oh, Mr Harwood, you’re back,’ she said with some surprise.


‘Hello, Mrs Gilham. Yes, I’m back. I don’t suppose you have any free rooms?’


‘Fortunately, I do,’ she said, looking past him. ‘Where is your companion?’


‘He decided to continue on out west,’ said Harwood.


‘Will you be looking for a new friend?’ said Mrs Gilham.


‘Yes, I believe I just might.’


‘I hope you find one to your liking,’ she said as she checked the ledger. ‘I happen to have your old room free; that is, if you want it.’


‘Yes, Mrs Gilham. That would be lovely. Thank you very much.’


Harwood picked up his bags and carried them up the stairs. Arriving at his room, he placed them beside the bed, retrieved the rifle, which he carefully placed under his pillow, and moved over to the desk. Looking out the adjacent window, he could see the city streets below and dozens of well-dressed men making their way to and from whatever business it was they had to conclude. He tried to make out their faces, but few men stood still long enough to allow him to form a definitive picture. In his mind, however, his purpose was clear. Somewhere down in that throng of humanity, was the next man to answer his ad, his next victim. Prior to Burgess, it had been some time since he had killed, and the thrill of murder had been reignited, the feeling of power, of control. He needed to feel the rush again. He needed to take another man’s life, and soon. Opening the desk drawer, he retrieved a sheet of paper and a pen, and quickly wrote out a new ad that he would take to the newspaper in the morning.


The following morning, he delivered his ad to the newspaper office in plenty of time for the afternoon edition, and then made his way back to the hotel, where he ordered a bottle of whisky and settled into the drawing room to wait. The first of the respondents began to appear early in the evening. Half a dozen came and went, but none of them were to his liking. Frustrated, he continued to sip whisky, and had just begun to draft another ad when Mrs Gilham called out to him. ‘Mr Harwood,’ she said as she entered the drawing room. ‘There is another man here to see you.’


‘Thank you, ma’am,’ Harwood said cordially as he rose from his seat and gestured for the man, who was of medium height and build with carefully manicured hair, to join him at the table.


The man bounded over and enthusiastically shook Harwood’s hand. ‘Sawkins,’ he said as he sat down. ‘I am responding to your ad. I’m very interested in joining you on your next expedition.’


As Sawkins spoke, Harwood sized him up, and soon decided that he was perfect. ‘Ah, Mr Sawkins, lovely to meet you. So where do you come from?’


‘Western Australia originally, but I moved over here a few years ago to try and make a better go of things.’


‘Western Australia!’ Harwood said gleefully. ‘I spent time in Western Australia. I was a constable for a while, you know, but the pay was no good so I chucked it in. Turned my hand to prospecting instead. Studied mining and engineering down in Ballarat. I’ve made a pretty good go of things too. A few leases of mine have come up trumps.’


The mention of making a ‘good go’ of things sparked Sawkins’ interest even further. He leant forward with his elbows resting on his knees as Harwood continued.


‘Just been out west to have a look, but there wasn’t much doing. I thought we might try something a bit closer to home. Do you know of Penrith?’


‘Yes, yes, I know of it. Haven’t heard much about there being any gold out there though.’


‘That’s just what the successful ones want you to think,’ Harwood said with a wink. ‘After all, what smart miner is going to go around telling everyone where he struck it rich?’


The response seemed to placate Sawkins, who listened intently as Harwood outlined the proposed expedition and its costs. ‘So, it would be ten pounds on your behalf,’ Harwood said eventually. ‘Is that acceptable?’


Sawkins paused for a moment, rubbing his chin with his thumb and forefinger as he weighed up the proposal. ‘Yes, ten pounds should be fine,’ he said.


‘Let me ask you,’ Harwood said, ‘why do you want to go on this trip?’


‘Well, I do alright, but I’d like to get that big find so I can set myself up for good.’


‘That’s just like most fellas, but most fellas don’t have me on their side,’ Harwood said with a broad smile.


‘When do you plan on departing?’ Sawkins asked with increasing delight.


‘Well, as soon as possible, unless you have any reason to delay things further.’


‘No, no, I can go whenever you please.’


‘How about tomorrow then?’


Sawkins looked a little surprised, yet pleased, at Harwood’s haste. Seeing a slight reticence in his new-found partner’s countenance, Harwood quickly moved to assuage any doubts. ‘You’re right about not hearing about Penrith. It’s because the big strikes are almost at an end, and only the truly astute miner knows where to find them. I want to make haste so that we don’t miss out while the going is still good.’


‘It all sounds fine to me,’ said Sawkins. ‘Meet me at my home in Summer Hill tomorrow morning and we will head out from there. Here’s the address.’ Reaching inside his coat pocket, Sawkins retrieved a piece of paper, which he handed over before rising, shaking Harwood’s hand, and departing.


The next morning, Harwood left Mrs Gilham’s hotel, bags in hand, and headed out to Summer Hill. After paying for a buggy, he sat back as the streets of Sydney passed by; contemplating all the ways he could kill this new victim. The way he had set Burgess up was beautiful, poetry, but it had all been over too quickly. Maybe he would toy with Sawkins a little, make him beg for his life before he took it from him.


The buggy continued on until it pulled into Summer Hill. He resolved that merely disposing of this man was good enough; clean and quick, then disappear to find a new killing ground.


He began walking the streets, piece of paper in hand as he looked up and down, stopping and turning one way before turning back in the other direction.


‘Excuse me, sir, can I help you?’ a passer-by asked when he noticed Harwood’s strange behaviour.


‘Yes,’ Harwood said as he held out the piece of paper. ‘I’m looking for this address.’


The passer-by examined it carefully. ‘This is very nearby. You need to follow this street down for a few blocks and then take a right. You should find it easily enough.’


Harwood nodded in appreciation and set off at a brisk walk in the instructed direction. He found Sawkins’ house, and knocked with an inappropriate loudness. The door opened, and he was greeted by a woman whom he took to be the maid.


‘Yes,’ she said abruptly, her annoyance plain. ‘Can I help you?’


‘Yes, ma’am,’ Harwood said politely as he doffed his hat. ‘I’m here to see Mr Sawkins. We’re going on an expedition together.’


‘Hmm, yes, my husband told me about that. Come on in, won’t you?’


Deep down, Harwood was smarting that Sawkins had a wife, but he bottled up his displeasure and forced himself to smile. Maybe he’d still get to kill, but after this one he’d just have to disappear sooner than expected. Mrs Sawkins looked at him with doubtful eyes, and the sweep of her hand inviting him inside did nothing to diminish her obvious discontentment.


‘Frank,’ Sawkins said as he emerged from one of the back rooms. ‘Glad to see you made it. Come, let’s have some tea before we leave.’


Harwood followed the couple as they made their way out to the rear of the house and into the sitting room. Whilst Mrs Sawkins made the tea, he sat talking with Sawkins about what they could expect. ‘We shouldn’t be gone for long; a week or so at the most. I know some places where we’re sure to find gold. All we can hope for is that we find some big nuggets, but we will definitely come back with a few thousand pounds’ worth.’


From the kitchen, unseen by Harwood, Mrs Sawkins was watching him intently, studying his every move as she went about making the tea. When she entered the sitting room, she placed the tea set down and poured cups for her husband and his guest before pouring one for herself. She made a point of sitting down so she was facing directly facing Harwood.


‘So, Mr Harwood, what qualifications do you have in this field?’ she asked.


‘I’m sorry, madam?’


‘I asked what qualifications you have. You are talking about large amounts of money here, so I assume you are highly qualified?’


Without even the slightest flinch or hesitation, Harwood delved into one of his bags and retrieved one of the stolen Miner’s certificates, which he handed to her. After taking it from him, she read it carefully.


‘You see,’ he said, ‘I have studied at the finest schools.’


‘Hmm,’ she said as she handed the certificate back. ‘Dear husband, may I speak with you in the next room, please?’


Sawkins looked slightly perplexed, but agreed. ‘Excuse me for one second, Frank, I shall be right back.’


Leaving Harwood to peruse the various ornaments, decorations and pictures in the sitting room, Sawkins and his wife moved into their bedroom.


‘I don’t like that man!’ she said resolutely. ‘There is something about him that is just not sitting right.’


‘He’s alright; just another guy trying to make a go of things.’


‘No, there’s something. Something dark. I don’t want you going anywhere with him.’


‘It’s only for a short time. What could possibly go wrong? And, besides, for a week’s work, we could be set for life.’


‘I don’t care about money. I care about having you. I forbid you to go.’


For his time, Sawkins was an enlightened man when it came to his relationship with his wife. Where others’ wives were seen and not heard, this man respected his wife’s judgement and intuition. He returned to the sitting room to deliver the news. ‘I’m sorry, Mr Harwood, I think I have rushed into this thing a little too hastily. My wife has reminded me that we have several very important business matters that require our attention over the next few weeks and months. I may be able to join you on a later expedition, but I cannot go on this one. I wish you the best of luck, sir.’


Harwood rose and shook Sawkins’ hand. ‘I understand,’ he said as he pondered killing both of them there and then, but decided against it. The setting was too public, and there was too much potential for witnesses. ‘You have to do what you have to do. I’ll send word of my successes and, as you say, maybe you can join me on another expedition. Shame you’re going to miss out though.’ With that, he said his goodbyes, giving several sly glances in Mrs Sawkins’ direction as he left.


Harwood made his way back to Mrs Gilham’s hotel, a scowl on his face as he walked inside.


‘Mr Harwood, did you forget something?’ Mrs Gilham asked, surprised to see him back again so soon.


‘No,’ he said gruffly. ‘I didn’t realise that my business partner had a wife, and when I got to his house, I discovered that she’d forbidden him from going with me.’


‘What a shame,’ said Mrs Gilham sincerely. ‘But after all, there is no arguing with a woman once she makes up her mind. Never mind, I’m sure you will find someone else. You are lucky today in one way; I haven’t given your room to anyone else.’


‘Thank you, Mrs Gilham. You’re a lovely woman.’ With that, Harwood headed back upstairs to pen yet another ad.


Wanted. Mining partner to go equal shares on expedition to Grafton area. Apply Gilham’s Hotel, Pitt Street.


He then headed to the newspaper offices, intent on lodging his ad in time for it to be published in the next morning’s paper.


The respondents started arriving early the next day, but none proved suitable. The days passed and his frustration and annoyance intensified, the whispering voice becoming louder and louder, begging, urging him to kill. This time, however, he was particularly careful to screen his potential partners with much more vigour. Many interviews were over before they’d even begun, as his first questions were always about the presence of people close to them. If a candidate said that they had a wife or brother or sister, he immediately terminated the interview and waited for the next one.


After several days, during which no suitable victims appeared, he packed his bags and left Mrs Gilham’s hotel. He was bound for the Grafton goldfields, where he would respond to someone else’s ad this time, looking to find another man to murder.
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Into the Mountains


7 October 1896


The journey to Grafton, and several other subsequent trips and ventures, came to nothing. Frank Harwood’s desperation to find a new ‘mate’ increased with every passing day. He eventually returned to Sydney, and to Mrs Gilham’s hotel. He sat in the bar one afternoon, drinking whisky while contemplating his next move, when he noticed an attractive young lady come to the bar and ask for a sherry. The bartender poured her drink. The young lady daintily sat herself down and carefully sipped away.


Noticing Harwood sitting alone and looking despondent, she decided to strike up a conversation. ‘Hello, sir,’ she said. ‘Are you feeling okay?’


Harwood looked at her. She looked strangely familiar, but seeing a pretty young girl before him, he had little hesitation in picking up his bottle and glass and moving to the seat beside hers.


‘Yes, miss, I am fine. I believe I have met you before, perhaps at a social occasion?’


‘Oh, yes, I remember you. You were that rather flashy and flamboyant chap I met at that party. So what are you doing with yourself these days?’


‘I’m a miner, and I want to go prospecting, but I have been unable to find a suitable partner to accompany me.’


‘A prospector! Goodness, have you had much success?’


‘Plenty,’ he responded with zeal as the whisky began to kick in. ‘I have many leases that make me a lot of money. The only problem is finding the right person to help me. I’ll tell you what, when I find the right man, he stands to make a lot of money.’ Through his hazy eyes, Harwood gleaned that the young lady seemed deep in thought. Eventually, she spoke.


‘You know something, sir? I believe I may have someone for you.’


Harwood’s interest was sparked. He leant in closer.


‘Yes,’ she continued. ‘My brother. He has just come up from Melbourne. He’s waiting for a new job to commence, but I think he would jump at the chance to make some quick money before he starts.’


‘When would I be able to meet with him?’ Harwood asked. His bloodlust was getting the better of him, and he made the snap decision to disregard his own selection criteria. The time had come to kill. He would do the man in and be long gone before this young lady discovered her brother’s fate. He was, however, careful to temper his excitement.


‘Right away, if you wish,’ she said with a chuckle. ‘I just need to go and get him.’


‘Would you mind terribly? You see, I have my leases, but some of them run out soon, and I’m eager to get at them.’


‘Certainly, wait here and I shall return shortly.’


The young lady excused herself, leaving Harwood sitting at the bar. He poured himself another whisky and drank it through a broad smile. With thoughts and possibilities swirling through his head, he didn’t notice when she returned with a strapping young gentleman at her side.


‘Sir,’ she said after a delicate cough, ‘this is my brother I was telling you about.’


Harwood looked up at the young man, six feet tall with curly, sandy coloured hair.


‘Frank Harwood,’ he said, extending a hand.


‘Michael Conroy,’ the man said, as he shook Harwood’s hand. ‘My sister tells me you are a prospector and that you need someone to join you.’


‘Yes, that’s correct,’ Harwood replied. ‘Won’t you join me for a drink?’


Calling out to the bartender for another glass, Harwood moved to the next seat to allow the siblings to sit together. When the bartender placed the glass in front of Harwood, he filled it and passed it to Conroy. ‘And whatever the lady is having,’ he added.


‘Another sherry, thank you,’ she said.


‘So, my sister told me that you’ve had some successes and this might be a good opportunity to make some quick money.’


‘I own several leases but, to give you an example, I have a mine up in Germanton that I was offered three thousand pounds for but I refused to sell, because I know it will soon be worth five thousand. So, there you have it. My leases are, potentially, worth double what I have paid for them and, as partners, we would go halves in whatever profit we make. What experience do you have?’


‘A little. I have been out to the Victorian goldfields a few times.’


Harwood looked Conroy up and down, noting the young man’s athletic build. ‘Well, you look like a fit young lad. I’m sure whatever inexperience you have will be more than made up for by your physical abilities.’


The talk of such large sums of money and the compliment had made Conroy interested. ‘So, where are you thinking of going for this expedition?’


Harwood reached into his bag and retrieved a map, which he unfurled and laid out on the bar. Conroy leant down to examine it. ‘Albury?’


‘Yes, the river down there means there are lots of gold deposits. Perhaps you could take this map with you and decide on some places you think may be worthwhile?’


‘Me?’ Conroy questioned. ‘But you’re the expert.’


‘Yes, I know, but it will give me an idea as to whether you have the right kind of mind for this sort of thing. I know where we should be looking, but I want to know if you do.’


Conroy shrugged, rolled the map back up and placed it inside his jacket pocket.


‘Just bring it back tomorrow and we’ll go from there.’


The Conroys finished their drinks before saying a polite goodbye and departing, leaving Harwood to contemplate what had just transpired as he poured himself yet another whisky. They seemed well-to-do. He sensed that he could make some good money out of this one, but it still bothered him that his chosen victim had a sister. No, he’d made up his mind. He would leave Sydney immediately afterwards. She could look, but she’d never find him. It had been months since he’d killed, and the voice inside him insisted on murder.


After finishing the remainder of the bottle, he paid his bill and staggered upstairs. The next day, he woke late in the morning and, even though his head was groggy, he remembered what he had asked Conroy to do. After quickly dressing, he rushed downstairs and asked Mrs Gilham if he’d had any visitors.


‘Yes,’ she said. ‘There was one young man who came here earlier this morning. He left this for you.’


Reaching behind her, she retrieved the map and handed it to Harwood, who hungrily snatched it up. Examining the map, he soon realised that Conroy had not made any markings, instead attaching a note which read:


Sorry, Mr Harwood, I will be unable to go with you; prevented by other business.


Having decided this was his man, Harwood was furious that his lust for murder would not be assuaged. He headed back upstairs to think about writing yet another ad; one that would, this time, hopefully, be the honey to catch the fly. He was about halfway towards the stairwell when he stopped. Too many people knew he was here, who he was. It would look odd if he placed yet another ad asking people to come to this hotel. It was time to move on, time for another change of name.
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